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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Discovered at Last!

o HERE'S my pipe ¥ "
W It was Bob harri,:‘s voiee that asked the gquestion,
Billy Bunter, of the Remove, simply jumped.

He was passing the door of No, 1 Study in the

Remove passage at Greeyiriars, The door was half open, and

Bunter clearly heard what was said in the study.  Billy Bunter

was aiflicked with short sight, but his hearing was keen enough :

in fact, too keen, many of the Bemove fellows considered. 1t

was smszing how many things Buater contrived to hear that
did not concern him in the least.
You fellows zeen my pipe § "

Bunter gasped.

There was no mistake abonut it !

His ears might have deceived him the first time, but not thw
second time, Bob Cherry, of the Bemove, was asking for hia

ipe1 Not a common or garden cigareiie, not even a cigar—

ut a pipe !
L {HE, my aunt ! murmured Bunter, his little, vound eyes
gleaming behind his big spectacles. *' I've bowled ‘em ouwd,
have I! The awiul spoofers ! "

Bunter paused outzide the study door, and blinked in threugh
the opening. It was natural that Billy Bunter should he
indignant. Smoking among the juniors was strictly forbidden
ot Chreyiriars, and all the best fellows were themnselves azainst
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it. Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, had himscl!
bumn Billy Bunter for sempling a cheap ¢iparette behind the
woodshed.,. Study No. 1 were supposed to be " up against '
onything of the sorf. And here was Bob Cherry, in Study
Ko. 1, naking for his pg}e!

“ I wish I could find that blessed pipe 1 said Bob Cherry.
I shall want it this afterncon, when we're in the barn.”

“Phow 1" murmured Bunter. * Becret smoking in the
Barn ! 'l jolly well--="

" Hatlo, halle, hallo ! ™" exelaimed Bob Cherry, eatching sight
of the fat figure of Billy Bunter at the door. * Listening, a3
usual ¥

Buntex rolled into the atudy.

* Cortainly not ! " he aaid indignantly.
and I happened to hear you say——"'

“YWhat a lot of things you Impfen to hear,” said Harry
Wharton, with a8 eur! of the lip. " Ii vou don't get out of the
habit of it, you may happen to got a licking.™

¥ May as well give him one now,” sugreated Frank Nugent,
picking up a cricket-stummn.

Bunter backed to the doorwaey,

* 1 pay, you fellows-——" lie began.

1 'E}lejliﬂ I ¥l

"I gay, I know all about it ! ™ said Billy Bunter, I know
Tob Cherry's got a pipe, and that yon're going to the old barn
this afternoon to emoke, vou gpoofing rottera | This is what

Cctober 12th, 1013,
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rot—you smole

you mean by keeping up fcmr goody -pood
uty to inform Mr,

yourselves on the quiet ! think it i3 my
Quelch t

Wharton and Nugent and Dob Cherry atared blankly at the
fat junior. DBilly Bunter chuckled. Ho tool their surprise for
fear, and he felt thet he was master of the situntion.

" Don't be afraid,” he said reazauringly ; I shall think over
it. Ierhaps I shall not give you away, m

Bol Cherry burat into & roar.

" Ha, ha, ha 1 "

* Oh, really, Cherey ot

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "' yaﬂed the chums of the Remove.

Billy Bunter blinked at thom sngrily, He attributed the
laughtor to bravado, and he did not like it,

* Bleased if I see anything to cackle at,” ho said. " If Mr.
Quelch knew that you chaps were secrot smokers, he would
coma (down on you prelty heavy, I think. I shall consider
whather it i my, duty to inform him, te save you from the
downward path. I don't like to zee fellows on the road to ruin

without making an effort to save them,” said Bunter magnani-
monsly.

‘- Ha, he. ha 1"

I tell you what I'll do,” aaid Bunter, glowering at the
hilariona Removitea, " I'm eéxpecting & postal-order this
evening.  If you chaps care to udyence me ten bob on it, I will
say nothing about this, One good turn deserves snother. Of
courss, I shallhand the postal-order over to you immediately it
oomes,”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“ Well, what are you going to do ?* roered Bunter, puzzled
by the continued merriment of the chums of the Hemove,

“*1'm going to kick you out of the study,” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, Iaay—ow 1M

Bunter maude o backward apring through the doorway, and
lanided upon a sturdy junior who was just coming in. 1t was
Johnny Bull, & raember of that sclect company of juniora known
a4 the Famous Four., Johony Bull grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the colluy, and bundled him into the study apain,

growling:. i
“You fal duffer ! You've trald on my foot | Ow!™
K I *1

" 0Oh, rerlly, Bull, I'm sincerely sorey |

“Groo!" saul Johnny Bull, giving Billy Bunter a twist
which cauzed him to ait down suddenly on the study carpat.
o sl eat coke ! I've Jooked in to seo if you fellowa havo
got the thingas all ready for this afternoon.”

* Neacly all,” anid Harry Wharton, " Bob'y mislaid his pipe
somaewhere, that's sll™

* Have to do without it, thon," said Jolinny Bull
have A cigar.”

0Ok, 'R find the Elpﬁ V7 gaid Dol Cherry cherrily.
muoure in keeping, you know."

* I say, you fellows i

* Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Bol Cherry.
Bull ! ™

*“ Found us out ! ' repeated Joehuny Dull, in surprise. * What
do you mean : Koo

" He's discovered that we're poing to the old barn this afters
naon for secret smoking," grinned Bob Cherry,

* Hi, ha, ha 1™

" Weird thinga you dizcover, by listening at koyholes, don't

ou ¥ oseid Nugent, " Bunler 8 a regular cough-drop at it

e thinks it i3 his duty to give ud away to Mre. Queleh, unleas
we hend him over ten bol,.  Only on those tening will he be ablo
to keep his temder conscience guict.”

e H'“q.lguh Im 1 T Hj

Il unter st up.

o E{u—}'ﬁu mﬂﬁ:'[ g ELO grsped, putting his speetocies
straight on his fat little nose. ™ Youw awiul rotters | 1 decling
to let you cash my postal-order now ! 1 refuso {o aceopt nloan

——

" Ha con
“It's

* Dunter's found wr out,

from you! It's no goud pressing your money on me g
“ Whao's presaing moncy on you, your fut froud ? "' rearcd
Harry Wharton.

“ 1 decline to touch it! I will not be bribed ! It fa my
duty, as a leading momber of the Form, to nfonn Mr, Quelch
or the Head of your disgraceiul conduct ! I am nshamed of

24

“THE GEM” LIBRARY
FREE CORRESPONDENCE EXCHANGE'

COUPON.

To bo enclosed, with coupon taken from
page 2, GEM No. 244, with all requests
for corrcspondents. LThis may only be used
by readers in Australia, New Zealand, Africa,
(Canada, India, or other of our Colonies.

See Pape 27, "' The GQem** Library, Number 244

;—’ —
Tue Maguer Liprary.—No, 244,

you ! " yelled Bunter, blinking st the Famous Four with all the
secorn hie could throw into an emphatic blink.

““Ha, ha, hat"

“You're a disgrace to the school ! Yah!™

““ Ha, ha, ha !

** This study isn’t fit for a noble chap like Bunter to stay in,™
said Nugent. " Lend & hand, sand we'll throw him out of
ternptation.”

EL ll-ﬂ,. llﬁ ! 13

EBilly Bunter squirmed towards the door. But Johnny Bull
was in the way, snd he Erinnﬂd and laid violent hands. n
Bunter. Wharion and Nugent and Bob Cherry had hold of
him in another second. The fat junior was swung into the eir
'Eu four pairs of strong hends. He gasped as he felt himself

onting.

“Ow! Legpo! Help | Murder! Firel™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Now chuck him against the wall opposite, as hard as you
can,'” aaid Harry Wharton, with a wink to his comrades which
Billy Bunter was both too shortsighted ond too execited to see,
** Aa hard az ever you can, Smash—bang 1"

* Oh, don't 1" shrisked Bunter. * You'll braip me ! Ow ! ™

* Impossible ! You haven't any brains.”

“*Yow-ow}? Leggo! I—I won't tell about you!™

Help !

gE 'H:ﬁ' hﬂn, hail™

“Yah! Oh'! Fire! Oh1™

“One 1" shouted Wharton.

“ Ready 1" chorused Johnny Bull and Nugent snd Bob
Cherry.

Li wao E "

* Three 1™

Billy Bunter wat swung through the air, as if the juniors
meant to hurl Liin agaimst tho wall on the opposite ide of the

E&saagﬂ. Instend of which, they lowered him gently to the
. &and went baek into the study and cloasd the door. Billy
Bunter, too terrified to realise that he was the vietim of a little
jolee, was still shrieking.

" Help, help, help ! Murder 1 ¥

" Good hesvens ! exclaimed the voice of Wingate, the
saptain of Greyfrairs, a3 he came running from the direction of
tﬁw shaire. " " What's the metter ¥ What has happened ?

unter ——

“"Ow! Helpi®

* What's the matter with you !'" roared the captain of
Ghreylrviars angrily, sticring the Iat junior with his foot. ™ You're
not hurt b

“QOw !l Thay—they—were—oh—ow ! "

“You fat idiot 1™ growled the prefcet. * Stop thet row,
and don’t bring me npstairs again for nothing, or you will get
warmaed. Gat along 1™

And Wingate aipli&d his foot with such effect to Billy Bunter’s
fut person that the Owl aof the Remova leaped up like a jack-
in-the-box, and atrenked along the Remove passage Iii:a R
charmpion of the cinder-path. Wingate went downatair again
Inuphang, and Biliy Bunter stopped at the end of the pazsage,
goaping and groaning, and murmuring deed vows of vengeance
upon the Famous Four amd all theie worka,

Grao |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Painful Duty—With Painful Results,

ARRY WHARTON & OO, were o minnte late for classes
that afternoon. The Romove—the Lower Fourth of
Crroylvinte—were all in their ploces, sud Mre, Quelch,
the Form-mnaster, was at his high decl : snd he tuned o

niejeslis frown upan the Iato arrivals as they coame in. B,
Quecleh was punetuality itself, and, to his mind, being late for
elaes was one of the seven deadly sins,

“"Wharton | Nugent ! Cherry ! Bull] Horree Singh | " ho
ranped out in turn.  * You are late 1 ™

* Wew, siv," said Hurcy Wharton penitently. " So sorey, sir,
Ve were up an the study, and wa didn't hear the bell.”

*The sorrowlinbneas is tervifio, si0," sanl Houreo Jomact Ram
Singh, the nabob of Bhanipur, in his weird English.

“1 =1 waa looking for romething 1I'd mislaid, ~ir," said Bob
Chevey, * and 've only just found it, sir,”™

“Yoery well,? snid 3le. Queleh magninimonsiy.
il ceeur agein,
your places™

Y ea, air,"”

Aul the chums of the Remove went to their places,  Billy
Buntsr Ulinked at them as they passed him.  Bunter had been
'Ll']liﬁll'll'l‘ili'lj.{ with Saoop, the snenk of tha Lower Fourth. Hll.q-l.qu
nudsed him a2 the Famows Four and the nabob sat down,

 Bob Cherry anys he's found it, Bunty,” Le nnaanured,

1 heard him,"” said Billy Bunter,

" Then ha's pot it on hin

YoMyt have,”

* Jolly good chanee Lo ghow him up,” whizpercd Snoop, 7 Tty
your duty, you know. Scorel smoking i3 against all the rules,

; * Do not let
Measrastmation i the thicl of time, Go b

Out on Friday !-THE PENNY POPULAR—Order To-day!
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The Juaiors spun round as the doorway was darkened by the portly form of P.c.-Ta er,
{at left hand was raised in dramatic dgnunﬂlatlou. 4 g 1

‘ave 1?7 Breaking the lor!

The village policeman’s
powerful velce. *“So I've caught vou,
Caught in the hact!" (8ece Chapler. 3.}

“Hol" he roared In a
Ho!

And those chapa have always pretended to bs down oa it.
courss, I knew that they were spPoofing. Tiey ought io bo

shown up.'
‘8o I think," eaid Bunter.

“It'a your duty, you know."
" Yo-0-e3.

Billy Bunter cogitated. He wanted to give the chums of the
Romove away to their Form-master, but he was very doubtfnl
Mr. Quelch was not
But Bunter felt that he had his=
and he fortified his resolution with the recollection
of varions gtories he had read, in which good little Ceorgie and

how his information would be Teceived.
an encourager of sneaking.
duty to do ;

good little William had earned an honourable
telling tales about their schoolfellows.

features, and coughed.
Mr. Quelch’s eyea were fixed +

M{:{m himn at ones.

eyea werd very keen, and had been popularly compared o
gimlets, Newver had they seemed s¢ much like gimlets a3 they
He coughed asain. uncomfortably,

Y Well, what ia it, Bunter E= nﬂke-d Mr. Queleh sharply.

“ I have e very unpleasant

did to Bunter now.
*1f you please, Em'. " asid Bunter,
duty to perform, air,"
* Indeed."

“ I trust, rir, that you will—will underatand that in speaking
of thiz mattor I am{actmg from the bast motives, sir," said
If the other fellows luok upon it as

Bunter heroically.
ensaking, I must try to bear it.™

Mz, ua!ch frowned.

THe MAGYET LiBRART.—-No, 244,
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Billy Buntar rose in
his place, with an expression of determinstion upon his fat

“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!"

Of to tell talea, Bunter,

" If you are goi
nfdﬂ not approve of tale

down,” he asid.
woll know.'

*“Ye-oa, sir. But this ia & very serious matter. I have been
shocked nnd disgusted, eir, and—and I think you cught to be
DWAre ﬂ-f wimh ia going on, sir, I regard it a3 my duty to tell
you, sir,”

* You may go on, Bunter.”

" Some fellows in this Form are going out smoking after Iessum,
gir,” sa®d Bunter. ' That's all. Thev've got pipe= and cigars.'

Mr. Quelch started.

* Imposeible ! ' he exclaimed.

* It’s troe, sir. I won't mention any names, but if Bob
rry turned out his pockets, I think you'd find 8 pipe on

izu msy a3 well sit
aring, a3 you very

distinetion by

h:m

The Removitea chucklad. Bunter's way of not mentioning
namod wad %mta offective. Mr, Quelch turned his gimlet eyes
upon Bob O

“ Cherry ! ' hﬁ ropped out,

Bob Ch&rr?r stood up.

* Yes, sir,”" he said meelkly,

*Is this true 1"

* Mo, sir.”

* Oh, really, Cherey,” exclaimed Billy Bumder, ™ you know
jolly well you and Wharten and the reat are going to the old barn
thia afternoon! You said you'd lost youwr pipe, and Bull
suggested your hfwmg & cigar instead. You kmow he did.”

Bob Cherry grinne
“Turn out your pockets, Cherry ! ™ said M. Quelch,

Mr. Qualeh’a

eta Schopol Tale

A Splendid Lﬂn%- Com o Satasl aale

of Frank Nuge
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“ Certamly, sir™

Loy Cheny turned ont the confents of hiz pockets upon his
dealk,  Necks were eraned roumd upon all sides;, and every eyo
in the Kemove was fixed upon Bob Cherry, All sorts aud
conditions of articles were turned out of Bob Cherry's capacious
pockets.  There was o chunk of tefes, in which was embeddad
a penknife, snd a ball of string, and & postage stamp, and a box
of wax vostas, and & larse pipe.  There was o buzz from the
Remavites aa the lest-naned artiele eens into view, Mr. Queleh
streele towarnds the junior, and his eves pleamed as they were
fixed npon the pipe

There 14 was. There was not the slightest doubt about il
It weas o pipe—a large pips, with a weil.browned bowl,

“ Cherry ! gasped Mr. Quelch.

