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Complete Tale of the

Chums of Greyfriars and
Alonzo, Sub-Editor,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
John Bull has a Great ldea,

OHN BULL, of the Remave, came down the passaga and
stopped at the door of Study No. 1. He knocked at the
door, and turned the handle to open it
But the door did net apen.

™ow, there was no doubt ui all that the chums of Study
o, 1 were at Lome. There was a lipht uader the door, and
a buzz of voices in the study. John Bull could hear the some-
what deep, musical tones of Harry Wharton, Nugent's higher-
pitched voice, and the peculiar intonation of Hurrce Jamset
ltam Bingh, the Nabob of Bhanipur. The Chums of the
Hemovo wero at fiomie, but were evidently not open to visits
at that moment. There had been no reply to Bull's knock.
1le knocked again,

Then he kicked.

‘There was a faint sound of a chuekle in the study, and the
voiees died away. But no gther effect followed the Kwek.
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John Bull kicked again. . ;

This time the kick, from a good-zized, heavy boot, with el
the force of a particularly well-developed leg, resounded from
one end of the Remove passage to the other. Bulstrode put
his head out of the next study and growled. Alonzo Todd
loaked out into the passare, further up, under the impression
that something must be happening, and ready to rush to any-
body's assiatance. From within Study Neo. 1 came a chuckle,
and that was all. Merely that, as the poet says, and nothing
o,

Joha Bull lowerad his bead and bawled through the key-
fiale,

* Whartoa !

* Hallo®"”

“ Nugent "

e H ?r:r

[ 11 Iﬁk]‘ 1ii

“The haltofuluess is teveific. 1y warthy chum
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“ Open this blested door!"
. %ht:;: ie !}Jﬂk fe pr
"I w . TOU.
* More rata
“ It's important,™
II-M l-'l“ il.l'
“ Ha, ha; ha '
John B!l snorted. . :
“/ Look bere,” he exclaimed, “it's important! It's abous
& wheeze I'm carryitg out, snd I want you feliows to hava
a hand in it.”’ '

“Nother time, old somi’ cama back Harry Wharton's
Yoice. ' We're discussing a ﬁﬁ;&r of: fearful importance our-
selves,- and we can't leave to speak a single word, can
w0, you chiaps "'

“Ha, hat Not

“.Oh, dll right!" grunted Jokn Bull. ““Don’t say I didn's
give you a chance, that's all.”

o dear chap, we won't say a word 1"t

Jobhn Bull bestowed another rmnd'ﬁa kick on the door
in relief of his feelings, and walked up a, - Alonzo
Todd shared the end study with John Bull and Fither T.
Fish, thie American junioz. '

“My dear Bull,” said Todd, ﬂﬁ_’ﬂqﬂ with a..han{
knuckle.in the objectionable way he #*'my ‘dear Bull,

could not help hearing what you said tp Wharton, as you .
were shouting with auci‘a

1 4 such an extreme loudness. If I can be of
any- asgistance to you instead of Wharton I shall be delighted."”
ohn Bull looked at him dubiously. , ;
“You're such o duffer I’ he remarked disparagingly.
“ My dear Bull—""

“ Qi I'll give you-a ce.”” John Bull closed the door
and loweredihis voice caufionsty, * Look here, I supipose you
von't apy experience of editing T’

Todd stared. He could not hive been more surprised if

Eﬂhﬂ Biull had asked him if he had had any experience of
Y.

“ My dedr Bull, I certpinly have not,”” he replied. *I have
no doubd that I could edit a paper if it were necessary for me
to do s50. laodeed, 'l have often thought that I am most
puitable for such a'post s tHat of editor of ' The Times.' In
fact, I have been told so. 'th%—”‘ *

“Do you think Fou could 61l up the post of, eay, sub-editor,
reporter, advertisement canvaszser, and office-boy ¥’ sugpested
John Bulk

+i }1&.. &'EM 'Bu!l__:_u . ) .

The Duffer of Greyfriars locked at Bull in blank astonish-
ment. Hda~began to think that the sturdy junior was
wandering in Eis mind. And that was.veally poaching on
Alorizo’s preserves, 0 to speak. Alonzo was a little given to
wandoring. :

“You see,” said-John Bull, “I've got a wheeze—=— What
was that™

* What was what, my dear Bull¥"?

“1 heard a noise,’™ said John Bull, locking round the study.

“Pear met I do-not quite understand you, Bull. There is
no one in the study but ourselves,” said Todd. * Bunter
came here a short time ago to ask if you could let him have
a small loan, and I went -down the passage to look for you,
but that was ten minutes age, and Bunter was gone when I
came back.” Jobn Bull growled.

“Then I ecxpoct our cako is
thl'ug;i;ugdﬂpet} the door of the study cupboard.

(1] Eﬁi.' ! T

“No, it's still here,” ssid Bull. **You couldn’t have been
zone & winute, then. That fat beastcame here to scoff any-
thing he could lay his hands on, I expect—— What was that
notsed’’

* My dear Bull, I heard nothing.” :

“ Tt sounded like a sniff. Vou've not started keeping a dog
in the study, bave yvout”’ :

“ Oh, certainly not! You werg sayl -

* Look here, 1t'5 a ripping wheeze, and it's a dead secret
go far,” said John Bull. * You see, I don’t want it to get
out until we've got the thing fairly going., We might fail to
pull i!.”n!I, yvou know, and wa don’t want the school sniggering
ab us.

" But what i L1

- The paper.”

aper

i Thﬁf’s it said John Bull.  * The school paper.”

“ The school paper®’ repeated Alonzo Todd dazedly, * But
~—lmat there isn't one.”™ _ -

“ Exactly! There isn't one, but there's going to be,” said
Johu Buall cﬂmiplauently. **What do you think of ‘ John Bull
J uni:i:r‘c.hwia&kr ¥ 2’1’;

3o racions I N

& Fapargnamed after me, editor-in-chiel,’” said John Bull.
“ T war poing to offer W the job f-f_sph-ed:tar. Look
hore ! If you like to sub-edit the paper I'll give you the post.
Ylenty of work and no salary.’’
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one, too,” he exclaimed,

r?

"My desr Bull—"" . .

“We'll simply knock ’em with this wheeze;,” said Ball,
with & grin. “I really wonder Wharton hasn't thooght of
it. Mind, keep it dark! Net a word outside this study uatil
the Arst number is ready. You can keop s secret!”

“ My Uncle Bmimnn has slways impressed upon ma never
hp::]vﬂ sectets to keep, my dear Bull. But under the excep-
tional circumstanceg——r"=1
I | | n

‘“‘Dear me! Whatever is the matter?™" : :

“There's some hlessed snima! in the study!” exclaimed
John Bull. *“I tell you I heard it breathing."

“* My desr Bull—" )

Jobn Bull rushed to the table in the middle of the study
and dragged up the edge of the long cover, which reached
neaxly to-the fHoor.

Then he gave a yell,

* Bunter | . L. .

A fat face, adorned with a big pair of spectacles, glimmered
under the table. Billy Bunter, the fattest junior in the Lower
Fourth—thé Greyfriars Remove—blinked at John Dull in
great alarm,

“ I—1 say, you fellows—"' he stuttered.

“ Bunter " roared John Bull

“Dear mal! However did you come there, Bunter®’ asked
Tadd, in great surprise. ' Really—"'

Fahe Bl shaopat aad gesaned the fat fu

J and grasped the fat junior,

Billy Bunter was dragged out from under the table. He
calm ::-];.;t :;iit.h a tggld whirl that took his breath away, and
rol in on carpet.

“Ow | Loﬁr%n Chuck it! Yow!” . ‘
¥ dear Bull, you will probably hurt Bunter if you kick
him like that—"

*1 mean tol"

“Ow! Yow! Groo!?

Billy Bunter rolled and squirmed to and fro on the carpet,
and John Bull fairly dribbled him up and down the study as
if ha had been a foothall. The fat jumior doedged into a corner
at last, and yelled for merey. i ]

Then John PBull, who was a hitle out of breath himself,
ceasod fis exertions, and stood glaring down upon the Owl
of the Remove.

Wty Aoy

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Secret.

e O17 worm "
“Oh, really, Bull—"
““You fat r i
* Look here——"

“ gﬂuj overfed savesdropper "

i h I *

Billy Bunter put his glasses straight, and blinked at Bull,

he sturdy junior glared at him wrathfully, and seemed in-
clined to commence operations again.

I —I—T"m sincerely socry " gurgled Bunter. ' You==you
see, I~I got under the table to—to give you a pleasant sur-
prisa, you know, I=I1 thought I'd just pop out, and——"

 You dodged under there because you were afraid of being
cnught raiding the cupboard | reared John Bull
“Ob, really, Bull—" .
John Bull drew back his boot réady to kick.

“Did you, or did you not?'’ he shouted,

“Ow! Yes! Ohi” ) )

“ And you've been listening to what I've been saying to
Todd?i"

“ N.n-po! I=—I say, you [ellows, I—I hope you don’t think
I would listen?”’ said Billy Bunter. “I'm not that sort of
chap, T hope. As soon as you began to falk I—1 put my
fingers to my ears, you know, so that I shouldn’t hear.”

fnhn Bull glared at him speechlessly. That was the last
thing Bgﬂtﬁr wnulld ¢1-iar Eva dreamed of doing. But Alenzo
Todd looked greatly pleased. 1

- My deﬁrgﬂunti;r,” exclaimed the Duffer of Greyiriar,
*“ that was very honourable of you! I am sure my Uncle
Benjamin would be very pleased to hear it.”

“1:(1:111 ess " voared John Bull, ‘“He's telling whoppers,

as usual !’

“Oh, really, Bujl—" - .

“ He's heard every wgril,uand he Llhmpgat {}tﬁ u rnnd”duwn

move passage, and tell ever ap in (reyfriars.
thﬁF—EI wn:ﬁ: 2 gp:il.su-ed E:ml:ga»r.jr o IP—I gha'n’t think of
mentioning & word! Nobody will hear from me that you are
going to start & school paper. Besides, 1 never heard a word
you T\_vem “]ki?ﬂt-. ﬁbo&:{,r.:’

1 —you fat-hea .
“ N{;E 531.-.1':10 2 szaid Bunter, a::rnmhiing to his feet, still
eveing John Bull nerveusly, *I—I dan't know what you
fellows were saying at all, Look here, if you don’t want me

HAVE YOU READ “THE IRON ISLAND” ® Assess dtysreia ™ “GEM " LIBRARY ? ™.0°%



The “ Magnet” JonE 3 |

LIENANYT.

e
f

2 ‘4 oz

-, G !
e —— T
'

Iplm m“ T AR
I Sy

——

i,

i,

..rl

it i

el

f -
e

f III|I =]
find.l &

! r."
il

1)

il

{

e ar
|||||
.......

..I
wE g
F
i)

P
P, S . pp— | "

/

-

g

e ey
F.5 0 e i

roared John Bull, * Are you going to doas [ tell you?"” (8o¢ page 14.)

I' John Ball forced Alonzo’s face downwards until his somewhat prominent nose dipped Into the inkpot. * Now!™

-

in this study T'll retire from the place. T don't want to re-
main where my company’s not wanted, I'm sure.”

John Bull lifted his boot, end the fat junior dodmed back
into the corner again..

“ Ok, really, Bull—" ha began.

“"You've heard every word I said,” said John Bull
kuow that I'm starting a school paper in the Remove.”

*I—1 don't know—I mean I kpnow now you've told me.
You see—""

“It's a secret,” said John Bull quictly.
koep it dark, Bunter.”’
_ Billy Buntar recovered some of his assurance,
that he had a hold upon the sturdy junior now.

“I'm sure I don’t mind ﬂhligllnlg vou in thiz little mattor,
Bull,” he said off-handedly. “T'Il keep it dark. Of course,
one gond turn deserves another.”

“What do you mean?'’ growled John Bull

“I—1 should like n little loan. That was really what I
came here for. You see, I'm expecting & postal-order this
evoning,” Bunter explained. * If yvou could advance mo ten
ﬂhii!inqs, now, you could have the postal-order when it
comes. '’

“You won't get a penny from me."

** Oh, really, Bull! I could make five shillings do.”

“* Not five farthings.™

Bunter ruIMd‘t.n‘!':ﬁe door.  Bull made ne movement to stop
him. The fat junior paused with his hand on the door, and
a very spiteful expression upon his fat face,

Tar MackeT Limrany.—No. 168.
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“1 want vou to
He reahised

“ Look here, Bull, one g:mﬂ turn deserves another, I say.
It I keep your secret 4 think you might oblize me with a little
Ipan."

** Not & penny.”

“You've got lots of money vou had from wvour Aunt
Tabitha-—=*"

* ¥ou won't touch a penny of it, you fat toad
Bull che&riu!%y.

“ Vory well, then. If your secret happens to lenl out-e——"

““ If my secrct happons to leak out,’’ said John Bull quictly,
“1 shall give you such & whaling with a cricket stump that
vou will wish it hadn't leaked out.”

“ Oh, really, Bull—" ]

“ Mind, I mean bizney," seid John Bull. “If I hear apy
fellow talking sbout a school paper I shall know that you've
wiven it away, and I'll drop on"you, I'll give yvou the licking
of your life, vou eavesdropping voung rascal !"

unter hesitated. He knew that John Buil waz s fellow
of his word, But it seemed awful to Billy Buntoy to have
a secrot without trading upon it

* Look lere, Bull,” he exclaimed.

“ Get out!"

# Just a bob, then—""

“ Dutside 1"

“ Yoy, pleaze go, Bunter ! sald Alonzo Todd, with a sor-
rowful look at gha fat junior, * You disgust me. Buntev.
You are a most untruthful and unserupulons boy. My Unele
Benjamin would be shocked at you.”

L]
!

saiud John

Y Make o two bobh—"

A Splendid Tale of Har arton & Co. at Greyiriars.
By FRANK BICHARDS
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“ Got out, will you?" said John Bull. ' And, remember,
a single word sbout the paper, and you're booked for the
biggest hiding you've ever read about.”

“gleam}h here, Bull Yow!l" . '

John Bull slammed the door, and Bunter jumped back into
the just in time to escape being swept over by it
He ﬁ and snorted in the passage. :

“m the door, Todd,” said John Bull * We'll begin
now.'"

** Oh, certainly, my dear Bull!” .

The key cli::kj;d iﬁ the lock. RBilly Bunter kicked at the
door, feeling himself safe as soon as it was locked, and then
imw!ﬁd through the keyhola,

“ Boasts |

The next moment a knuckly hand gr&a]fed Bunter by the
collar, and dragged his head up, and knocked 1t twice aganst
the door. Tho fat junior yelled, and sguirmed round, and
blinked at Fisher T. Fish, who had just pnmla::lp the passage.
Thn'zu American junior held him in his thin hand, and grinned
at him.

ik o 1¥

h ﬂ]f, really, Fish! I-I was only speaking to Bull through
the keyhole " stammered Bunter. *' Ow! Leggo! ¥Yaw!"
“ Travel !’ said Fisher T Fish, relessing Buntcr and help-
ing him along the passage with his boot. " Vamoosel™
“Ohbt! I zay, Fish—-"

“Vamoose, you fat guy!” roared Fish.
And Billy Bunter * vamoosed.” .
Fisher ’IFr Fish chuckled, and tried the door. It &d nok

open. He koocked, and calied through the kerhole,

** Halla, theret I guess I wont to come in !

“ (Can't be did "

" esa it's got to be did '

“ Call Iater I .

“ Look hers, I gusss I'm coming- inte my own study!"
roared the American junior. * What's the Lttle game?
What ere you giving me?"

“ A thiek ear, if you don't buzz off ! said John Bull, from
within. *“ I'm busy! Yol can come in an hour "
“ My dear Bull—"

“ Oh, shut up, Todd "

“ But, my dear Bull, it is surely unjust to keep Fish out of
hiz own study. I hardly think that my Uncle Henjamin would
approva of such a Emﬂﬂing."

“Asa! Ihry up!

Fish kicked.at the door.

" %;.T coming in!” he voared. ' Open this blamed door "

L tﬂt :

“ My dear Bu]]; would it not be more judicious te admit
Fizh to the secret!” came Alonzo's still amall voice from within
the study. * You ses, as bes cccupies the same study, he may
soon discover that we are starting a school paper—"

{;_:-dwhtt’s that?' yelled Fisher T. Fish, who heard every
W W

“You dummy ' shrieked John Bull

“ My dear Bull—" _ _

John Bull unlocked the door and threw it open. Fisher T.
Fish entered with a grin on his thin,. keen features.

* B0 you're starting s school paper—hey?” he asked.

“ 1 suppose I may as well say yes! growled John Bull,
slamming the door.

“ Dear me " said Alonzo Todd. * Now that I come to
think of i}, Fish may have guessed as much from my remark,
if he overheard it."”

“¥Yep,'" said Fisher T. Fish. " T guess so. It's all serene,
:.ndy t;aqn—jﬂu can go ahead, and I'll help. I don't mind being

itar.™

** But we jolly well mind,"” said John Bull promptly. *“ I'm
editor, and Todd's my sub. and office-boy."

SANDOW’S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, & new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man snd woman can obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Addresa: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
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" Where do I come in, then?' demanded Fish.

* ¥ou came in at the door, and you'll jolly well go out of
the window, if vou're not quiet,”” said Bull crossly. ‘' Look
hers, you can be chief reporter if you like I™

| guess that's all O.K." szaid Fisher T. Fish. ' Tea
ready T

*Fea! Blow tea!”

“Well, I'm hungry, you know. Fellow must eat. What
Em'-'?a you got all thus rotten foolscap sprawling over the table
ﬂl‘-" .

“1'm beginning the first number. You can’t have tea on
this table. Take it on the mat if you can’t wait.”

Figher T. Fish grinned.

“1 a3 I can have tea on one half of the table, and you
CAD edﬂw the paper on the other hall,” he said. ** That's a fair
div. Look here, if you like to change over, I'll edit the paper
and you can lave ten."

To which proposition John Bull ;:j]ied only with a snort,
and the American junior chuckled sat down to tea, whila
Bull started editing. But the fragrant odour of tea and ham
and itoast soon tempted the youthful editor away from his
tack, and ere long he was, as Fisher T. Fish put it, editing
with one hend and having tea with the other.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Same Idea.

Aﬂllft WHARTON felt in the inside pocket of his
JACHEL

“Fve got a copy here,” he remarked.

* I shall be glad to see it,’”’ said Frank Nugent, "1
suppose we can run ours somewhat on the same lines. We
3 ba able to pick up some hints from f'Tom Merry's
Weekly," anyway.”

“ Yes; that’s why I asked Tom Merry to send me a copy,”
said Wharton, *° ifere you are!” :

He drew a yumple paper from hizs pocket. He spread it
out on the table, and the Chums of the Remove locked at it
with great interest. It was a copy of the school magarine
puhliied by the juniors of St. Jim's, and edited by Tom
Merry, of the Shell, and named eiter him, " Tom Merry's
Werkly.”

The {}m}'f‘riara’ juniors locked through the paper with greot
interest, .

* Not so bad,” Frank Nugent remarked.

“The not-so-badfulness is terrific,”” murmured Hurvce
Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wherton nodded.

“ Well, we want something on the same lines, only—ahem!
—better 1" he said. ** Theve are no illustrations in this, fer
instance, Now, vou can drow, Frank.” -

" The drawfulness of the esteemed Nugoert is great.”

“But I don't know about getting drawings reproduced,”
said Nugent doubtiullv. * That comes expensive.'

“ We shall see. It will come pretty cheap fo get the
magazine printed in Courtfield,” said Harry. " We can get
an estimate fromr the printer of-the locel paper, how mueh
he'll turn out so many copies a week for.™

“Good egg! Now, what's the paper to be called?”?

“ Well; ':g-:-m Merry's paper i3 named after the founder,”
Wharton suggested. ;

* But it's a good idea, too, to name s paper after the chief
artist,” Nugent remarked. * What would you sy to * Frank
Nugent's Magazine '

1] R“t !]'I I .

“ The rotfulness is terrific.”

Mugent snorted.

“ What would you call it, then, Inky '

“ *The Nabob's News,” " suggested Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh blandly.

L _Hﬂﬂ.h. !:ll

“ What about ‘ Harry Wharton's Weekly "¥* Harry sug-
pested.

iE Rﬂtﬁ I1':I

Wharton laughed. ] _

* Well, we'll leave over the guestion of the title,” he re-
marked. ** Look here, it's settled that we're gl:min:;fL to start
a school prper on the linee of * Tom Merry's Weekly,” 1sn't
it?"

“ Oh, yes, certainly I"’

* The certainfulness s terrific.”

“ And we're going to keep the idea dark, till we bring it
oukt’

“* Batherfully 1" ] o

“ But how are we going to get in contributions, unless we
let the [ellows know what's on?' asked Nupgent.

Wharton rubbed his nose tht::-upl.htfuﬂy. That was a_point
he had not yet considered. ' Can't have a paper without
some contributors,” Nugent went on.

HAVE YOU READ “THE IRON ISLAND” = Azsrizz.Adysataza ™ *“ GEM " LIBRARY ? P5t.o"2 SEr™



“ I don’t sce why not,” said Harry. ¥ Look liere, we'll lot

Lob Cherry into it, as he's an old chum, and Mark Linley.
The five of us could turn cut enough asteff to Bl the first
number.”
. Y But who's going to read it?" asked Nugent, * You know
jolly well a cfhnp never will read o school magazine unless his
ﬂwﬂ_ f.tuff is in 16, And then he jolly well only reads his own
stulk '

* Well, T think curiosity will make the chaps lock at che
paper, and in the second number we can have all sorts of
contributions,” said Wharton.  We don't want the wheeze
to pet out, anyway, or the idea will be pinched. Temple,
I}a,l:npy & Co., of the Upper Fourth, would jump at it
They've got & lot more money than we have, and they'd be
nble to bring out & paper sooner, perhaps, and in much hatter
style, and knock us all al the line. "

* Y¥es, that's likely cnough.”

Y We'll draw wp the first number roughly,” said Wharton.
“ Then we'll walk down to the printer's in Courtfield and ask
ki about it. Look here, one of you go and fetch in Bob
snd Merk Linley, while I seratch out a rough idea of the
thing. Don’t let that bounder Bull get in. He was hammer-
my at the door five minutes ago.”

Al serene.

Frank Nugent left the study, and Harry Wharton drew a
heap of foolscap over to him, and bogan to jot down with a
wneil. Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh watched him patiently.

o a few minutes Frank Nugent returned with Bob Cherry
and Mark Linley. The two juniors were looking considerably
puzzled. Frank had told them nothing, excepting that thay
were wanted in Study No. 1 on urgont business, and he had
wokd them that very impressively. They looked at the table as
they came in, expecting to see a feed. Seeing the table
covered with foolscap, scrawled on in pencil, they were mora
and more astonished.

‘:.‘rHallu, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ What's
on’f

Nugont locked the door. Bob looked a little alaymed, and
pushed back his ouffs.

* Look here, if this iz a jape—"" e began.

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.

“It's all right, Bob," he said. *“It's a wlheeze—a big,
wheeze, and we want you chaps in it, that's all!™

“ Oh, all right?* said Bob at once. ** What is it-—some-
thmf] np against the Upper Fourth "

A& h. I:I'U'!”

** Going for the Courtfisld cliaps?"

“ Not just now 1"

Y Visiting the girls at Cliff House?™

1% Nﬂ t"

* Then what on earth is it?" demanded Bob Cheryy,

* You remember Tom Merey—"

“The Bt. Jim'e chap? Yes."

* Ha runs a school paper, called * Tom Merry's Weekly,” at
his school.””

“*1 know he does."

* He's sent me a ropy. We're thinking of tunning a school
mag. on the same lines.™

“Oht” zeid Bob Cherry.

** We want you two chaps to Lelp.”

“Oh, good! You want me to be odilor®

Harry Wharton coughoed.
g l, no, not exactly. But we've room for contribu-
tions. "

** Decided on the title!™ asked Bob Cherry thoughtfully,

“ Not yet."

i ' Bob Cherry's Weekly " woulldl sound well,”?

* Bosh I"

* Rats "

“The ratfulness and hoshfulness are tererifie.”

“Well, it was only a suggestion,” said Bob Choerry.
course, there are other titles, though nonc so good.
much have you done of the paper so far?™

“ I've been sketching tho title-page.’”

Bob Cherry looked at the pencilled sketch, and grinned,
ﬁgﬂﬁﬂ the top of the page was inseribed in old English

ora :

:‘ Harry Wharton's Weekly.™ .

“Ha, ha! I thought you hadn't decided on the title,” he

said.

““ Ahema ! Wharton colourad a little. * That—that’s onl
—er—tentative! We may decide on something elsc. Imi
liere, wo want to get a rough copy together. You ought to
he-b_ablﬁ to do somothing about footer, Dob. That's your
subject.”

b w;cll, I dare say I could. I've ofton thought I counld
write," B-IE.ld Bob Cherry modestly, “*and I've got o fountain-
pen, teo.™

Ilarty Wharton grinned. Bob ovidently regarded a
fountain-pen as one of the cssentiale of authorship.

‘““ Linley can put in something classical, to give the paper
& tone,” Wharton went on. * What ean you do, Linley?