“ You, sir.”

“ You axid that Buntar's statement was unirue™

" Bo it is, =i

" Then what are you doing with thet pipe 7"

* I was going to take it to the old barn with me, aftor lessons,
ail:lr.“ enid Iob Cherry cheerfully. " No harm in thet, sir, i
there 1

* No harm ! ¥ thundered Mr. Quelch. " No harm ! No harm
in a boy of your age smoking & pipe, Chorry 1™

“ 1 wasn't going to smoke it, sir,™

" Oh, really, Cherry—" murmured Bunter.

“ Silence, Bunter ! Do you mean to tell me, Cherry, that you
werd going to take this pipe out with you without the intention
of amoking it ¥

* Quite g0, #ir, I haven't eny tobacco, for one thing; and
I don't emoke, for another.

" Then why have you bought thiz pipe 1 ™

* 1t's a prop, vir,” said Bob Cherry,

Mr. Quelch stared.

" A—g what? "' be exclaimed. .

“* A prop, sir—one of our theatrical props,’” explained Bob
Cherry, " I'm a member of the Remove Dramatic Bociety,
you #ee, sir, sl we're going to do & rehenrsal in the old bara
efter leszons. That pipe is part of my make-up as Captain
Corker. The other ch have got the other props in their
pockets all ready. DBull's got the eigars; but they're only
property eigara, aie”

* Bhow me the cigars, Bull 1™

Johnny Bull grinned, and produced a couple of cigars from
his pocket. They looked quite life-like, but on closer examinn-
tion they were revealed as being manufactured of brown-paper,
rolled up and gummed.

Mr. Queich's stern face broke into & smile.

* What nonsense | "' he exclaimed. " Put those things away |
Bunter, you heve made o very silly mistake 1™

“Oh, ir 1™

“ If you had been a littlo more eareful to ascertain the facts,
instead of o cager to get your Form-fellows into trouble, you
would not heve wasted my time and your own,” said Mr. Quelch
rharply.

o f—il was only deing my duty, sir,” said Bunter feebly.

" It was not your duty to make hasty and unfounded aecusa-
tions against your Form-feilows,” said the Remove.master,
* You will 1ake o hundred lines, Bunter,”

Bunter junped.

“\Wh-a-a-at, sirt"

“ Yeou heard ne, Bunter,™

* B-b-but, sir, I-——1 was only doing my duty, sir—a very
painful duty. And 1 don't believe them, sir. ‘They're spoofing

c"'_I.Iui

* What ! " thondered Mr. Quelch.

* |—I mean thay're taking you in, sir.”

* Bunter ! ** Mr. Quelch's voice wag quite terrifie. * Havo
you, Bunter, 8o mean an opinion of your Form-master's intelli-
genco that you imagine that he can be taken in, aa you call it ¥ "

LT I.'_'_I L

“ Btep out hers, Dunter ! said Mr. Queleh, siriding to his
desk and picking up his cane,

* 1f you please, sir £

" Ave you coming, Bunter ™

Billy Bunter rolled out before the ciass. Ho wad lookin
decidedly blue now. He hed said it was n painful duty he h
1o perform, and evidently it was about to lead to painful results.
The Remove looked om, grinning. ‘They had no sympathy to
waste upon & sneal,

* Hold ¢ut your hand, BDunter !

L[N0 I_ E_l__'____ﬂ

* Hold out your hand ! "’ repeated Mr, Queleh, in o voice of
ihuander.

Bunter held out his fat hand.

wwizh !

* Yaro-g-o-ol 1™

“*Now go back o your place, Bunter,” eaid Ar. Quelch
alernly, " and remembar that it is base to tell tales, and moy got
yoursell into trouble aa well as othera,™

“Ow ! groaned Bunter,

And he went back to hia place, and aat there agueezing his

T'He MagNET LisRary. —No, 244

fat hand. And he made up his mind forthwith that he would
never do hiz duty again as long aa he lived.  And a2 his idoas of
duty were so peculiar, perhapa that was just as well,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

Y OT everything 1 asked Bob Cherry as the juniors walked
down the Form-room ape after lezaons weore over,
“I think so0.” ssid Harry Whaerton, * I've got the
beard end whiskers in my pockets. As for the clothes,
wa sha'n't want them, na it's not a dreea rehearsal.'’

" Quite so,” said Johnny Bull. * Let's get off before the
follows got round us asking ua guestions. We've had to led it
out hefore all the Form now sbout the play, owing to that fat
idiot Bunter."

“Yea. Comeon!™ _

The Femous Four started for the gates, But the Remove were
intereated in what they hed heard in the Form-room that after.
noon. The Remove Dromatic Sooiety was a very thriving
comcern, end all the juniors were interested in it. Whenever
Harry Wharton & Co. thought of bringing out & now play,
there ware always plenty of candidates for the parts. The juniors
preferred Bhalkespears, but they were willing to take paris in
anything. And sz the Famous Four emerged into the Closo
there came quite & swarm of the Bemove round them.

¥ Faith, ond what is the little game intirely 1" naked Micky
Deamond. *° Is it Juling ¢ Cmaar " that yo're going to do ¥ Hecaumso
I'll play Brutus, if you like,”

“Hetter make it * Homlet,' ™ aaid Tom Brown. “I'm a ripping
Prince of Denmark."

* Fathead ! ™ gaid Bolsovar major., I{ingl{anr;.! IV." i3 tho
bost thing going. You know how I do Prines Hal.”

“Why not have the *School for Scendal 7' ™ Hugigﬂ-ﬂtﬂli Hazel.
done. ' I can do Charles Surface in first-olass style.”

“ Oh, my hat ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 *

“ Hold on | * said Penfold. ' What are you going to play * ™

“ It's & little comedy for four,” Harry Wharton oxplained.
" It's entitled ' Captain Corker, R.N.," and there are only four
choracters wanted—a sen captain, & sailor, & policeman, and an
old woman. Bob's the sea captain, Nugent's the sailor, I'm the
policeman, and Johnny Bull is the old woman, The bill is
complate. Good-bye."

* What rot ! ™ -gaid Tom DBrown.
rotten thing when you do it 2"

‘* All the-gehool will be admitied.™

[ 1] R&tﬂ ! 33

L1 Emh 1 T¥

* Blow your old comedy ! "

“ Brorrrer!™

And with theze remorks {rom the disappointed part-hunters
the Famoua Four walked away towarda the school gates. Neax
the pates they encountered Coker & Co., of the Fifth Form,
Coker wargetd his finper ot them.

“ What's geing on 1" he demanded.

“ Weo are ¥ said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

And they went on, leaving Coker ataring,

"The chums of the Removo turned out of the school gates and
glralled down the lane towords Friardale. They had fixed on the
old barn near the Friardele rosd for their rehearsal, in order
to get it through guietly and without attracting undue attention.
Bat they were not likely to be able to Im&;l:. it very quiet now.
Billy Bunter haed scen to that., But, at all eventd, & rehesrsal
in the old barn would be free [rom interruptions by the Groy-
friara juniors.

** Halle, halig, hallo ! ' murmured Bob Cherry as a stout figure
in blue came in gight in the lane, " Hore's Tozer 1™

Palice-conatable Tozer cast a look of majestic suspicion upon
the juniors of Greyiriars. Belations wers very strained between
the Greyiriars juniors and the village policeman.

Mr. Tozer frequently found opportunitiea of inferfering with
the moast harmleas amusements—or amusemants, at all events,
which the juniors regorded as harmless, And in return the Grey -
friarz fellows were wvory far from treating Mr, Tozer with the
respoct that was due {0 & representative of the majeaty of the
law., It pleased the juniors to make fun of Mr, Tozer, and
Mr. Tozer, of course, could not be expecied to endurce that
patiently.

As the four Removites came up to him they took off their ca
with :1111 exaggorated air of respect, and bowed alinost to the

round.
i Mr. Tozer really ought to have been pleased by that roapecitol
aplute, but he was not. Hia purple fage grew a shade decpey
purpie, and hiz eyea pleamed under hia helmoet.

* Young raskils ' * he murmored. ** Cheeky young raslils ! "

* Good-afternoon, Mr. ‘Tozer,”" said ,.Harrir,r Vharion cheer-
fully., **I'mplad to ses you looking so well™

* I ain't any betier for seeing you checky young himps 1™
anid Mr. Tozer gruflly, ™ You're up to some mischiel naw, L'll
be bound !

“Run for it !

“Wha's poing fo zee the
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* Ob, Tozer ! " spid Frank Nugent, in ashocked voice. * How
eotld you possibly think so ¥ ?3:..' the way, do you know what
vou've got on your face, Mr, Tozer 1"

He stared hard at My, ‘Tozer's face, ond Johony Bull and Dol
Cherry and Harry Wharton followed his example, Mr, Tozer's
fut hand went up to his face, and he rubbed it.

“"YWot isit * " he asked. * 'Ave I got s aplagh **

“ 1t isn’t & splash,’” said Nugent, regarding Mr, Tozer’s flushed
couniensuce very attentively. " It's worse than that., Eulb
it with vour handikerchief ; it looks absurd as it is ! "

_ Mr. Tozer took out a large red-spotted handkerchief, and
fubbed ot his purple face, and mado ib more purple than ever.

“Is it porn * 7 he ashed onxiously.

“ Mo ; it i3 still there, just as large,” said Nugent, in surprise,
“ Rub harder ! "

Mr. Tozor rubbed harder.

“Is it gorn now ¥ " he gasped.

“No; it's just in the middle of your face,” said Nugent.
“I can't make out quite what it is. Can you fellows make out
what it is ¥ "

The juniors. I:}ukirg ad grave as judpes, shook their heads.

* Blesaed i 1 can,” said Harry Whavton seriously, ° What
would you take it for, Bob "

“Give ik up ! said Bob Cherry.
Johnny ¥ "

“QCan't guess. Might be o very over-rips strawberrey.”

T Wot "' yolled Mr. Tozer.

“ Oh, I know now ! ' exclaimed Nugent, a2 if he had made &
ndden discovery. ' It's all right, Mr. Tozer. It's your nose ! ™

“Wot L™

“1 didn't rocognise it 83 a nose at first,” explained Nugent,
“ But that's what it i3. I can see it now., No good trving to
rub it off. Good-bye, Mr, Tozer 1 ™

The juniora atmlfﬂd on, leaving Mr. Tozer with his handker-
chief in hiz hand, staring after them apeechlessly.

“¥oung himps!" muttered Mr. Tozer. * Young raskils !
My heye ! Fancy ma being took in like that ! My heye ! "

Harry Wharton & Co. turned to the side of the lane, crossed a
plank bridge over the ditch, and turned to go through a gap in
the hedge. BMr. Tozer glanced after them, and his manly brow
wos corrogated in a thoughtful frown. '

* Hup to some mischief, I"ll be bound,"” he murmured, “I
reckon 1'll keep a heye on them | ™

And Mr. Tozer. instead of going on his way, procecded to
follow the way the juniors had gone, keeping in the shadow
of the high hedge.

Harry Wharton & Co. had already forgotten Mr. Tozer.
They crossed the fiekl into the old barn, s ramshackle, rickety
building thet was deserted, and only used sometimes in wet
weather a8 a shelter for cattle. The juniors entered the old barn,
and Bob Cherry half closed the door ; it would not quite ¢lose,
owing to the astate of the hinges.

* Here we are again ! "' said Bob Cherry cheerfully, I hope
gornebody's brm:,t:rht the book of the giddy play with him."

*I'vo pgot it,"' said Wharton, taking & crumpled paper-
coverstl book out of his pocket, ** ' Captain Corker, R.N.'
Hera you pre !'"

LE] G'I:H'}'-'.l ! LB ]

Bob Cherry sorted the pipe out of his pocket, and Wharton
produced several sets of I whiskers and beards. Nupgent
took out & hand-mirror and eet it on the wall, and Johany Bull
produced seversl sticks of grease-paint. The juniors intended
to praciize their meke.up, and go over their lines; dress
rehearsals were fo he conducted at the schoel. The amateur
dramatists took their turns before the mirror, daubing their
facea with gresse-paint, snd dabbing on beards and whiskera,
Hearry Wharton had & pair of mutton-chop aide-whiskera, which
were supposed to suit the character of a police-inspector ; and
Bob Cherry had & heavy beard of o fiery red eolour, that,
ippa.rcnl'ly, being a characteristic of a captain in the Royal

avY,

When their make-up was finizshed the juniors looked at one
snother, and burzt into & roar of laughter. Their faces were
mude up with artificial wrinklés and whiskers to a middle-age,
and they contrasted strangely with their boyish fipures anul
Eton clothea.

""Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Bob Cherry. * I think we should be
funnier then ever if we went on the stage liko this 1 "

" You can't smoke an empty pipe !" said Harry Wharton
thourhtfutly, ** Of course it won't do to have tobacco in it.
It's againai the rules, and it would make you sick, tgo.”

“ Yea, pather 1'%

¥ Bhove in any old thing—some moss will do. When we're
deing the play, we shall have to meko it srpnoke somehow ; buk
it docan't uatter about that now."'

Bob Cherry dabbed mioss into the bowl of the pipe.

“ Now," said Wharton, consulting the book. * You're
Captain Corker, just come home from a vovage, You're sitting
in vour armehair in the parlour, Bmoking your pipe, and pulling
at vour beard. Entor——"

“I'm afraid it will come off if I pull ic,” said Bob Clierry
donbtinlly,

“Asa! You pretend to pull it. Enter b

* We forgot to bring an armchair,” said Bob Cherry,

* Futhead ! it on that old beam ; thet will do,
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“ Oh, all right 1™ said Bob Cherry, seating Linzelf, * Co
ahead '™

‘** Enter Jack Jolly, the old sailor—that*s you, Frank—"'

“"Here I am !" sald Nugent.

* You pull your forelock, and begin—"Cap'n, it's many & vear
sinee we've sailed together on the briny hocean——""'

“ Righto ! " said Nuogent, ' Cap'n, it's many & year since
we've sailed together on the briny hocean rt

“{ood ! Captein Corker haa to offer you a cigar.”

* Righto ! " saif Beb Cherry, taking one of the property cigars
from his pocket, ** Mind you don't try to smoke it, thataall "

* Ha, ha, ha 1™

¥ Don't be funuy," said Whaerton,
—a real comedy.
your bit, Bob,”

“Cap'n, it's many & hocean wo've——""'

¥ Many & long year !'™ roared Wharton.

“Horry, Cap'n, it's muny a long venr since we've asailed
together on the briny hocean.™

My old shipmate, Jack Jolly !' exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Havea cigar 27

“(2ood ! 7 said Wharton, ** Now enter—=""

“Ho1" roared a powerful woice. “Ho I've canght wvou,
‘ave I * Breakin’the lor! Ho! Caught in the hact 1™

The juniorsz epun round. The doorway was darkened Ly the
portly form of Police-conatable Tozer, and the village policernan’s
fat right hand was rnised in dramatic denunciation

4

: * This i4 & serious buainess
s~ow, Frank, vour bit over again; and then

ey

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Under Arrest.
OLICE.CONSTABLE TOZER was glowing with triumph.
Ho bhed caught his old enemies in the very act of
broaking the law : at all events, that was how it seemed
to the somwewhat limited intelligence of Mr. Tozer.

In disgnise, and with & pipe and s cigar to the fore, ib was
only - natural “thet Mr, Tozer should jwap to that erroneous
conclusion when he saw them.

Mr. Tozar hed a atrong sense of duty, In the quist village of
Friardale, few personz ever thought ughreaking the law ; there
was no ong but an occasional tramp to be “ run in.””  Mr. Tozer
seldom had a * cage.” But he had one now—four junjors from
the hig public school caunght smoking ; and four juniors, too,
who had treated hiin—Mr. Tozer—with the most ouirageous
want of respect. It was a triumph for P.-c. Tozer.

* Caught in the haet ! ™" said Mr. Tozer, with great satisfaction.
The juniors stared at him blankly,

“ Caught in the firat act ! "' agreed Bob Cherrye

*'Ow do I know this is the first times ? "' demanded Mr, Tozer,
blors like you'rs hold hoffendors,™

“ Weo're what ! " exclaimed Herry YWharton.

“ Hold hoffendera ! ™ said Mr, Tozer impreasively. ** My
heve! Young razkilz! Never seed or heerd of sich rascality !
Wever !

* What on earth do you mean ! " exclaimed Harry Wharton
angrily. "' I sappose we have a right to use this old barn il we
like. We're not treapassing | ™

Mr. Tozer chuckled.

“You ain't trespassing,” he agreed ; “ but you're breaking
the lori ™

* What law *

Y The lor agin kids smoking ! eaid Mr. Tozor severaly,

The juniors burst into a roar. They underatood Mre. 1ozer's
mistake now. It was the same mistake that Billy Bunter had
fallen into.

“Ha, ha, hat’ roared the Fameus Your. ° Oh, Tozer!
Hea, ha, hat"

Mr. Torer frowned majestically. _

“ You'll come alonger ma," he said loftily. “ 1'd take you
ta the police-station Dut for my respeck for yvour ‘ead-masier,
I'm goin® to take you up to the school ' ¥

“ What ! "

" I've caught you smokin’, and breakin' the lor ! " said Mr.
']'}nze-r sententionsly. ' You've got toe come alonger me, all
of yer!"

a2 You aga !V velled Johnny Bull,

" Two of yer i3 amokin’,' said Mr. Tozes,
ond Master Nugent."

L] HE& hﬂ. h& -! ]

“ Tou'll larf in another way when I 'ave you up before the
‘Ead,” said Mr. Tozer darkly. * Now will you come guistly? "

{19

“We're not amoking 17
‘' Master Cherrvy

“You pwiul asa " shrieked Harry Wharton, " Can't you
poe it's a goane * There isn't any tobaceo in that pipe,”

*Wot ia it, they ™

** Mosa !

“Moss ! " ejaculated Mr. Tozer. " Why., that's more

You might do your consti-
l:i3 i3 rnore serious

3
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" But Tin not smoking it !77 roared Bob Cherry. " We're
rehcarsing & play..’

“Huh!'"

** This Eip-& iz only part of the stage property, omd 20 i3 that
cigar. It's made of brown-paper ! ' howled Bob Cherry,

* I dare say it iz, agreed Mr, Tozer. " Pvo found youngaiers
amokin® brown-paper vigars afore now, Itz more serious than
smaking tobaecy, and mare "armiul 1o the constitootion, JAre
you eoming quictly 1

" But wo weren't smoking ! Y shricked Nuzent,

" 1 preicr to belicve my heves, Master Nugent,” said Police-
constable Tozer haughtily. ™ If you don't come quietly, I shall
'ave to uge wiolence,"

The junioys stared at hirm ‘i:blla.:ﬂ.:ll:;"j It waa evident that there
wad ne convincing Mr, Tozer of the obvious facts. But to be
werclhed up to the school in charge of a peliceman with their
faces made upBiu ro ridiculons n way ! e mers thought was
cutrageous.  But Mr. Tozer wes evidently in enrnest—deadly
oarmest.

* Leok here, Tozer,”” Harry Wharton exclaimed at last,

“"You are making & mistake—n ridiculpus misteke, We are
rehearsing & play i .
* Har you coming ? " ashed Mr. Tozer, unheeding.
“1 tell you—-"" 3
“You're caught in the haet," said Mr. Tozer. " You're

dispuired, 20 a8 not to be reckernbed, and you're smoking.
You can't fool me, young pentlemaen. You can thank your
lucky stars that I don't take you to the policostation. I'm
goin' to take you te the 'Ead of Greyiviars., 1f you don't come
gurictly, I shall use foreo 1™

* But I tell you 1

" Come hon ' M

‘Mr, Tozer's heavy hoand descended upon Bob Cherry's shoulder,
s hia other hand dropped upon the shoulder of Frank Nugent.
Bob Cherry clenched his fists,

" Hold on, Bob ! " exelaimed Wharton, catching his chum by
the arm, ;

“ Do you think Inn going to be marched along the road like
this ¥ ' demanded Bob Cherry,

** Mustn't hit & bobby——"

“I "ope you will not force me to use my truncheon,'” said
Mr, Tozer mojeatically.

“Oh, you svs!” said Harry Wharton.. “ Look here, we'll
eowma up to the sehool with you, i you like, if you're determined
10 make an ass of yoursell. But take your paws ofi! We
won't ran away "'

“ Wait tid we've got this stuff off our chivvies, anyway,”
said- Nugent, " we can't go along the read like this.”

“No feor!"” said Mr, Tomer. " You've gol to.
hevideneo,”

“Uh, you silly ass1®

* Which all the nomes_ a8 yvou call me will be daly reported
to the "Ead ' said Mre. Tozer, with dignity. " Now, har you
coming ¥ I ain't wasting any more time."

Tha junjors looked at one snother. The Famous Four could
fquite coasily have mastered the portly policeman, and duched
hin in the adjocent diteh.  But they relinguished the idea aa
soon B8 it came into their nunds. They kuew how the Head
would regard any attack vpon the majesty of the law. Bifling
policemen was not an amusement thot Greyiriars fellows were
adowed to indulge in.

“I suppose we shall have to go,” said Harry mmgelﬁ.

g

That's

‘ﬂ‘?i warn you that you aro making o first-class ess of yourse
OTET.

*We'll see about that,” said Mr. Tozer.

“Well, lead on, Macduff,” said Bob Cherry, recovering his
g;.‘rfnd-hmmm. “We'll follow in our father’s footastepa!l Buzz
uf 1"

Mr. Tozer merched majestically out of the bam, and the
Famous Four followed him. They reached the road and tock
the direction of Greyfrinrs. Mr. Tozer marched with his eye
upon the juniors, and with & dignified stride. The four juniora
imitatec his stride, keeping step with Mr. Tozer's [at little legs,
Pedestrianzs who passed thom on the road stared at the daubed
and be-whiskered faces of the juniors in emazement, and yelled
with laughter. Mr. Tozer was glad when the school gates
were reached. Me felt that hiz dignity was suffering from the
ebsurd company he was in. But ths juniors wers beginning
to enjoy the situation by this time, They were ontering into
the apirit of the thing.

"Tha school gates were reached at last ; and there was a yell
8% the peculisr procession was sighted. A crowd of fellows
com® swerming round at ance.

“Great Seott 1 exclaimed Wingate of the Sixth. " What
is nll this ! Ia that you, Wharton ? "

" Yea, Wingate ! said Wharton meockly.

*What have you got your lace made up like that for, you
young ass ™ d:;mailded the captsin of Greyirviara sternly.
“ And you others, too ™

* Rehearsing,” explained Wharton,

1%

“ Yes ; but WII{JB
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“* Myr.. Tozer insisted u
Whaston resignedly.
W couldn't gw:l

" Caugh

n bringing us here like this,” said
"1 dare soy he kaows why he did it
boy the law, you know."”

t 'em smoking in the old bam,” Mr. Toztr cone
desernded to explain,’ " Disguised, in case they was aeen,
That's "ow 1t was, Master Wingate, Hegler youny rips 1™

* b, what rot 1™ apid Wingate, incredulously.

Mr. Vozer snorted indignantly. He did not like to have his
official remarks characterised as rot.

“Wall, I'm takin' "em in to the "Ead " he replied.

And he marched on. The Greyfriars fellows followed the
proczsion seroas the Close in a crowd, yelling with looghier.
e, Locke, the reversnd Head of Greyfriars, heard the for-
midable roar in the Close, and looked out of his study windows.
He rubbed his eyes as he looked. He ocould not quite believe
thizir evidenee at the frst glance, Certainly he had never
boh=ld so peculiar & scene in the ofld Close of Ureyiriara hefore.

* Blezss my soul!” cxclaimed the Head in amarzement.
“ Bleas my soul! What—what does this mean ? Who ‘can
those strange-looking boys be ! This—is—is extraordinary 1"

The pelice-consiable and th? strange locking boys disapprared
into the howse., They left the crowd outeide, shrieking. Dr.
Locke turned from the window, os there came o tap at his
door. Trotter, tha house popge, locked in, with o grinning
countenance.

" Please, sir, Mr. Tozer wishes to see you—-="

" Show him in 1" gazpod the Head.

And Polica.gonastabla Tozsr marched in, with his peculiag
proczzzion at his heels,

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Tozer Causes Trouble.

R. LOCKE gazed at the Famous Four blankly.
They stovd in & row, in respectiul sattitudes, silent.
“ Goodness gracious!” gasped the Head. * What
—ivhat dots this meon ? rhy have you. come here
in this ridioulows gui=ze ¥ Who—who are you 1"

“ Please, sir, I'm Wharton,"”

“ 't Cherry, s’

(13 11m E‘l.!gl'-'!l'lt‘- I LR ]

“I'm Bull, gir!" :

* I—T did not recognisc ; 'Y ejasulaled the Head, " What
E‘{:s this ridiculous disguise méan ¥ Pray, explain tluos, My,

zar,""

" They was caught in the haet, sir," ssid Mv. Tozer.

iu -.“vh“tl ! £

* Bmoking, sir !’

* Bmoking 1"

Y yes, sirl Disguised, in case they wae reckernised, and
smoking,” seid Polieo-eonstablo Tozer impressively, I ain't
surprised that you're shoeked, ajr. Eich.gluinga hop—m-:="

* WWharton, ia this correet ' What—m

* Mo, sir,"” Aaid ths captain of the Remove méeldy. ‘"It
isn't correct, sir.  Alr. Tozer hay mede s little mistalie, that's
il

Mr., Tozer snorted.

* No istake about ib, sir,” lio declared, 1 'sd my suse
picions, and T folleced thein to the hold - barn, sir. '!:’lw;.r wad
disguised, sich &3 you sse them now, and they ad a pipe and &
eigar atween them, eir”

* Goodness gracious |

“2n I brought "emn ‘ere, sir,” sid Mr. Tozer. *“*I thort
yvou'd like to deal with 'em yourself, sir. Caught in the haet
they waa'"

3.‘{1-. Locke’s brow grew vary atern.

“Have you any explanation to make, Wharton 17" he
dernanded.

* Cortaindy, sir

“ YVery wall ; I will hear you™

“ We were making up for & rehearsal, sir,” said Hacey, “T'r
n polica inspector, and Dob i3 & sea captain. Tho pipe wae
part of the character. He wasn't amoking it. Samo with the
cigar. It's mode of brown.paper, giunmed together.

“ Daar me ! " said the Head. ;

“T've found youngsters smoking hrown-paper before now,™
said Mr. Tozer sagely. " it's moro dangerous than tobacey.”

“ Thia is—ig extraordinary ! " said the Head., " I—I hardiy
know what to say."”

“ Wa can prove ib, sir, if you like,” anid Wharton meelly.

“ 1 ghall be glad if you will do so, Wharton.”

* Lots of the fellows have seen these things, sir.'"” sard Horry.
* Mr. Queleh, our Form-master, has seen the pipe and the cigar
He can tell you that they are only théatrical properties, sir."

AMr. Tozer anorted.

“Thoy may take in Mr. Quelch, nir, but they can't tale in
me,"" ho said.

“You're an a3zl said Bob Cherry.

*“Which 1 says H

“ Silenee, Cherry,” anid the Head, sternly.
not speok like that to Mr, Tozer,”

" Y aa neusl

Gut on Friday !-THE PENNY POPULAR—Crder To-day!
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Mr. Tozer struggied for breath, He could not get it for several
minutes, and he leaned upor his broom and gurgled. At last
: he found his volce, * I—I'm sorry, young gents!’ he sald ina
A far-away tone. **1'm sorry 1 was cheeky to you! " {See Chap, 16.)

“Well, he's accused uz of playing rotten tricks, air,” said
Bob indignantly. * Any silly asa oupht to have heen able
to see that we were nol gmoliing. We haven’t any tobacro
on us.’’

“Did yvon actually see them smaling these-——these things,
Mr. Tozer 1 asked the Head.

“ They was just going to, sir, when I hinterrupted them,"
gaid Mr. Tozer. * Master Cherry had the pipe in his werry
manth.”

“Where should I have it " demanded Bob Cherry. * Did
vou expectk me to havo it in my eye, or in my ¢ar ¥ '

The juniora chuckled.

Dr. Locke glanced from the juniors to the police-constable,
and from the police.conatable to the juniors again.

“1 think, Mv. Tozer, that you have misjudged the boys™
he anid, mildly. * They have very excsllent charscters in the
aschool, snd I am sure that they would not smoke-—aspecially
surh dangerova rubbish as this. At the same time, they have
acted very foolishly in laying themselves open lo suspicion.”

“Don't vou balisve wot they say, sir,”’ said Mr. TForzsr,
“ They ain't telling you the truth, sir."”

“ On the contrary. I believe every word thay say." replied
{hie Head, somewhat tartly. * You should mot have had this
—thiz abaurd relearsal out of the school, my boys, where yonr
actions wers linble to he obgerved snd miscopstrued. You
will take a hundred lines of Viegil cach.”

“*0Oh, &ir!™
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“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!”

“ Mow you may go.  Mr. Tozer, pray rémain a few momenta.
I wish to speak to vou."

' Very well, siry,”” soid Harry Wharton.

And the Famous Four guitted ths Head's study, stianering
with wrath.

* Thoe bounder ! muttered Bob Cherry, na they went duwn
the passage. ' Faney his having the cheek to tell the Head
that wo weran'l speaking the truth !

*“* The Head's a }I?v?:lh:-l-r.. though,” said Nugent.

* Yes, rather : but Tozer—"

“ Tozer s a silly s3a ! growled Wharton, ™ Ho'a mucked
up our rehearsal, and got us a hundred lines each, and now ha's
poing to get & tip out of the Doctor, for making a aiily ass of
Bimself. We'll jolly well make hiin sit up for this"

At-the end of the paasaga a crowd of fellows were waiting for
th? Famous Four.

A yell of laughter greeted them as thoy came along in their
preulisr guaise.

“Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Bolsover major, ihe bully of
thr Rewnove. * This is too Iunny ! Faney being buzzed slong
th~ road in thoat atate by old Tozer ' T wouldn't have atood it

Y Yes, you wounld, just the same a3 owe did,” growled Bob
Clhierry.

ek I{H-. hﬂ-. i‘l'ﬂ- 1 o

“ What ewiul aszes you mnsi liave feli 'Y grinned Vernon-
Mmith. Y Hove yon gol lieked 77

Aoy hoang vou !l

A Splendld Long Complete School Tale
of Frank Nugent, by FRANK RICHARDS,
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“Huzio! Hera comes Tozey ! ™

Polics.constably Tozér came dowa the paszage with his
sintely atride.  Hia fat fave wore n saii<fied expression ; so it
wiid very probable that Wharton's sarmise as to the tip was
guitz correct,

""Hera are your prisoncrs, Tozay ! grinned Bolsover.
“Take "em to the lock-up!™

' " Naughty boys caught smoking ! said Hazzldene., *° Ha,
w, ha "

Mr. Tozer wagged a fat forofinger at the clmms of the Remove.