The Lancashire lad smiled.

‘" Anything you like,” he said. * I've never tried to write,

Tee MagNeET LiBnirt.—No, 152,

UESE.  “THE RIVAL WEEKLY.”

WEEK ;

“ Of

How

EVERY
TUEBDAY,

ONE
PENNY.

Tie : INaguet "

t!n.rl-l:]”I don't know how it will turn cut; but I'm willing to
ry.

“ Bomething deep will be the thing,” said Wharton.
“You're jolly strong on Greek, and we don't know it.
Bomething in Greek will knock the Upper Fourth chaps when
they see the paper, and it will impress the Remove, too, es
they won't be able to read it.”

Mark Linley laughed.

““I could write something in Greek if you like," he said;
“but wouldn't it be a little difficult for your printer to sct
up? I don't suppose local printers here have any Greek

t-,? rJI

Huil‘m! I forgot that! Never mind, we'll have an article
on the Greek tragedy,” said Harry Wharton, * You read
Eﬂﬁ%mlg? and Euripides, and the rest of 'em, dont you 1"

“Marky can do anyihing in that line,'" maid Bob Cherry

roudly. Dob Cherry did not know & Greck letter from an

gyptian hicroglyph, but he was very proud of his chum's
knowledge. * Marky can make sense out of the most awful
roft you cver saw.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™ ]

“1 don't know sbout that,” said Mark Linley lsmgh:gf.
“ But if you want something on the Greek tr ¥, I oo
do it. But do you think the fellows are likely to read it?"

“Of course not. It's to impress them, like o leading
article in ! The Times,'' said Oarry Wharton. * Peonle
don’t read these things,. you know, but they are very un-
posing. Look here, what 13 that play that's been turned into
& blpssed opers, that everybody's beon talking aboul—some-
thing like eléctricity, or something?"”

“ Eloktra®?" said Mark, with a amile.

“¥Yes. Who wrote that?”

“ Bophocles.™

“ Well, you E|giw3r us an article on Elektra," asid Whartom.
“I1f you could put in something about Strauss's music, it
would be better, too.”

“ But I don't know mnything about that.i®

“That makes no difference, old son," said Bob Chervy.
“You'll only be in the same position as an ordinary musio
critic. Just pile it on.'

Mark Linley laughed.

) article on ragedy, bu vo out a

“TI'll do the article the t dy, but I'll lea t |
montion of the opera,” he said. * It would make the Bixth
grin to sea the article if they look at the paper.”

“ My dear chap, it will make "em equirm,” ssid Nugent.
“ Thers are precious few in the Sixth could write it, anyway.
q‘uat down here and begin."”

fGood egg "

Five juniors sat down round the study table and began.
Five pens or ila raced over beautiful blank foolscap, turn-
ing its mice blank surface into an artistic representation of
spiders’ webs with spiders careering in them. At all events,
that was what the copy looked like, with ita erasures, blot-
tings, interlining, underlining, crossinge-out and inscrtings,
after the juniors had been a little while at wotk.

el

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Inky.

OB CHERRY sucked the ond of his fountain-pen, and
jabbed it on the table. Like many a fountain-pen,
iiob’u was a pretty one to look et, but declined work.
Bob had given five shillings for that fountain-pen—a

bargain{ His iriends had asserted that the bargain was on
tho side of the man who had sold it, but Bob had & touching
faith in his fountain-pan. Heo firmly believed that some day,
in the hazy future, it would go right. Meanwhile, he pegged
away with it patiently.

But now the pen seemed to have gone defini on strike.
Bob sucked at the nib to induce the ink to How, but it
wouldn't How. He jammed it on the tablo with a postman’s
knock, and the other juniors jumped and glared.

“ Don’t jolt, fnthami.”

** Keep quiet, can't you?'’

“"Ow! You ass! You've
Nugent.

Bob Cherry anorted.

“ Blessod if I can sce that one move blot maticrs "' he ex-
claimed, looking at Frank’s manuscript. * How many have
you got thﬂmnﬁrﬁady—-ﬂa hundred ¥

" C!l;h. rats !" )

“'I think thlgogeu wants filling,” said Bob Cherry.

Mo one replied. The juniors werse all p in their contri-
butions to the paper. urrea Singh dreamily read out o
paragraph from a story he was composing.

“The redfulnessa of the csteamed sunzet was torriGe. On
the high mountainful peak ths gleamfulness raﬂﬂatfla]!r

me blot ™

made growled

A Bplendid Tale g ?ﬁ&w at Greyiriare.
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]ing_mr{rd. when & loneful horseman came ridefully gver the
pass. He—"

* Bhut up}”’ rosred Nugent.

“% arm m:in:rr:.', II:'I:}’ estecmed L-]hum : ”'I it

“T'm just working out m ot " howled Nugent. ' Look
] j g yp g

“ Blessed if T ean get this pen to go,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Chuck it out of window.” £ !

(13 'Ulk llem__._..l"

* And yourself after it.”

“Bror-rer ! It wants filling, T think., Gimme the inkpot.”

Bob Cherry rose from his seat and unserewed the end of his
famous fountsin-pen. Then he picked up the inkpot, and
ﬂﬂﬂ-ﬂ-ﬁ:ﬂ to fill the rescrvoir.

The inkpot was o large round one. Tt was hardly the thing
to pour ink from into the narrow opening of a fountain-pen.

ut Bob tried it. It wos unfortunate that he heold the
fountain-pen over Nugent while he was filling it. Nugent
was deep n his plot again, and never noticed. There wasn't
much room st the table, and Bob really never meent to lean
over Nugent,

He carefully manipulated the imkpot. The ink did not
sorge for 3 moment, and then, as might have been expected,
it came with a rush as he tilted the inkpot.

Bwoosh |

*Oh 1" ﬁ&sp:}d Bob Cherry.

“ ¥arcoh !’ yelled Nugent.

The ink came cut in & regular swamp over Bob Cherry's
{.ﬂﬂmmrpﬂn, and over his hand, and over Nugent's bhont

o,

Nugent started up with & wild yell.

“"Yarooch! ¥Yow! Ow! What Groazh I'?
L1} Hy hlt !_H

“"Yow! Ow! Sput-t-t-ter! Ohl?

“'Phew! Borry—'"

E'fY::ru—yﬂu maniac! Yow! Veou dangerous lunatic! Ow!
00 _u

Ink whs twmﬂsil:;? im Nugent's hapir. It ran in streams
over hin face, a own the back of his neck. He screwed
it out of his eyes, and spat it out of his mouth. Bob Cherr
stared at him in dismay. The other fellows crowded bnﬂg
‘g’mm the scattering of spots and drops as Nugent mopped his
aco,

“My hat!"” gosped Bob Cherry. * JI—1——"

“Ygu fnthaa.ﬁ !’Fed i

::gau* ou :e&—:;-—”

ou ehump—

“Laok hera, Nugent——'""

“You idiut!"]]

“I'm sorry—hae, ha! I tell you I couldn't lLielp it ™'

* You fr;gjﬂuu ass ! d ' d

““Ha, ha! I mean, what a pity! I—"

t gave a furious snort, and rushed at Bob Cherry.
He meant to let Bob have some of the ink, Bob might be
sorry for the accident, but he could not help isughing, and
laughter under the circumstances seemed like adding insult
© Lo IBwrY.

** Here, keep off "' roared Bob, dodging round the table,

“¥ah! You ass! T'1l—"

" Hold him, somebody ! yelled Dob

But nobody seemed inclined to hold the inky juniar,
Nugent was streaming with ink, and was pretty certain to
smother anybody he came in contact with. ?—1-& rushed round
the table after Bob Cherry.

" Keep off, you asa !

“ Here, chuck it} cxeclaimed Harry Wharton.
wreck the study! Chuek it!”

(1] Y-ﬂ.h !H

“Koap off] Oh!™ ‘

Nugent clasped Bob Cherry in his arms, in quite an
affectionate embrace. He rubbed his inky head over Bob's
face, and over his chest, and over his eccllar.

Bob Qhan';; roared and sttuggled, but Nugent would not
let go till he had imparted to his chum at loast half the ink,

Then he reloased him, gasping for-breath

* There, you ass!' hoe paunted. *“ ¥You won't Rl your
::higas;d fountain-pen over my head again in a hurry,

k.’

£+ Gfﬂﬂ- !u

“ Hao, ha, ha!"

“Groao! Oh! Ow??

* Well, you look a jolly inky pair of duffers,” said Harry
Wharton. " Ha, ha iﬁﬂ.! Yﬂu’g better go and clean vour-
selves. You wouldn't be adwmitted to
editorial office in that state.””

'zi-lda,}irm, ha I" i

An ugent and b Cherry, glering at each other
Et:tted the study, in search of a baﬂlrrmfm. Wharton an

nley, and Hurree BSingh roared with laughter. The
editerial proceedings been interrupted, and Harry

Wharton laid down his pen and rvose
. T MicreEr Lisrany.— No. 15K,
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“ I think we've done enough to get an idea of the sizo and
style of the mag.” he said. * We had better get along fo
E?“E&:éd,,fmw’ ar we gha'n't be back by calling-over.”

" Wo want to get an cstimate from Caeey,” said Wharton.

“*We mith see something of the Courthield school chaps
while wa're over thera. at chap Lazarus is employed. at
the printer's, I believe, for some time every day.”
_ The Chums of the Remove carefully placed the manuscripts
in & drawer, and locked it, and then left the study. From s
distance eould be heard & sound of excited voices and
scuffling. Bob Clierry and Nugent seemed to be still con-
tinuing their avgument which had begun over the unlucky
fountain-pen.

The juniors l;ut on their ecaps aod coats to go out. In the
doorway they found Johm Bull with his coat on. Wharton
gave him & cheery nod.

. “"Halle I"* he exclaimed. * What was it you wore haimmers
m§ at our door aboyt some time ago, Johony 1"
ohn Bull shook his head.

“It's too late now;" he replicd mysteriously.

Harry Wharton laughed.

*Well, you see, wo were very busy—most important
matter,” he said. ‘' Going out?”

“ Yea, just going for a stroll down to Coyrtfield,” said Johy
Bull carelessly.

“Good! 8o are wol”

John Bull started a little.

:: %uu'ﬁa going to Courtfield 7

[

Ok !'n

-f‘i;la:r as well walk down together,” zaid Mark Linler

XA

And the juniors left Greyfriars in company; but John
Bull did not tall so frankly and cheerly as usual on the
way to Courtfield. Tlng.rg really seemed to be something or
other on John Bull’s mind.

PR AP

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Wither Bound?

HE dusk was descending on the lanes, and there was a
cold wind from the sea. Dnofting clouds over the
summit of the Black Pike threatened rain. The juniors

N}mt up the collars of their coats as they walked on

towards Courtfield. More than once Harry Wharton glanced
curipusly at the silent John Bull.

“ Not & nice time for a walk,” he remarked.

* No,"” said John Bull.

: E_{suapme you've got zome business in Courtheld

es.

“Oh! 8o have we.” . ) i

John Bull seemed to come out of ns reverie at thw Ile
glanced at the Chums of the Bemove in o guestioning sort

LA
E

of way.
e E‘ruiné‘n to sea the Courtfield County Council School
chaps ¥'* he asked.

“0Oh, no: it's net a school row.”

“ Fixing up a footer match with them ™

“ We're not going to see them.”

* Gorely you'ra not going shopping as far as Courtficld 3"
mlaimaci' ull. * Friardale wgg{d be a great dea! nearer.”

*“0Oh, no, it isn't exactly shopping.”

“ What the dickens is it, then "

Wharton coloured.

“Well, ag a matter of fackt it’s a little seeret,” he said.
“ Nothing very serious, you know ; it will be expluned scon.
But for %ha present we're saying nothing about it. It will
be a hittle aurprise-. for the Remave, that's all.”

“Oh, I sece?’ said John Bull nar_-alnsal;:. He was ovident!
too preoccupied with his own business’in Courtfield to fee

much curiosity as to what the secret might be, ' Well, here
wa are, and 1'll say good-bye. I go this way™
:lghh}?* s0 do we!”

The juniors turned down hy the old Courifield church
together., Then they passed the new red-brick County
Council 3 l—a hideous-locking building enough, but one
of those buildings where the futurc of Eng is in training.

Then John Bull pavsed.

“Bo long ! he remarked,

* Beo you later

“Yes, at Groyiriars.” y

And Bull walked away rapidly round the corner of the
playground wall of Courtiield School.

Harry Wharton looked affer himi with a somoewhat puzzled
expression on his face. e did not understand John Buil at
all the evening. .

“ Bull seems to have something on his mind,” he oxclaimed,
“ He can't have been getting. into any trouble, surely, with
all that money hiz Aunt Tabithz sent him "
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Billy Bunter sneaked Into the office, and the printer stared at him through his glasses in & very
suspicious manner. **Come In!" he said. (8es page 26,)

Mark Linley shook his head.
“ ['m sure not. It's somothing else.™
“ Well, he seoms jolly mystertous,™

‘“ Perhaps we seem jolly mysteriows to him. 1o the
Lancashire lad sug ea-teg. with a smile.

Harry Wharton laughed. _

“ Well, yes, perhaps so,”" he agrecd. ' Come ons we've

wol to get to Low Street, and we must oot there in good thme
bofore Mr, Casey closes.™ 1 ‘

The juniors crossed the Iigh Btreet of Courtliekl, and
tuened Into Low Street, They were within a dozen yards of
the printer's office, when Mark Linley uttered an exclmin:-
tinmn.

“ My hat! There's John Bull P

“ Great Scott!™

Sura cnough, there was John Bull, ITe had etdored Liow
Street from Ehr. opposite end, evidently having made a detour

to_get there.

Iﬁ caught sight of the chums at the same mowment, and
stopped, with very visible contusion in his face. Jleo had
Leen teying to dodze them, and had heen caught in the act,
a3 it were.

“ Bull ' exelatmed Haery Wharkon.
this way " . . :
B';IL-I didn't know sou were coimmng to Low Street,” sand

1il,

The juniors paused. Wharton and his fviemds dad not wani
to enter the printer's oflice under John Bull's eyes. Thuai
wanld be giving the game away to Bull, Dull, too, seemaed
to be very embarrassed. i .

They looked at cach other, neither party making a move-
ment, till the situation became very awlward,

“Well, I—I must be getting on,” said Bull,
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“ YVos, g0 must we,

“* Good-bye !"

“ Au rovoir !’

But they did not move. Wharton conld not go on withaat
woing into Mr. Casev's office under Bull's eyes, and DBull
seemed to be chained to Low SBtreot by some hidden fascina-
Laorn.

Ahem ! Jolly cold wind ! swid Ball

‘{'_ ﬂarmmfnﬂﬁs is tcrlliiﬁn:'."

F No standing still in it.”

“ Mot a hit of gcog.”

ks Illl gct ‘}n..']

i All vight.”

Bull looked dubiously up and down the street, and then
started off at a snail’s pace.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on slowly, too,

“ Look bere," exclaimed Harry, ™ we'll turn the first corner,
to satisfy Bull in case ho looks back, and then wait & minuls
or two for him to got clear, and then we con walk back to
the office.”

“Good " said Mark.

“ The goodfulness is tervifie.”

They turned the cormer. There they stood up againsl a
shop front, and waited. They allowed thras whole minutes
to elapze. Thon they turned into Low Btreet again, and
walked very quickly in the direction of the printec's office.
The street was clear, and they grinned with satisfaction at
having got rid of John Bull so cleverly.

But as they entered the entry of the printer’s office, a
sturdy form came into view there, standing in the cntry, and
in the vory act of ringing the bell.

It was John Lull!

Wharton utiered an exclamation.

azsented Hlarpy.

Joha Bull had evider:Hy

Wharton & Co. at GreyIriare.
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followed their own tactics, only he had doubled back to the
ter's ‘'door & minute earlier than they had.

. Hin o553 was evidently with Mr. Casey—and seoret, too.
m}tmﬂl his head as the three junioes came up, and turned
“0Oh!" he exclainmed. * You !

* And you!” said Harry.

E:’HE—I came to see Mr. Casér, vou sce,” stammered John

“Dh! 8o did we!™ _

“You've got business with the printer "

“ ¥Yes, rather I

"?ilﬂ! ThafBI I]IJEE':E!" L

o quegr I said Wharton.

The d::-or was openedl. It was o dack-skinned vouth, with
an aguiline nose and very fine black eyes, who opened the
door. The juniors knew him well. He was a pujpil at the
Lvurtfield Council School, and his name was Sﬁ Lazarus,

1 ho was a leading apirit ameng ‘the Courtfield fellows in
their slarums and oxcursions agiinst the Grevfriers Juniors.

After school hours, Ecllﬁ Lazarus did seme work for Mr.
Cwsey. He stared at the Greyfrizrs fellows, with surprise in
his %uad-humuured faca.

‘' Pleathe come in " he said, 1n his soft, lsping voice.
~In business: hours, Sally rua waa not the cool, seli-

ed, uncommaoanly cheeky youth of leisure time. He
was paid to sorve Mr. ¥, and be served him well. His

manner, after the first look of surpribe, was that of a civil-

and reserved office-boy.

Y Mr. Casey in, kid*"" adked Wharton.

“ Yeth, thir"

" Weo want to see him.” |

“So da I," mid Joha Buyll. “First come first served,
Wharton.”

“Well, we should have been first if you hadn't dodged
ug,” said Harry Wharton. “JI don’s kpow that’ it makes
ANy diﬁﬁrenm, Only, you see, it's a little sceret on our
part—

“ And on mine." .

“‘:Ll:'i jolly curious!” exclaimed Whurton. * Look here, as
you're here, we'll take you imto the wheeze, and that will
solve the difficulty. 2 weren't going to tell any of the
fellows, but, after all, you can go on the staff, and you'll
keep it from going any further. We'reé starting o school
pa_p:ﬁ, m:ts”wa want to get an estimate from Me. Casey for
prnting i
5 “What 1" yalled John Bull, jdmpinr almost elear of the

GOT. ;

" We're starting & school r, and—"

“80 am 11" :,%Ha-ﬂ-B-.HL B

i Wh“!”

CVAnd Twve come here to get an cstimate feom Cuaser for
printing it:‘:’;ﬂmnrﬂd John Bull

 Tho oung villsin 1"

4L Eh ?FA g :

““The fat young spoofer!™

*What " i

*The fearlul little toad !

“'What the—"

“' Bunter's told you!

“ Bunter 1"

“"Yeo I warned him what T'd do if he gave it away.
Bontar! The fat toad "

" Look bers, Bull—"

“Oh, T'or off ! DIl squash him "

“ Rapt—-:="

But John Bull was gone.  He slamnied the door after him-
sclf, and roshed off. The chums stared in amazement.

" Of his rocker, I should think,” ssid Harry Wharton.
“ What can Bunter have done to get his rag out like that i
“ Blessed ¥ 1 know,” smid Mark Linley, equally pmzzled.

“ The blessfulness is terrific.’” .

= returned from the innor office, whither he had
gone to announce the arrival of the Gregfriars Juniors to lis
criployer.

“Wall you walk in, pleathe, genth.,” he said.

The juniors walked in. A little old man in glasses, in a
etuffy hittle room littered from ond to end, and almest from
floor to ceiling, received them with wheezy politeness, and in
a few mnnutes they were holding an i]‘!.tﬂ!‘-E"!i'!'i'llg discussion
concerning the production of * Harry Wharton's Weekly."
Moeanwhile, John Bull iunior was on his way fo Grevfriars,
breathing vengeance.

I'll squash him " roared Bull,

1 know it !"

ANSWERS

Tre Miawer Lirrany.—No. 138,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

Something for Bunter.

ILLY BUNTER, for once in his life, bad kept s secret.
- John Bull's deadly threats of what be would do if
the secret of the new scheme leaked out had had [full
‘effect upon the fat junior. ' He knew that Bull was a
fellow of his.word, and he thought of the painful application
nf & erioket-stump to his fat person, and he to hold
hrs tongue. Ei]":& Ihaid ik ; ah &0, whpn h:nd“rﬁgnw
again, he was feeling particoiarly wirbous, ully = )
tf be able to extract a zmall Joan from the stordy jumier.
He was in the hall when John Bull came in, and he saw
Bull at once; but he was too 5hurt—5i_fhted to see the stornmy
sxpression upon John Buil's face. He rollad up to Bull as
he entered.

-John Buil gave him & glare.

“1 sav, Bull,”" said Bgilly Bunter, ' vou remember that
little secret of yowrs——" .

“1 remember,” said John Bull, grimly.

“ Pve beon very careful with it

“ Indeed ** ] ] o X

* Yes,” said Bunter, lowering his voice impressively. “1I
hinven’t broathed a word to & soul—not & soul, you know "

Bull'z brows contracted.

“Come up to my study I he said shortly.

* Cortainly, Bull! "What I think is, that you ought to
stand me a feed, you know? (me good turn deserves
another—don't you think so 7 :

“1 certainly think that!” said Bull. I also think that
onc bad turn deserves another !’ £ -

“¥eu, I dare say! I say, Bull, 2 titled friend of minc is
sending me » postal-order this cvening. Could wvou manage
to cash it in advance for me? It's only for a pound, and
I know you've got a lot of ready cash that your Aunt
Tabitha eent you.” )

John Bull d)id not reply. He strode on to his study, and
the fat junior rolled after him. )

Bunter rolled into Study No. 14, and blinked at Bull as
he lighted the gas. He did not quite understand Bull's
manoer; but he felt that Bull could not do less than
stand him a leed, or else make a small loan.

John Bull closcd the door and locked it. Billy Bunter
viejed this procecding with some alarm and a great deal

BUTTHTLSE,

“What's that for?"” he asked.

“You'll scon see,” said John Bull briefly. T

“0h! I suppose it's o feed ! said Bunter, thanking that
he understoo “Good! NWo good getting o crowd in!
Where's the grub, Bull? T don't mind downg  the cooking.
Any of the If_ﬁlnws in Study No, 13 will tell you how I used
to cook when I was there.”

John Bull made no reply, He wan selecting a strong
and flexible cane from the cupboard. It was a walking-
carne, which the junior used when 'he was very swagger;
bat it would answer the same purpose as the Formi-master’s
cane, if vequired. 2 2

Billy Bunter blinked at him in astonishment and growing
UNEAEINess.

“I say, Bull,” he exclaimed, * I came up here, you know,

because I thomght you had something for me! If vou
haven't—""

T have!" said John Bull.

“0h! What ig it

“What you desorve, you fat raster!”

“Look here. Bull/— I say, what's that? What are

,'ri:m going to do with that canct™ ycHed Billy Bunter, in
alarm.

“ Lick you -

“I—T1 say, Bull! I—ch! Help! Yarooh!”

John Bull grasped the fat junior, and bumnped him face
downwards across the table. He held him there with s
rrip of iron upon the back of his collar, and Batly Bunter's
little fat legs lashed in the air helplessly.

“Dw ! roared Bunter. “Yaroch! I—T say, Bull, look
Lhere—"

“1 warned you what I'd do if you gave away what you
lcarned by eavesdropping ! said John Bull sternly.

HI—I haven't!” roared Bunter indignantly. “I—[
haven't said a word !"

“ Don’t tell lies !

“I—I'm telling the truth '™ romred the unhappy Bunter,
*“1 baven't said a word! I hope you don’t think 1'd pre-
varicate, Bull! I—7

““{h, shut up !

Billy Bunter squirmed with apprebension. He was in
tha ﬁnha[:{tﬁ case of the habitnal hiar—he was not belicved
when he did tell tho truth. e could hardly expeet to be.

“I=—I never said a word ! he wailed. * Oh, really, Buli!?
Honour bright, you know ! On the honour of a—a Bunter 7

“YWhartun krowns all about i ™

1
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ne to the printer's in Couctheld to get an
estitnate for printing a school paper—my paper ! sabd
Bull. “Those chaps have simply lifted the idea! They
didn't geem to know if was my idea. You may have told
them it was yours."

“Y haven't told him!
" Ho'a

+ “T—I haven't told them anything—— Ow ™
# Lieal"
“0Oh, really, Bull-— Ohow! Yarcoh!"
Thwack ! wack ! Thwael!

The cane rosze and {cll.

Billy Bunter roered.

That Bunter was not carciul of his clothes was evidenced
by the fact that clouds of dust rose as the cane lashed and
thwacked.

Bunter squirmed, and wriggled, and roared.

But the sturdy junior held lf'nim with & grip aof fron, and
Billy reared, and wrigg}:ﬁ*d, and sgquirmed in vain.

wack ! Thwack! Thwack!

“Ow! Yow! ¥ow! Beast! Rotter! I say, Buall, old
man! Bull, you know---— ¥Yarcoh! I say, old fellow—-—
Yoop! Whoop! Beast!™

Thwack ! Thwack! Thwack!

Billy Bunter's roaring was heard the whole length of the
Remove paseage. As most of the fellows were hoving tea
just then, the studies wers full, and the din caused genoral
alarm. Fellows came rushiog to Jobn Bull's door to discover
what the matiter was. They found the door locked.

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry, hammeoring
on the door. *“ What's the trouble here? Are vou there,

Bull "
1] -E-EH 17
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
“Ow! VWah! Yow!"

* What are you doing?” yelled Tom Brown.

o Thrnshing Bunter !