' Lot this be o warnin’ to you,” he eaid, eslemnly. " Don't
you go for to do it agein! I've got iy heye on you,”

iy go and et coke ! growled Johnny Baull,

““You ean't escapo tho heye of the lor!™ continuwed Mr.
Tozer, imprassively. ° Besides, it’s bad for your ‘ealth."

“ You fathead, we weren't smoking ! ™ yalled Wharton.

Mr. "Fozer shook hia head,

“Youn can't come it hovear me,” he said, " It's all werey
well for you to tell crommers to the "Ead ; but I'm up to your
kames, you young rapscallions! You mind jour p's and q's;
I've got my heye on you.'

And Police.constable Tozer marchied away across the Close
to ithe gates, leaving the Famous Four quivering with

** Ha, ha, ha!' vroared Bolsover., *“ You're found out now,
Whawton 1

" An old offender ! ™ chuekled Vernon-Smith.

“1 say, you fellows, it'sa true, you know. I found them
this morning s

" Wiy, yon fibbing Least!™ yelled Bob Cherry, turning
upon Billy Bunter. .

Bunter promptly dodged behind Bolsover major.

*“ I say, Bolsover, keep him off, you know, I !

“Let hinn olone,” growled Bolsover, in hia woat bullying
fone. ‘' Foar aa I'm concerned, I believeit's all true. You've
pulled ilie wool over old Quelchy's eyes, and over the Heads,
hut Tozor is quite right. That's what I think."

' Liar ! " said Bob Cherry, more divactly than politely,

* Look hero, Bob Chorry——"

*0Oh, buzz off, sud shut up!"” eaid Bob.
looking for a thick ear” '

* Well, [ am, if you can give me oor," jeered Boliover.

* Righto—here you are !

Tha next moment Bob Cherry and Bolsover major wers
reeling aleng tho ze in a deadly embracs. Bob Cherry's
ved beard and whishkors came off, a.d hung down one side of
his face, and thy spectators slhrick '« with merriment. Bob
made o terrific eHort to throw his opponcnt, and Bolzover clung
to him and dragged him down ; and both of them fell heavily
ngainat the door of Mr. Quelely’s study. -

Banp ! Tho door dashed open, aud thers was a shavp exclama.
tion from the Remove-mnaster. Ho jumped up from his table,
83 Bob Cherry cad Bolsover rolled into vhe study.

U My hat ! " mvrmnured Nugent,  There will bs a row now 1 "7

There way |

Mr. Queleh did not stop to make ingnirvier, He picked up o
cane, tud mnde one stride towards the 1wo combatantz, as they
rnlﬁ in his doorway. The cane rose and foll with wonderful
apeed.

Swish, swish, swish |

“Yow ! " rosved Bolsover. " Ow 1"

" Groo 1 Yarcop! Stoppit! " gasped Bob Cherry.

Hwish, awish |

The two juniors sprang. up and fled. My, Quelely, breathing
very hard, slammed the study door after then.

Bob Cherry, gaaping for breath, with hiz whiskers hanpin
town one 2ile of his faea, rind his beard wuder his chin, join
his chums in No. 1 Study, and sanlkcinto the avmehair exhawted,

“Ow 1" he gnsped. " Ow il My hat! Yow!™

* Never mind, Bob— —"" saild Harry consolingly.

* Never mind !V rosred Bob. " Yow 1 U hurk ! Ow ! Tali!
If you ask wme to coms oui to any more of your giddy rehenraals
-=ow—1"il take you into a corner—groch—and jam your silly
napper against the—ow—wall! Yowp (™

And for quite five minutes Bob Cherry sat in the armchair,
rubbing the demaged parta of his person, and moking remerls
of an exivemely unzomplimentary noture about BEolsover,
Mr. Queleh, Police-constable Tozer, and nearly everybody else !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
o A Sudden Friendship!

Mark Linley, who was al work in ¥No. 13 Study, jumped
up in alarm, and a shower of bloty scatiered from hia
pen over his paper. Mark: Linley was doing & Greck

excrcise, and the blots thet were spattered so liberally over
}-hnhsheat. marle it look more Greek than ever, The schﬂﬂ.mhip
Janzor utiered an exclanation of dismay.

“Oh, Bob 1™

Bob Cherry had just frampad indo the study, and bangsd the
tloor behind him.

Y Gerrerr ! growled Bob.
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“Upless you'rs

“ You've spoiled my exercize,” said Mork quielly

HBob Cherry's axg{resﬂiﬁn changed,

Oy I'm sorry, Macky | What is it, Tateh §

Mark Linley laughed,

“No. CGreek!™

" Well, you don't have to do Greek," said Bob Cherry, " It's
n rotfen extra, and if you will do these things, you wukk expach
accidents at times. You haven't got to show it 1o anyvbody,
have you 1"

" Yea; it’s o poaper Mr. Queleh i helping mo with. Bul neves
mind, I can write it out again ! "'

" Well, you can tell Quelchy it's his own fanlt. It's enough to
make s chap slam & door, I think 1"

" What g b

* Everything 1 ¥

“ What's wrong, Bob 1" asked the Lancashive lad, with
eoncern, "The guiet, hard-working scholarship boy was very much
atiached to hiz warm-hearted, exuberant study mate, and all
Bob Cherry's troubles ware his.

iz "'.'E;uu heard about the Tozer ass—— What are you grinming
at 1’

“Was I grinning 1" said Mark mildly.

i gﬁ, you were ; like a giddy hyena | * grunted Bob.

1 orry ! b1

“ Well, it was emough to makéd any rilly ass grvin,” said Bob
Cherry, relenting. “% Bup yvou can't help it, any more
ithan the :rtharrakﬁlr esged, Tozer mucked up the rehesrsal, and
now Quelchy has given it the finishing touch. He's aotually
confiscated the pipe and the spooi cigars. Sayvs they're things
wo're better wﬁhnui-, 83 they might lead 1o misconception.
What do vou think of that ¥ "

“ Well, I think he's right, Bob,”

“ Why, vou're as big an ssz 23 Quelehy,” said Bob Cherry
wrathfully. * How sre we to play Captain Corkor, R.N., without’
a# pipe or cigns "

Mark Linley shook his head. It was a problemn, and he gave

it up.

3 Enptuiu Corleer, BN, is knocked on the napper,' prowled
Bohb., ™ After all the trouble we've taken, too., It's all every.
body's fault ! I've a jolly pood mind to swear £

*h, den't do thaet, Bob," said Mark, smiling. *' Tf you swear
vou won't eateh any fish, a3 the anglers say. Cun't you play
zomiething else—withont a pipe t

* Br-rov.r-r ! 'in going to play old Tozer somehow. 1'n not
going to stand it Wa don't pay (ke police to interrupi ro.
henrsale in boma, do wa 77

“Ha, ha, ha ! I sup not 1"

th, chuek up that rottan Greel, and come out for s irot 177
£aidl Bob Cherry. "' It's a lovely afternoon, and we're going to
o soma footer practice. We ghould have done some rehenrzale
but for Tozer, Quelch & Co. Blow them ! ™

1k was too bad of Tezer ! said Merk., * But I think ]
should let him off, Beb., It's vather risky going for representatives
of the law, vou know." ;

Bob Cherry snorted.

Y Blow the law ! The quastion is, how ave we goinz Lo mmake
Tozer feel properly sorry for himself ! He will be volling about
3‘r1urni:;li-a ii;i:iﬂi alternoon, [eeling satisfied that he did us yeiter-

AY. ith 1"

H Well, you sge——""
~ “By Jove " Bob Cherry jumped up suddenly. * 1've got
o

Y What ™

' Bamter 1 " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

1% E'I.l ! Lk ]

* Billy Banfer!™ -

“ Whai aboui Bunter " asked Mark in amazament,

“1'we pot i, T tell you ! I must ses Wharton 1

Bob Cherry dashed out of the study, slamming the doss behiml
him with another terrific bang. Mark Linley stored aftev his
exuberant chum for zome moments in surprise, and then,
with & amile, aettled down to work again. Bob Cherry dashed
Elm'{uig the Remove passoge at top speed and plared into No. 1

tudy.

s %ﬂm chaps ! " he bawled. “ I say 2K

Then he stoppad. The study was empty, 28 was only natural
on 6 fine afterncon and a helf-holiday. Bob Cherry growled,
end turned into the passage again.

* Eeen YWharton 'Y he asked, a3 he met Hnozeldene in the

passage.
“¥es; in the Close™
i Gﬂﬂd l (13

Bob Cherry rushed past Hazoldene like o whirlwind and
dashed downstairs. Elilg Bunter was in the lower pasinge,
sivd b blinked at Bob Cherry 63 he came doasbing down tha
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staiva. He was just tuening over in b mind whether it would
Lo anye wie attemnpting to extract a loan from the burly Removite,
when Bob Charry waz upen him.

“You're the fellow I want | " exclaimed Bob,

“0h, I ssve—ow 24

“Come onl "

Bob Cherey prasped the Owl of the Remove and rughed him
aloug to the open door. Billy Bunter had to go, but he struggled
wilidlv.

" Yarooh " he roorved. " Lemme [Tl I—I won't tell Queleh
ANV more abouit Four gmoking pipes. I--I Wun't—;‘{lw—l ARy —
yaroooppp ! Help | Help ! ™

“Come ont”

“Yow-ow ! Help! Fire! Help!"

“What on earth i3 that row about 1" shouted Wingate,
striding down the passage angrily. * What are you deing to
-Bunter, Bob Cherry 1"

“Eht XNothing!"

“ 0w, ow | Make him lemme go ! ' roared Bunter. I only
did my duty in telling Quelehy yesterdsy about his smoking
pipea. Oow | Yow ! Yah!"

“ Let him go at once, Cherry 1" exelaimed Wingate sternly.

 Cortainly | " said Bob, releasing Bunter. The fat junior, who
Lad not expected to ba let go so suddenly, collapsed in a heap on
the daooratep.

“Ow " he yelled, ™ I'm bhuct [ Yaht"

“What has Bunter done, Chercy 1" demanded Wingate.™

“ Rothing ! ™

“ Then what are vou going for him for 1"

“ Bleas you! I wasn't going for him "™ said Bob Cherry
fn aurpriac,

“Yow! Howas | Yow! I'm hurt 1"

“What on carth were you doing, then 1" demanded the
-r;-n]:am.in of Grreyiriars.

*Dnly taking him out into the Close. I
wanted him to come Lo the tunk-almp with me,
and samplo the tarts,"” Bob Cherry explained.

Bunter ceased to yvell all of & sudden, and
pricked up his ears. He blinked at Bob
Cherry through his 'I:l-igi spectacles,

“ Honest Injun ? "' he asked.

“ Yas, you fat duffer."”

“ 0h, all right, then," said Bunter, seramb-
ing up. " It's all right, Wingate ; yvou noedn't
interlore. In fact, f really wish you wouldn't
interfere in thatunecalled-for way between oy
friend Cherry snd myself. I know you're a

rofect, hut.?‘ really don't think you ought to
nterfore batweon friends in this way——"

“ Why, vou—yon—-"" gasped the Grey-
friara enptain, too taken aback to kick Billy
Bunter, a3 he doserved,

“ Cotne ‘on, Cherry.' sald Bunter, slipping :
his arm through Bob Cherry's, and drawing him hastily out of
the howse. ** This way 1"

“ Right-o 1 " aaid B:'::rb Cherry laughing.

“{Where nve you going 1™ called sut Harry Wharton, who
was with Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurrce Jamset Ram
Bingh in the Close. —

““Going to the tuck-shop with my chum Bunter," said Bob
Cherry. :

“* Your w-w-whot ! ** gasped the four juniors togethor.

“ My chum Bunter "

“ Dotty ' asked Frank Nugent politely.
Funter been vour chum, you silly aas 17

** Five minutes | ' replied Bob Cherry, looking at his waich,

Y What tho dickeng——"

“ Come along to the tuck-shop,” said Beb Cherry. I want
you all.”

“ What for 1"

“ To lend me zome money to feed Bunter.”

“ Why, you unspeakable fathead-——"

* Oh, come on ! " said Bob Cherry soveraly. “ Don't waste
time arguing witl your uncle, but come on when I tell you.
This way to 3eo0 the snimals foed | ™
a0 ' Oh, really, Cherry e

Bob Cherry graspod Bunter, and rushed himn off at top speed
towards Mrs, Mimble's littls tuck-shop in the corner of the Close,
hebind tho elma. But Billy Bunter did not yell for help this time.
Ho was slways willing {o.put on speed when he was going in
ihag-dirsction. The chums of the Remowve followed mors slowly.

“ I auppose it's some wheeze,” said Harry Wharton. *1f
we'va going to feed Bunter, you may a3 well all turn out your

kets ol once. It's an expensive amusement, and laats a long
e !
" The lastfulness is tervifie 1 ** murmured Hurree Jamset Ream
Bingh.

he juniorz entered the litie fuck-shop. Billy Bunter was
alrendy seated upon s high stool at the counter, and Bob Cherry
weaa feeling in his pockets for eash.
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“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!” ot

“ What would vou like, Buniar ? ™ ho asked polifely.

" Hao snd beel to begin with," said Bunier promptiy.
sausagea, and tongue, pnd tomatoes, and pickles, snd——*

“ My hat U XF Lie begins like {hat, how 1a he going to finish "
murimured Frank Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha 1 ™

“ (O, realls, you fellowz——""'

* Yoa, yvou shut up your personal romarks,” said Dob Cherry,
with a frown. “1m noet going to hete my ¢ham DBunter
chipped. Dry up!"”

* Oh, vou're off vosr rocker,” anid Jolinny Bull testily.

“ Dile in, Bunter,” said Bob, as Mrs, Mimble handed out the
good things.

Billy Bunter did not nred bidding twice, He piled in. and
the speed with which Le cleared plates and dishes waa truly
remmarkable.  But os Inst aa he cleared them Bob Cherry pushed
frosh platea forward, end Billy Bunter did not pnuse. As the
poet has remarked, wpon e different subject, ** Again. again,
again, and the havoe did not slack !'* Harry Wharion & Ce.
simply atood rnd atarcd.

" Al

— i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Little Venirlioguism.

ok BREAT Christopler Columbus 1™ ejoculated Fiahor T.
Fish, the Amorican junior, as he entered the tuck-
ghop. *" Dunter coma into a forfune ¥ "
Yo, said Frank Nugent ; ' it's only Bob gone potty !V

* I gueas ho was always a bit inclined that way ; but 1 recken
he's getting dangerons, it he's wasting o feod like that on Bunter,”
remarked Fisher T. Figh. ** If there's so much grub going, 1
guesa U'm not going to get lefit ™

And Fish helped himseli.

“ Hands off 1 7 exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ Gee-whiz! I suppose I con feed as well aa Bunter, if the

grub'a going cheap.”

*“* Hats! You're not a ventriloguist 1" said Bob Cherry.

LT Eh ? i

“I'm feeding up Bunter becouse he's a
giddy ventriloguiet,” said Bob Cherry, con.
deacending to explain. * He can sling his
voice juat as I can sling a cricket-ball ; and
he's going to avenge us on the hated foe—
sen 1"

T pueas T don't ses,"” aaid Fish, atill buay
with ham and beef and pickles, ** Who'a the
hated foe 7 Coker of the Fifth 1"

" Rata! Net!™

“ Loder of the Bixil, T suppose ! Has
e been bullying again 7' ask ish ayapa-
thetically, ™ I guess this hom i prime ; not
like what we get over there; but it's O.K.
1 guesa I'll have some more."

*Then you've wrong,' soid Bob
Chiorry, grinning, a3 he pushed the dish away
fromy the American junicer. " 1I'm feedin
Bun'er. Bunter's going to play the part o
the giddy avenger, 'The Perascuted Policeman, or the Ven-
trilogquiat’s Vengeance, a4 they would put it in the literature
of your eountry, Fihy."

“0h 1" exclaimed Hariy Wharton, a light breaking in upon
hint. " You're thinking of -old Tozer, ave yout"

“ Exactly ! " said Bob Cherry.

“And you want Bunter to ventriloguise on him t "

Tt so LM

“ My hat !

* Bunter is a useless ass at overviliing elss," said Bob Cherry,
with friendly candour; " but he can ventrilogquise. He
been licked for wentriloquising in the Form.room, and bum
for ventrilpquising in the studiea, He's made himaelf such a
giddy nusance with it that he's hesn sguashed on the subject.
But it wil be fresh to Tozor. Greyiriars is fed up on Bunter's
ventriloguism, but Tozér hasn'c had tho benefit of it yet. Bee 1"

* Good ege ! " said Johany Bull.

* The goodiulness of the esteemed egg is lerrific,” aaid Hurree
Jamset Ham 8Singh heartily,

* 1 gueas I could eling my voice as well as Bunter, if I tried,"
ranLs Fisher T. Fish. The Amsrican jupior never admitted
that there was anything 2uyhbody else conld do that he couldn't
do quite as well, or better. *° Youshould hear our ventriloquists
over there.'

“ Rats ! ** said Bob Cherry politely. ' Let that ham alonz,
you bounder ! Buunter, old man, heve vou had enough "

““ Ahem ! I'm feeling rather peckish.”

“* Aro yvou going to ventrilequise for s 1’

“ Oh, certainly,” =aid Bunter, with o beaming grin. As a
matter of faet, Billy Bunter was always eager for an opportinity
of showing off his powers as & ventriloquist. It was but scldomn
that the fellows would allow him to do it, without throwing
things gt him. * But—but I always thirow my voice better
after a good racal, Cherry.”

“Wire in ! " snid Bob.

“Ahor ! I think I'll have some tarts—eay a dozen—h'm—
twopenny ones ! said Billy Bunter. * Also some eream pufls.

Long Complete School Tale
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And dongenutz, And meringuea,

And sweets ! And some

jelly. And gome tofiee, Apd—*

© O, go on, don’t mind me,” gaid Bob Clerry,  “ I haven’t
BNy mere money——"

“Eh ™

“ But Wherton and Rugent, and Johnny Bull and Inky have
fore.  Shell out, you fellows ; you can’t expect to get » ven-
lri]c%u:’ta.l entertainment for nothing.”'

" Oh, all right,” sait Wharton, laughing. “ But how do you
know that Bunter isn’t out of practice ¥  He haen't played the
giddy ox in that line for some time.”

“I'm all right,” said Bunter. * Some wmore tarts, pleass !
LI've practiced. Andsome ginger. op, too, Mrs. Mimble, please.”

" Give us o specimen now,” said Nugent doubtfuily.

Coker of the Fifth ceme into the tuckshop with Potter and
Greene.  They bestowed a lofty atare upon the Remove juniors,
sl comie up to the counter,

 Ginger-pop for three, please,” £aid Coler, tapping on tha
counter with & hali-crown, * and buck up, please, I;fe*.'er i
tlhese ks,

1 ]gum-s you ¢an go and boil yvour ailly head, Coker,”

F ‘;l Ohy you do, do you " roared Coker, glaring at Fisher T.
ish,

" Eh?* said Fizh.

" Do you want me (o wipe up the floor with you ? ** demauded
Coker,

sk Nﬂ .‘ij‘

" Then don’t let me have any more of vour funny remarks,”
said the Fiith-Former, glaring at Fisher T, Fish,

* T guesg—""

“ Bhut up 1"

* O, you're too funny to live, Coker, T guess. Why don't
you bury your face and put on a fire.soreen or & Guy Fawlea
mask ¥ Tt would hoe handsomer."

Coker had turned to the ecounter again, but he swung round
npon Fisher T'. Fish sa he heard that remark in the American’s
nasal veicr.  Fisher T. Fizh hed heard it too. And as he had
not opened his lips, e was staring blankly in amazement,

" Hondzomer, wonld it 1° yelled Coker, justly incensed.
“ 1 suppose you consider your own mttg a model of bzauty t
I'll alter some of the features for you—I suppose you eall 'em
features,”

And he rushed at the YVonkee junior.

“Hold en ! H!‘-f:ﬂ] Fisher T, Fiah, dodging ronnd a box of
epgt. VI zuess I odidn' speak ! I guess I-— Yow—yow—
aw—ow 17

Bump !

Coker had liold of the American junior, snd Fisher T. Fish
wad whirled off the floor. Hp came down upon it again in a
sitting posture, and roared,

“Yaropooop! Oh! Yalh1™

* Now, then, vou cheeky Yenkes hounder———*

“Yarooh ! Oh—ah——-:"

“ Oh, shut up, Coker ; don't be an ass ! came o voice that
certainly scemed to he that of Potter of the Fifth.

Coker swung round towards his chum in amazement.

“ Potter ! You fathead! You—"

“What ! Who are you celling a fathead ? " demanded Patler
wrathiully,

“You!" roared Coker. * I've a jolly pood mind to ¢huck
that ginger-pop down your silly neck, you dwmmy."”

Potter bocked awey in alarm, fearing that hiz exasperated
friend had taken sudden leave of his senses. Coker looked so
excit-d that his looks certainly lent colour to the supposition.

“I—I say—Cokey—— Oh!"

Potler backed into Fisher T. Fish, wlo wos just rising. Heo
bacwod right over him, snd went flying. There was & terrific
aqueleh a8 he sat down in the box of epgs.

Crash I Smash !

“0Oh, my hat! You've dome it now !" exelaimed Horry
Wharton.

*Ha, ha, ha!"

"' 1 say, you fellows, we'd better get out of lhere,” whispered
Billy Bunter, slipping down off the high .stool. * Coker will
be annoyed if he dizcovera that I've been ventriloguiving.”

Bob Cherry roared.

" Ha, ha, ha! Was it you, you ass ' "

“Yea ; shut tlp—]et’a getout 1

*He, ha, ha ' ™

Potter was extracting himself from 1Tee box of egps.  Fisher
T. Fish was dabbing at his face with a handkerchief, dabbing
off spleshes of yolk. Coker wes laughing. e secmed to
consider the scene funny.

“ 1 say, Mrs, Mimble, put 1he epps down Lo us,* gasped Bob
Cherry. " We'll pay for thew. You had better go and get a
woalt, Polty, Ha, ha, ha ! ™

And the clhums of the Hemove walked out of the shop,
Imighing. They left Potter and Coker and Fisher T. TFish
Pngﬂgugin a heated argument.  Outaide the shop the Removites
jeangd apaingt the elms ancd yelled,

“ Ha, ha, hal®

Rilly Junter blinked at thert in a seil.satizfied way,
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“ 1 say, you fellows, that was all right, wasn't it 7™
Bob Cherry wiped his exes,
* Yea, rather ! Blessed if I didn’t think it was Fishy talkin
Elu his nosey voice. And old Potter, too! Ha, ha ha! You'
o!"
“ Come on ! " said Nupent.
ii Bunter's had anouch to eat,”
y “ ¥es, thank you,” said Bunter. * I've lad ernough.
-eru
i What ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
{o Friardals now, with us,"
Bunter shook his head.
* Excuse me, Cherry. I prefer o little vest afier o good fead.
I'll oo very pleasd {o take a little walk with you another time."”
And Bunter rolled away, He hed only rolled three steps,

however, when Bob Cherry canght him by the collar, sl he
rolled back again,.’

“Ow ' goeped Buntor,
choking me ! ¥

ST ehook.ehool-choke %ml & bit more, if T have any more
of your rot 1" roared Bob Cherry, * What do you think I've
fed you for, you fat porpoize,”

“* Oh, really, Cheryy——"

“ Come on, Bunty,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. ' If
it all goes oft well, we'll atand you another feed when we get
I nck.”

Billy Bunter's [oi face Lrightened up at once. :

“ Oh, oll serene,’” he exclaimed. * Of course, I shall be very
glad to come with you fellows. In fact, I've been looking
torward to it very much, I'd do more than that for fellows
I really like,

* Well, come on, then, and not so much gas,” said Bob
Cherry,

And the fat junior was walked out of the gates of Ureyviriar's,
in the midst of the chums of the Remove,

“Taet's get down to Friardale—
Gool-

“ You're t'mnfr:lg ilown

“Yeggo! You're chiook-chooks

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Dogged!
CLICE-CONSTABLE TOZER frowned.

He waa prnvenfdin{g along the old High Strect of Triar-
dale, with his portly figure and stately pace, when & number
of Greyfriarz juniors came along the pavement. There

wore 8ix of them, and they were walking abreast, ann in arm,
anud they took up thoe whole width of the [pa.ﬁ;mn:mt, They were
walking directly towords P..c. Tozer, as il they intended to walk
him down.  Aund at the mero idea of such disrespect towards the
majeaty of the law, Mr. Tozer swelled with indignation,

Harry Wharton & Co. did not secemn to see th2 stout constable.
They walked on cheerfully, till they wero within two paces of him,
and then they bacame suddenly aware of his presence, and stoppad
all at once, as if by clockwork.

* I say,-you fellows, it'a Tozor ! " giggled Billy Bunter.
 The juniore raised their nnﬁ_ﬂ, in the exaggerated way they always
adopted when they met Mr. Tozer, and which bad such an

exasperating effect upon that gentleman.
* Good-aiternoon, Mr. Tozer ! " said al the juniors together.
Mr. Tozer grunted,

;:;.‘-ﬁm:l yq['u don't tread on that dog ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry.
O S

Mr. Tozer did not know that Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriara
Removo, was a ventriloguisi, and if he had known it, he would
never have suspected the fat junior of preducing that mervel-
lously life-like growl. Mr. Tozer could have sworn that it came
from directly under-his fest, and he jumped clear of the pavement
in his sudden alarm.

Ge-rr |

*Oh!" gasped Mr, Tozer,

Celp !

It wag a sharp vell, as if his had brought his feot down upon
the dnﬁ.& Certainly the n:lt:rg would have had reason to yell if Mr,
Tozer hed done so. Mr, Tozer's feet were not small in size.

Myr. Tozer glaved round him hastily in search of the dog. To hia
amezement, no dog was to he seen,

* My heye!" ejaculated Mr. Tozer, * Did you sce that dorg,
}'mn}ﬁ _ﬁgﬂt emen T Do you know where that dorg has gone to 1

e t deg ! " ashed Harry Wharton.

¥ The dorg that was hunder my feet ]’ said Mr. Tozer, in
bewilderment.

Wharton shook his head,

* I didn't see any dog,” he replied.
drinking, Tozer ! "

* Ha, ha, ha !

Mr. Tozer glared at the juniors in intense indignation. As a
matter of fact, Mr. Tozer had been indulging m some slight
Heuid refreshment, against all the rules of Jus profession, at the
back door of the Red Cow that afterncon. But he had not had
encugh ale to maie him faney that there was a dog where thera
was no dog ; and he looked round again in search of the offending
animal. But it was not to be seen ; and Mr. Tozer, in great sur-
prize and bewilderment, pursued his way,

* I hope you haven't hecn
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faster,

The football match was forgotten, and the _iTm!ors made a wild

brezk for the School House. DBut fast as they ran the water was
It came rushing en from the flooded rlver, and as Tom
Merry & Co. were almost at the School House door, 1 swept them
off thelr feet. They struggled and rolled in the water, clambering
up the steps of the School House,

—— - . [ET———
e e e

P

vl

(Above is a reproduction of thecover of our companton papar, ' The Gem " Library, which contains a grand com plete tale of
the Chums of 8t Jim's, entitled THE FLOODED SCHOOL ! by Martin Clifford. Order now. Out on Wednesray., Prica 1d.)

Bow-wow.wow |

“ My heye ! '

Mr. Tozer jumped round.

Harry Wharton & Co. bad stopped, and were locking in tha
window of Hr: Yidd, the local draper, outfitter, tailor, and most
other things. They seemed to be very interested in o sneciel
line in pyjamas, apd not to ba naticing P.-¢. Tozor at all.

“¥Where's that dorg ?°" ejaculasted Mr. Tozer. I szays
whaore's that blrased dorg T "

Crr=rep-r !

A savage anarl close behind him made Mr. Tozer spin round
agnin, He came almost into contack with & tailor's dummy
standing out=ide Mr. Yidd's doorway. Thoe dommy head an expres-
kionle== waxen face, with highly-coloured cheeks and staring glass
eves, pnd was clad in a wonderfully striped svit, with a placard on
the chest bearing the lepend

I this styvle, one painea !

P.-c. Tozer bhlinked et the dommy, and lookéed round bLelind
bim, and inte the daorway, and along the shop-front,

* Where's that blessed dorg ? Mo mabtered,

Cr-rep-v !
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“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!”

. The grow] came from inside the shep now, and Mr. Tozer looked
in. The little old-fashioned shop was somewhat dusky. Mr.
Yidd was behind his counter, and hoe nodded his bald head affably
to Mr. Tozor.

“ Vat I do for your * " he asked, in a rich Oriental accent.

* Bean a dorpg 1" asked Mr. Tozer.

Mr. Yidd shook his head.

* 1 have theen no dog.” he roplied. ** Have you lost & dog ¥

“ There was a beast yappin' and snarlin’ at me, and it rlnggl:uj.
into this shop,” Mr, Tozer explained. ** I1t'a a dangorous hanimal,
that's wot it is, and I was afraid it might do some damapo.”

I do not thee it,"" said Mr. Yidd, Iocking round.

Y No, I don't see it eithor.  Tt's vory utenge,’ said Mr Tozor,
passing his hand over his heated brow.

Mr. Yidd looked at hiin queerly.

“ I think I should go home."” he aaid gently.

* (o "ome " ropeated Mr, Tozor, not nnderatanding.

“ Yeth, You might meet vour inspector ™

Mr. Tozer glared,

%, If you think ['ve heen drinking ———" i began.

* No, no, no ! ™ exclaimed Mr. Yidd pescefully, spreading out

A Splendid Long Complate School Tale
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two {at handas to emplhasise his remarks. “ But I shink I go home
if I was you, Mr, Tozer | ™'

P..¢. Tozer snorted, and stamped away to the deorway again,
As he did so, there came & low, threstening growl just outside
the shop, and Mr, Tozer jumped back into the interior. Lt was
only too clear to him that the savege animal was waiting to
gpring upon him a3 he emerged from the narrow doorway,

“ My heye!” murmured 'Mr, Tozer. " You ‘eard that 1"

Mr. Yidd looked surprisnd.

“ Yeth, I hear him,"” he gaid. * I hear him thith time,"

“1t's & dengerons beast,'" said Mr. Tozer, " ﬁarp’ia:}b]",
werry like, I'm going to take my truncheon to that ta,"

And Mr, Tozer took out his truncheon and grasped it in his
brave right hand with a firm grasp, and caotionsly peered out
of tho doorway. He could not see the dog; wsnd, taking his
courage in both hands, o to speak, he made a sudden spring out
upon the pavement, and stood with his truncheon brandished
ready for the savage beast,

But the savage beast did not spring. The savage beast was
not on view, Bix Greyiriars juniors were lounging outside the
shop window, and that waa all.

;Tr. Tozer stared round him blankly and lowered the truncheon,
looking very sheepish.

* 'Ave you seed that dorg, young genta 1 ' he asked.

“ What dog ' " asked Bob TIV.

“ That dorg that was snarling !