“My hat!"

“Hg, ha, ha!”

“What are you whacking him for?" demanded Ogilvy,
through the keyhole. ;

* Listening under the table and telling tales.”

Thwack ! Thwack! Thwaek!

Oh!™

“Oh! Help! Fire! Murder!

““Ha, ha, ha!” )

_ The canc lashed on. Billy Bunter, who had often estaped
lickings when ho thoroughly descrved them, was now ve-
ceiving one ho did not deserve. It was what u povelist
would call the irony of fate.

Not till John Bull considered that he had had encush, did
ithe cane cease to lash. Then the fat junior shid off the
fable and rolled on the carpet.

_He blinked as he picked himself up, rubbing hLis achivg
limbs, and glaring furiously.

John Bull unlocked the door.

* You can clear out !" he said.

" Beast!” roared Billy Bunier. * I'll-Ill ecomplain 1o
Mr. Quelchl I'll tell the Head! I—T'1l make you smari !
Yow!"

1 guese you've been made to smart!" grinned Fisher T.
Fish, leoking in. * Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Beasts I’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study.
groaned in a way that ought to have melted the heart of
the Sphinx., But it did not melt the learts of the Bomovites.
ThTEﬁ knew their Bunter too well!

ey knew that he was not half so much hurt as I
nrétended to be; and they knew that he descrved a dozen
 times as many lickings as he ever received. And they
replied fo his agonised grosns with heartless vells of

langhter.

"%enﬂs 1 gnorted Billy Buntor.

And he rolled away, alnost specchless with indignation.
And when Biily Bunter was spocchless, his feclings were
very moved ihdeed. As a rule, the power of zpeceli was
very slow to desert him.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Not Dylng.

w ALLO! What's that?”’ exclaimed Frank Nugent.
There was a startlod note in his voice. What had

Ha gasped and

happened was, indeed, startling enough. The
Chums of the Remove had returned from Courtficld,
and they had just come up to their atudy. The .Remove

jrassage was dumly lighted, and their study was qunte darlk,
The gas had not n lighted, snd the Rre had gonc. out.

Nugent had just opened the door, when o deep and heavy
groan fell upon s ears.

No wonder the junior started back.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Bingh, who were following
lim in, started, too, and pauged in the doorway. The
study was intensely dark ineide, and they could see nothing,
and that deep groan was very eerie.

ONE
PENNY.

EVERY
TUEBDAY,

arm

Che - Maguet”

“ What on eprth—"

"*The whatfuluess is rerrific!”

{Groan !

Deep, and anguished, the sound was repeated from the
tarkness of rhe room. The juniors felt their hair stand
nlmost on end.

“Geog-good heavens! What 13 it?" muttered Nugent
“ B-s-somebody’s got hurt, or somothing 1™

* There’s been an accident, I suppose! I say, who's
ihere v called oui Wharton., ** Whe's thal groaning ¥

GGrcan !

. A repetition of the alarming sound was the only reply the
juniors received. There was s faint sound of a hody
moving in an armechair.

My hat!” muttered Yyhacton.

““ Bhall we call for hel: 1" suggested Nugent, nervously.

“YWe'll seec what's the matter hyst''

Wharton strode into the stady, struck a maich, and
lighted the pas. Ile looked round for the author of the

alarming groans. )

A fat torm was stretehed in the armchair.

Groan!

“ Bunter I

Grasn ! )

“Billy Bunier!™ howled Nugent, wrathfully., ' That
spoofing bounder ! T—1—-" ) )

“Hold on!”? said Wharton. It may be genuine this
time! Look ™

He pointed to the fat junior. Thero was an ominous red
stain on Billy Bunter’s forchead, oozing out from under his
}anh;'ia[llr, and there were red stains, too, on hie ear and
13 hand.

He groaned decply, blinking with lack-lustre eyes at the

“juniors. through his big spectacles.

Nugent checked the engry words upon his lips. _

He was so sccustomed to Bunter's spoofing, that it had
nof even occurred te him that the fat junior might be
really hurt in any way. .

* What's the marter, Bunter?” ashked Harry Wharton,
not unkindly. : 2

“f—I think I'm dying!" said Bunter faimntly. “I—I've
crawled into my old study to die!” S

Thin was really very pathetic.  But the juntors Lnew
Bunter when he was in the pathetic veim. Aas Nugent put
it, they had had some !

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Wharton. * Where sre you

hurt "’
“1 forgive hum!"
“Eh? Whoi” : : :
“John Bull! I—T fractured my skull in falling off his
tzble, after he had brutally assanlted wme!” groaned

Bunter. “I forgive him! I forgive you follows for huving
hept me short of grub! I hope to expire in peuce with
everyoody 1

And the junior finished up with a hair-raising groan.

Harry Wharton and hiz friends stared at him. It scemed
ta be almost penuine this time. Bunter’s face was while sy
chelk, and the red stains there were terribly real.

“Do you mean o say that Dull's been danmaging you.
Bunter "'

“Oh, yes! Ob, I'm dying "

“Go and eall Bull, Nugent.”

“ Right-ho !" . ‘

“1—1 say, you fellows! I—TI forgive him! I—I shall
not even complain to the Head ! said Bunter fecbly.

“ Look hers, Bunter——"'

“Ow! Don't touch me!” 1

“t Bat let me look at your injury ™

“{hw! It hurts! Dox't!”

And Bunter gave so fearful a howl that Harry Whartan
iuvoluntarily drew his hand away. The fat junior collapsed
inte the armchair again, groaning.

“Ow! I'm cxpiring! Ohl!" ‘

MNugent re-cntered the study with Bull and Fish, Bull

was looking suspicious. He glarcd at Billy Bunter, and,
in spite of himsell, he stared at the ghastly sight.

“Great Beott!  What's the wmatter with him " e
cxclaimed.

“ Thm Ilj’lﬂg.”

“ Oh, don't be an ass!”

0w ! I forgive you !

“ What on earth have vou done to him?"” asked Nugent.

“ Licked him,” said John Bull calmly. * Hc histened unde
;mr; table, and heard me talking with Todd about starting =
school paper.”

“ About what ?”" shouted Wharton,

“ Btavting & school paper ! exclaimed Nugent.

 Yen, cortainly.”

* My hat!™
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“] warned him what to expect 1if he told anybody about
it, as I wes keeping it a secret, and he told you—"

“He didn’t!"? y

“ What I exclaimed Bull, in surprize. *“Ile didn'ti"

di N':h”‘

“Then how did you know 7"

“We didn't know.”

“But T met you down at the printer’s!” exclaimed Bull.
“1 went there to get an estimate about pwinting the paper,
atiel I found you there on the same tack.”

Li Hy- Wi !!!

" The wordfulness iz terrific 1"

* But—but Bunter never told us 1" gasped Wharton. “ We

el the idea from Tom Merry—Merry of the Shell at St
Jim's, you know. He scnt mo a copy of hiz paper this
morning.!

HMOh! Then you thought of it yourselves "

" We've been thinking of it on and off for a long time,
Bid t‘icn_t think we were waiting for a blessed new boy to come
to - the school and give us the idea !"exelaimed Nugent
indignantly.

“ Well, I had the same wheeze, you see—and Bunter’s such
an awful liar, of course I couldn't belinve him. Still, I'm
."-ﬂrrI}' I llckeci vou, Bunter, under the eircumstances,” John
Bull added, as an aftorthought.

Bunter groaned -:!aapIE,

“It's too late,” he said, in & faint voice, * I'm expiring'! I
fractured my skull in falling off the teble! Ow! I forgive
you, John Bull. You have murdered me, but I forgive vou.
I only hope your conscience will let you sleop of & night.”

“You tat duffer ™

1 uh. I'Eﬂ-u:?_” .

" Oh, draw it mild {” said Nugent. “TIe’s hinrt; his licad’s
bleeding **

The fat junior greaned dismally.

“Well, that wasn't done in my studv,” said Dull.

“ e
was all right when he left me.”

“Ow! I ocrawled in here to die !

John Bull bent over the fat junior. Bunter shrank away.
“Ow! Keop him off !

“ Don’t to him, Bull [

“I'm going to look at that wound—"*

i I'JEI Don’t touch 36! I—I'm suffcring feavfully! I—

s
Bull touched the fat junior's etained forehead, and Bunter
gave a wild yell. Bull drew away a fingor stained with red.
Hea looked at it, end aniffed at it, and looked at it again.
Then he gave a shout.
* My hat! The rotten spoofer!”
*0Oh, really, Bull—"
“The Hf:fi bounder [

Ti's not blood 1"
iE Hﬁt

1" gshouted Wharton.

“No! It's red ink!”

“Ink I the juniors,

“¥Yes., Anid tha at pala complexion iz chalk!™ yelled
John Bull wra.thfyll,;;. “He's spoofing vs as usual. Lend
me & ericket-gtump !’

*“*My hat 1"

"Get me a stump !" shouted John Bull

He dragged the fat junior out of the chair,
on the hearthrug with a howl. With surprising activity for

one who was on the point of death, he picked hirnuself up, and
vushed towerds the door. ,
fer P?

“ Great Scott | The
! aw 1!

“Ow)l Lemme go!
Bull rushed after Bunter. He landed out with his foot as
ve g torrific

the fat junior reached the doorway. Bunter
him behind, and he shet

Bunter rolled

whoop as the heavy boot struck
thrEnugh ;rha doorway like o stone from a catapult.
wump

Bunter roared again as he landed in the passage,

" Give me that stump !’ yelled John Bull. “1'I1 teach him
to make up to scare us! I'll give him doing stage business on
us! Gimme that stump !

But Billy Bunter did net wait for the stump. ITe bolted.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

John Buil—Editor.

OHN BULL turned back into the study with a red and
excited fece. Nugent had obligingly handed him o
cricket-stump, but unfortunately too late for use upon
Billy Bunter.

“1 guess that fat guy takes the cake,” Fisher T. Fish
remarked. “ We've got some big things over there, but
}Eﬂthir_lgl quite so big as Billy Bunter when it comes to fying.

o, sir,'”

Bull tossed the stump into a corner.

“Look here, you fellows,” he exclaimed, *it seems tliat
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we've itk on the same idea; weé've both on the fack of starting
4 school paper.”

“ It soems 50 ! said Tlarry Wharton, with a nod.

“No good vowing over it,” said Bull. " Buppote wo
arnalgamate, and go it together. I came to your study this
afternoon to ask vou if you'd care to join m it. I've taken
Tﬁﬁl::“l} h&nd Fish into the schemie. I'm editor I

i I!I

“ Todd’s sub-editor,”

dn [Ilm !1"

“You chaps can all be sub-editors, too, if you like,” said
John Bull.

Y You propose to call it * Harry Wharton'a Weckly " 7 asked
Wharton.

“WNo fear T “Jobhn Bull Joniorts Weekly ' is the title ™

“0h, come off I

“ That's the titls,"” said Bull firmliy.

“ Rats ["

“The vutfulness is terrific.” .
l"'“hI guess you'd better let me arbitvate,” said Fisher T
Tish.

“ What would yon suggest, Fishy '

 Woell, perhaps you could apree upon ceglling the paper,
say, ‘Fisher T. Fish’s Weekly," " suggested the Amencan
JUNIOT,

"I“nﬂ whi;:h the others vesponded, with preat unamimity:

ats 1"

“ 1 puess that’s a sonsible suggestion. 'm willing to can-
tribute to the paper, to write all the editorial pars, and fill
up helf the paper-—"7

“0Oh, ring offt Taok here, Bull, it ought to go by
semiority,”” said Wharton, “1've been longer at Gureyiviars
than you have.”
““T'va been longer than you have, H you ceimme to that”
said Nugent.

“1 don’t coma to that,' said Wharton, * Look hepe—-7"

“I had the idea first,” said Dull.

“Oh, stuff ! :

“Had you chaps started on it when I hammersd af roue
stidy door "

“Well, no.”

“Well, I started it immediately alter that,™

Wharton raubbed his chin.

“1 guess I've got a sugpestion to make—"*

“(Jh, cheesa it, Fishy I'" yelled the juniors.

fd 1 E'IJ.-E.EE 1‘]_

* Shut up ¥

“Nope! I guess—"'

“Pry up! Ring off I ;

“1 guess it would be a good idea to toss up fov it," pursued
{he American jumor inlli;rturbahh‘,

“"Well, that’s not so bad,"” assented Wharton. “ What dJdo
you say, Bull "

“T'm willing.™

“ Chap who wing to edit the paper, name it, and zencrally
hoss the show,” said Figher T. Fish. I guess that will eave
wrangling. It's between Bull and Wharton,™

“ Very well 1" )

““ Here's & penny,” said Nugent resignedly.

F:;[]-‘t[“f{?n tossed the coin, and Bull named it.

s B !‘ldl

Harry Wharton showed the coin. It was “head.” John
Bull had won, and he was editor and publisher and general
boss, as Tish called it, of the school paper. o

“ That's settled,” said Bull. * Look here, T was thinking
of using some of the money my Aunt Tabithse sent mo for
the paper—I mean, to pay for the printing, and so on. Na
need to call on anybody for eontributions.”

“Oh, rats! I supgest—=""

“ xcuso me: I'm boss,” said John Bull, gently but firmliy.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Well, just as you hike.” ) i

“The paper’s to be called * John Bull's Weckly '—that is fo
say, *John Bull Junior's Weekly,” a3 I'm John Bull junior.
Iﬁded by John Bull. But all you chaps can be sub-editors
if you like,” said Bull graciously.

“‘That's all rirht,"” said Nuogent. ' They have a dozen or
«o sub-editors to tha school paper at St. Jim's.d

“ The all-rightfulness is terrific.” ;

“ Weo'll begin on the business efier tea,” said Jolhn Bull
briskly. “I suppose it's no good trying to keep the wheezo
dark any longer; Bunter is sure to talk, now. Woe shall have
to buzz the %ra.t number out quickly, that's all, before the
wheezeo is boned by any of the Upper Fourth fellows.”

“Good egg!” : ;

“ You chaps come into my study after tea, and Bring any
stuff vou may have on hand,” said John Bull, and with o
nod he left the study, followed by Fisher T. Fish,

The chuins of Study No. 1 looked at one snother.

“iWell, my hat!” ‘ejaculated Harry Wharton. That'a
taking it out of our hands, with a vengeance, and no mistake.”
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“We can glve you a ;vtil-;iiaplafeﬂ advertisement at a very cheap rate,” snld John Bull, **something In this
style: *Try Our Plok Rlbbons at Twopence a Yard |’ "

The shop-walker stared. (See page 16.)

““ Always was a cool beggar,” said Nurent. * Well, Bull's
editor, and I suppoze we shall have to toe the line, or else
drop the wheeze sltogether.”

“ Mo fear; 18's too pood to drop.”

_And the Chums of the Remove had their tea, at the same

time discussing contributions to ** John Bull Junior's Weelkly,"
for that, it was settled, the new paper was to be called.
Moanwhile, the youthful editor hm?amt.urnf&d to hiz study.
Thera was a sound of the rustling of paper, mingled with
muimnbling and muttering, as Bull and Fizh drew near the
deor of Study No, 14,

““What's that?"” exclaimed John Bull.

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“1 guess it's Todd 1™
. And Fisher T. Fish * guessed ”* correctly, John Bull looked
in. Alonzo Todd was seated, writing away at a furious rate,
His bify, scrawling writing covered the paper very fast, and
as fast as a sheet was covered with serawl, Alonzo tossed it
from him and started on another.

Alonzo was evidently working away in a white heat of com-
position. The divine afflatus had lifted him a littlo off his
usual balance.

“Glorious spring!” mumbled Todd, as he scribbled and
serawled.  * Beautiful thing! How very odd! Some persons
find it very difficult to write postry, but it comes to me as
easily as anything. My Uncle Benjamin will be very pleased
when he sees this poem in print. " It will not occupy more

Tae MoeNET LiBRARY.—No. 158.
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than half the magazine ; but I must explain to Uncle Banjamin
thut the rest of the paper is filled with inferior mattor as a
mnnﬁsiin to the personal feclings of the rest of the staff.”

N El.-ﬁ- Eir

Almf;.a blinked up.

“Ah! Is that you, Dull?

darkling * *"

“Ha, ha, ha!””

:‘ i'r!y dear Bull—" n sah s

‘I puess you're starting a waste-paper shop—oh{" as
Fisher T. Fish. d Pape

# My dear Fish!" ;

* What's all that rot?” asked John Bull unmrmnniﬁusl{.
~ “ You are quite mistaken, my dear Bull. It ia not rot. It
12 poetry. I am writing a poem for the first issug of the
paper,” explained Todd. “ I have chosen the subject of
apring—not wholly for the sake of novelty—="'

“ Ha, ha, ha! 1 should say not!" roared John Bull.

“ But it iz & most attractive thought, is it not, how all
Nature seems to—to open, and—and to—to liven up, to puk
it like that, and to— in short, how like spring is to—to
spring,’” said Todd. " ¥ou catech my mesning 7"

“ Parfectly.'

“I will read out some of what I have wrntten. A few
hundred lines will give you & clear idea of tho whole poem.”

“ My word!"

Can you give me a rhyme for

Wharton & Co. at O friars,
K RICHARDS, el
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" Spring, oh, lovely, lovel ring !

s it not & b-amttfful mn{r HEP e
How the flowers and birds awake!
*Bid rephyrs sweet as wedding-cako.
How aweet to hear the sparrows stng,
How sweet to watch the akies above !
And young men’s faney in the spring,
Will lightly turn to thouzhts of love ™

* 1a, hak ha!" roared John Bull
thing lhike those two last hnez before.”

I guesa so. Ha, ha, ha!”

Alonzo nodded.
Ik is quite possible that two great poetic minds may run
in the same groove,” he saitl. * You must admit that it is
& beautiful thought. To continue——-:"

“ Oh, don't! °*Nuff’s as good as a foast !

" But I'm describing the offect of spring on a schoolboy !

* Hu, ha, hat?

And barmy bovs are in the mead—-—"*

‘“ ITa, ha, hat"
“H'm! That is not correct,” said Alonzo, blinking al his

manuvscript. I have read the wrong line, I think, I will
resning——-—'

“Oh, ving off 1"
" When baliny broezes fan the air——"
“ Chuck it, Todd! We want teal”
“ I trust you will not think of satisfying the baze wants of
the animal side of your mature, Bull, when you may be

listening to the divine outpourings of poctical genius,™ said
Todd severely.

“* Ha, ha, ha

“ When balmy broeres fan the air,
And schoolboys hasten to the field,
To speed the gpiddy football high,
While cricket bats they bravely wield.™

“1'vo heard somie-

r

Jaohm Bull collapsed into o chair,

*Oh, my hat! This is the first time I've heard of ericket
bats in a footer match " he gasped. * Ia, ha, ha!™

* (M coursze, some license must be allowed to p poei,’” said

d reprovingly. This is not prose, you know.”

" Ha, ba, ha ™

“To continno=—--""

I puess it had better be continued in owr next P chuckled
Fisher T. Fish. " Chuck it."”

' My dear Figh!

isher T, sh gathered wp a double hamidfw) of scrawled
manuscript, and huvled it at Alonze Todd. Alonzo jumped
up, smothered with his own effusions.  Bull caught uwp foalscap
in handfuls, and followed Fish's example.

M Ow!” roared Alonzo. I veally—— Oh! You seo—ro-
Yah! You are mixing up the papers, and 1 shall get the
football match mixed with the balmy breezes! Owl”

* Ha, ha, hal”

Alonzo Toedd was pelted with crompled pages of poetry
without mercy. He was driven into a corner  hnally,
smothered up with pages of poetry, like the babes 1u the
wood with the leaves.

* Now, will ﬁ“ chuck it#" demanded John Bull

Uy, yes! ¥y Unecle Benjamin would be shoeked——="

Y Cheoszo 160"

And Alonzo cheesed it at last. While Bull and the American
were having their toa, Todd gathered up his precious manu-
scripls, but he had neglocted to tumber the pages, and the
poem did not seem to have any connected meanming, joining
one part to anoiher, and from the worried exprossion on
Alonzo's face, it seemed that the poem was hopelessly mixed,
and that he had, aa he feared, got the football match mixed
up with the baliny breezes,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Against the Stream.

HE next day the new school paper was the one fopic in
the Greyfriars Remove. All the fcllows took a keen
interest in 1t.  Most of the Forin made pencrous offers
to edit the paper, to which John Bull responded with

the ancient and classic monosyilable: ** Huats "

Bulstrode, of course, was clear upon one point—ihal he
must hove a hand in the matter. Jolm Bull was cqually
clear wvpon another point—that he shouldn't. Whercat
Bulstrodoe shrugged his shoulders, and deelaved that it was
all rot, anyway.

But the greater number of fellows in the Remove Form
wero only too willing to contribute, and there was cevtainly
1o Iikaligqod of the editor running short of copy. Indeed,
Judging from the number of manuscripts that were tuken to
]E&tu%l No. 14, the editors and hiz steff were likely o bo
smothered under an overwhelming ness of copy.
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It was surprising what a facully for writing was developod
by the Remove lellows. Same of them had felt for a long time
that they. really had the faculty divine, and only wanted s
chance to show it. They thowed i now. :

Others were born poets, but had never burst into poctry.
Now, 8o to speak, thoy burst. Then there were artists who
could do wonderful things with the pencil—things so won-
derful thut noe one could guess what they were intended to
represent, All of these budding genivses were willing to keep
John Bull junior going with therr contributions, and some of
them declared generously enough that they wouldn't expeck
payment. They only wanted to give the thing & buck-up by
putting some really good stuff into it. i .

Harry Wharton & Co., though the paper and the editorship
had passed out of their study, were influential members of
the staff. As a matter of fact, John Bull knew that all the
fellows would have to pull together, if the paper was wo e
a success, and he laid & very light hand of suthoricy upon his
staff. Only irrepressible fellows like Fish and Bulstrode, who
wanted to run the whole show, were sat upon without merey.

“ 1 guesz we shall want a sports column or two," Fisher
T. Fish remarked. *I could do that first chop, you know,
Besides, I'd write out some of my own experiences over
there at shooting and fshing and rowing 2 swimming. You
chaps have never scen me row.” ; ]

““Weo've seen you play footer, and run, and jump, and ib
was enough to make a cat grin,”’ said Bob Cherry. “ I expect
vour rowing is much shout the same,”

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

“ You should just see me row,” he replied. ** I heard yon
follows sayving the other «day that it was blame hard to ro¥
against the eurrent on your river here, the Sark. I guess I'd
do it without turning a hairv, siv—yes "

“ Rais!™ .

“I guess so! I guess I coull show you Greyfriars chaps
how to row, and it would make a ripping report to put ip
the paper, tco, * Bowing-—and How it 15 Done,” b sher
. Fish, of New York. at would =cund all O.K., I zuess™

The Chums of the Remove laughed. Thaﬂecuu]d not help
it. If Fisher 1. Fizh's own account was to trusted, there
was nothing he could not <o, and had not donc “over
there.” To do him justice, he was always willing o tako
on any test; but the comical side of the matter was that he
always failed to make good his boasts, and yet his failures
had no effect whatever in reducing his swank. He would
fail egregiously in the simplost test, at any sport or athletic
yarsuit ; %‘mt he stratted not a whit the less, and was none the
lesa full of wonderful stovies of his exploits over there, ** over
there ”” being bis expression for the United States. As s
matter of foct, the Greyfriare jumiors were fired of putfing
him to & seriour test, amnd contented themselves with grinning
at hig elaims (i

“Yop, | muess we know how to rew  over there. 11 it's
anythinz on water, I lay that you can’t leave me in the
lurch.™

And Fisher T. Fish looked as of saving 1 proved it. He
was swanking, as wsaal, and the Changs of the Remove wero
fed-up with his boasting., "Vheir only comment was a gencral
shruggin of shoulders:™ The Awwerican youth looked keculy
at them %{:rl' g eue on which to hang a further stream of tall
talk. But he got none.

“Bay,"” he broke i, 15 this a guakers’ meeting, or do
vou all want some chewing-gum? 1 thought we were talking
ubout rowing®'’

“We were,"
swanking,"'

“Well, T gutes I lr.ll_::-u't u;im’t vou dropning out, MNugenot,
I’'m piving vou strairht goods.”

o n]i,E;:nI all the rotten cheek '™ burst out Bob Chewry.

“ Yes, vather!” said all the chums at once. ** He does
nothiny but swank all day long. Let the beggar do some-

g for a change.”
th“ %‘!‘mrc"ﬁ. a chanee for vou, Fiebh" :aid Mark Linley, willh
a grin. N ;

“ And I guess I'N take it zuiel the American.
I always prove what 1 say.” ) _

“Then guess again, Fieh,” said Farry Wharton, ™ bocavse
I'm jolly well sure that vou don’t.”

“ And we've seen on severnl occasinus how elover you e
at showing the Old Country how to do things,” suid Dob
Chorry, in & wr;; sprions tone for hin.

“ Ajl right—ell right. Guess you've no need to get your
wool off, vou fellows” said Fisher T. Fish. “I'm on—I'm
an, Al I want is & boat and a rviver, you bet.”

“ Wil one river boe safficient?" asked Frank Nugent,

“Or is our stream here hig cuough?"’ suggested Tom
Brown.