"1 haven't seen any dog ! ™

" And I haven't,”” said Harry Wharfon. " Tozer, old mon,
you're dreaming ! You should stick to ginger-beer 17

“ The stickfulness to the esteerned ginger-beer should be
terrifie, iny worthy Tozer," murmured Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr. Tozer jammed his truncheon away. Ho was beginning to
think himseli that the ale at the Iled Cow had something to do
with the matter. It was ecertainly most extreordinary. Mr.
Tozer felt like a haunted man,

* I can’t make it hout," he murmured.
I know thers was a dorgg !
a4 "enrd it."

* Hn, ha, ha!"

The Greyiriars juniors burst into a rcar. As the dog had no
existence outside Billy Bunter's ventriloguial performance, Mr.
Tozer must have had truly marvellous powers of vision to enablo
him to seo it !

Mr. Tozer glared suspiciously at the juriors, He liad a lurking
suspicion that they knew something about the peculiar perforni-
ances of that mysterious dog, though he conld not fathem how.

" Well, it's gorn now,” said Mr, Tozer, after a last look rovnd.
* Blow it ! "

* Oh, po home ! Yovu're tipsy 17

Mkr. ﬁ‘:u staggered ba-:ﬂ:?

If ono of the Greyfriars juniors had uttered those words, Mr.
Tozer would have boen a=tounded, but he conld have understood
it. But what was he to think when that remark proceeded from
the dummy standing outside Mr. Yidd's dooy * The pink face
anc the blue glass eyos stared straight at My, Tozer as he stog-
gerod beck, gasping.

“ My heya !t " gasped Mr. Tozer. ' Did you ‘ear that 1"

*“ Ob, you're lipsy ! Go and slecp it off [ ™7

(L] HF hﬂ'?ﬁ 1 LR ]

Mr. Tozer stared steadiastly at the figure, and backed awey
from it as if it had been a fearfnl spectre.

* Leave the ale alone when you're on duty next time, Tozey !
Ha, ha, da "

“ Oh, my heve! " EEFE{I Tyzer. * It must be the ale, or else
I"mi going balwy ! D%. L

He hod backed away to the edge of the pavement without
perceiving it in his agitation. He made anether steop backwards,
and & d down into tho road, and the sudden lozz of balance
wade him =it down quite 2uddenly.

*Oh!" he gasped.

** Lend him & hand 1" murmured Bob Cherry,  * T've got an
idea—a gorgeous wheeta ! All of you help Tozer! ™

The Greyiriars juniors dashed up to the sitting constable to
help himm up. They sl grasped himy ot ovee, ond rased the
portly policeman to his feel. Eob Cherry whisked the placard
off the figure, and held it behind him as he ran to the as:istance
wof g chum=,  As My Tozer was |'tl}i[l[-;'.'tl up, pnnting, Bol: l'J]m.‘r;.r
hooked the plasard on the back of his tunie.

“Thank you!™ ped Mr. Tozer. " Don’t you push my
‘ohmet hofl, please, young Bullk I'm all vight., Lemme alope ! ™

" Bure you can stand, Tozer '™ asked Harmvy Wharton, with
great policitude,

" Course I ean ! roared Mie Tozer. I nin't been drinking,
Mow ver 17

And Mr. Tozer, fecling that the 2ooner e got away from that
acens of anysterics the better, atarted down the street with hia
usual atride, but a little move hurried than winal. TUpon hia broad
back the placard, hooked on his tunie, showed up to great
adveantage :

* In this siyle, one guinea ! "
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Price One Guinea.

E. TOZEF was socustomed to attracting a certain amount
of attention in the atreets of Friardale. His stately
figure dominated the villagastreet. Small boys regardad
him with terror, and village girls with admiration.

GHances were very often thrown at him as he paraded the old
High Street, But never had sac many glancea been thrown st
him a9 on this sunny afternoon ; never had he received so many
smilea ; never had he sttracted such unboundsd attention as
now.

As he walked up ihe street, people nodded to him, or greeted
him, a3 ususal, but behind him he left the street in a roar.

Srmall boya yelled after him, snd stared, and yelled again;
and when P.-o. Tozor swurig round in wrath, then there was a
{resh roar from spectators who were given o view of his back,

Mr. Tozer was sstounded. The afternoon scemed crammed
with atrange happenings for him.

Harry Wharton & a. were atrolling alongy at eome distance
beliind him, but they were all looking very sedate, and evidently
they could be having na hand in this matter.

What was it ?

Was his helmet on awry, or had he & splash on his ruddy face,
ar what 7 He paused, and looked into & shop window at his
reflection, and he saw nothing whatever wrong with hia reflection.
The glass did not, of courze, reflect hia back.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ One guinea ! ™

* Haw, haw, haw ! "'

¥ Dear at the price !

* Wall, there's a lot theer for a puinea 17

* Haw, haw, haw !

AMr. Tozer glared round him. He simply ¢ould not undersiand
the alluzions. Ho roised his chin a little highoer, and strode on
houghtily. The irreverent laughter of the wvillage wurchins,
howover, was not suppreised by the dignity of AMr. Tozer. In
fact. his dignity of deportment only made the absurd notice on
hia back seem more abiurd,

“ Oh, my hat ! " murmured Bob Cherry. " When will he find
it out ¥ a, ha, hat"

* The ha-he-hafulness is terrific ! "

“One puinea ! " yclled o little ragamufin,
Dear-—too dear '™

Mr. Tozer, furqﬁt-ting his dignity for a monient, made a rush
at the urchin. The young raseal flod at top speed.

The portly policeman coulkl not hope to catch him. He
slackened pace agoain ; but he sirode on quickly, anxious to get
out of the High BStreet, which seemed to have brcome very
populous all of a sudden. :

Qutside Uncle Clegg's tuck-shop three fellaws were lounging,
in Etons esnd silk hats. They were Popsonby, Goadshy, and
Vavasour, three juniors of Higheliffe School. They locked at
Mr. Tozer in amazement a3 he came gailing on, wondering what
was the cause of tha laughter, . ]

“ Bomething’s going on,” said Ponsonby, m surprize. " ls
Tozer drank ¥ The wholr giddy village seems to be caclling
after him,”

* Absolutely,” yawned Viavasoer.

“YWhat's the matter ¥ Hulle, Tezer,” ealled out CGadsby,
“whint's the joke

Mr. Tozer halted, mopping his fevered brow.

I dunno, Master Godaby,” ho said. " ‘The "ala village seems
to 'ava porn mad this arternoon. I ain't no idea wot it 15,

There was A yell from ths distance,

“In that style ! My word!"™

* Only a guinea ! ™

dd Hu. hE. ]m! 5k

“ Will you take fifteen and six, Tozer 1"

“¥ou 'ear them ! " said the unhappy gonstable,
know wot they mean. They're all gorn mad.
‘old of 'em T'd run ‘em in. I naver kyzw thore was so many
kit in Friardale before,  1t's seandaloos.

The Higheliffe fellows grinned.

Mr. Tozer sailed on, sand then Ponronby and Co. had & view
of his back, They starcd blankly for & moment, and then
relled.

**Ha, ha, ha ! ™

* Oh, my only summer chapean ! gn‘:‘pmf Gadshy.  * Thit
istoorich! Hga ha he!™

* Absolutely ' stutterod Vavasour.

AMr. Tozer swung round indignantly.

* Realby, voung gentlemsn,” he exclaimed.

“"Ha, ha, ha ! ™

* Look "ere———"

" Do you know Y began Gadsby.

“Hold on,” murmurcd Ponsonby,
Let him keep on”

“Rats ! aaid Gadsby., "It's & jape of those Croyviviars
bownders, snd we want te give than away. Lot ‘em pet into
o rorw over it

** Abaolutely,"” said Vavasour.

**Iie, he, he!

“T dwn’t
If I could get

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Don't give it away.
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Ponsenby LhoEliafed. Ho waz hot quite so thorough & cad
a3 J!ﬁ! comradss ; but while ha hositated, Gadsby settled tha
matler.

* Do you know what you've got on your batk, Tozzr I™ Le
called out.

DMr. Tozer started.

“On my back T he sjaculated.

“Yes. Ha, ha, ha!"

“Wot ' demanded Mr. Tozer, trying to rrach his back with
hit hand, and failing in the attempt, hid circeumferance bzing a
Little too ample. " Bh! Woet iz it ! "

* Come over here, and I'l take it off for you.”

ALy heye ! 7

Cadsby unhooked the placard, and held it up for Mr. Tozar'a
ingpection,

Ir. Tozer gazed at it with starting eyas.
Thez inscription oo the placard seemed to wink at him.
“IN THIS STYLE, ONE GUINEA

“My 'at Oh! Was that—that thore thiog on my back 1"
stuttered Mr. Tozer.

“Ha, ha! Yes."

**Ow—"ow did it gt thore ¥

* Somebody hooked it on there T suppose,” grinned Gadsby.
* It's been taken from outside a shop. Have you been close to
those Greyiriar's chaps ¢ "'

Then a light dawned upon Mr. Tozor. He rememntbered tha
great kindness of the Greyiriacs juniors in helping him up when
hiz had fallen into the road. i

“The wyoung raskils!™ he execlsimsd., “My heye! I'll
report this to Dr. Locke, see if I don't! The hawiul young
razkils, insultin' the majesty of the lor in this way."”

“ Report 'em, rather,” said Vavasour. * Got 'em licked !
They'ra cheeky young cads, anyway."

Mr. Tozsr ¢lutched the placard in his hand, aad glared towarda
Harry Wharton and Co.

“The show's over,” groaned Baob Charry. ™ Those High.
cliffe rotters have given 1t away ! Well, I wa? gotting an achs
in my ribe, a

*You young raskils ! roarad Mr., Tozer. ' You fixed this
fern on my hack ! "

* My dear Tozer————-1"

“I'm goin' to report yer ! " roared Tozar.
My heye P

* Oh, dear,” murmured Billy Bunter. * Thors will b a row
about this! Those Higheliffe rottera have given thy game
away."

Wharton gritted hiz teeth.

“We'll jolly well lick thim, sanyway, bore woe go," ho
muttered.

" Yos, rathsr."”

Mr. Tozor waved the placard in ths air, his face purple with
fury. He scemned inclined to take the law into his own hands,
and chargz at the Greviriars juniors, but they kept a safe
distance, and stood ready to dodge,

“I—I'mn goin' straight up to the sehool now 1™ stuttered
BMr. Tozer. *" You'll 'ear of thiz! Young raskils! You'll
"ear of this "ere ! ™

And Mr. Tozer, with the offending placard in his hand, tramped
away up ths road to Greyiriara. Harry Wharton and Co. ware
not laughing now. They knew thors would ba trouble whon
thay reached the school whan Mr, Tozar had mado his report.

Thera cams a chuckle from the Higheliffe juniors. Thoy

rinned at Harry Wharton and Co. with evidont enjoyment,

celing wai very unfriendly batwesn Growyiriarz and High-
eliffa ; though, to b2 just, the fault wa2 chiefly on the Higheliffe
side. Ponschy and Co. never would * play tho pame.”

“Well, you kids are booked for a licking," prinned Guadsby.
“ T must 2ay it sarves you right.”

** Ahaolutely ! " said Vavaasour,

“ You rotten eads ! roared Bob Chorvy, “ You
up to the gamz! Why couldn't you let it alone ¥
you want to give us away for 3"

“Oh, g ond sot vole,” caid Gadaby.
As a matter of fact, we don't care to tal
no clais, a3 & matter of fact.”

¥ Absclutely,” wawned Vavaiour. " We don't talk
geliool thet admits rotten scholarship outsidera ! No 1"

“ Com? in and gat some gingar-pop, old dears,” seid Ponsenby.
" MNover mind those eada 1™

And the three Highelifi wos strolled into Unele Clege’s shop.
Harry Wharton and Co. chlmnglnd glanece.

“Wa're jolly well going to lick thoae cads,” said Nugent
agvarely., * They can tackle any thres of us they like—but
thay ve got to have it! We'll give 'em fair play—which is
moe: than they would give gs "

1 =ay, you fellows——"

“Oh, vou can buzz off, Bunter—you'r> no good in a fight.
Clear offt ! "

Ol really, Nugent !

* Hold on ! " said Bob Cherry, his face clearing suddenly, and
3 grin teking the place of tho frown. * Hold on, my sons !
Wa brought Buntor out to ventriloguiso-—and here's another
aidddy chanes for him ! Bunter, old man, if you make ihose
awful cnds git up in first-closs siyle, you shall draw on Uncla
Ulege's slo:k for all you can guzzle.”
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Billy Bunter's littls round eyes gleamed behind his spectacles”
H waz on his mettle now.

“Proon ! b said.

And the Greylriars {ellows erowdad into the village tuckshop.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Trouble in thz Family.

DNSONBY AND CU. starad at the Greyiriars fellowa
a3 thry cam> in, in a deeidedly offensivs way. 'I'hs
“awank” which wa3 the groatest gift of tho Highelifiang
had never boen more ovidont in their mannora, It was

th way of the Higheliffi vas to act asif thy carth was hardly good
encugh for thom to wals on; and if thers had besn any found.-
ation for their high opinion of themselves it might perhaps
Lhave been exeuwed, Bal there wasa't: Highelide playold
ericket and fooler rottenly, and Lhey played so unfoirly that
Groyfriars had ceaszd to moet them on the playing-field,
Wivan thera ware fistical oncountera betweon tha fellows of
th* two achools, a3 not inffoquently happencd, ths High-
clifffsna nevar got ths best of it unlesar thy odds ware upon
thur side. Buot in spite of sll, thoy maintained their excellent
ﬂli}iniuu cf themselves unimpwad, and nevor showed ths
slighteat inclination tu climb down.

onsonby had bsen spending moncy freely, evidently, a3
Uncle Clegg was handing him ths change of a sovereign, Unels
Cla was a very crusty old gentleman; but hs was all
Brntua for the Highclifis fellows. gi}ld iecus wore not common
objacts in Uncls Clegg's shop. He nodded very off-haudedly to
th: Greyfriara juniors. Most of their ecustom wont to Mra,
Mimble's little shop at the school, and they wore not 8o valuablo
a3 tha fellowa from Higheliffo.

" 8ix of ginger-pop, gleam:." said Harry Wharton,

* Finish aerving m> firat,” said Ponsonby. I want s lot moro
thinga. Can you fcllowa eat gome more jam-tarts 1"

“ I try," anid Gadsby,

“* Absolutely,' said Vavaiour.

“And we'll try soma of th2 jellies, too,” sesid Ponsonby.
* Show us some of ths jelliaa, Unele Clegg: and you ecen show us
Rom~n cakes, too, different kinds.™

Wharton frowned. Ponasonby was evidently determined to
keep Uncle Clegg oconpied, so that he could not serve tha
Crroyfriars fellows.

‘“* Hand over tha gingar-pop, Uncle,” said Bob Cherry.

“I'm serving thoee young gontlemen,” said Uncle Clegg.
“ Thry're good customzras,”

“ Better than us, c¢h 1" said Bob Chorry, laughing.  ** Well,
I'll take th> ginger-pop, and you can fake ths money whon
you'vo got timo, alter aerving your good customers."

And Bob Cherry ceachod over the counter and appropriated
aix bottloa of ginger-beer.

* Mow, just chuck over the glasses,” he said.

* I'ra busy joat now," said Unecle Clogg impertinently.

“ IDan't interrupt Mreo Clegp” whon he's showing mo cakes,”
anid Ponsonby. 1 really think you ought to know better,
Chorry.  But 1 suppoae that's Groyiriars mannoers,”

' Abaolately,”” poand Voavasour,

* Oh, you go and eat coke,” said Bob Chorery.  “ Can't we hava
our %]fmea till you'va done looking ovor the cakes 1™

“ Certainly not ! Don't bother "

“* Look here, Uncle Clagg——"' bog Harry Wharton warmly.