" Mayhe—mavhe,'" rotorted Fisher T. Fish. *' I say again,
1 guess I can Jo what 1 sax.  t's wy show to convinee you
we lick creafion over there”

said Frank MNugent, ' talking, but we bar

I omuess
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# Oh, ring off, Fish!" said Harry Whairton. * Lot’s see
you do something.” . .

“ [ wuess I was only explaining,"” went on the Ameérican,
as if ‘rbhmjh:m hadn’t apcken. 1 don't want any misunder-
standings in the deal. But I say again, thet & team of our
fellows over there could vow against stream faster than your
lot with the curremt.”

““ Bats!"

Y Piffle

“ Hav, you've not lost vour terapers, have yout?”

Tho juniors stapped open-mouthed. Fisher T. Fisher's cool-
ness was bevond ge!ief- Whatever was ssid, for or agamst
him, ha toock as a mere matier of course.

But Bob Chorry had an idea what ml%'ht- he done on the

resent ocgasion. It was all very well for Fish to swank
!;Sn:-b Cherry was determined not to let it pass. Sceing that
Fish was atill inclined to brag till furthor orders, Bob Cherry
had no difficulty in drawing Harry Wharton & Co. on one
side. Fish rattled on to the other juniors, all npsuspecting.
Bob Cherry made pood use of his timeo. In a few minutes
Hurry Wharton & Co. understood. i

Fisher T'. Fish was to bs made to prove his words befora
the afternoon closed in. He was to be challenged to row
a boat against stream. Bob Cherry was to slip unnoticed,
and tis the boat to & poat-in the river, in such a way that the
line would not be visible. The rest 13 casily imaginable.

“ Ripping !"* said Harry Wharton, when Bob Cherry head
Eniahe-g-

“Come on, Fish, and show us how you can row!™ cx-
cinimed Whartan. .

“But I thought I had convinced you fellows about the
rowing,”’ said Fisher T, Fish.

“You're & swanker, Fish," said Harry Wharton. * If you
don't po down to the river and show us how you do these
wonderful feats we'll bump gm:, and that's Hat !

M Well, I'm on, as I said before. Get me s bbat and o
1Tiver.

*“If you mesn that for a knock at our piece of water heio
you can ring off,” said Tom Brown. * And, remember it's
quite large encugh to duck you in." ]

“T allow all thatt Brown,” said Fisher T. Fish. “But I

wesa I'd rather row on it. Get me the ship, and Pl show

ow we row aver thare.”

“ Right-ho "' said Bob Cherry, rubbing his hands. " Now
you're talking, Fish, Shall I get a boat for you?”

“Yep. I was going in for tea. But run slong and get me
the prize cance. I've no particular opjection to laying you
follows flat with the carth before I streke up for the after-
noon. Say, which is the way to your canal?’ g

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent ran off to the river to 531"’
rcady " the bost. Harry Wharton assured Fisher T. Fish
tiat he should be brought to the river in good time

“ Over there,"” began the American ﬂnuth. “I guessg—"

The chums purposely dawdled. Bob Cherry and Nugent
wanted time to make their preparations,

“MNow then,” came a shout from
party drew near, “hurry up! We're all ready!
beggar funked it? We don't see him!” )

% uesa that's not very kind of you, Nugent,” came Fisher
T. Fish's drawl in reply. * Call that & boat?" were his first
words, as he reached Nugent and Bob Cherry. “ Why, over
thera the paper-boys play with bigger things than that in
thoe gutters—"" :

“ And, of course, ¥ou've won befors you begin, haven't
voul"” said Bob Cherry sarcastically. ]

Nearly all the juniors present knew that a jape was formed,
and they were enjoving the thing keemly. A score against
Fish wra what t wantod. ; )

“Guess 1 laugh last,” snid Fisher T. Fish, jum o into
thie boat and taking up an par, * Bay, am I all right?”

“0h, you're all serene!” , . ‘

““Then watch me make her rip," said the American youth.

And, judging by the way he put his oars f:ifae;:- into tho
water, it seemed as if he would make her *rip.”” But the
(hums of the Remove knew something about rowing. They
knew that a deen dip with the cars was not good rowing,
and thev laid thomselves out for more fun than they had
originally expected. They hed expected Fisher T. Fish to
row respectably. But, by all appearances, he was a merc
novice,

¥isher T. Fish nearly “caught a orab’ at the Grat stroke.

river-side, as the
Has the

“ Brave!" yelled the chums. * That how you do it over
there '
“No hurry! No hurey! Guess T'll come throngh all

right " retorted thoe American. * But how's this for moving
har?"*

Tho chums stared as, all at once, Fisher T. Fish made the
bLoat leap awny., Fisher T. Fish could row, after 2ll. He
was-indeed getting some speed on.

Eut Bob Eherry had his eye on Fisher T. Fish. The wily
American youth had tried to deceive the other juniors by
rowing with the stream. Bob Cherry soon stopped that

“Turh round, Fish!™ ho yelled. * You're not going with

o5 PFEMNARY.
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The :Ilzag:_m"

wonderful fellows over thera do. You can't tuke us in, my
son. So turn her roumd, snd don’t talk.”

Fisher T. Fish did not reply. But he turmed the boat.

Blowly he<began to crawl againat the current. Then he got
8 bit more “way'' on. ut anything like the brillisnt
things ho talked of seemed to be impossible to the Yankee
youth. He tugged until he got about thirty yards or s0;
then he scemed to be a fixture—as, indeed, he was.

“Go on! That's not the Mauritania you're trymmg to row
up-stream ! shouted Frank Nugent.

Fisher T. Fish had no wind s reply. He was working
like a2 navvy., But, of course, he could not move the beat.

“Get out and have a drink or something before you go
on ! called out Harry Wharton.

Fisher T. Fish's reply was to ship his cars for a moment
and take off his waistcoat.
mf‘iﬂnw he'll do it,”" said Tom Brown, grinning—1 don't

ink "

““Ha, ha, ha!"

I'isher T: Fish took not the slightest notice of the 1&&%1‘11:01‘*
He was all grit when he did start, There could be no doubt
about that. Even if the boat had not been tied the fellows
could see, though, that he could not have made his boast

good. They knew from experience what it was [lcr row
against the current. It really could not be done for any
length of time.

dipping deep evary now

But Fish tugged away at his oa ]
appearance of dancing

and then and so giving the boat ¢
on the water,

“Bravo, Fish!" shouted the chums of the Remove,
“Thet's it! If you can't row, make her dunco! We don't
mind, as l-n-nfg as you're funny! Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish shipped his oars again. Ha was apparently
considering what to do next. But a storm of yells came from
the bank:

* Get an!” :

“ Funking it, are you? Why, you haven't made thirty
yards vet!"

“ All serena!” called out Fish, **I guess I don't know the
water well enough. This current is beastly strong. I gucss
I'll work it, though.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" ;

Even Fisher T. Fish was not entirely proof against thad
last yell of laughter. :

Then he went to work again with more determination than
ever.

The boat could not boe moved.

But the Yankee youth was not for giving in yét. The
perspiration poured down his face. But still be tugged away,

5 ha, ha!” roared Bob Chorry. “That's the letterl
Make heor rip, Fich. Dut, I say, when are you going to move

on il

(18 H&i hEIII‘ . . )

The laughing chorus waa iaken up as Fisher T. Iish wos
seen fo ship his cars once more. :

“ She's & stiff current!’ he called out. **But T puess I'll
boss her yet!" .

And away to work he went again. But the boat remained
in the same spot. . )

The funnicst thing was that the American did not tumble
to 1t. But he did not. And, keoping up his last effort much
longer than ‘any other, he st last shipped once more., Then
ho svested his hoad on his hends in a way that made cvery
jurnior rosar. i

Ha was clearly puzzled. He stared at the water as if it
weare bewitched. He rested much longer then he had dome
ON Previous OCCASIONS.

“Go on! Buck up!” ssid s junior a bit higher up tho
bank:

“No hurry | No hurry!” said Fisher T. Fish, *The day's
not over yef. 1 haven't guite cottoned to your one-cyed
LIVEr——=—

* Ha, ha, ha!” i

“I guess I'm not the sort to give in, though, Cherry.”

* ¥You're not tho sort that can do what you boast of cither,
Fish,” said Frank Nugent. _ o

““Planty of time wet, Nugent—plenty of time,” said Fish,
in hia usual matter-of-coursa tone. . .

* Plenty of time," said Bob Cherry, in a capital imitation
gf thw'a American's voice. ““I’ve got the boat for him by tho

our "

And Fisher T. Fish started onee more. Thoe chams langhed
till thoy were quite hoarse. Btill the American led went on.

Cherry had fastensd the line under water level. li
would take 2 much harder pull to uproot the pole than if the
rope had been tied high and dry above water,, and Fisher T,
Fish sweated away for nothing.

But at last his efforts got weaker. The chums chesred

the stream. You've got to row against the river, like you  him on instantly, But he soon stopped altogether.
Tae MAGNET Hnamw.—iﬁa. 168. 3
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I guess shie’s too much for me,”” he called out af tasl.
1 can do it on our rivers over there, though.'

The jumiors yelled with laughter.

“Ha, ha, he!

In another moment he was on the bank., Alonze Todd
wus also”there, He had como up during the scone on the
waler and had gathered more or less the business that was
ot

Do you give i, Fishy i

** Ha, ha, ha”?

“ ¥Yep. But I guess when 1 know the viver betber-—-—

“Dear me! How singular, my dear Fish!™ said Alonzo,
pressimg forward, ** Perhaps you could not prove your oars
manship because of the ropo with which Bob Cherry had
tied up the boat?" _

Fisher T. Fish simply jumped.

 What " he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the juniors. “*Ha, ba, ha!™

And the Chume of the Remove hurried off to lea, teaving
Alonzo to complete the explanation.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Mutioy!

“ Y dear Bull a2
“ Asg ™
M “My dear John, I really wish you would be a

little more courteous in"your deméanour. Ruch
manners, I am sure, are not usual in an editorial office. It
3 o custom for an editor to treat the members of hiz staff
with the most punctilious courtesy.”

=k F&thﬁﬂd !.”

My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked to hear you use
such expressions. He Has always impressed upon me never
to get excited in argument, and, at the same time, never to
take more than my share of the conversution, or to allow
siysell to become in the slightest degree tedious or long-
winded,” sud Alonze. 1 eonsider—-—-""

(1] i-"humplé:,

“ 1 consider that the paper wili be greatly inywmoved b
the introduction of a long poem dealing 1.Iv;fit}'i tﬁe a;:#‘ing. Ha{
uvitly the novelty of the subject—->"

** Duffer ¥

- But the masterly way in which it is treated--—"

“ Burbler!"

* My dear Bull, that is not a word at all—and I teust—""

“ Shut up!” romred the exasperated cditor of ' Johu Bull
Junior's Weekly.” “Who's editor of this paperi™

“ ¥ou are; my dear Bull, But I am sub-editor. T do not
desive to cneroach upon your prerogatives in any way. But
wy Uncle Benjamin hae always impressed upon me to stand
upr for my rights,”” said Todd firmly.,

* Fathead! Spring noems are barved I

“Not at alll T could, as a concession to your wonk of
tusio and judgment, compress my poem somewhat, so that it
wentld not occupy more then a thivd of the papor—-*

" You ¢on have a third of a column.”

“My dear Bull—*

“And not a quarter of an

1l¢: had always known Alowso Todd as meek and mild
wnd was quite unexpectedly brought face to fuce with the
trait of obstinacy in his character. But John Bull was just
the fellow to deal with mutiny in the editorial office.

He grasped the Duiffer of Greywfriars by the collay und
whirled him towards the table. On the table was a Dig,
wide-monthed inkpot.

Alonzo Todd struggled.

S I=I—— Pray release me, my dear Bull " he enclaimed,
“ I=-gh !’

“Are you going to obey ovders?" roared Bull

*Certuinly not !

¥ Now, then—"'

13 ﬂ_w !‘!l
John Bull, exerting his strength, which was about (hvee
fimes that of the Dulfer of Greyiriwrs, forced Todd’s head
down over the table.

The Duffer of Greyfrizrs gasped and strupeled.

YOw!l My dear Bull, pray cease! What are you doing 1™

“I'm shoving your silly nose into the inkpot "

** Yow I"?

“ Are you going to obov ovdersi

“ You sec—""

“¥Yoe or not reared Dull.

“ My Uncle Benjamin—-"2

* Yeos or o, ass?

* Under the extraordinary civcumstances --ow !"?

* Here goes, then!”

John Bull forced Alonzo’s face lewer, and the Dufler's
somewhat prominent nose dipped into the inkpot.

Alonzo gave a spluttering sneeze,

“Grool Aichoo! Ow! Yow!”

He jerked his head violently up, conghing, and sueering ink
in oll directions.

“Groo! Ow! Yarcooop

" Now then, you bounder, arc you going to do us 1 ]
vou?" John Bull roared.

“Groo! T really—

“¥es or not”?

“Ye-es! Under the peculinr civenmstances, T fenl T slioyld
be justified in walving mny extreme rights, my dear Ball. Ow !
Groo! Yowl”

John Bull deposited Alonze in a chatv. 'The Dnfler of
Greviriars sat there and sineczed ink.

‘" Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton locked in at the door. He had his coat an,
ready for going out. John Bull looked at him with a gvin.

“ Qw1 grunted Alonzo. * Groo!”

He mdpped his nose with his handkerchicf: soon reducing
that handkerchief to a state that would certainly have shocked
his Uncle Benjamin.

“ What on earth’s the mattor ! exclaimed Wharton, © What
has Alonzo been dnin‘c:’ with his nose "'

[EL]
-

“Ow! Groo-o-ao-h?!
“ Sampling the ink,” said John DBull.
T Hﬂ., El-' i !::l

“ My dear Wharton— Lirococh I

“¥ou see, I've been pointing out to him thet there must
be soma discipling in an «di-
torial office,’ John Bull cx-

i

lt?ﬂi ey foeed. dohn plained. * Todd couldn't sen
it : . X S ;
! t till ose
Alonze Todd shook his NEX"T S EER. inl:ﬁnf,.hﬂT o 2:; T8, i the
head. R e e T — L Mr dear Bull—'

.E!m'.rlz;]:-_ wae L!Ee m-::rsl!j kind
wird obligimg of youths; in
Tact, his gUm:lﬂ Benjamin, as
he often said, had always im-

Do not miss

“Ready to go down to
F riardale?” asked Bull, *1I
won't keep wyou & minnte

A{t;a{gnu coming, Toddy

p*.-::jesegl_upun IH'.:I'}I3 ii:crhha kirﬁ roo! ¥esl"
and obliging. ut. ha cou ) inls was
be very determined sometimes “ . - off, Thigagﬂctaii}f tt:;.?:!; lu:lflil
~-;-gene:u]!ﬁ at the wrong l editor of ‘John Bull's
Lines. 2 was very deter- W&ek!.y‘ about in that horrid
mined now, stato,’

“For the sake of the “ Groo M

rcaders—a  wholly conscien-
trous motive, my dear Bull—
must neist wpon putting
some good poelry into the
paper,’” he said.
= Chump | Frabjous ass 1™
Suppoge, thep, as a Rnal

Weekly!”

““Oh, change the record!”

Alonzo gave John Bull a
deeply indignant look, and
hurried out of the study, He
susezed ink all the way along
the passage. It was ten
nunutes before Alonzo was

:ﬂmﬁ- a1 L ;*;t'g A Capital Tale of the Duffer of PEsdy Lo o ouk Dilly Bumes
sldle 1] 0
uy m on the fresh and ﬁm!fﬂﬂra and B“IH Bunter's as the E:vera laavrﬁ-. Jguntl?xr:
m:ina gﬂt,:b;emt- I have EchcrnlyHouse.
ﬁc‘m‘FaL‘tlmdl” Wiles. say, you fe}!]ﬂw% Tl
" Really, my dear Byll—** |} fr?:ir:-!?md‘mth T i

Juhn Bull snorted.
Maoner Linepary.—No, 158.

“I'm going to the
tuckshop in Friarﬁale, too.”
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Hf‘t“’.e’l-e not gﬂj;]g there,” said John Bull brusquely. " Buze
ﬂ "FJ

“ Wherae are you goinz ¥

*To Walker's.” 2 .

“ The draper’s 1" exclaimed Baoter, 10 suvprize.

o YEE-"

“ What {or {"

“ Advertisements for the * Woeekh '™

Billy Bunter snorted.

“Oh, rats! Then I'm jolly well not coming with vou! If
iy:m think I'm going to walk all the way to Friavdale just
o "'

But the vest was lost as the chums walked away towunrds the
wates. They turned into Friardale Lane, and walked away
quickly towards tha village. Billy Bunter went back into the
house, with a grunt. He would have walked miles and miles
with a tuckshop at the end ol the walk: but not a yavd, if
he could have helped i, for any other object.

. e T
L0 ekl lEj i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Canvassing for Ads.

. ERE we are !"” exclaimed John Ball,
The editorial party stopped before Walker's, in
ke a d he k
] Mr. W v was & draper, and he kept the largest
shop in Frisrdale. Mr. Walker had many departiments ixlghiq
cstablishment, and several assistants. But the chief glory of
Mr. Walker's establishment was the shopwalker.

The shopwalker was a great man, and knew it. ITis waik
wag a wonder to behold, and the wave of his hand, when
showing a c¢ustomer the way to a department, was princely.
Mr. Corney carried his head very high in the air; possibly
because the earth was not good cnough for him to look af,
and possibly becavsc he could not have loweved his chin
without dunger of beheading himisclf with his own collar. Mr.
Clorney’s tie was tied a3 only a resl, genuine shopwalker can
tie & tie. His frock-coat had seen service, and was developing
shiny traits, but My, Corney often glanced at his figure in
a glass, and wondered whether such a slim, aristocratic form
wag ever seen st o Court function, The natives of Friardale
ndmired- Mr. Corncy immensely. To the simple natives, My,
Uorney was the very glass of fashion.

Walker's was the only big shop in Frisvdale—the only one
that had more than one depurtment—and sbove all, the only
one that had a shopwalker. In the cyes of the natives
Whiteley's and Harrods and Selfridge’s might hide their
diminishied heads in comparison with Walker’s, -

“1 don’t know how it will work,” Harry Wharton
remarked, as he stopped in fromt of the ouly plate-glass
window in Friardale

“QOh, it's all vight I** said Jolin Bull. “ Tt stands Lo reason
that it must pay tradespeople to advertiso in a school
Marazinge. Thﬁg geb heaps of customers among the follows,
you know. And we're gﬂmf; to charge a moderate rate.”

“1 think the idea is excellent,” said Alonzo Todd, * I wish
gﬂtimd!!md time, of course, to consult my Uncle Benjumin.

nt—

“Come in, then."

The three juniors entered the shop.

There was a stulfy odour, two assistants, and threo
customers in the shop.  Walkers was the only shop in Friar-
dale that ever had three customers in at onc time. Some-
times it had as many as six.  Seven or eight constituted a
rush of business. ‘INine or ten meant great prossure, and
then Mr. Corney was in his element. It was inspiriting to see
him keeping a cool head in the midst of flweried sesistants.
This sort of thing only hap}ihened on market days, however,

“ Walk this way, pleage 1"

1t was Mr. Corney’s voice as the juniors entoped,

Mr, Corney was directing an old lady to the faney moods
department. IHe half turned on one leg, mede o mugniﬁwnt
stride, and waved his princely hand.

“ Walk this way, madam, if vou please,

“My hat!” murmured Harvy "L‘F]mrtenn. “I couldi’t walk
that way if I were paid for it."

'L Hﬁ-,_ A, hﬂ- 11 ,

Mr. Corney’s magnificent eyo lighted upon the juniors. He
swam up, 30 to speak, His motions could not be described as

f

“And what can we do for you to-day, youny gentlomen ?” i

he asked, . ** Glorigus s riugl'_’ mumbled 'I;]‘dli. ¥ Ee_n-u.l_ﬂ'u.l.
5 ﬁﬁ;ﬂlﬂs&; saitl John Bull. o : thingl “How very odd, Some persops {ind
Rk walie Bl t iy ORI o it difficult to Write postry, but it comes to me
John Bull, J quire clicket-caps i winler,” said as easlly as anything. My Uncle Benjamin wiit

“Ahem! Foothall ho 7 be very pleased when he sees this m i
 Thanks, no.” " Rochips print.’ (See page 11,) T
TrE MagNer Lizrany,— No, 152, w e
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* What can’'we do for you, then?" .

* We've called to see if you can give us an advertiscement
for our school paper,” said John Buli calmly.

The shopwalker stared at him.

“ W.w-what I"" he gasped. :

* Advertisement [** rapped out John Buoll. * Advertiscment
im.'. Etitlrlﬁchw] paper.”
':H'Wﬂ can give you an inch in a column for sixponce,” said

1ELL.

“ An—an inch ¥

::Eﬁﬁ;” How do you like the idea **

* Displayed advertisemonts by arrapgement,’” added Harry
Wharton.

“QOh "
.My UELL‘I-E: c]genf_amin ia_}ri that lﬂ&?ﬂgﬁim;il is E.T:sér
smportant branch o rm busincss,' m»al QIO : 8
“At one timo people depended ugon the quality of their

to attract future cnstom. owadays, they edvertise

instead. Tt 13 a change not for the better, my Uncle Beajamin
mays, and he suggests that the cost of advertisements might
wall be put into the production, thus enabling manufacturers
o pay eiﬁ,ﬁmpb;i'ima a decent wage, and at the same time
— Yow!

Todd' broke off as John Bull stamped on his faet,

“Yow—ow'! Yah!"

“Shut up, you ass !’

" My dear, Bull—"" :

‘;Emg* off ] Now, my dear sir, what about that advertise-
mﬂ LE ]

The shopwalker gasped.

"1 am sfraid we cannot give you an adrertisement,” ho
axid when he finally comp . “It is not-in our lite."”

“That's {'}mt whero you mgke a mistake,” said John Bull

a

calmly. * can give you a eplendid adverticement at a
very cheap rate, I predict that thers will be & rush of
ellows from Greyfriars to buy your football socks and cricket-
caps. i
“Yes, rather!” gread Wharton. *“Somethifg in ‘this
style—' RUSH TO WALKER'S FOR CHEAP SQCKS!'"
“Good! Or “FRY OUR PINE RIBBON AT TWO-

PENCE A4 YARD!"™

* That's id! Or, *“WHY GO BAREFOOT WHEN
QEIRR?E' NDID 80CKS ARE ONLY ONE-AND-SIX A
The stared.

shopwalker
**1 fear it eonld not be done,” he replied.
“Ob, rats! Where's your manager?” )

‘' The manager,” said Mr. Corncy haughtily, “is habsent !*'

“ Where is your proprictor, thent"

**Ha in habsent.’

" Look here, you'd better think of it. A well-displayed lino
in the school paﬁr gach as ‘BUY OUR FIRST-CLARS
PYJAMAS, wou ‘r:mring you & rush of custom.”

A ' eame into the shop, and Mr. Cornoy seized the
opporturuty to oscape.

“Yet, madam! Lace fronts, madam! This way, madam !
Lare fronts, forward ! Walk this way, if you please, madam !

¥ 0Oh, my bat!” murmured Wharton.” “I should like to
tske & mapshot of him walking that way.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ It appesrs to me, my dear Bull, that your idea of murinfz
advertisements for the * Weekly ' i1s somewhat of a failure,”
Alonzo Todd remarked.

“Oh, rats ! said John Bull. * Wo'll try the butcher's.”

“My dear Bull—"

" 8hut up, and come on !™

And they quitted the shop.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Go.

ARRY WHARTON and his companions felt a little lewss
bopeful as they turned down the old High Street of
Friardale towards the butcher's shop. vertisements
from the local tradesmen in the school magazine seemed

to them a ripping ides; but it appeared that the Frisrdale
tradespeople were not likely to see it in the same light. John
Bull remarked that the shopkeepers of a bléssed littls villago
were not to be expected to know anything nhont real business,
But thst was littla comfort. l&e editorial ataff of “ John
Bull Junior’s Weekly " had set their minds upon raising half
the cost of production of the paper by means of local
advortisoments.

They entered tha butcher's shap, and” the jolly, red-faced
hut:i:her of Friardale came forward to meet them with a genial
smile,

“What can I do for you?" he asked pleasantly. © A gica
rump-steak, I suppose, to cook in the study—eh 7™
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“ Woll, no, not just now." ;
:: E?]mu r?:ali:.r prime mutton-chops I’
, no !’

1 can do you some beautiful sausages very cheap to-day,”
srid Mr. Steole, clinking his knife. * I know you young
gontlemen are very fond of sausages.” i

“ We hadn't really come for sausages, though,” said John
Bull. *We're looking for some advertiseinents.”

“ Home we-w-what !”

* Advertisements !

“*I—I don’t quite understand.”

“We're starting a new  school
Wharton.

“And we want some ads. for the advertisemmont eolumns.'”

“ We can do them very cheap.”

* And they'll bring odﬁrml e rush of custon.”

The butcher lauzhed.

“But I serve Greyfviars alvcady, sirs,” he said, “and I
don’t suppose you boys will ever wani very mueh in my line.”

ki H:lm E Yﬂ“ -E'E‘ﬂ_"n

“ Well, wa want beefsteaks sometimes, when we get a black
eye,” Wharton remarked.

“ Hardly Enﬁug:h to pay for an advertisement.”

“My dear sir,” said Alonzo Todd, * advertising is the soul
of modern business. You cannot get good business without
advertising,. My Uncle Benjamin says—-"'

“0Oh, ring off Uncle Benjamin ! said John Bull. ** Look
hiere, Mr. Btecle, you'd better try us with & column advertise-
ment. We'll display it semot Ir&g like this—TRY OUR
EUMP.STEAKS, FRESH CUT or LUOK AT MY

b Iﬁi}r {g&ar Bull, you are scarccly polite to Mr. Sicele.”

i e_}r 7 L1 ]

¥ Mr. Btecle certainly has a very red face,” said Todd,
“but to allude to it as chopz is vulgar, and to incite persons
to stare at it 15— Yow ™

Bull stam on the unfortunste Alonzo's foot. Mr.
Btcele’s red face grow pevceptibly redder, and some of the
geniality departed from it )

“I'm afraid I can't do anything,” he said qguite shortly.
Mﬁnd the juniors retired. Outside the shop, they glared at

OnEQ.

“ You ass!" growl-nad John Ball.

“* You fathead !"

My dear fellows——'

“*¥ou frabjous chump !”

“But I— Really, Bull, it was very disrespectful to
allude to Mr. Stecle’s face as his chops, and to suggest look-
:n%at tt—— Yarocoh ! )

Bull knocked Alonzo's hat over his eyes, and walked on
with Whartol. - Tedd put his hat straight, and followed
them, very much surprised.

My, Gunn, the hatter of Friard was the pext person
visited. Mr. Gunn did a pretty trade with Groyfriars,
and he was very civil to the juniors. Mr. Gunn had & special
school topper at seven-and-sixpence, and he sold a great
many of them to the Greyfriars’ fellows. Silk hats frequentiy
mick with accidents at E‘rm?iriam

Tho liftle hatter came forward from the dim and musty
regions at the back of his shop, rubhiarf his hands with a
swishing sound, when the juniors entered,

“ Yes, young gents! Yes, sirs! Nice afternoon, my dear
aimr__ Three new toppers, of course, at the old price, Yes,
sira.”

And he began taking down bandboxes,

“Held on!" exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We haven't
como here for any toppers.”

““Ah! School caps, I supposs.
course,"’

*We don’t want any caps.'

“MNo?’ said Mr, Gann.” “ Mew hat-box, el ?”

“* Na, thanks.”

“ Then—ahem—what can I do for you, young gentlemon?
I su e you really require a superior class of hat. VYon
should try my silk topper at fiftcen-and-six. Mo, you don't
want it? Say & guinea?

“ We're not after hats at all.”

o rme! What is i, then?™”

“ We went you to advertise in our school paper,” zaid John
Bull. * Wc‘llygend_ you an advance proof copy, so that you
cen see what it's like. We do whole column advertisemenis
very reasonably."

“Oh, dear ! .

“ Advertising,” sald Alonzo, “is the soul of modern busi-
ness. It is not necessory to put any quality into one's goodls
if ono advertises to a sufficient extent. My Uncle Benjamin
BA Y S—"

‘ Bhut up, Todd 1"

“My dear Wharton—"" .

“ Wa can diap]ag Eml a splendid advertizement facing tle
first page,” said John Bull. * Ilustretion of a bowler hat

paper,” Legan  Harvy

Accidents will happen, of
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by our own artist, Nugent, and something like this—IN
THIS STYLE, 3s. 9d., or GUNN'S8 HATS ARE ON TOP [

Mr. Gunn grinned.

*“1 don’t know whether it would do me much good, young
gents,” he suid.

“ My dear sir, advertising iz the soul of— Yow !

It would bring you a rush of custom,” said John Ball,
"1 can seo the Greyfriara chapa simply tearing off, vou
know, to la;? in a supply of Gunn’s hats at three-ad-pine ™

“Ahom !’

* You would very likely have to enlarge your premises, and
tuke on extra hands, said Wharton, " That would be
splendid for Jocal trade.”

i H!‘“.I !!ll

" Moreover,” zaid Alonzo, under modern conditions, if
you advertise sufficiently, you need not trouble to sell an
article of good quality, and—— Yaraoh 1"

The hatter rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He coertainly
didn’t want to advertise in the school paper. But at the
rame time, he didn’t want to displeasc threc customers,

" Well, I'll tell you what I'll do, young gents!” le ox-
claimed. " I'll try the advertizement in the paper—=""

“ Hurrah !

“ Frea of chargo——"

“What—"'

“And I'll pay for it when the rush of Lusiness sots in,"”
said My, Gunn cheerfully.

The juntors leoked at one another,

* Wall, you sce——"" said Whaston,

* You see——" said John Luil,

“ My dear sir,”’ said Alonzo, “that is not business, Tn
eazes of this kind we bave the cash in advance. My Uncle
Benjamin says that you should alwsys get the money in
advance in business, in case your poods are not of the quality
.cx‘pe-ctf.-d. Now—-"
. " Coming I called out Mr. Gumn, in answer to an
imaginary call from the misty regions at the back of the
shop.  And he disappeared. ,

]_Tim three editorial youths quitwed the bhattor’s shop in
dismay.

Thoy stood in the street to consult. They had several other
tradespeople on their list, but under the eircumstances, it
seemed hardly worth while to go on with the canvassing.

Friardale tradespeople, as 2 mateer of fact, scemed to ha
blind tosthe tremendous advantages offered by adverbiscinents
in rhe Greyiriars’ school paper.

“Well ' said Harry Wharton,

“Well ¥ aaid John Bull

* Mot wmuch good goiog on”’

“ Wo good.”?

“My Uncle Benjamin sava that if ot fret yom don't
succeed, you should try, try, tey aguein,” said Alonzo Todd,
* Under the cireumistances——"

S ¥ou ass! It's your faalt!” said John Bull

“ My dear Buoll—-"

“Of course it 18" eaid Wharton, ¥ Tedd has mucked it
wr every tume

“ My dear Wharton——'

©Oh, bump bim 1™

My dear—— Oh! Ow! Yoop!™

Hull fattencd Alonzo Tedd's hat over hix eyes, Wharton
peized him by the shoulders and sat him down with & bump
en the pavement. Then, :omewhat relioved in their minds,
in spite of their disappointuent, the two juniors walked away
towards Greviriars,

They left Alonzo Todd sitting on the pavement, blinking,
and surrounded by o spirited and Lighly-imterested eoncourse
of the vouth of Friardale.

“Tear me!” gasped Alonzo. “How very rough! My
U'nele Benjamin would be ghosked at this—nay, disgusted.”

And Alonzo Todd picked himself up and toddled after
Wharton and Bull; but he teol cave to keep out of their
reach until they arrived at Greviriars ITe did not know
wicther that unaccountable disposition to violence might not
seoae upan them again,

And Alonzo Todd followed the chuarmns at & cautious distance
till they passed in at the school gates, and then he followed
then in slowly. As e entered, a heavy hand elapped him
upon the shouldor, and he jumped bBack.

** Hallo, Todd !

“ My dear Bulstrode!" exclaimed Todd, in great relick.
“1t is you! 1 fearcd that it was Wharton, who had just
troated me in the lane with extracrdinary and unaccountable
violenep,  J—"

“You've just the fellow T wanted to see!™ exclaimed
Huh;aia}'f.:de, : : A

“Then how fortunate that ven nws me as in, '
il Todd simuly. b I came in

T4 did not crosa the mind of the Duffer of Greviriars that
Viulstrode had been waiting in the gatoway specially for him.

“"¥es,"” gaid Bualstrode. * Come on.”

“ But what—""

“I'll explain. Come to my study ™

“*Oh, certainly, my dear Bulstrode,”

And Alonze Todd walked inte the house with Bulstrode.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo 18 Ready to Oblige,

KINNER, of the Remove, was in DBulstrode’s astudy

S when ke ushercd Alonso in. Skinner rose to his feet,

and bowed very politely to Alonzo, The Duffer of

i Greyiviars bowed back to Shkinner with a bewmning
sEnile,

Tadd's Unele Benjamin had H.i"ﬂ-'ﬂ.,'iﬂ impressed upon him to
be very polite, but Todd had found Hemove manners at Grey-
friars very far below the standard set by his Uncle Benjamin,
e was very pleased indeed to receive that polite bow [rom

-Blannar.

““ Here you are ! said Skinser. ] :

“ Veg, certainly,” said Alonzo Todd checrfully. * What 1s
it vou want, Bulstrode ' :

“ We want your aid in standing the fellows o treat,” said
Bulstrode scriously. * Skinner and I have been talking
it over, and we've come to the conclusion that you arc tho
very fellow for such an occasion.”

**That's it,”” said Slinnar,

“My dear Bulstrode——" :

“ Mot a word, Todd. You're the fellow., You owe it to
your Unele Benjamin, I know. I never had sn Uncle
Jienjamin,” ssid  Bulstrode sadly, ‘‘and I koow that my
mannees are not what they might be, Todd.”

“QJuite so," agreed Skinner,

Bulstrode glared at him.

“ Vou ¢an shut up, Skinner i he growled. | —_—

“But Skinner 13 rwight,” said Todd simply. Your
manners cortainly aro lacking in polish, Bulstrode, but I
should be the last to blame you, for, as you say, jyou never
had the inestimable advantage of being brought up by &
thoroughly respectable and painstaking gentleman hke my
Unels Benjamin., I feel for you, Bulstrode, and I”a!mul-:l nat
think of judging vour shoricomings too scvercly.

Hu!st-rn&-‘: turned red. .

Alonzo Todd was in great danger that moment of sulfering
a gevers concussion on the nose, as Lhe would have called it in
his language. But Bulstrode vestrained himself. 1le had oo
Erought Alonzo Tedd there to punch his nose. "

 Veu know John Bull is starting 2 school paper?®” he re-
marked. ; i

“ Vag indeod. T om the sub-editor™
e “Oh, wy hat—I mean, they couldn’t liave a better sub-
editor,” said Bulstrode hastily, ‘' Now, our idea is, to stand
a fecd to celcbrate the eccasion.” =

*That is really o very generous thought, Bulstrede”

“ My ear chep, my intention is to bo generous,” said
Bulstrode. ** But instead of standing the feed smong the
Bemove, I was tlinking of asking the U Fourth chap,
and sone of the Fifth, ard some of the profecta—making 1t o
rezular stunning affair, you koow. Now, we want a really
graceful and wellmannered chap at a feed ]LEH: that, to—lo
help us keep up appearances, I‘fﬂu know. You'll comel

“ My dear Buolstrode, you Hatter me”

“ Mot at aill. Yeu'll come? "

Ok, cortainly, I shall be delighted. T am sure my Unclo
Benjuuwrin would be delighted, too, to lear an invitation to
me couchod in such terms ] _

S Then it's settled,’” said Nulstrode, looking at Bkinner.
“We ean count on Alonzo. So long as we are surve of lim,
it docan't matter much whe disappoints ua’’

Mot et all,” aprecd Bkinper, . "

“I'e pot a list of the guests here,” said Bulstrode. 1
was thinking of Loder and Carne, of the Sixth, and Blundell
and Bland, of the Fifth, and Tempie, Dabney & Co., of rthe
Upper Foarth””

“Crood I said Skinner. ; p”
“ Qlinner and I will get the grab in, and prapare the tea,
said Dulstrode. “ Wu thought that you might go round nnd

ask the Tellows, Todd ™

“With pleasure, my dear Dulstrode.™

“ You ave sure vou don’t mind the j.l"ﬂllb]ﬂ?" ashed Iiual-
strode, with an amount of consideration that would have
aroused the suspicions of anybody but the Duffer of Grey-
friave. DBut Alonze Tedd never suspected anybody or any-
thing.

i Euifg sure, Bulstrode. T shall be delighted

“You van tell then: now how the feed will be,”” said Bul-
strade. *° Ham and opps lo begin with, and cold chicken,
and minge-pies,”

“Tlow niee!" aaid Alonso, : :

“ Then there will be a Clodstmas-pudding, that Skinner las
just had sent by his—his Uncle Williamn—a reslly ripping
Chriztinaz-pudding, =n't it, Skinner?”

“What-ho " said Skinner

S han there will be several pots of home-made jam, sent
to me by wmy Aunt Georgiang,” suid Bulstrode. ** My Aunt
Georgiana makes ripping jom !

17
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“ It's splendid I"" gaid Skinner.

* And a hundred of Mrs. Mimbla's best tarts."

“ How very nicel”

“1 zay, you fellows—"'

@ juniors swung rognd to see & fat face with large spee-
tacles blinking in at the door,

" Get out !’ ralfed out Bulstrode angrily,

Billy Bunter did not atir.

“ I say, you fellows, I don't mind coming to the feed,” he
esid.  “ Look here, I'll cook the eggs for you, if you like!”

“Get out!’” roared Bulstrode,

** Oh, renlly, Bulstrode—"'

" Buzz off, you fat bounder !

* Look here, I'm willing to do the ﬂunking;. Then I sup-
pose you'll have the mince-pies warmed up,” said Bunter,
“I'm & dab at warming up mince-pies. Have you got the
things here?"’

Bulstrede 5n&c[|:rpe:! his testh. As thers were no preparations
st all for & feed, and Bulstrode did not intend to make any,
Bunter might have given the whole show away to Alonzo by
his awkward Inguiries.

Bulstroda rea?:]md for & ruler.

“I—I say, Bulstrode——"

“Buzrz ui{, you fat toad "

Bunter blinked at him, watching the ruler warily.

“ Look here, Bulstrode ; considering how I've always stood
3*931- fﬂmﬂ' I think you might ask a chap— Ok!"

Tash |

The ruler erashed on the door, and Billy Bunter dodged into
the zo and fled.

* Yarooh 1"

, Fisher T. Fish waa coming along the cowridor. The fat
juniar had rushed right into him., The slim American junior
was not of a weight to stand s charge from Billy Bunter.
He went simply fiying. .

“Oh!" he roared. * Great snakes! Whoop!”

" Yarooh "

JFisher T, Fizh rolled on the floor, and Bunter rolled over
him. Bulstrode looked out of the dosrway of his study and
roarad with laughter..

" Ow!” groaned Bunter. “Groo! I—I'm injured.”

Fisher T. Fish picked himsclf up slowly.

“1 gum you're going to be more injured, some,”™ he re-
marked.

“Groo! Yow!™

Biff, biff, biff |

Figher T. Fish's boots came into active play upon the ample
perzon of the Owl of the Remove. Bunter roared.

“Ow! Yowl Yah! Btop! Chuck it! Varcoh!™

He rolled along the passage, and picked himiself up, and
bolted. Fisher T. Fish charged after bim, !-:ici:inﬁ briskls,
snd Hmi disappeared down the psssage amid a wild uproar.
Bulstrode chuckled and came back into the study.

"My dear Bulstrode,” gaid Alonzo Todd. I trust Bunter
has not beea hurt."

“ Oh, blow Buntert’ said Bulstrode carelessly.  * Now,
about the feed. It will be & bit toa big to give in the study
hore, I think, and as I bave cld Quelchy's pormission to use
the Form-room——-~"

** Have you really, Bulstrode?”

“Cortainly! I am going to hold the feed there. Now, it
may take us somo time to get in the grub, Alonzo, and to
do all the necessary cooking, and s0 on. Can we depend upon
you to take those invitations round, and to receive the guests
'n the Form-room as soon as they arrive, if we should not
aappen to be quite ready.”

*Oh, certainly, my dear Bulstrode "’

* Weo'll wire 1n, and get the grub ready,” said Bulstrode.
" OF course, it will take some time, for such a jolly big feed.”

“ Yﬂahl have no doubt it will."

* In the Form-room at seven, then,” said Bulstrode. ** You
had better get theve at a quarter-to-seven, to make all sure”

"I will certainly be there at a quarter-to-seven, my dear
Bulstrode, My Uncle Benjamin has always impressed upon
me to be punctual, as procrastination is the purloiner of time,
It is better to be too esrly than too late, Bulstrode, for it ia
the early bivd that effects the capture of the worm, as my
Uncle Benjamin haa observed to me.”

* Quite right, Todd! Of course, you'll put it carefully to
the fellows, and make them understand that it's a real; zplen-
did, first-class bust-up!™

“ Oh, certainly!"

“ Then I think you may ns well buzz off now, Todd, if
you're going to be so kind, We'll buck up at once with got-
ting the feed ready.”

““1 will not lose 8 moment, my dear Bulstrode.”

And the Duffer of Greyfriars quitted the study. Bulstrode
and Bkinner contained themsclves until the door had closed
behind the obliging Alonzo. Then they burst into a wild yell
of laughter that might bave been hcard at the end of the
[assage.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kind Invitatlons.

LONZO TODD started on his errand with n beaming
smile on his face. He turned it over in his mind as to
who he should call on firet as he went. He decided
in favour of Loder. There were other SBixth-Formers

that he liked better,

* But Loder is sometimes not nice to me,” thought Alonzo,
“ And when he finds out that I called on him first, he is
gsurc to be much nicer to me in future."

And in a few minutes Alonzo Teodd stood cutside the pre-
fect's study door. He Lknocked.

“Come in!" shouted Loder testily.
F Ai:lﬂnm entered timidly., Loder was reading a paper at his

E$ -
_ " 0h,"” he said, hastily cramming the paper into a drawer,
it's you, iz it? What's the row?" L

“Row, Loder?' asked Alonze hesitatingly. *“I'm not
aware of any disturbance within the precinects of the school
at the prosent moment, Loder And il you will be so

kind-—=""

“ Oh, cut that, and get on ! snapped Loder. * Can't you
gee I'm busy, you young idiot "’

** Oh, I'm so sorry, Loder—"

. Loder interrupted Alonzo again, with a gesture of impa-
ence.

“You will be very sorry, if you don’ get on,”™ he said
horshly., * Come on. Out with your business!”

** Business, Loder?" asked poor Alonzo, utterly mystificd.
“I have no business, My Uncle Benjamin told me to have
nothing to do with business. e eaid it is the medium
throngh which the best of poople ususily get some taint in
their morals, lot alone those who are penerally aliuded to as
outsiderg——"

Alonzo dried up of his own accord. Loder’s stare of be-
wildorment could not be borne any longer. The profect con-
tinued to regard the Duffer of Greyfriars for n least & minute,
leaning back in his chair with his hands in his pockets.

“Well, ass? he said at length. “ Go on. T suppose the
only way to get at your meaning is to let you go on lon
enough. Dut take warning. T shall use my boots off you :{'
vou don't get it off your chest in onp minute, What the
dickens did you come to my study for?"

*Oh” emd Alonzo, “we understand one anothor quite
well when you speak plainly. Dut it 3an’t business,” went on
the Dultfer of Greyfriars, with an aneelic smile.

“ What 1" reared Loder, leaping {rom his chair.

Alonzo was terrified. He had nover scen Loder look quite
s0 [urious as this,

* Oh, pray, Loder1” he zaid. *° Pleaso not to bo alarmed.
But I meant to give you to understand that I come about a
pleasure—"

“Out with it 1" shouted the angry prefect.

“It's a ronvivial gathering commendable proportions,
Loder,” said Alonzo. * And i1l's st seven this evening in the
Bemove IYorm-room,*

Loder stared.

“T am d;:-in%othﬂ honours, you see, Lodar. At the fellows'
request, I am bound to say, as I am sure my Unclo Benjamin
would advize me to do. There will be plenty of comestibles,
Loder, and I come to request the pleasure of your company

Loder wes simply speechless for a minute. Then he buarst
out laughing. Bub be was not above a Remove feed.

** ¥You're the funniest lud on the earth, Todd,” he said, in
the gentlest tone Alonzo had ever got from him. “1 will

come with pleasurc. But zee that you do me well Now,
trot off 1"

** Thank you, Loder!" said Alenze. “You may rest
assured——""

But Loder did not want to rest assured, e had o poper io
read, and Alonzo found himsclf in the passage outside, in a
silting position, sooner than he expected. Picking himself up
it dawned on the Duffer of Greyfriars that he had really taken
up o lot of Loder's time, and he trotted off to find Came.

Pausing outside that gentleman's door, he thought cut a
new plan of procedure. He would not waste Carpe's time.
The idea that Carne might have something to say about that
never oecurred to Alenzo. He went in,

* Will you eome, Carne?” he said, in his blandast tones,

; “?Ha? he, ha " laughed Carne. ** Will I come whero, you
ay e

* Oh, I'm so sorry, Carne! I'd quite forgotten that. It's
to tho Remove Form-room, at seven thiz evening 1

“ Feed?” asked Carme brusquely.

Alonzo nodded in the affirmative,

* Right-he ! went on Carne, taking & pen. " I'd botter
give you a little list of things I like. You'll want to do it
well, of course, and if you'll take my tip, this will save you
being sealped if you get thmﬂa like what I put down hera,
The chapy arc awfully particular, you know."

&4
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And Carne proceeded to write down the things he would
prefer to have put before him st Alonzo’s feed.  Alonzo was
very doubtful as to which way he ought to treat o prefect
umg!r such circumstances He had invited Carne, to be sure.
But this was his first experience of a guest who drew up a
schedule of entertainment ' before he accepted an invitation,

Alonzo coughed. But Carne took no notice. Then Alonzo
tock the bull by the horns. :

I am afresd 1 canmot wait for that, Carne,” ho said
mildly. **T have other fellows to call on, and if you don't
let me go now, I'm of opinion that the feed might be spoiled
through an insufficiency of time for our preparations——"

* Here you ave, then, Todd—it's finished. Buzz off 17

** Thank you so0 mueh, my dear Carne 1 ;

And Alonzo * buzzed.” He had resolved on Blundell and
Bland of the Fifth for his next call. They were not ** at
hpme.” But Alonzo Todd was equal to the occcasion. He
lelt a polite note on the table. neidentally, it vead that
Blundell and Bland were invited to & ** Form * in the ** feed-
room. "’

Bui the Duffer of Greyfriars was well pleased with himsclf.
His next mission was to Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the
Upper Fourth. Their gaping study deor revealed that they,
too, were not within the parent fold. Alonzo was on the
point of leaging them a note, when the idea of delivering the
me a%e orally appealed to him as advisable in their case
And after much trouble and misdirection by ** funny people
and others, Alonzo st last came upon Temple, Dabnay, and
F‘rgr in the Close.

* How do you do, Temple, Fry, and Dabney?” said Alonzo
politely, ** You will come, of course.'

"Temple, Dabney & Co. wore merely slackin about when
Alonzo appeared round the eorner; but when his still emall

}-'I:I-il'-i: awcke the echoes of the Close, they were all slert for
un.

“Will we come? .zaid Temple.

“1I take it that you mean where the feed is to be, Temple,
Dabney, snd Fry?'” said Alonzo sim };.-

The grins on Temple, Dabney & E,o.’a faces changed to
broadest smiles of satisfaction. A feed was distinetly a new
role for Alonzo Todd. In & trice their position with regard

to Alonzo Todd was what cricketers someiimes call “a
cloze field.”

“What time ™ said Fry. .

Alonzo specificd the hour of the spread once more, Dab-
ney grasped his hand in deep, silent satisfaction. Temple
said he would come with the greatest pleasuro, Fry said
he would kiss Alonzo an his lily brow.

“I gppreciato your expressions of estcem, I assure you,
Fr;r,“ said Alonzo; "*but my Uncle Benjamin told me that
it 1a not manly for boys to kiss one another.”

“0h, no offence, Todd, really ' said the thres.

And they sped Alonzo on his way, rejoicing his simple
heart very much by
shoulders as they did so.

“Oh, thank you so much, you follows!" he said. “I
think it will be a very nice evening.”

And it was. Punctuslly at a quarter to scven, Alonze
Todd was waiting to rececive the guests in the Remove
Form-Room. There was not the least sign of a feed, or any
};reparﬂimn for the same. Alonzo had supposed that

ulstrode would look efter all that. Bulstrode would bo
sureé to come ai seven o'elock, and he would, of course,

bring everything with him. And the Duffer of Greyfriars
gat down to wait.

“Ilere he 13! said Alonzo, as he heard the sound of L]-
peoaching footsteps a few minutes later. I'm so glad! Tts
really nice of him to save me all possible embarrassment !

But it was Temple, Dabncy and Fry who came in. They
lookad very blankly round the room. Templo noted that
there wasn't even & fire lighted., Dabney asked whet the
game was. Fry put it bluntly to Alonze, in demanding
grub at once, with promises and dire threats attoched to
non-fulfilment of contract. But Alonzo managed to stave
off the evil hour, so to put it. ;

"Oh, I'm so sorry, you fellows!” he said. “But Bul
strode has not yet arrived with the provisions, Buat he’ll bo
hers in & minute. Oh, I'm so sorry! Pray sit down !”

Tcmi_llﬂ, Dabney & Co. sat down, grumblingly. It was
Incky for Alonze they came in first,

Hardly had they sat down to wait, when Blundell and
Lland burst into the room. Blundell was holding Alonzo's
note. He made straight for Alenzo.