“ 1I'm busy !’ snid Unele Clegg,  ** "Tend to you in & minnit.™

I say, you fellows b

“ This "ero cake i3 something very special,” said Unecle Clegg,
-liispiﬂ.}ing a currant cake that really looked very tempting.
“* You'll likke this."

“Aw ! What's thz price of that 1" asked Ponsonby,

“Ton shillings ! "

“What 1™

“* A philling," said Unele Clepg.

“ ¥ ou said ten shillinga juat now.,"” said Ponzonby, In surprisre.

“Tht" ssid Unecle Cloge, who was rather deaf. ** Worth
ton shillings, did you eay ¥ You're right, Master Ponsonby,
quits right.”

“ No, I dida't say anything of ths sort,” shouted Ponsonby.
“1 said, you said it was ten shillinga a minute ago,"”

*That I dida't,” said Uncle Clegg.

“You did, you asm! Never rund. If it's o bob, it's all
right. You ¢an wrap that up, and another like it, and we'll
inke it along.”

“ That will bz a pound th? two !

W it ¢ roared Ponsonby.

“ Eh t " #zaid Uncle Clegg.

1 won't have th m?* "'

Trncle Clegg looked amazed.

* Rut you told me to wrap them up,” ha exclaimad.

“%oz; but I'm not going to pay a pound for two shilling
eakes, you old fathead.”

“ Who asked you to 1" demanded Uncle Clegg. beginning
to pot erusty, ©' Them two cakes will cost you two shillings.
That's the prics.”
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* Then what did you say they'd cost 2 pound for 1%

“ Why, I didn’t ! "

“You did! Do you think I don’t know your squeaky
:giw 1" howled Yonsonby, ' Didn't you hear him, you

r 35

"F'?:&t, rather.” spid Gadsby.

* Absolutely,” =aid Vavasour. 5

“Woll, I didn't,” growled Uncle Clegg. * If this is & joke
of you young gontlemen, I don't like jokes. Never did. Avo
vou going to 'ave them cakes or are you not %

“ Not ! growled Ponsonby, *
want ‘em . "

“1 say, Unclo Clegg, I'll have them,” ssid _Eiill;,1 Bunter,
in his natural voice. " You ean hand 'em over hers.”

uek 'oin oaway, I don't

Unele Clegg gave him a grim look. :
“You can have them if you pay for them, Master Bunter,”
he said,

* Othy, really, Uncle Clegg ! ™

* You owe me four bob now,"” raid Mr. Clegg.

 Pay for the eakes, will you, Bob Cherry * I'1) let you
have it back out of my postal.order this evening," said Bunter,

Bob Cherry grinned, and threw the money on the counter.
Lilly Bunter' started on the ecakes. The Greylriars juniors
Wars El'inniflg jovously. Bunter's imitation of Uncle Clegg'a
squeaky wvoico had been so exaect that they slmost believed
themsolves that My, Clegg had made those remarks the Remove
ventriloguist had put . into his mouth, Bob Chorry poked
the fat junior in the ribs.

“Goit! " he murmured. .

“1I'm going it,” said Billy Bunter, who was making the cake
disappear at record speed. ' This ia prime.”

“1 don't mean that, you ass! lenty of time for thet.”
growled Bob Cherry. 2

“ Oh, all right.”

Johnny Bull had fetched glasses from the back of the shop,
regardless of Unels Clogg, and the Greyiriars fellows wero
drinking their ginger-beer.  Billy Bunter took alternate munches
ot the cake and gulps at the ginger-beer. It was some minutes
before he had time for any more ventriloguiam.

Ponsenby was selecting all sorts of articles to take back to
Highelifie, He was pleased at the op unity of showing
uft his sovereigos before the Greyiriars fellows, who certainly
were not so well provided with money., Quite a pils grew on
the eounter before the Higheliffo trio.

“ Now, how mueh i3 that little Jot " asked Ponsenby.

Unele Clogg mede a oaloulation upon a fragment of paper
with a stump of pencil. Ho was not good at mental arithimetie.

" Beven pound tem !

Ponsonby jumped.

* How mugh 1" he roared.

Unele Clegg looked up from his caleulation.

* Boventoen-and-six 1 ™ he said,

** Then what did you say zoven pound ten for " demanded
Ponzonby, wondering whether Ungle Clegg was intoxicated.

L] Eh 1 k¥

* You said seven pound ten ! ™ shrieked
Ponsonby,

“ 1 didn't. I said =zeventeen.snd-six!™
howled Uncle Gla‘f%.

“ You're an old fool 1™

“ Look 'ere, Master Ponsonby 17

“ Oh, he's drunk! " said Gadsby. “* Muab
be drunk or mad. Let's get out.”

“You ean send those things up to High-
cliffe for wme,” esid Poneonby. * Coan't
CRITY B Elhldy parcel through the streats,
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" Oh, shui up, and change the gnid.”

*It'a bad !’

* It's not bad, you silly aszs !

(1] Eh ! LR

" What do you mean by saying it's bad 1 7

* I ain't said so0.”

" You-—you silly old chwmp!* yelled Ponzonby. ** First
you say it's bad, and then that it’s good, sad then that it'y bad
aggain.  What do yon mean * 7

" Look ‘ere, if this is a joke Master Ponsonby, I don’t un-
derstand it,” said Unecle Clega, very gruffy, “I've 'ad enuff
of it, 50 I toll yer.”

He opened his till, to take out the chenge for the soversign,
mumbling indignantly to himself., And hiv voice scemed to
run on without a change.

“ You've been robbin' ey till, Master Ponsonhy !

Ponsonby jumped,

“What! " he yvelled.

b | r:lir].ujt. spaa‘k.'" snaried Unele Clogy.
t‘l;tfﬂ%ﬂu did, you old thief! You said T'd been robbing your

il

* 8o vowhave,” snid a voice that was Vavasour's or else an
exact reproduction of it. " I saw you, Pon., abzolutely.”

Vuvessour was not deaf, and when he heard his own voice
Fr_peun.k,mg. he stopped ‘his glass of ginger-beer half-way to his
lips, and stood petrified. Ponsonby swung round on him in a
roaging fury,

" What! You say so!" he yellad.
robbing that old fool's till!?

" I—I say, Pon,—I1—1——""

Biff !

Ponsonby struek the glass of ginger-beer upward, and Vavas
sour gave a wild yell as the liguid spurted in a great wave into
his face. -He dropped the glass, and it smashed into fifty pieces
on the floor, and he gasped and sputtered, and gouged the beor
frantically ouvt of his eyes and nose.

“Ow! ow! grooh! groog! Grug! Oh'”

“Ha, ha, ha!l' yelled the Greyiriars juniora.

Pensonby clenched his fists, and gla at his unfortunate
chum, Vavasonr mopped the ginger-beer off his face, aud
glared back at him mt-ﬂ equal fury,

" Now say it again!” shouted Ponsonby. “ I'H mop up
the floor with vou, you weedy werm ! I'll teach you to say
1'm a thief."

You said yoursell it was good,*

Y en say Yo sAW e
My hat! Il jolly wellm—""

*“Groo! ¥ said——"

" You said you saw me—-"
“Ididn't] I—it—-"

it Liﬂl‘ l L ¥

" Look here——""

“ You skinny, weady apology lor & scarecrow ! yelled
Pansenby, his real opinion of his friend comring out with start-
ling frankness. ™ You—yon moulting parrot, vou haven's

sense enough to do anything but stutter ont " Absolutely.’
You burbling echump—-—"

i P L SR
" You silly apology for an idiot.”
* Look here, Fotalt you—""

" Shut up, Pon; you did rob the tiil, veu
know,” said a twin to Gadsby's voice, and
(fadsby jumped, and Ponsonby turned
upon Lim like & whirlwind.

He did not stop to talk; ke rushed at
Godsby, hitting out with both fsts.

Ol rosred Gadsby, as Ponsonby's
right caught him in the eve, and the
left on the nose. “Oh! Yah! Oh!

Change that for me ! " “Is Yawp ! "
He laid a sovereign on the counter. Urash !
" That ain't & one. "

“"Rot!" exclaimed I'onsenby, warmnly.
" 1t's perlectly d. It's just the same
&g the one you changed ten nunutes ago,
yvou old dufier.”

[F] Eil : i !

* I pay that sovereign's perfectly good,”
velled Ponsonby.

g | I;.:Lﬂl‘ Badid ll;t wasn'f," ﬂaidd Enﬁl.ﬂ
Clegp, ing up the sovereign and bitin
it to make mE.-e.l:m:l then rinéng it on t-l_tg
counter. ** Yes, it's good enough,”

* You said it was & bad one.”

* Who did 1 *

* You did 1™ -

“I didn't =ay wothing of tho sort. I
never apoke,”

* Oh, he's drunk 1 ** said Gadsby.

“ Absolutely."

“ Lok C‘ere,” axelaimed Unele Clegg,
whonse unamiable smper was worked up
to a state of e ration by this time.
““I ain't being ked to like that by
nobody., Look ‘erp!"
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(zadsby sal down.

But he waz up agsin in a second, rushing
at Ponsonby. Gadsby was more war-like
than Vavaszour, and he did not take it
E!lu"lﬁ-l-l}'. He clozed with Ponsonby, and
they recled round the little shop, panting
and hammering at one another,

" Here, let'zs got out of this,” gasped
Bob Cherry. " Can't stay here with the:e
giddy heoligans. Come on !

"1 say, you fellows, what about ihe
fead 77

‘:.Yuu can feed st Greyfriars. Come
el e

The Removites crowded out of the
shop, leaving Gadsby and PPonsonby still
enpaged in deadly conflict, and Vavasour
=till wiping ginger-beer from hix aristocratio
teaturez, and Uncle Clegg shouting and
gesticulating behind the counter.
Wharton and Co. yelled with langhtor aa
ithey walked down the sireet.

 Ha, ha, ha! 1 think we've scored with
Y'onsonby and Co., after adl,’” yeclled Bob
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The made-up amateur actors imitated Mr, Tozer's stride, keeplng step with his fat little legs, The school gates
were reached, and there was a yell as the pecullar procession was sighted. A crowd of fellows came swarming
reat Scoft! What's all this? ™

| round at once, **

(See Chapler 4.)

Cherry. * Ha, ha, ha!
weight n jam puffs 17
* He, ha, ha!™
And Harry Wharton and Co. walked home to Greyiriars feel-
ir.z satisfied with themselves, and consoled in advance for the
“row " that was undoubtedly waiting for them at the school.

Bunter, old man, you're worth your

ik e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,

A Licking for Six}

ROTTER, the gagc-, met the chums of the Remove as they
E;t‘;ured tilmh chool ﬁ;ﬂtwh ’.’.‘r*::tta;r n;;sa looking serious
avmpathotie, 1 unter sli e BWLY .
He wg..-; fm of tha pm?;y that ha.-:iP'np tlmr'IIF villﬁ“gg
policemen ; but he did not ses why he should accompany
thern into the Head's prezence. Thore were snough to bo
eallod over the coals without him, Bunter thought. aud he had
taken refuge in the tuck shop in the corner of the Close,
* Holle, halle, halle, Trotty |" said Bob Cherry, " where-
fore that solemn brow 1™
Tee Mia¥er LIBRARY.—-No. 244,

Trotter grinned.

* Dr. Locke wanis to see yvou,” he said,

AN of us ¥

** ¥Yoa, Master Wharton,”

00, erambs! 7 ogaid Johnny Bull, ™ Wo're in for it Is
~—ia there anybody with the Head, Trotty 1"

“ Yoa, Moaster Bull, Mr., Tozer's thera ! ™

Th Blﬁw lj'lﬂn:r! 23

And the chums of the Remove took their way to the Head's
study. The music had to be faced, and they nerved themselves
for the ordeal. They rubbed their hands with anticipation
as they approached the study, and then Harry Wharton tapped
at the door.

“"Comgin!™

The Head's volce sounded very
another a look of commiseration, and Wharton ﬂlpan-E{i a door.
They welked in vory guietly and respectiully. Police-con-
stable Tozer was stonding by the Head's desk, his face red and
wrathful, and the offending placerd in his hands. Ewvidently
he had been pitching 8 tale of his uncommon wrongs. Dr.
Locke whs ]r:u::Ei.ng very stern,

The juniors gave one
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“Boyal™ be said. “ Mr. Tozer has been waiting hare for
¥ou. I hsve heard a very serious complaint from Mr. Tozer ! "

* 1 am gorry, 8ir," said ry Wharton, meekly.

*The sorrowlulness is torrific, honoured, sir!’ murmured
Hurres Jamset. Bam Singh.

“ We are sure dr. Tozor doesn't bear malico fur a harmless
little joke, sir ™ said Frank Nugent, ' and—and if you don’s
mind my sayiag it, sir, ought Mr. Tozer to bo encowraged to
sneak 1"

Mr. Tozer nontly exploded.

To have hizx majestic complaint to the Head of (reyiriarm
characterized &3 * sneaking,” as if he were a faz in the shool,
was too groat & blow to his dignity. He scomed on the verge
of apoplexy, and his mouth opened two or three times, but no
words cama forth,

* Nugent ! eaid the Head. sternly. *° You will gain nothing
by being rude to Mr, Tozer! It seems that you boya fixed
this placard to Mr. Tozer’s back, in the strects of Friardale,
causing him to became an object of public ridicule."

* Well. he—he's used to that, sir,”” murmured Bob Cherry,

* Bilence, Chorry ! Do you deny having done it 7'

*No,=ie! [ did it ; the other chaps dida't."™

¥ They was all in it together,” said Mr. Tozer, in & suffocating
voice, ™ Young rips, I calls 'em! I would 'ave taken them
to the lock-up, sir, only for my respeck for you, Dr. Locke,
Young raskils, that's wot they are! I says——"

" You did quite right in leaving their punishment in my
hands, Mr. Tozor,” said the Head. "I shall prove to them
thut they cannot play jokes with impunity upon a member of
hiz Majeaty's Police Force. You admit, then. that you placed
this ridiculows placard on the back of Mr, Tozer ¥

“Yes, sir. 1t woas only & little joke, gir,”

“ The jokelulneas was terrifie, gir.”

* It was an uttorly anjustifiable proceeding.” said the Head.
;Eml: of you will be severely caned in the presence of Mr.

ozer !

“Oh, gir!"

* Unleas BMr, Tozer should prefer to look upon the whole
matter a3 & harmless frolic, and request m2 to spare you,”
added the Head, with a glance at Mr. Tozor.

" Qo it, Tozey ! "' murmured Bob Cherry encouragingly.

~The juniors fixed their eyea upon Mr, Tozer. Now was the
time for Mr, Tozer to rise to the vccasion and show a really
generous aoul, which would bave preserved him inviolate from
all the ]'apas of the Famous Four in future. But Mr. Tozer
did not look as if he meant to rise to the ceession in that way,
His expression showed that he was antisipating the punishment
of the Removites with the kecnest satisfaction,

He did not speak !

The Head waited & moment for s reply, and as Mr. Tozer
made none, Dr. Locke rose from his seat and took up his cane.

“ You firat, Wharton ! " he seid. * Hold out vour hand.”

Harry Wharton held out his hand without o word, then he
held out the other, and then the first again. He received three
cuts in all, and they were vory hard. Dr. Locke knew how
to lay on the cane when he was in earnest,

Wharton a back, his face guite pale for a moment.
Then the other yuniors took their turn.  Bob Chervy, and Frank
Nugent, nnd Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
received the same punishment as the captain of the Remove,
Mr. Toxer watching it with great eomiort.