“ What d'you mean by writing your rotten jokes on us
like this?"” he demanded, waving the paper in front of
Alonzo. “If you haven't got a satisfactory answer we're
going to skin wou !

Loder came into the reom.

“ Where's the feed 7 Le domanded.

Alonzo huﬁ&n to have doubts about Bulstrode.

“It you don't mind, Loder,” he said, “I'll attond io

Blundell first—="" .

**No you won't!"" said Loder. “But I will. What's the

row 7' he continued, turning to the two Fifth-Formers,
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“Oh, it doesn't matter, Loder, thank you!"' said Bland,
apologetically.

* Your mistake !"" said Loder. sarcastically. * Iland over
the paper you were making such a fuss about, Blundell !"

Blundell coloured. But he’ had nothing else to do but
give the note to a prefect, And Loder smiled as he read
the note, nodding to Carne, who arrived on the moment. .

“Todd's been inviting Blundell and Bland to n form in
the feed-room,” he said, winking at the other Sixth-Former.

‘" Ila, ha, ha!"

Blundell and Bland snorted,

“Oh, I'm 8o sorry, Blundell and Bland " began Alonza.

“Where's the feed ¥ said Loder tersely. * Never mind
them! What's this?"

Alonzo locked scared as he followed Loder's arm ns it
swgpt round the room. .

“ But it's all right, I aseure you, Loder ! he said, in his
most encouraging tone. ‘‘ Bulstrode will be here presently,
Won't you sit down "

Loder and Carne cxchanged glances. Blundell glared at
Alonzo. Temple, Dabney, and Fry looked like Patience on a
monumsont. luctantly the two prefecis sat down. They
waited in silence. But there was no sign of Bulstrode, After
another ten minutes, dark looks were cast at Alonzo Todd.
But that wnfortunate youth needed mno rveminders aof liia
predicament. e mildly suggested that the gave Bul-
strode another ten, which would meke it half-past soyen.
There was a gmwi for response, and the clock ticked off
“doom” for Alonzo Teodd. Haif-past seven struck. Then
Alonzo precipitated the end, ‘

“1f you don’t mind, Loder, I think I had better go and
find Bulstrede ! he said,

For answer, Loder and Carne, with Blundell and- Bland,
approached Alonzo in a deadly, deliberate fashion,

Alonzo made for the door. But it was no usc. Temple,
Dabncy, and Fry held it shut,

“Ii's a jape!” exelaimed Bland.

“Hold "' said Fry.

“Collar him 1"

Not in the least needing Blundell's
Carne laid held of Alonzo by the collar.
Then, in common parlance, Alonzo Todd * went ¥hrough

recommendation,

it.
“ Really, you follows,"” he said, “it is not my fault!
Bulstrode has played me fales 17

But all his expostulation could not save his head from
being vigorously rolled in the ashes of the grate.

“Ow!” yelled poor Alonzo. “Leder, ss a profoct, I

appeal to ci.'l:au—

Alonzo did net get any further. Loder and Carne were
not hinderin others from hringing Alonzo to book now,
and Blundell's heart was rejoiced in emﬁtying a largo
bottls of ink all over Alonzo Todd. The Duffer of Grey-
friars gasped and spluttered, but down into the sshes he

wont again.
Carne rolled Alonzo unmercifully. Temple added a bottls

of red ink over the Duffer, and Alonzo spluttered,

But even Loder at last stopped in. Alonzo was roaring
like a bull, and Carne was dragged off.

The Duffer of Greyfrinrs stnggered to his feot.
one mass of soot, and ink and ashes,

“Ow!” he gasped. “Oh! Ow ™

And Alonzo,- looking very much like a victim who has
cacaped a cannibel’s cooking-pot, made s wild rush for tha
door and disappeared from view.

Hg was

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Japers Japed.

Y only hat!"
' ** What's that 7"
“Great SBcott !

““The great Scotifulness is terrifie !

The editorial staff of “John Bull  Junior's Weckly ™
were busily engaged in the editorial office—Study No. 14 in
the Remove.

John Bull was penning the leading articlo for the first
number; Frenk Nugent was drawing the picture for the
title-page; Bob Cherry was joiting down football notes;
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was writing a romantic story
of adventures in India, in the most fearful and wonderful
English; Mark Linley was doing the article on the Greek
tragedy that was to paralyse the Sixth-Formers when they
saw ““John Bull's Weekly.” Tho whnle staff were busy,
and deeply engrossed in their business, when the door was
Bung open, and a wild figure dashed into the study. )

The editorial staff of *“ John Bull’s Weekly " started up in
alarm,
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“Whal on eart

" Who is 18?7

“The wild man from Barneo !

H 0w 1" gasped the wild fgure.

€ Alonzo !" ) .

Alonzo Todd sank into s chair and gasped.

The juniors stared at him, their alarm changing to merri-
ment. Alonzo certainly presented a most alarming ligure.
He was emothered with soof, and ashes, and ink, and his
clothes were sooty, and dirty, and torn. Hiz collar was
gone, and half his buttons were missing, and his face was
unrecognisable under ink and ashes.

He sat in the chair and pumped in breath.

“Ha, ha, ha " roared the editorial staff.

“" My dear fellows—""

“Ila, ha, ha!”

¢J—i huve been treated in & mammer that would shock
and dispust my Unecle Benjamin ! cxelaimed Alonzo.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“It is really no subject for laughter. Bulstrode must
have becn deliberntely deceiving me! After getting me
to invite a number of fellows to a feed in the Form-room, he
failed to appear, and they were naturally very annoyed [

The juniors yelled. They began to understand the jape,
of which the unfortunate Duffer of Greyfriars had been a
victim.

“There was no fead, and I was trecated most rudely and
disrespectfully " panted Alonzo. **1I fear that my clothes
are pariously damaged.'

“They lock it! a, ha, ha 1"

“1 am feeling very untidy snd dirty

“Ha. ha! You look that, too ! :

“Oh, dear! What would my Unecle Benjamin say?"
pasped Alonzo.

“I expeet he would yell!" said Bob Cherry. *1la,
ha, hat”

“ My dear Cherey——"

The juniors shrieked. There was a yell of laughter from
the passage, and Bulstrode and Skinner looked in at the
open doorway. At the sight of Alonzo Todd in his féarful
disarray thﬂ‘i shrieked,

“ Alonzo, here?” gaspad PBulstrode. **Oh, there he 15!
We wanted to see him! Ha ha, ha!™

“Heo, he, he!" shrieked Skinner,

“My dear fellows— i

“Yow! Yarcoh!™

1%

Groo!
Alonzo spat out ashes and ink.

t“riHa' ha, ha! Was the fead a sucress?" roared Bul-

BREFOED.

“Did the fellows enjoy 167" ghricked Skinner,

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“It was rather rough on Todd, though,” said Haorry
Wharton.

Bulatrode snorted.

#0h, Todd's fair game!” Lie exclaimod * Blow Todd !

“My dear Bulstrade, you are u most untruthful person !

“Ha, ha, hal”

i M}y’ Tnela Benjamin would be shoclked—nay, disgusted !

“0Oh, my hat! old mea! Ha, ha, ha!"”

Bulstrode clung to the doorpost, gasging with laughter.
Bkinner doubled up in the doorway. | Cherry steppoed
quickly out into the passage, and with a sudden shove
sent both the practical jokers staggering into the study.

“Collar them!" he shouted. **I[ 1t's so funny to rap
Alonzo, let them hove some of the fun, We musin™ en-
courage Alonzo to ba greedy.”

“Ha, ha, ha " ﬁ&lied the editorial staff.

They uof]a:e:_i Bulstrode and Skinner in a twinkline.
Tlﬁe two humorista of the Remove left off lnughing at once.
They gucssed the intentions of the Churms u? the Remove,
and thevy did not want to be brought into contact with
Alonzo in his present terrible state. .

“Hold on!" roared Bulstrode, struggling furiously.

" All serene—we're holding on !
“Yow! 1 mean let go! Leggo!
“¥You can't have it both ways!" grinned John Bull.
We'll hold en 1™

“Yow! Leggo!” yelled Skinner.

“ Ratg !”’

“ Lemme go! [—— Yah!"

“Hold him!"

“We've got him 1"

*Ceme here, Alonzo!” shouted Wharton.
this way "

“My dear Wharton—"

"Oh, come on, you ass!”

Harry Wharton seized Alonzo by the shoulders and rushed
him up to Bulstrode.

Bulstrode was rolled on the carpet, and Alonzo Todd was
rolled over him.

A considcrable quantity of the inl:, and soot, and ashes
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adhering to Alonzo was Immediately transferred to the
buriy Remorvite.

Bulstrode roared and struggsled; but the odds were loo
great. Iie had to go through it, and he did!

“(vo it roaredd Bob Cherry. * Skinner's turn now!"

“Yah!" roared SBkinner. " Stop it! Yow! Yarcop!”

“Toll him over!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner was rolled on Alonzo. He struggled frantically,
but without avail. He was rolled and rubbed on Alonzo till
he was in as terrible a stute us the Dulfer of Greyfriam
ﬁ;mseifm Then the juniors, shricking with laughter, released

11t

Bulstrode and Skinner staggered to their feet.  They
locked as wild and unkemat and inky and ashy as Alonzo.

“You cads!” roared Bulstrede.

“¥ow! You beaste!"

1 th hﬂq hﬁ- !u

Bulstrode, too furious to care for the odds, made a wild
rush at the editorial staff of © John Bull's Weekly."'

He was prom tl?r collared by half a dozen pairs of hands
and hurled forth from the study. He slid wildly along the
hinpleum for five or six yards before he stopped.

“ Now for Skinner!" shouted Bob Cherry.

But 3kinner was wiser in his generation. He bolted.

Bulstrode Eic}md himgelf up in the passage, and came
charging back into the study., The juniors lined up to re
coive him, and he was hurled forth again,

This time ho stayed outsidat

He limped away painfully down the passage, and as he
went he was followed by a yell of lavghter from the editorial
office of ** John Bull's Weekly.” Then the door was slammed.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
One for Nugent!

& A, ha, hat™
The editorial staff of the * Weekly ! yelled with
laughter, Even Alonzo Todd had to join in it. John
Bull was the first to come back to business. He
seated himself at the table, and toolk un his pen.

“Work!" he said.

And the sub-editora followed his example.

“ Dage me!” seid Alonzo Todd., I see you are ot wok,
my desr fellows. Perhaps I had better go and get some of
this cleaned off before I join you.”

* Perhaps you had!"” grinned Wharton.

“ The porhapsfulness 1s terrific.'

“¥You had bettor leave off till I come back,” Todd sug-
gosted.  ““ You see, you will hardly be ablo to menage it
without my assistance, and-—-""

&L Eﬂat !I!

* Buzz off !

“My dear fellows——"

Harry Wharton opened the door. Bob Cherry picked up
an inkpot. Alonzo took the hint. He had had some painful
experiences with that inkpot already.

The Duffer of Greyfriara deperted, and Wharton closed the
door, He sat down at the table agsin and dipped his pen
in the nk. ]

“Wa. shall jolly soon have plent
number,"” he remarked. " How mue
by the fellows, Bull!”

John Bull grinned.

* About & ton!”

“ Ha, ha, ha! Any good?” 1

“ Some of it—not much. Outside contributors aron't much
closs, you know. But we'll do what we can for them. One
thing’s cortain—the paper will go with 2 swing. All the
follows in the Form are apnxious to see the first cony.”

The door opened. ) )

“ (1o away ! roared Wharton, thinking that i1t was Alonzo
Todd returning. ** Buzz off! We're fed uwp with you!
Scatter!”

“ Who's as mad as a hatter?’ demanded Dutton, the deaf
junior of Groviriars, coming into the room with a very red
tace.

Wharton looked round. :

“ (Oh, sorry! I thought you were Todd!' he explained.

Dutton snorted. . ;

“0Oh, you thought I was odd, did you? If you think a
fellow's odd because he's slightly deafl you're a silly fathead,
that's all "

“71 didn't say vou were odd-——-"

“Th?* Fishing for cod? Don't tulk rot!”

“My hat! Look here, Dutton—"

“Me! I'm not a butcher.”

“Eh™

“*I've not got any mutton.”
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" Who's talking about mutton!”? ejaculated Whartan.
“ Look here, what do you want? I'm sorry you're deaf, but
my constitution's not strong enough for o conversation with
you. What have you come forf”

1 hear you're starting & school paper here,” said Dutton.

“It's sbout the only thing you could hear, then. We're
Et&‘rtﬁiﬁ% i school paper, all right. Good-bye!”

“Good-bye!" roared Wharton,

“ Which eve®" asked Dutton.

“Oh dear!”

“And 1 can't feel it, anyway. I don’t sce how T could
have something in my eye without feeling it there,” said
the deaf junior suspiciously.

Harry Wharton groaned. He was soiry for Dutton’s affiic-
tion, and he would not have made fun of the deaf junior for
worlds, But Dutton certainly was trying.

" However, never mind my eye,” said Dutton. * Let's
come te business. You seem to i‘e starting a school paper
hore. And T suppose you want contributions "

:: EII':%P’ depends on the contributiona."

““ That depends on the contributions!” bawled Wharton.
** Bpeak a little clearer. Not louder—clearer.”™’

h_"ﬂh. blow! Look here, Bull, you're editor—you talk to
im '

**You're chief sub-editor——"

“I'm jolly well not geing to usurp the place of my chief!
You talk to him [

“Hiuff!  As ohief editor, I order you to.”*

“Bosh! As sub-editor, I decline!”

“ Look here, Wharton—-"'

* Look here, Bull—"

“T'm waiting for some of you dummies to speak,” s=aid
Dautton, “ Can’t you talk? ¥s this a giddy Quakers’ meeting
—or what?"’

The juniors could not help grinning. Wharton and Bull
had been shouting at each other, but Dutton, apparently, hed
not heard them.

£ IE.?I:-::} here, you cut!” shouted Frank Nuogent.

EcC ..J x

“ Ruyzz off I"

“Who's a toff 2"

* My hat! Clear out! Vamoose—bunk—git—absgquatulate I

“I'm not too late] Rotl”

“Oh dear! You try him, Bah!"

“Wa don't want any contributions, Dutton,"’ reared Boh
Cherry. ' We've got too many already. We're fed up with
COPY.

“1 don't know whether I could write a poem about =2
poppy,’’ said Dutton. “ 8till, 'l try, if vou think it woild
tdo for the Ni:»aper. I'm willing to write anything that the
editor constdera suitable, of course. I'm not one of those
writers who want to run the paper.””

s TEﬂrhaI:?m’t want any poems!" shriocked Wharton.

" No poems wanted I

" Take what for granted?’

“{h, my hat! Kill him, somebody I

“T'I1 try the subjoct, a8 you seem sct om -it," =aid Dutton.
“ Blessed if I know what I shall write about 2 poppy, bub
1'il see if I can think of something.”

“Wa don't want you to."

[L] Eh ?'ll

*“0Oh, get out!"

“1 don't want vou to shout. Just speak clearly, and I can
hear all right. I'm not deaf—just & little hard of hearing.”

“Go away!l”

i Eh ?l"

“ (o away!”

“What did T say? I said I wasn't deaf, and that it wasn't
rocessary to shout. Just spesk clearly, and enunciate what
vou say—that's all that's necessary. hate to sea silly
vhumps shouting at me as if I were deaf. Eh?®"

“PBuzrz off ! Get out! Go away! Clear!"”

“Beer? OF course not! TI'll have some tea if you've got
any geing.”

The juniors looked at one another helplessly,

“ And about that poem,” said Dutton. “I dare say I can
manage B [Oem on & l’ﬁ'}ﬂj’, as yvou seem to think it's the
thing; though I'm blessed if I think the fellows will read it.
Haow long do you want ™' '

* Not at all!”

“T1 sha'n’t scrawl; you needn’t tell me that.
will be aa plain as yours, anyway, for the printer,
you how long you wanted the poem."”

“We don't want it!”

(1] Eh ?l.‘

“ All together,” gasped Harry Wharion. " ¥ou take basg
Bob, and I'll take temor. And you other chaps put in where
you can. Now, when I raise my hand.”

:: Right vou are!”

I:I'l'
r
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Wharton raised his hand a5 if he were conducting a choir,
From all the juniors burst a simultaneous yell:

"ot out!?

LEn? .

“We don't want an 1-

“« Bl ¥ copy

“Geb out of this study ™

* Who's muddy

“Clear! Bunk! B8lide!”

r i -2c0 you take 1t out of my e!” an tton,

“I1'd like ke 1 f hide ' said Du
looking warlike. 1 don't care whether I do that md
about a y or not; but I'm not having any of your cheek,
kg:;lfrs that! You're not going to tske a rise out of

! Oh, my only hat! This chap will be the death of mei™”
said Nugent.

“Yell in his ear.”*

“ Oh, all right!"

Nugent approached Dutton, and leaned towards him. The
deaf junior watched him in surprise. Nugent leaned over
to bring his mouth close to Dutton’s oar.

. ""Wea don’t want any copy !"" he shrieked.  * When we want
it ﬁ-%_;l‘l ask for it. Will ‘you oblige us by clearing out?
iff !

Y Yow "

Nugent rolled on the study foor. Dutten’s fist had saught
him on the nose, and he sat down with a sudden shock.

“Yarooh! Vah! Ow!’ roared Nugent, holding his nose.
“Brrr! By dose iz squashed! Oh!

Dutton glared down at him.

“T'll teach. you to call me & beery lout!’ he exclaimed
wrathiully. * poem for vou at all
uow, so there!'

And he stamped out of the study and slammed the door.

Ths juniors burst into a yell of laughter. ‘Thore was no
!‘e%& f Dutton hearing it. i
Nugent staggered up, clasping his nose, He dabbod it
wi “iiu haudf‘.erchia!, and the handkerchief came away red.

“Ow ! gasped Nugent. * By dose! Oht”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors roared. But Nugent did not join. in the
merriment. He dabbed his nosze.

jolly well won't do

THE SEVENRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter's Original Poem !

. OW are you getting on with your story, Inky?"
The Nabob of Bhanipur locked up with lus quiet,

patient, good-termnpered smile. He been writing

e away busily for a long time, sticking te his task as
if 1t were an impot he had to get finished belore he could go
ok, :

“ Famously I'" he replied.

“ What's it called!"

“ The Adventures of an Esteemed Sahub."”

ot Hza.E ha, ha!”

“ It s not & comicful story,” maid Hurree Ein?—lm ¥ have
elso written it in the esteemed English, as I fear that the
boys would not understandfully com rehend the honourablo
Hindustani, and besides, it would be dificult to print it with-
out possessing the Hnﬁaﬁ characters, which moreoverlally
would not be comprehended by the honourable priuter.
Hencefully it is written in tho au&ut English, the honburable
language of your great poet Shakesprare, and the esteamcd
comic writer, win.'

The juniors vellad. "I’h»agf1 had never vead Darwin, it is
true; but they had never heard him spoken of as a comic
writer before. But Hurree Jamset Ram 3Singh's views of
English literature were almost as weird and wonderful a2 his
pronunciation of the English languarge. )

“1 will readfully say over the beginningfulncss,” said the
naehob., I have changefully altered it from the first copy.
i | “.}f*’“ with a description of the city of Notzobad, Hear!"
And the nabob read: “‘In the deep and duskful evening,
when shadowfully of death the mighiy clouds descended.
thore was honourable stillness. The great city of Notzobad
lay buryfully calm in the honourable bosom of the night.
Mo sound brokefully upon the venerablo stillnesz, save
the roundful tread of the sentinel of honourable John Com-
pany on the gunful rampart.’

“Good " said Wharton faindly.
oomic "’

“ Not at allfully, my worthy chum."” : -

“Wall, I expect the readers will held a different opinion.
Is there much of 1?"

“ ¥ have written only about twenty thousand words so far,

altogetherfully ™
21
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“ Alam ! That will lust va ten vears or 50 3% a serial”
Joha Bull remarked. * MNow, whai have yon done, Bol¥"

“ Report of a footer mateh., and-—-"" ] ]

“I gwess I could do #hat,” said IFisher T. Fish, coming
inte the study., *Yep! You can leave youy reporiing to
me. Yes, siv 3 .

“Bats! You can do a colnmn of American news," said
John Bull. " Latest mysteries of Chicago jpacxing-lionses.
and that zort of thing. BStactling dizcovery of mssig ingees
in Chicago beef-tins, and-—""

“Ha, ha, ha !

is I EII E! E T

“Then I'm deineg o rowine report.”’ said Bob Cherey
colmly. “ Full report Low o champion American oarsman
vowerd against the cirrent on the Sark. with the boat roped
to o post in the viver,'"

*Ha, ha, hat"

The juniors yelled, and even Fisher T, Fish tuened pink.
Tn spite of his cooliness and bis subline swank, Fisher 1.
Fishi hiad nob quite got ovee that little expericnce on the
river. The juniors necor veforred te it without sells of
langhter.

*(h, 1'i1ly; oft I gl‘['n.l.'[l.'d Fial, = "Xult's ns gﬂlml as 0 fenrt,
I guness™

““Flo, ha, hat™

“Bay, il you want any Awmerican copy. 'l put it in, firs!
chop,” snid Figsher T. Iish. taking a seat at the table.
“What do you say to o story of New York? I knew a wan
m New York who—"

“Order! No tall stories now.” ssid Tarey Wharton,
" We've busy. Thera's paper and ink—write, aud don™t juw !
That’s the law of the cditovisl office. Mow’s the picturs
getting on, Freanlk "

Y“First vate” spid Feank Nugent, looking up from the
sheet of cordbeard he was engaged uwpon with a penocil.
“ Portrait_of John Bull, editor, for the cover. Tt will ke
ripping. I've made it good-looking, but in other respects it's
very like our editor.”

“1la, ha, hai'

“1 say, you fellows ——'"

" (et out, Bunter!™ rowred the whole editorial staff with
ONe vOl0e.

“ 0y, really, you khow-—

“Cun't you ser we're busy?”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Lusy staff. e did not budpe
from the doorway. Dilly Bunter had come there on busingse,

“*You sec, you fellows, I'm willing to help you out witl
the papor,” he explained. I know wvou will be putting
lot of pifile into it, and I'm willing to give you some reall.
decent steff.'”

“ila, ha, ha!"?

Pifle ! Get outl™

“I =ay, you fellows, you'dl botles listen while I read some.
I'in willing to do it at & guinca a columm,”

“What !'"

“A guinea & eolumn! OFf course, that’s dirt cheap—-™""

“ No payment for contributions. especially rotten ones,™
said John Bull sententiously. * Get out, Bunter. Slut the
door after you."

“* Look hers, this is jolly good, and it's entirely original,
from start to finish,” said Billy Bunter. * You'd better let;
me read it out to you.  You don't often get o chanco to read
# thing like this, you know. ™

*“AsaT  Buzz off I ;

“1 say, you fellows, you sight give me a chance. A
splendid poem like this isan't to be Lad for the nsking, as a

rule,™
is harred."”

1

{ L3

* Poety

' But this is an extra a:%m{ri.]l one,” urged DBunier. * Look
here, 'l et you have it for nothing if vou'll puhblish it, and
mat my name in & prominent placc. You might lisicn to a
few lines, anyway. Don't be a cad.”

“Oh, go ahead !" said Jolin Buil rosignedly.

Billy Bunter opened a scrawled wmuss of foolscap, and
began to read out in a jerky wvoice. blinking all the tiuc
through his big glasses.

“ Comrades, leave me hers a livtle, while as yet *tis carly
O f— # %

“My hat!™ exclaimed Isvry Wharton, in surprise. ® That
runs off very well! Did you weite that, Bunter®'

“Oh, really, Wharton-—""

* Did you write it, you ass? It scems to sound familiar.”

‘Of course I wrote' it, 1 hope you wouldn't be suspicious
enough to think I would pass off another fellow’s work as
mine " said Bunter indignantly.

“Well, I should think that even vou would be hardly
mean enough for that,” assented Wharton, ‘' But got on
with the washing."

Billy Bunter continued :
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4 Leave we here, and when vou wonk me, sound upon tha
bagle-liomm." "'
T"That's all right."
“ et on, Dunter.”
Billy Bunicr grunted and cont i ¢

g II"I.]:I.iH the place, and all around it. a3 of old the curlews
call,

L'rr{-:wﬁ gleams about iho moorland Ayving over Locksley
Hall— "

Harey Whavton jumped ap.

* Locksley Hall I he shouted.

O, renﬂy., vou're interropting oe. vou kuow, andee--- n
“¥You fat spoofer!”

“I—I say, you know-——"

* Locksley Hall 1" shricked Wharion.
Wessed lines sounded familione !
" Tocksley Flall 1* 2

“ My hat!"”

=, really. Whavton—--""

_ Harey Wharton made a grasp a1 Bupied's manusereind,  1lo
jerked it away from the fat junior, and glanced ak i1,

“Yes,"" he shouted, ** heve it is—all the rest of 14!

© In the sprivg 2 livelier ivis changes on the burnish'd dove ;
In the spring a voung man's fonev lightly  turns o
fthoughls of Jova !

“My hat! Tla was zoing o try al pabio that elf on
11z as original.’’

“'Ha. ha, ha!"

“The spoofer’”

“The fat fibber "

“I—1 say, you fellows” stammered DBunter, ** You—von
g, there may be some slight resemblance betwoen my wurk
ael Tenmyson's, b-b-but you've heard abont greal miuds cun.
ning in grooves, vou know, and —-7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blight resemblanea! Youw've goi the (hing woul for
word, vou fat spo h

. o No woender the
Me's copictl oul Tennyvson's

ofer !

*[=1 really wrote thal P Soee dimee G, Tonnysan
may have seen it and—and plapioviced, vou know," suid
Bunter feebly.

The juniors yolled.

“I—=1 suy, you fellows, it's veally oviginal, and—-"

“Well, my hat! I guess that fat bounder takes the calos '
said Fisher T, Figh, *If we hod a guy like that over there,
we'd sealp him !
~ Harry Wharton grasfied the faf junior omd whirled Lim
imte the study. Bunioer gﬂspu:-rl. and rolled inte John Dull,
Bull gave him a push, and he sat down.

“0Oh, veally, you fellows!” he gasped,

“ Make him eat it "' said Nugent.

“ Good -&%g! Eat it, vou fat bounder:™

“ Oh, really——""

Wharton crumpled up the maneseript, with a determined
expiression upon his face. Billy Bunter watched him appre-
hensively.

“Now, you plagiarizsing swindler, vou'll own up you stole
this, or you'll cat it,” said Harry Whorton grimly, * Which
do you prefer?’™

“ [—1 say, it—it was a j-j-jnke, al course,™

**Oh, it was a j-j-j-joke, was it?"

“ I=—I was going to tell you, of ecours,” said Bunter, (rving
to grin. % It—it was only & jape. you know."

* What is the punishment for trving to pass off plagiarized
staff on the editor ! asked Harry Wharton.

“Death!" said John Ball solemnly. “ Hold bim while I
got the chopper!”

In & sccond DBilly Dunter was outside the study, and the
door lhad slammed, and the fat junior's footsteps wore dying
away down the passage. And the staff of the © Weelkly,”
baughing, returned to their work.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
““No Hands Wanted.”

« OHN BULL JUNIOR'S WEEKLY ” was [ast becoming

an accomnplished fack, 2

The copy 1.1'a.sdprngrnasmg cxcellently, and the youth-

ful editors hoped to have enough roady by Saturday

to hand to Mr. Casey, for setting up, the paper to bo
delivered complete in the following week,

The number of fellows who offered to contribute was wearls
equal to the number of the Remove Form. But now offers
wers docepted.  The best Bull could do, he said, was to keep
stuff hir’ himt, and perhaps use it later. SBome of the fellowa
grumbled, but 1t was of no use. John Bull hekd grimly on
hia way, ond thore was no moving Lim.

It was not only from the Remove that the editor had
generous offers of contributions. Temple, Dabney & Co., of
the Upper Fourth, offered to give the paper s helping hand,
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They stopped John Bull outside the Form-room in the moen-

ing, alfter lessons, to make that obliging offcr, their manner

wndicating tha!iﬂﬂiw had not the slightest doubt that it would
acce

ed gladly.
:I"ﬂmp?é began by tapping Bull on the shoulder, in a very
friendly, not to say patronising, manner. Bull stared at him.

“ Hallo !" ke said :

1 hear you're starting a school rag, or scmething of the
sort, iu:-u kids .in the ove,' said Temple, in guite a
fatherly tone.

* We're starting a school magszine,” said John Bull.

“Ah! Who's editing it?"

i I ﬂ.m.h

“You might like to have an older—I won’t say cleverer—
chap;” suggested Temple. 1 shouldn’t mind helping you
out.'

“(h, rather!"” said Dabney.

“YI'm sure I shouldn’'t mind helping myzelf,"” =aid Fry.
“Of course, I shouldn't like my name to appear on the
thing. That would be infra. dig. But I'm willing to help."”

‘' Exactly,” maid Temple. * I could do a serial story, too.™

“And T would do some poctry,’” said Dabney.

“ Have you fimizshed 1" asked John Buall

“Eh? Why !

“Well, I'm going out to the footer.”

Y Look here, young Bull, I shppose you want our help
with that paper?”

“ Homething wrong with your supposer, then,"” said John
Bull t:lmerfulr_;, “for T don't.”

“¥ou cheeky young ass!™

“ All contributions may be submitied to the editor,’’ aaid
John Bull calmly, ** Addressed envelope should be enclosed
for the return of manuscript if unsuitable.”

“ You—you young cheeky bounder—"

“(Otherwise the editor cannot guarantee the return of
mp‘{}" said John Bull imnperturbably.

* ¥You—you cheeky young sweep! I'll—" -

But John Bull dod out of the doorway, and joined
Harry Wharton, and Temple, Dabney & Co. walked away in
great wrath. The]u; did not submit any contributiona to the
editorial office, with an addressed envelope enclosed for return
if unsuitable. .

Blundell and Bland, of the Fifth, werc equally obliging. It
was very condescending of Filth-Formers to take any notice
of a paper imaued by the Hemovites, but of that amount of
cendesceneion Blundell and Bland and some others of the
Fifth were apparently capable. Threo of them came along
to the -&ditﬂriaf office, and found Alonzo Todd there. Blun-
dell and Bland, and Coker, walked 1n without knocking, and
Alonzo Todd looked up from a sea of seribbled foolscap.

The Eifth-Formers scowled at him. They had not for-
gotten the feed in the Form-room, or the Form in the feed-
room, 48 Todd had worded it in his written invitation. Tedd,
however, smiled blandly.

“Can I do anything for you, my dear fellows "' he asked.

“Yes,” said Blundell. * You're starting a school rag, I
behiove, "

“Yer: I am sub-editor,” said Teodd proudly. .

“Hum! Well we don’t mind doing some stuff for it,""
eaid Blundell. *' Of course, we should want the promiment

ges, and, in faet, we should wapt to have miost of the
inelight, if we pive the thing a leg-up.”

* Exactly,” said Bland.

“ You see,’” said Coker, whe had been lately removed from
the Shell, and so was more Fifth-Formy, ss Nugent had ex-
pressed it, than older fellows in the Fifth—* you szee, Todd,
it's & jolly big honour for you to have seniors doing stuff for
your rag."”

“Indeed, I thank you very much,” snid Todd. “1It 18 o
kind of you to wish to confer honour upon me. I am sure
my Unecle Benjamin would be very pleased to hear you say
so. Dut I am afraid we have no room for your contribu-
tions.™

“What ' reared Blundell and Bland and Coleer togetler.

Alonzo bhinked at them,

“You see, my dear fellows, I am not chief editor, or I
would shove some of your stuff in just to oblige you, you
know. But John Bull is 20 vory particular about the quality
of the contributions, and about their g written by
sensible chaps, that I am afraid it cannot be arvanged,

The Fifth-Formers stared at Todd speechlessly.

“TI'm so sorry,” said Todd innocently. "I understand your
natural desire to rush into print. But I assure you that you
would probably find brain work a very fatiguing thing, like
anost unaceustomed exercises. 2.

“Why, I We I "
Cﬂ“ Pray do not be angry, my dear Dlundell. ¥You see——
1 !,:l:l'

Blundell seized the paste-pot from the table, gouged out
most of the contents with the brush, and dabked it over
Alonzo's face. o )

The Duffer of Grey(riars jumped up with & yell.

Bland added the inkpot—that inkpot with which Todd had
already had some very painful experiences.
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Coker uncorked a bottle of red ink, and inverted it over
the head of the sub-editor. Alonzo gave s war-whoop.
T“M rdear fellowg—— Ow! My dear Coker— ¥Yowl

A0 ;” ,

He made a wild rush to escape. The Fifth fellows let him

sa; they had no desire for him to shed ink and paste over
them. A{:}nm tore down the passage, and the Fifth-Formers
grinned cheorfully. ) o )

“They don't want our giddy contributions,’ remarked
Blundell. *We'll jolly well wreck the editorial office, then.

“ Good egg !

“ Hurrsh " said Coker. o A

And they started. The editorial office of **John Bull's
Waeckly " was not a very tidy place. But the Fifth-Formers
soon reduced it to & state of untidiness that would have made
¢ven & Hemove jumior despair.

They overturned the table, they upset the bookease, they
tumbled the chairs and the Areirons and the fender into a
heap in the middle of the room. They pulied out the
drawers of the table, and scattered them.

Books and papers and fragments of the unforiunste
“ Weekly ' lay in all directions like & ncw fall of suow.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” rosred Blundell, I think that will do.’

And Coker and Bland chuckled assent.

The Fifth-Formers left the study. As they passed the
Remove bath-rooms, they heard Todd gurgling under a hot-
watoer tap, snd chuckled egain. They felt that they had
avenged the dignity of the Fifth Form.

Alonzo Todd wae in a very flushed and flustered state
when he came down at last, and met John Bull and Harry
Wharton as they came in from footer practice. The two
oditors stared at him in surpriee. ; ;

“ My dear Bull—" 3

“What's happencd * demanded Jelm  Bull  tersely.
“ Nothing gone wrong with the ' Weekly '’ 7"

“I'm so sorry——"

“ Ass! What's the matter ?" . ‘

“J have not been able o progress as I wiched with the
copy,” ssid Todd. “I was interrupted in an extremely
brutal mapner by Blundell and Bland and Coker, who wasted
a considersble quantity of ink and paste by pouring them
ﬂ*."&er e,;" o

‘Ha 2, L

“Jt iz no laughing matter, I assure you, my dear Bull. I
was reduced to a state of unbounded miort. However
1 trust that if we show those Fifth-Form fellows a kind snd
forgiving spirit, it will have its due effect upon them, and
they will repent of their unprovoked aud really entirely un-
justifiable violence.™ , _

“My hat "’ chimed in Fisher T. Fish. '‘What & flow of
language ! 1.1», guess Todd beats the giddy gramophone every

1 i Tre—s0ITe.

My dear Fish——" .

“Tots of the fellows are wild because there arc no Fands
wanted in editorisl office of the “Weekly,"" grinned John
Bull, “Let "em rip! We're not having ovur paper run by
Fifth-Form swankers. 1 guess not,'?

“ Rather not,”’ agreed Harry Wharton. *I suppose they
haven't done any harm to the copy, have they, Todd "

“71 trust not, YWharton.” ]

“ Tathead! Haven't you kept an eye on it ?"

“You see, 1 went awey to escape further unpleasant
personal violence, and also to subject my soiled persom to
necessary ablutions." _ _

“You chump!”? exclaimed Johd BEull. He ran up the
stairs, follo by the other juniors, and burst into tho
editorial office. . : :

He gave a roar as tho sight burst upon him—wreck and
disaster.

“ Look here ™

“ My hat!" i

“T guess that about takes the whole cake, Yep!

The juniors glared at the wreek. They rushed upon
Alonzo, and scized him, and jammed him against the wall.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Fish to the Fore,

& O ass !
“ You've let them wreck the place!l”
“You chump "
“Groo!” gasped Alonzo.
g&vam zﬁf their ﬂﬂ]ﬂc?t mﬁ:rﬁi;:rm with respect to t
itorial office, my desr Bull™ 3
The juniors released the Duffer of Greyfriars. It was no
use bumping Alonzo. They wanted to bump Blundell & Co.
—bad.
“ The blesscd place is 8 wreck,” ssid Whatton, in dismay.
Y1t will take us some tume 10 get the copy written out agﬁ;m

4 1—~I—I was really un-
hﬁ'—ﬂrﬂﬁ-—

A Splendid Tale ﬁ; gﬂﬂbﬁ%‘uﬁ Eﬂh at Greyiriare.
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Lots of the sheets are torn, and most of them smothered with
k. Oh, you asa, Todd!™

“ My dear Wharton—-—""

gt | wa ought to make Blundell and Bland and Coker
clean thissup,” drawled Fishor T. Fi:h. *“*That's what we
should do over there, I guess.”

“ Good ﬂggi!” said Harry Wharton. ' But how are we to
do it, osa? It's not go easy to make three Filth-Formers do
as you tell them."™

Fisher T. Fish shrugged his shoulders.

:1:11 guess I could work the riffila, if it"s left to me,” he
paid.

“You think you could do it?”

[ 1 'E'Ep"f
_“Then go ahead!” exclaimed Johin Bull “You know
jolly well you're swanking, and you haven't got an idea in
your head, you silly ass!"’

Bull's ternper had not keen improved by the state he found
hig study in. But he was always & plain speaker, and Fisher
T. Fish [requently received some plain troths from him
when he mounted the high horse.

“*1 guess I'll make em clean it up, or ¢lean it up my:=clf,
suraly,” said the American, undaunted.

“We'll hold you to that!”

* Yea, rather.” :

“Now, buck up, Fish! What are vou going to do?”

“May I make a su;i_'geﬁtiun?" gaid the still small voice of
Alonzo, - "1 am sure that under the circumstances, my Unele
Banjamin would recommend putting it in a peacetul and

aasant manner to Blundell and Bland and Cocker. They

uld have it pointed cut to them that they have caused us a
considerable amount of inconvenience, and that we expect
't-h:%lt; aﬁ[kind schoolfellows ta put the study in order again.”

[ H £

“My dear Bull—"

‘f{%n ahead, Fishy. It's up to you now,’”” gaid John Duall
grimly.

"I guess it will be all QK.

Wharton was collecting up some of the defaced sheets.

* We sha'nt get the m:?{ in to the printer’s by Saturday,”
he said. ' The thing will have to fall through, as far as tie
dato of ﬁuhimﬂ-tmn i3 voncerned.” '

John Bull shook his head.

"*That's all right,"” he exclaimed. *“I've arranged with
Mr. Casay that we can send in late copy up till closing time
on Saturday. I expect we shall get 1t al? in before then,
thm:lgh We shall all have to turn to and copy the stuff cut.”

"1 say you foellows—"

Billy Bunter blinked in st the doorway,

Y 0h, get out, Bunter!"” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
tima for your rot now. Buzz off 1"

** Oh, really, Wharton! Look here, I've becn doing a new
recitation for the * Weekly," and you can have it for nothing.
It’'s entirely original, Very 3mgimig‘. It’s a military picee,
#nd%}: ﬁlll}d ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade.'"

&F ‘ +FF

*“It‘beging like this,"” said Bunter, “ Listen—"

(1] {}hp r&' up !I‘I‘

“*Half s loague, half a league,
Half a loague onwerd-—-"'""

e Hﬂ

“ What !

“rAll in the vallay of death
Rode the six hundred !
** Forward, the Light Brigade!'¥"—27

The juniors stared at Billy Bunter with & starc that mada
oven the Owl of the Remove pauso. That even Billy Bunter
should amempt to palm off ‘The Charge of the Light
Brigade' upon them as original poetry, took their breath
away. The most reckless plagiarist might have lot that
glone. But Billy DBunter scemed to have an unfortunate
knack, when he plagiarised, of picking out the thing thas
would be most casily recognised g wer'fb::rdj;‘.',

“Well, of all the silly chumpa!™ roared Wharton, at last.
“¥You ass! 1 was brought up on that poem I

“* Oh, really, Wharton! Look hero, Pve been doing a new

“ Original, is it 1" shricked John Bull.

“ Quite original,’' said Bunter, blinking at him. * It came
to me quite suddenly, you know. I was strolling under the
elma, thinking of—of the greatncss of the British Eimnpiro
and things, and—and martial glory, you know, and thoso
lines rushed inte my mind. I wrote them down at onco cn
an old ecnvelgpe. If you don't belisve me, hore's the
envelope.™

And Bunter held out s scribbled envelope, which certainly
waﬁgﬁg; and very iiirtju Thhanjuniﬂrs stared at him. :

f wera uselesa wit unter. John Bull rushed at
him, and seized him, and bumped him on the Hoor with a
terrific bump.

“There!" he gasped. " Now gol out, you lying young
rascal "
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“¥ou! Look hwre, Bull, if you don't amﬁrt. that splendid
m‘]ﬁ‘innl poem, I''l refuse to write a pingle line for the
‘Weekly,” Yow "

“You won't write a single line in any oase’ said John
Bull. *“ Even if you were capable of writing down enything
you hadn'’t stolen, we wouldn't put it "

“ et out!”

“ I—=I—oh! Yah!"

‘Bunter rolled out of the study as John Bull began to kick
him. He was in the corridor in an amazingly short time,
The fat junior could move very quickly when he was sub-
jected to this sort of persuasion.

“ Beasts ' he ye from the passage. Then he vanished.

“¥ guess I'll oing down,” said Fishor T. Figh. I
remember I pmmise-g to show Ogilvy how to play hockey.”

" Hold on!" execlaimed Bull
Fifth chaps clear up this muck?”

* Oh, I guess—"'

“1 guess vou'll keep your word, or clean it up voursell,”
said Bull :

* Wnat-ho!” said Harry Wharton.

“ My dear Fish, that is on!y just. ¥You sce——"

“ Mow, then, Figh—'"

1 guess you dom't dictate to s free American,” said
Fisher 'I. Fish. ** No, sir. I decline to take a hand in the
proceedings. You hear me!”

“* And we deeline to let you erawl out of it on any tt*rmsg"
said Harry Wharton. * You'll do as you've agreed, or you'll
ot such a bumping you'll achie for weeks."

T 1 FueIsT— ¥

“ Pile in,"" said John Ball. “ It's up to vou now.”

Fisher T. Fish hesitated. He had a way of saying that
things would be well done if they were left at him; but
nobody ever teok him st his word,. Now he wns foicly
caught. And there seemed to be ne way of cscape.

1 guess T'Il sea it through,” he remarked. *F OFf course,
you guys will have fo back me np. That's understoed.”

“We'll back you up.”

Ficher T. Fish rubbed his long nose thoughtfully. As a
matter of fact, he had not an idea in hia head. Nugent yo-
marked that American heads werc very much like drunis—
very loud-sounding, but with nothing in them. This wa=s a
little hard, perhape; but Fisher T. Fish certainly tulked
more than he noted.

“ Well, come on,” said Fisher T. Fish, at last. “ No good
wasting time, you chaps. We never waste time over there, 1
puess. . YWe'll take a dozen chaps, and collar them in their
study, and hustle them along here whether they like it or
not. Yo, sie” )

“Oh, all right!™ said Wharton. “If you like to lend a
raid on the Filth, we'll back you up "

The juniors left the study. It was easy enough to gather
a dozen fellows who were willing to join in & raid on the
Fifth—though reiding the seniors was s very differont matter
from raiding the Upper Fourth or the Shell

Fisher T. Fish led the way.

The Roemovites followed him, grinm The American, 1o
spite of his coolness, could hardly coneoal the fact that he wax
very uneasy. He had bitten off more than he could chew, to
uza one of his own expressions, but the juniors were not
inclined to let him off He had to keep his word, or to elean
up the wrecked editorial office.

Elundell was atanding in the Fifth-Form passage, ta]lr.i::f
to Coker and Bland and Higgs when the juniors avriv
There were other Fifth-Formers sbout, too. The seniors
starnd at tho band of Removites.

“ Hallo! What do yvou kids want Lere?’ demanded Blun-
dell.

“I=1 guess——"

“ Speak up, Fish!"

Al Y‘;u're eader, you know."”

“ Give it to him straight.”’

The whispers from the fellows behind were very encourag-
ing. But Fish did not seem, somehow, to be encouraged.

As a matter of [fact, Blundell loocked so big, and the
other Fifth-Formers looked so. big, that Fish realised
the utter hopolessness of the task he had set himself. He felt
more inelined to talk than to act.

“I—] puess—" he began again.
dell—-"" :

““ What i3 he jabbering about?’ gaid the captsin of the

Fifth.

“ You—you ses, I puess you've wrecked our editorial
pfRce,” explained Fish haltingly. " I—1 guess you'd bettay
come and clean it up, some "

Blundell & Co. roared.

* Ha, ha, hal" r ,

“ I—I guess, you see—I guosz—

** Ha, ha, ha !;: 3

Fish's remarks appeared to appeal to the Fifth-Formers as

“ How about making the

“You sce, Blun-
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nurorous. They roared, and other fellows locked out of the
studies and roa Tt seemed to be quite a field-day for
the Fifth. They yelled with merriment. i _

Fisher T. Fish grew very red. His comrades behind him
were urging him on, but the American junior did not knovw
how to act

There were more than a dozen Fifth-Formers on the scene
now, 50 the odds were on Blundell's side in the event of a
serimmage. And each of the big seniors was as a rule quite
able to knock to pieces two or three of the Lower Fourth., A
combat was, in fact, quite out of the question. But the
Removites was not inclined to let Fisher T. Fiah escape.
Thﬂf':' knew that he was least inclined of all to charge che
Fifth,

“Gao it, Fishy " murmured Bob Cherry. '* This is {he
time to show that you've the true descendant of the chaps who
bunked at Bunker's Hill."

“ Ha, ha. ha!l”

“* Wire 1n, Fishy!”

“ You see,’” said Fisher T. Fish, ** T guess—I—upon the
whole, you chaps, I think we had better leave this iacked
over for a time. No good hucking against odds, you know.”

The juniors g:rimmfj They followed Fisher T. Fish back
to their own quarters, leaving the Fifth-Formers still shout-
ing. with laughter. ;

Fish looked rather pink, but he scemed still to hope to be
able to carry off the matter by swank. But there were grim
looks on the faces of the other fellows as they marched into
the Remove passage. ;

“ 1 guess it's good strategy, to keep off at present,” said
Fish. “We'll catch Blundell in his study some other time,
Tou gee—""

“ Time not specified,” remarked Nugent surcastically.
“ 71 guees we'll find & time. Yep!”
" ¢ on, Fishy!" .

YT guess I'm going down

“ You've guessed wrong, then,” said Harry Wharton coolly.
"m'fuq:re not going down until you've cleaned up the editorial
office.

“T1 puess—""

“ Come on 1"

T guess not! Nope! Rats! T tell you—"

“ Come on—shove him along "

Fisher T. Fish, in spite of his objections, was hustled alon
to the end study by the grinning juniors. ke was push
mto it

* Look here,” he exclaimed, 1 guess I'm gommg to deal
with tHe Fifth later. Can't do these things foo suddenly.
You soe—"

“ And my study’s to remein in this state till you find a

time"” grinned John Bull. * Not much! ¥You undertook to
make the Fifth chaps clean it up, or to clean it up yourself.
Go ahead! We'll watch you!”

“ Look here, if you l:hrEa care to help—-"

‘t Rate! We never undertook to help !

“ My dear Fish, I will lend you my ail. I am sure thet
my Unele Benjamin would approve of my making the offer,
urnder the circumstances——""

“ No, you won't Todd!" said Wharton. * Fish will do as
he said, one way or the other. Get out of the study, duffer!”

“* My dear Wharton—"

‘“* Push him out 1"

Alonzo Todd wts.ﬂpushed out. Tha juniors blocked up thae
doorway, and cut off the escapo of Fisher T. Fish, who would
giadly have followed Alonzo. The American junior grinned
in a siokly way. e

“ T guess you're only joking," he remarked.

“ I guess you'll find it & serious joke. You'll elean up the
study st once, or you'll he bumped and rolled in the ink and
paste. Take your cheice.’

And Fisher T. Fish decided to elean up the studyv. And he
did it, with the grinnin jﬁl;liurs watching him from the door-
wey and the pazeage all the time. The American junior was
in a considerably tired and soiled state by the time- he had
finished. And for at least two houra afterwards Fisher T.
Fish was not heard to swank.

i

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
“ The Editor Regrets.”

F the Greyfriars fellows had been in the habit of giving
Billy Bunter much notiee, they would certainly have ob-
sorved something unusual about the fat junior during the
next day or two. Bunter was rather given to pushing

himself into notice, and it was hardly possible to dwell within
the anment walls of Greyfriars without being psinfully econ-
zeious all the time of the existence of Willam George Bunter.
Just now Bunter was being unususlly quiet, and so escaped
igﬂnﬂrnl aitention. Nobody ever peid Bunter attenfion unless
e drovae them to it, as Nugent had put it. His unvsual
quictness therefore Es:‘:&gﬂ] remark. But if the juniors had
observed it, they would have guessed that something waa
‘om”’
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Bunter had ceased to urge thoet his original and brill:ant
contributions should be inserted in the colummns of ** John
Bull Junior's Weekly.” He contented himself with dark hinty
that somebody weuld make somebedy =it wp, i somebody
didn't do somebody justice. But the youthful editors of the
Greyfriars paper no time to unravel the mysterious
allusions of Bunter. Ilis eryptic hints were Entl;:;iﬁ lost on
them. He sulked in silence, and they never noti it. He
took mo notice of the editorial , and they forgot las
existence. As a matter of fact, nobody cared twopence for
Bunter, or wanted to be bothered with him. He might havo
sulked for a whole lifetime, and nobody would bave noticed
whether he was sulking or not, That was reslly hard on
Billy Bunter. Tt was distinetly exasperating that fellows
should mot even notice whether Bunter was on his dignity
or not. The more they failed to take cognisance of his
existence, the more exasperated and spiteful the fat junior
became.

His dark hints as to what would happen if somebody were
not done ﬂustiﬂﬂ to passed like the idle wind.

But Billy Bunter had a scheme in his mind. If he could

ot figure in the ** Weekly,” at all events he had a trick for

getting something into its eolums, and he intended it to be
something that should be decidedly unpleasant to the cditorial
ataff.

Buonter had overheard what Bull had eaid about sending
late copy in to the printer. And Bunter did not forget.
Bunter had a bad memory for his work; but he never forgoet
anything that might be of advantage to him, .,

E:,r Saturday that week all the copy of the " Weekly ™' had
been sent in. The staff had worked hard at copying and
correcting. Nugent had finished his picture for the cover,
and it had long ago gone in to the printer, and & proof of the

reproduction had been seen, and approved of by the stoff,

ofs of a great deal of the matter printed in the
'““Weekly "' had also been seen. It was only the ! late
¥ * that would sppear without the proofs heing zent in.

vt John Bull had bucked up hiz staff to such an extent
that there were only a few columns of late copy, and they
;;l;r&m unimportant—sale and exchange advertisements, and the
ike.

It was not essential to read over those proofs, and Bull did
not want to delay the promised day of publication. il

On Saturday afternoon the juniors were in hlﬁ];:: gppirits.
All the copy had been sont off, and they solaced themselves
for long labour in the study by a football mateh. )

In their satisfaction at getting the * Weekly " off their
hends, Harry Wharton & Co. relented even towards Billy
Bunter. They encountered the fat junior in the Close ns
they were going down to the footerfield, and Whartun
slag:ped him on the shoulder.

“Ow!" ejaculated Bunter. * Oh, really, Russell—"

“ Hallo, Billy! Going out?’ asked Wharton, noticing that
Billy Bunter had o coat on. :

" *“0Oh, reslly, Whartont Yes, I'm going down to Courtiichd
—JI—I'mean to Friardele.” =

" Well, as they're in opposite directions; you'd better mnke
up your mind which you're going to, before you start!”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“ You see, I—1 think there must be a registered letter wait-
ing for me at the post-office,” Bunter explained. 1 was
expecting & postal-order to-day, but it hasn't come.”

** Ha, ha I

“0Oh, really vou fellows—— i

John Bull extracted a haslf-crown from his pocket, and
tossed it to the fat jumior.

“ Cateh 1" he exclaimed.

Bunter caught it on his nose. He gave a yelp. )

“QOw! Thank you, Bull! I shall be able to take the tram
to Courtfield now—I mean Friardale—instead of walking—I
mean—""

“ Train to Friardale I exclaimed Bob Cherry, * First time
I've heard of a train along Friavdale Lane. What are you
talking abouti"

“'Well, you gee, I—J-—"' ) :

“0Oh, he's lying, as wsual " sald Nugent., * He's J'I.'.‘l:rm]i‘l to
Courtheld, but for some reason he wants us to think he's
gﬂiﬂg to Friardale,”

“ (Oh, really, Nugent——""

“(lome on, vou chaps!” said Bull. “Temple's on the
ground already, and wé're kee :iu%hhn Fourth waiting.”

The juniors went on, and Billy Buntéy rolled away towards
the gates.

He walked down the lane to Friardele, and there took the
train for Courtficld. He did not save very much walling by
so doing: but every yard saved was a consideration to Billy
Bunter.

Arrived in Courtfield, the fat junior rolled away tou 3;:‘:;;

&)
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Mr. Cusey's printing office. There was 2 determined expres-
sion npon his spiteful fot face.

Solly Lazarus admitted him ot the office. Solly Lazarus
was at work there on some Saturday afternoons. Bunter
gave him a grunt in reply to his polite greeting,

“1 want to sea Mr. Casey,”" le satd.  “It's very 1m-
nertant.”

“ Pleathe wait a minute,” said Solly.

Billy Bunter grunted again, and waited.

In a few minutes Mr, Casey was visible.  Billy Bunter
sneaked into the office, and the printer stured at him through
his glasses in & very suspicious manner.

“What 18 it?" hoe asked.

“* Late copy,” said Bunter,

Tho printer locked at the litile bundle. Bunter earvied.

* Master Bull said it was the last he sent in this morming,”
he said. “I think it's too late for any more cony. unless
¥ou want the paper lator.”

" But it's very importante—"

‘* Bogides, the formes are full.”

“Some of the advertisements are to be loft out to make
rooin for this," explained Bunter. * This is a very important
_){;:srngrap]l—a. special notice from the editor to the readess.

ou can leave out anything you like to put this jn.”

“Oh, very well! Give it to me."

Bunter handeéd over the late copy,

* You'ra sure it’ll be in?"' he sad.

*Yes, it'z all right.”

“1 can toll John Bull 8o

* ¥Yes, certainly.!

“Thank you ! srid Bunter.

And he rolled out of the office. There was a malicious
grin on his facs us ho returned to the railway-station.

I mﬁmr think thay'll be sorry for leaving me out of the
number,” he murmured. “I'm bound to make them sit up
for it, from a—a sense of duty, Boeasts!"

About an hour later Bunter rolled in at the gates of Grey-
friars. A smear of jam on his fat fuce showed how he had
disposed of the change of the hall-crown after purchasing
hig tioket.

The juniors ﬂ?mﬁmir&'-ing off the footer-ficld.

“Been to Courtfield?’ asked Bob Cherry, as he caupht
qu}lt of the Owl of the Romove. k

*Oh, no, Cherry! I've been down to Uncle Clego's, in
Friardale.'

“¥You haven't been to Courtfield®" askod Morzan, of the
Hemove.

“ Certeinly not!*

“What & foarful whopper! I saw wyou theve, look you!"
sxelaimed Morgan indignantly.

*Oh, really, Morgan—-""

“I went there to call on Grahame about that skating
match,” said Morgan, looking at the footballers with groat
m&h nation. “I saw Bunter turning into Low Street.”

*low Street!” exclaimed Wharton. “ Have you been to
the printer’s, Bunty 1"

:: Oh, really, Wharton—""
. " Have you been to Casey's?" exclajmed Bob Cherry, shal:-
ing the fat junior. * Why can't you tell the truth for once”
I'm blessed if T can see anything to lie about !’

“J—=I just looked in to sce how they were
the * Weekly,” that's all,” said Bunter.

**Then why did you lie about it?"

* I—1 wasn't going o tell you. T have already stated that
I decline to take any intorest in the * Weekly ’ sitce you have

{*.'{Eludﬂd me fmm thf" EI:EH ok ﬂf Eh'E‘ﬂl‘ raan 1 I s
said Bunter loftily. personal jealousy,

ntti!lg on with

L 1] I___ (R

i Hﬂ, hﬂ, hﬂ- !u
¢ juniors walked on, leaving DBunter unquestioned
[urther—much to his relief. ‘ %

The staff of ** John Bull Junior's Weekly ' did not suspect
Bunter’s real motive in visiting the printer’s office in Court-
lield. His lying about it did not excite their suspicions, for
Elm}fm*_nlqrnﬂ ied.

e Jumors were looking forward to Tuezdav, the earlicst
date upon which Mr. Casey had been able to I:;rrmmise- COpIes
QEIE:hE II-B'H;d"W?HkII."_ _—

seemed A long time to Tuesday to the capoer editorial
stall. But Tuesday, like everything else, came EE last.

During morning lessons the juniors heard the earrier in the
Close, and they knew that & consignment had arrived for
soraebody. They had no doubt that it was the consignmernt
of printed “ Woeklies" from Mr, Casey. The sttention they
ave thoir lossons after that was very slight, and during
ast lesson Mr. Quelch distributed impositions in the most
liberal way. But tho juniors cared little. Their first effort
in_ the publishing line . reached success—their own
offusiona were glowing in print—and they could think of
'rmilihmn else. o —— 1'

8 %000 a8 e Form was chsmissed Hhere was an
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inguiry for the packet delivered by the carricr. They were
informed that it was addressed to John Bull, and had been
placed in his study.

Up to the Remove paessage went o wild rush of juniors.
They crowded into John Bull's study till there was scarcely
breathing space, and cven then the passage was crommed

& neatly-tied pavcel,

outaiche.
John Bull opened ik,
The ** Weekly ™ lay in full view.

On the table la

'l'ht;n:- were fifty copies, and the juniors snatched them up
caperly.

he title-pape caused a buzz of admivation. Frank MNugent's
ickure had come out splendidly. There wos & portrait of
John Bull—" By our own special artist, Fronk Nugent"—
and 2 most imposing title—*“John Bull Junior's Weekly,
the Greyfriars School Muagazine.”

* Bplendid I*

“ Ripping 1"

*Hivst chop ™ -

“Tha Arst-chopfulness 15 forrific "

“ Bull’s mug looks alinost good-looking, doesn’t it*"?

“Ha, ha, hat"”

Then the juniors onened the magazine and locked inside.
Exclamations of satisfaction broke out on all sides as the
contributors recognised their own contribntions.. They looked
better than ever in print.

(11 Gﬂﬂ'{l I:"I

“ Ripping "'

“Y say, you fellows, I could have beaten all that caosily.
My poem-—"

“ Never thoaught I could write like that, you know."

“ Blessed if Bull's leading article doesn’t read just like &

real one !
* Faith, and ye're right. I can't undevstand a word of it.”
*Ha, ha, ha!"
* Who's doing this rotten sevial?’ asked Billy Buunter.
“ ¥You ass—"

. “What prize idiot perpelrated that short story? the fat
Junior continued to inguice.

“You chump!” ) .

I say, my limerick looks well, doesa’t " said Toin

Brown.

“Glad you're satisfled with .

* Fathead I"

“Halle, hallo, hallo!™ roared Bob Cherry.
this '’

[11 E]_l-?l‘!

[ 11 Wh-ﬂ.‘t-?” ]

“ What's Bob yvelling about?”

* Look here!' roa Bob Cherry,

# What'a

He held up the paper excitedly in one hand, and with the
other poin to & paragraph on the last column of the-lest
Lage.

Thera was & gencral craning of heads to sec it on the pors
of the junicrs whe had no copics. Those whp had copics
turned to the last page to sce what it was that had 50 exztied
Bob Chelry.

‘Then there was a chorus of vells,

“The cheek!™

“ MNeryve I

“ Cheeky rotter !

“My hat!"

“What is it roared cxcited voices from the passage.

A {..aisten to this """ shouted Harvy Wharton, ““I'll read b

out.
“Go shead! Silence!" _ i
Thereswas no silence. Amid a buzz of excited voices Hurry
YWharton read out the offending paragraph:

“ Motice to Readors.

“The Editor regrets that owing to personal jealousy on
the part of the staff, the fellow who could have written
really good stuff for the paper has been left out. Under the
cireumstences, the readers wrve asked to excuse the awiul
pifle with which the magazine is filled. The Editor regroty
that he has been unable to obtain anything really worth
printing, and hopes that W. G. Bunter may be induced to
write for the next number,”

“My hatt"

“ You fathead, Bull!"

¢ Awiul piffle '—eh "

My word! Collar him!["

“ Bump him ("

“1 sav, you follows—"'

“ Bump the cad !

There was a wild scramble towards John Bull.

Bull was locking utterly astounded us he listened to that
remarkable paragraph. He scemed to wake up a3 the juniors
closed round him wrathfully,
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Heo jumped on the table.

“ Collar him 1" rose the yell,

“ Hold on!” shouted John Bull.

::E‘h! IEBHHE h]:._ml"- ote that aph! 1 never

t E&Y¥ NEVer wWrote paragrapi
put iﬁn! 1 never knew anything about %t till Wharton
read it out!"

" My hat I

The juniors paused! They knew that John Bull never
lied. If he had p!sgad that g:::lca on his staff he would have
owned up to it and taken the consequences, whatever
were.

“Then how did it get in?’ exclainied Bob Cherry.

“The printor mu!d%ﬁt have made it up.”

“How did it get ini” .

“The howfulness is terrific.' y

“My hat!' roared Bob Cherryv. ‘‘Let Buntor explain
what he was doing at the printer’s office on SBaturday after-
noon 1

 Bunter!"?

" Bunter 1"

“I—TI say, you fellows, it’s awfully warm in this study!™
stammered Billy Bunter. *“ You're so jolly crowded. here.
I—I think I'll get out.” T =

Bob Cherry's grip closed like ivon on the fut jumor's collar,

“ No, you don’t ! he said.

“ Oh, really, Charry——"*

' Bunter I'* roared the juniors. It was Bunter!™

' I—1I say, you fellows—"

“Of course it was Bunter!" voared Harry Wharton.
* Nobody but Bunter would want to put such ret in! Nebody
but Bunter would think that Bunter au&ht to write for the
‘Weekly.! It was Bunter, of course. He's mucked up the
first edition, These copies are no pood, We shall have to
get o fresh lot printed.”

“The fat bounder!™

“The worm [

GRAND NEW ADVENTURE SERIAL JUST STARTED.

. Wolves of the

The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
By SIDNEY DREW.
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RE THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord s the possessor of a powerful snbmarine, calied
tThe Lord of the Deep.” One night the model is stolen from him by
Michael Scaroff, 8 Russian. Lord declares that he will catch Scaroff,
even if the pursnit takes him twenty years. He obtains the promise
of Rupert Thurston to accompany him, and is one day visited by
Edward Horton, a diver. * I will give yon twice yoor present salary
if you will accompany me,” says Feprers Lord.

(Now go on with the siory.)

Horton Decides to Accompany Ferrers Lord,

Horton rubbed his big, red hands together, and gesped
with delight. ‘

“ Gubmarine boat—eighteen quid a weak;—gf‘ruh free.-
long voyage—private yacht kind of game” he drawled
gowly, *Coms, sir? hy, I'd come, if I hadl-to walk on
my head twenty miles to get the job., It'a not the mongy
that tempts me, sir, for before now—what with regular screw
and my share of salvage—I've often had nice litle hauls

It's the ides of being under water, sir, and heing} able to

wat and drink and smoke there, like I saw you to-day. I
t:;lje&being under water, and I'd live there altogether if
I could eat and smoke, Very often I have a guiet nap there,
ag it i3, It's real home to me.”

Thurston laughed ountright.

“ You must have & good nerve,” he said.

“Not & bit of it, sir,” answered the brawny diver
promptly; “it's just habit: Wait £ill I take you down with
me and show you round. Of course, & man wants a bit of
nerve to tackle a big wreck where a lot«f lives have beon
lost, when he finds odds and ends bobbing round him, Last
vear I came across a skeleton——"’
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“Tha funny ass!"” ,

' Oh, really, you fellows, I dido’t—I never—I wasn't—ow "

any -hangs seized upon the Iat junior.

The contributors whose work had been classed as awiul
pifile were furious. And, a5 copies had already been whisked
away and were in the hands of the Fourth and the Fifth by
that time, the joke was on its way all over Groyfriars, and
there was no doubt that there would be one yell of laughter
from the whole school to greet the editorial staff when they
appeared in public agamn,

* Bunter!'”

“ Collar him 1"

[T Eqﬂ'.“h him !il

* Bum

i1l R.&g im 1!! . 5

“Ow! I—T say, you fellows, T didn’t do it! I only did
it for a joke! I never evem went to the printer’s office—it
was only in fun—ow! ¥You! Yarcoh!"”

Bunter rolled on the foor. .

Then and there Bunter received a record rag‘g:gg. He was
smothered with soot and ashes. He was dren with 1nk.
He wag rolled and bumped till he did not know whether he
was awake or in the grip of some dreadful nightmare.

When the juniors left him finelly he was ing on the
floor of the study, and he geuzﬁed and gasped leng after
they had left him. He felt that life was not worth living ae
he crawled away; and one thing was quite certain—that
William George Bunter would never appear at the printer's
office agsin with * late copy."

[Another splendid, long, complels tale of Harry Wharten & Co. next
Tuesday, entitlad: "“THE RIVAL WEEEKLY™ by Frank

Richards, Order in advance, Price Ons Peany.)

e dats ot :.-‘li- [P '.'ﬁ
Deep.

Ho paused abruptly, and blushed as Ferrers Lord roso
lazily from his chair.

“1 sm sorry I have no time to listen to your anecdote
just now, Horton,” he said, “but wo_ will. find you an
opportunity of _apinniﬁgLit. before long. I am delighted you
arve going to join us. Let us drink success to the cruise of

The Lord of the Deep, but drink it‘ailantlii” J ;
The champagne cork popped merrily, and the wine hisscd
into the glasses. The threo glasses clinked together, and

the milent toest was drunk.

“ We must teﬁva you, Horton,"” said the millionaire, -* and
my eservant will give you full instructions what to do. I
want you to superintend the finishing of the vessel. You
had heéttér finich thoe wine and smoke & cigar while you are
waitinf. Good-might! Come, Thurston!”

A glance showed the young mean that the body had been
removed. The- millionaire teok s revolver from the safe,
loaded the chambers, and slipped it into his pocket.

“ Writa your letters quickly,” Ho said. * There will Lo
change, 88 wo can do that at Dover.”

* At Dover?! What makes you think the thief hes gono
to Doveri” . ; .

“My telephone and my spiea A special train  left
Chering Cross & quarter of an hour ago. It was ordercd
before noon to-day, I find, by a certain wealthy American
named Mr. Webster G. Lloyd., Special trains are not too
common even in these days of wealth, my friend.”

“ But what has thiz American to do with it?"

Ferrera Lord smiled. _

Tt is just as easy to chango one's name as change one's
mind,’”’ hs said quietly. * Why should not Webster Llovd
be Michael Scarcf? {“h'e have heard stranger things than
that. Do not delay, Thurston, or he may slip through our
fingers hke an ecl” 5

of Harey Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars.
A Splendid Tale o NNE HICHARDE.
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As the two men drove towards Chaving Cross Btation a
hansom drawn by s foaming horse stopped for an instant
hefore the door of Forrers Lovd’s house. A bearded face
looked out, and then & voico called to the cabman:
_"“They've just gone. Tura down Brook Street, and drive
like mad!" _

Farrers Lord had raised the leather flap that covered the
circular windew in the cushionod back of the brougham.
He saw the flying "hansom deawing rapidly nearer. It
eanght them uwp, and the bearded face again looked out.

* Well¥' asked the millionaire. :

‘*Thére's no doubt about it,"” said the man quickly, * I saw
the stationmaster. A tall man, wearing o hight macintosh
with o heavy cape. No luggage, but one bag. He had a
girl ‘with him and a big wolthound. Paid for train by draf:
on Anglo-Ruseian Bank.”

“Zood!” said Ferrera Lord.

The driver pullod the horse round, and the hansom
vanished into the gloom of the square. Yerrors Lord saw
Thorston’s oyes fixed inquiringly on him, and smiled.

“ You get your ‘information in strange ways,” said the
young man. ' How do mahags it?

““Money,"” answored tho millionaire, jingling the gold in
his pocket. «* It works miracles, mi rieng."

No more was said until the b am drove into the busy
station. A curious crowd had gathered on the platform to
wateh - the special train go out. It consisted only of an
engine, e firat-olass saloon, and a van for the guard. Ferrers
Lord” bought half a dozen rs, Iig.l'tte& a cigar, and
!.tqf:nl!:m;] into the carciage, followed by Thurston.

o .guard's whistle atterod a shrill peal, the wheels
tovolved, and the train moved slowly away.

" The chase has begun in earnest now, my friend,” said
the millionaire, - ** There ia one thing I have forgotien, but
it ts too late to worry about it now. We ought to have had
s pilof engine.”’ :

Thurston stared.
- A pilot ing? What on earth should we want gne for?
I thought such lawurics. woere reserved for Rovaltiea™

" One-never knows,” said Ferrers Lord strangely. * Have
something to read.” _

He turned over the pages of his newspaper lazily, but his
u.h:n}'ds hfig- made Ehurstnn uneasy. ‘E‘.l\vé] shnuld'f;:‘a have
apolien about s pilot engine, above all things? The train
T;_'l-?ﬂi‘- gaining  speed, i!:‘t.f"itu Eght weight gmhdn it rock
unpleasgpnbly. e tried 'to read, but could not concentrate
lis attention, and gave up the.attenipt in despair. "He saw
the lights ‘of station after station flash by, until-the train
was fAying between green fields and freeh spring hedgerows
far from the smoly town. )

“A cigar?” sobd the millionaire snddenly.

* No, thanks, if you will exeuse me.. I smoke very little.™

“You are wiso, my friend. I love tobacco, but I take
care not to abuse it. Herse is something dzeful that you
might slip into your pocket. I meant to give it you before.™

Y was s little revolver, and Rupert Thwston took it
silontly, for he was almost afraid to ask any morn ques-
tions. He was slipping it into his hip-pocket, when the
miltlionaire checked him,

*“Thete 13 & handier way of carrying & barker than that,”
o said, puling up his coat-sleeve and yevealing a’ sccond
revolver. " If you happened to be wearing an overcoat,
and gof  inte a  hot
corner, you would be
rawled over befors you
gould unbutton-, your
ecat. A Yankee card.
aharper in 'Frisco
showed wue this dodge.
You sse, the ring of t
weapun 13 fastened to
the ring of elastie, and
the elastic to this little
strap above my elbow.
I have only to give niy
nroe & sharp downward
jeck, aml there you
are.” :

Ilo- swung lus arm
downwards, saiting the
action to the . words
and the deadly little
waag:rn glistened in his
hand. Ile opened his
fingers, and it vanished
just as guickly.

Thurston laughed.

“No deoubt it is a
pratty irick for a man
who Zived in one of {lie

old mining-camps,” he said, ' where 80 much depended on
shooting fivat, but I fail to see its advantages in this law-
abiding cotmtry.”

The same strange smile croascd Ferrers Lord’s lips.

“One never knows,” he said sgain. “ Look at Londorn,
for instance—the greatost, richest, most law-abiding eity. in
the world,. IHow many men stroll put of their officos or
clubs and vanish like & pulf of smoke? How many battered
Bodies does the grim Thames swallow in a short twelve-
month? Tf you.only knew half the tragedies and hiddem
vrimes of the mighty city, you might not despise that little
knack of carrying a revolver.”

With a shrill heot, the train dashed into & tunnch and
the roar fiying wheels drownaed his deep voice. He
leaned back lazily, with his slippered fect upon the table,
and btew a dozen smoke-rings cloverly.

“We are making excellent tiume,” Lo snid, 8y the rioise
leszened.

“Ho it seerns,” answered Thurston. “I oxpect weo shall
Lave to wait at least an hour befors the boat starts st

midnight."’

- Y Not at all, my&!ﬂmr fellow. The boat will start the
moment we get aboard her. My yacht will be whiting
undor fulb steam. I wifed long ago. We shall be glmost
landing before the mailboat pulls in her gangways.”

The train was swaring andp lurching terribly. "E‘,lta lemps
of & long estation platform vanished %ik&} single light as
it tore through. A bright moon had. risen, and Ferrers
Lord crossed to the window.

“I will see where we are,” he said. "*“I think | know
every inch of the reute between London and Dovor.™

He brushed the maisture from the glass with his hand-
kerchief, and peered out. The train was rushing througlh
o steep cutting, topped by a demse wood. Ha lowered the
window a few inoches. A tongue of red flame leapt from
the dark trees aliead of the train, and a report, deadened
k¥ the-crash wheols, hung upon the air.

Ferrers Lord asprang swiftly back, and Thurston uttered
& CIY.

“What is that!” He was pointing to the table. “ Didn't
you hoar & crash?"

With a guick jerk the millionaire tugged down the blind.
He tyrncd quietly, and lifted the cloth from the table.
Spmething had passed through the mahogony, splintering
the” wood' into a atar-shaped Jrich.

*I should imagine,” said Ferrers Lord calmly, * that the
only thing to make a hole like thet is a bullet, and the man
who fired it was sither ssvery clever or a vory fucky shot.
1t came unpleasantly close to my head. Luckily F had
ﬂ[JEll_:l;Ed the window, or the broken plass might have blinded
ITHES

Thurston was as brave as any lion, but he turned pale.
It i3 one thing to faco a danger that can.be seen, but it
is very different to be fired upon by a hiddén assassin. He
sprang fo the window, intending to stop the train, but la
was canght in an iron grasp.

My dear fellow,"” said the millionaire drilv, *“please do
not be hasty. What is the pood of wasting time by alarming
Ifil':ie;lnmr and guardfi ho man who ﬁrdml} that kflmriin

Hes "away—or a good mile, at least—and has made iy
esea E'r 1’{5”]:}!3 3e-ngibtn Thurston, ™

L

“But what? Listen to what I have to say, my friend,
and blame me for no-
thing. [ acted fairly
and squarely with wyou
when [ asked you to
join me. I told you it
would o pickie,

and I told ¥nu our path
would be

gor.
e .T"_:'“'} I

[ “Trh e Rival
Weslkly.”
Kot o be outdene, Billy Bunter

ull of dan-
Much as I like
am  willing' to
give you back your
word, The moment
we réach Dover you
are fres to leave me if
wou wish it."”

“I djd not mean
that," he stammered;
but a4 man must have
strong acerves to stened
a thing of this kind.
Surely it must have
heen an accident?
Some poaching fellow,
I suppose.™

{Apother splendid [natal.
ment of this thrilling serinl
sfory next weekh.)

and the great Alomzo Todd put
thelr heads together and plot
and plam to start & rival weekly.

But plots have sometimes a
1..-:3- golog croocked, and B.H.
and Alonzo reap_ the foll result
of thelr attemmpt to outdn * John

Bull Junior's Weekly.”
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