“There ! " soid the Head. * And now—-—""

" There was another of ‘em, sir,” eaid the inexcorable My,
Tozer.

* Another ! Wlio was with you, Whazton # ™

“ Bunter was with us, =ir,” snid Harry reluctantly. * But
he hadn’t anything to do with sticking thoe placsird on Tozer's
ail'!;,r back.”

* Wharton ! ™

“Ahom ! ¥ roean on his back, sir.”

“ He was with them, sir"” repeated Mr, Tozer.

Lir. Locks touched the bell,

“ Trottor, find Master Bonter, and bring him in here,” he
said when the page appeared.

“ Yeanir,” said Trottor,

It was full five minutes before Billy Bunter made his appear-
aoce. It was & painful pauwse to the Hemovites, who ‘were
rubbing their hands ruefully. Billy Bunter came into the
study at last with o look of alarm, and a smear of jamn upon
hia fmce.

* You—you—yon want me, sir ¥ he ashed.

“ Yes, Bunter. You know this placard, 1 suppose 1 '?

Bunter blinked at the placard.

U No, sir,” he said. promptly ; Y I've never seen i before,
gir."
“What * "

“I1 don't kaow it at all, sir, anid T've nover seen i, Iu fact,
1 was looking the other way when Bob Cherry hooled it on to
Tozer's back, eir.”

“ Bunter ! You wutterly absurd boy! You were with
Whorton and the rest when this placord was pinned upon
Mr., Tozor's tunie,”

Tue Macuer Lierary.—No. 244,
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“0h, no, air; that's quite s mistake,” said Billy Buntor
cagerly, ™ I'm sure Wharton hasn't said anything of the sort,
Ay for Tozer, air, you can't accept hiz evidence, 8z he was
intozicated when e gaw me with Wharton”

“ Wot *”" roared Mr. Tozer.

* Rilenee, Bunter ! How dare you accuse Mr. Tozor of—of
intoxication ! " exclaimed the Head.

** Well, sir. all the fellows saw it, and

“You have just said thot you were not with them.”

* Quite right, sir; I wam't,”

“ Ara you aware that you ave contradieting yourseli, Bunter 7"

“ Certainly not, sir. 1 said to Whartoen at the time that
Tozer was tipsy, and r

“ How could you have said that’to Wharlton if von were
not with him ! thundered tho Head.

" Well, mir,” stammered Bunter, s little talen aback, * [—1
—when I say I said if, sir, [—1 don't exactly mean that —that
I gaid it——"

“ Hold out your hand, Bunter t*

“ It was n—a figure of speech, sir, What I moan ia—

. Hold out your hand !’

o M-me-my hend, sie 1"

] *

bk

+*

“ W.w.what for, aic ¥

“1 am going to cane you,

* II—if you please, sip——""

“I you do not hold out your hand immeliately. Bunter,
I shall give you six cuts instead of three,” said the Mead
severely.

Bunter held out his hand. He recaived tlires lighter cuts.
but b seomed to double up under the infliction. He squeszed
hia f26 hands undar his arms, and roaped.

Y Ow, ow, owl”

“ Coaza that ridiculonz noise, Bunter,” exclaimed the Head.

“Yow! Ow! I—I can't, sir! I'm hurt. Ow! "

* T.eave my study at once.”

* Yes, air. Ow, ow, ow, ow ! "

Billy Bunter staggered out of the study, still squeezing his
hands and rosring. The Head frowned sngrily.

* You may go, boys,” he rapped out, * and if you play sny
more tricks mpon Mr. Tozer 1 shall cane you more severely.
Me, Tozer, I wish you 8 very good.day.”

And the study door clezed upon all Dr. Locke's nnwelcome
vizitors. But from the distance, through the closed door, sowdd
atill be heard the bellow of Billy Bunter, Like Rachel, Billy
Ehinter was mourning, and would not be comfor|ed,

“Ow, ow, owr ow !

Hold out your hand at once ™

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Fish, The Vepiriloguist,
LUCK ! Gluek !

Johnny Bull halted in sheer astonisliment g3 he came
up to the door of his study in the Remove paasage.
Johnny Bull was rubbing hiz hands ruefully ; he was

fresh from his costigation in the Head's study. But he forgot
the amart for the moment a2 thoze weird snd mysterious sounds
gtruck hia enrs,

CGluck ! Gluck ! Glooh !

The study door was closed. Johnny Bull sharad that study
with Fisher T. Fish, the American junior, and it ocowrred to
him that Fisher T. Fizsh must be ill. He opened the door
quickly, and locked in.

The Yankee junior was there. Ho was standing by e
table with hiz mouth open, and an expression of intense suffering
upon his facs. He seemed to be tryiog to cough up something
from hiz throat which declined to iu:?ge

“Grooh! Glooh! Gluck! Cluck ! CHuck:!™
* Fiahy M
Y Gluek ! Gluck ' M

“What's ths mstter, old man ?
neck ¥ "' saked Bull anxiously,

" rrooooooooh T

b Fiﬁh SR, | )

“ Gloooh ! Clack ! Cluck '™

“ Great Scott, Fizshy, yon asa, what's the maller ? "

“{luek ! Huek! Glueck!”

Johnny Buill thonght he could not do better than <mack
Fisaer T, Fish on the back to help him out with the con ]&!ng
process.  He did so—with considerable force. Fisher ""."ih‘ 3l
seemed to wake out of a trance, and he gave a tereifid Fell,

“ Yow, you silly puy. What are you up to ? "

* I thouzht you were choking,” gasped Johnny Buldy

“ O, yon asw "

* What's the matter with yvou. then. if vou're not 2™
demrnded Johony Bull indignantiz. " You alarmed megyon
fathead 1™

“Grooh ! I'm proctising,™

* Practising ! " saicl Bull, ravstified, ' Practi<ing waking o
row like an old hen with the croap! What on ewrth are you
tioing that for ¥ ™

(ot gomathing in vourg
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" Xo, vou nas|
throwing it."”

* Throwing it 1*

s {xﬁuﬂﬂﬂ g0.""

o Well, if your voice is like that, the sccner you throw if,
end the inrther you throw it, the botter,” said John Dull
“What gre you playing the giddy ox for? You'll damnage
your vocad chords,” '

“I'm ﬂmetiain ventriloguism."

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

“1I guess there's nothing to cackle at,” growled Fisher T.

I'm practising producing my  veice, snd

Fish. ‘' Bunter can ventriloquise, 1 suppoze I can. There’s
nothing you can do over heré that we can't do over there, 1
can tell you. Gluck ! Gluck !™

Rt tﬁntr silly. row practizing ventriloguizmi 7% demanded
John Ball,

“ Correct, Gluck ! Gluek !V

“ Then you ean go and practise it in some other study, vou
nza! Bhut up!"

“Gluck ! QCGluck!”

“ Btop it 1Y roared Jolhn RBall
nerveos on edge. Chuel it !

“Gluck ! Gluek !

Johnny Bull seized the American junior Ly the shoulders,
snd gove him & powerful twist that sent him staggering inio
the passage, and slaramed the deor on him. Fisher T. Fish
gasped, and left off glucking till he recovered his bveath.

He did not re-enter the study. He walked down the Remove
{M&Eﬁg& te No. 1, and looked in. Harry Whartén and Fronk
Nugrent were there, and they were rabbing their hands dolefully,
and saying things on the subject of Police-constable Tozey.
Fisher 2_'1‘ Fish nodded agreeably.

“I'wve pot it !'" he said,

* 8o have wo—we've got it bad '™ procned Nugent. "1
never knew the Head was such a wiry old bhird. Ow!®

“ Licked 1" asked Fish. ;

“Yea, Ow, ow!"”

* Never mind. I'll jape the Head if you like, snd make him
ait up,” eaid Fisher T. Fih., I guess I can
o it—some, with my ventriloguism.”

Wharion end Nugent left off rubbing their
hends for a moment to stare at the American
junior as he made thiz announcement.

“* With your what ¥ " demanded both ihe.
juniora together.

“ My wventriloguism ! ' said Fisher T. Fish
loftily. :

“1 didn’t know you were a veniviloguist.”

“Oh, T can do these things, voun kuow,"
enid Fisher T. Fish, in his airy way.
" Precicus few things we can’t do over there,

“You're selting all my

I guess. I gucsz I ean heat Bunter all along
the line—aome."
“You can ventriloguise ¥ demonded

Nugoent, in astonishmont,

i YE “i:l-

“ Rats t** said Harry Wharton.

"1 guess I can give you & sample,” said Fisher T. Fish
confidently.  “ It's jolly easy—ifor me. I don’t supposa yon
fellowa could do it, but it sort of comes to me. I'll make my
voice come from the pgrate, Listen!”

“ Go ahesd !’

Figlier T. Fish assumed an awiul expressicn, and emitied
8 fav-away, expiring squeak. The juniors watched him with
great interest.

“Well 7 said YWharton.

“ There you ave ! ' snid Fish,

“Is that ventriloguiam "

L1 YE‘F- b ]

' But in ventriloguism the volee is 11:'?11:&5:'{1 lo procecd
from some other person or place, sn't it I7 ssked Nugent.

Fizsher T, Fizsh glared.

“Yep., That came from the grate”’

“Did it "™

" Difin't you hear it 7"

(b, yes, wo heand it

“Well, where did it seem to you {o come from " Jdemanded
Fisher T. Fish wrathfully.

" From the neck of a ailly ass 1™

“ (Oh, T guess von'd be jealouws, anyway,” said Fisher T. Fizh.
L try egain. I'm going to make & voies come from the
chimngy.” He coughed, and twisted up his features into a
veally terrific shape, and & dying squeax come from his throat,
' Are you there *"

“ Yea, 'ne here,” said Nugent.

“Ass | That was supposed to be a voice in the chimney ! ™
howled Fizh.

““YWants o lot of supposing, then.
neek, ns plain as anything.”’

" Bomething wrong with yvour hearving, T puess,” eaid Figher 1.
Fish, contemptucuely. *' Not mueh ﬁﬂﬂ{l showing you fellows
how to do things. I shouldn’t mind giving yon a lessop in
ventriloguism ; I don't wont to keep it to myself, It's guite
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easy ! Look here, vou place the lips like thig——" He {wisted

up hia mouth in & fearful way.
“ My hat ! " gasped Nugent.
that ! They're not the right shape,
yours to perform those gymnastics,”
Fisher T. Fish untwisted his mouth, bestowed & glare upon
Wharton and Nungent, and stam out of the study, slamnming
the door behind him. A sound of chuckling followed him,

Fiaher T. Fish snorted. Fish was fully convinced that he
could do anything that anyhbody elge could do, and de it hetter,
He wanted an asudience ; and hé locked mto the next study
where Bulstrode and Hazeldena and Tom Brown were ‘having
ten,

* I guess I've got something Lo show you kida,' said Fish.

“Some new scheome T" growléd Buletrode, * We don't
want to insure curselves, and we don't want any compelitions,
and we den't want to buy American watches cheap, Getoug!™

** I'va taken up ventriloguism——"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“I guess 1 ean show you how the thing’s done,” said Fish
confidently. “ Listen! 1'm going to make mny voice proceed
from Tom Brown., Now, I'm just going 1o begin! T pmess [
sghall imitate Brown's voice so exactly that you won't know
the difference.”

** Hats ! " said the New Zealand junior.

“Well, just list®n ! Fisher T. Fizh seemed 1o botile up hia
throat in some mysterioua way, and a plaintive growl came forth,
* Pasa mo the jam 1"

Y I'm not going to you any iam." eaid Bulstrode. ~ VWho
ashed you to tea, I'd like to know."

* You fathead ! "' saul Fish., " That was Brown speaking—I
mean, 1 was speaking in Brown's voice, sand making it seem to
come from Brown.”™

Tom Brown glared.

“Io you mean to say that that waa like
my voice 1" ho demanded.

' 1 puess so—exact,”

Tho New Zealand junior jumped up.

“Thot uncarthly gurgle was like nyy
voizo ¥ he reared. ™ You funny sss——'

* wa; it was exact——"'

* Then I guess you're going to get a thick
ear ! " roared Ti:l-nﬁr ]3:'4:n'|5r.r|1{;!:i.ru|:71iE an.%f . “You
gilly ess, I eouldn’t make a frightinl row like
that, even if I had your asinine jawbone to do
it with! Qerrout!"

L1 I E‘I.IBE-'B Lh ]

Tom Brown picked up s ﬁ‘iﬁi-:{'t--ﬁtm:l':f!,
and Fisher T. Fish whipped out of the atudy
just in time., The American junior locked &
little discouraged as he stood in the passage,
holding the door shut in case Tom Brown
= ghould attempt pursuit. But the New Zaaland
Junior had returned to his tea,

“1 guens there isn't much encouragemeont for a chap hove,”
murmured Fisher T. Fish, * It's jealousy, 1 guess, They're
all jealous in_ this slow old country of brand-new hustling
American metheds. But I guess I'm not going to give in, §i
gueas I'll jape Loder or Coker, and then they'll have fo come
round, I'm going to put Bunter and his rotten ventriloquism
m the shade, vou %at, 1

And Fisher T. Fish went downateirs, in the mood of sn
Adexander seeking fresh worlds to conguer,

“T couldn’t place my lips like
It needs a mouth like

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Not Quilte a Success!
TIIEHE wers a good many fellows in the lower paszape. TE

was tea-time, and the Greyfriars fellows were coming i

from the Close and the playing-fields, Tt waa an excellent

opportunity for ventriloguists, and Fisher T. Fish did
rot lose that excellent opportunity of exercising his new gift,

Coker of the Iifth wes standing ip the doorway, chatting
with Fotter and Greene. Loder, the bully of the Sixth, had just
come in, and was walking towards hia study. It occurred to
Fisher 1. Fish that o remark about Loder, in Coker’s voice,
would be really & triumph of ventriloguism,

He assamed the ventriloguial expresaion, which was
anpparently that ol o man far advanced in the process of being
Lienged by the neck until he was dead.

Loder caught sight of him, and stared at him. Loder weas &
prefect, and was supposed to look after juninra ; but, a2 & rule,
he did not hether himself very much with duties of that kind.
But Fisher T. Fizh looked so agonized, as he tried to produce
the ventriloguial voico, that Loder was alorimed. '

3 ‘i Great pip!" exclaimed Loder, * What's the asttern,
".i_l L ? 5]
“Eh "
“Aveyouill 1™
17
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“What on enrih sre you twisling up your face like that for,
thon ?,h dernanded Loder anprily. ™ Are you making faces ab
me 1’

* Nonope ! ™ stommered Fish,

Well, at it, then, vou young ass 1 " grawled Lader,

Fisher T. Iish turncd his 1ace away. Hao realised that, with
all his great gifts, he had not yof mestered the art of preserving
o normal facial expression while he produced the ventriloguial
voice,  But he did net pive in. |

* Loder, vou're an ngs | M

Lodor simply jumped.

To Fish, the ventriloguist, that voice was an imitation of
Coker's, and proceeded frowm the direstion of Coker. To Loder,
it was I'ish's voice, in 8 sirangled tono, and proeceded direetly
from Fisher T. Fish.

Lodar made one siride towards the Ameriean junior, and
graapad him by the shoulder, and swung him round,

“Oh 1" gaaped Fish in dismay, *f Logpot "

“ You ealled me an 853 1 7 roaved Loder.

“l=—f puess 1 didn't! It was somobody else—Coker, for
inatance."

“ Are vou dotty 1" demanded Toder. I heard vou dis-
tinetly, You spoke as if you had a lump of something in
your throat, but it was you ! "

W4 1 guma LN

1 don’t know whether vou're dobty, or whether this is & new
form of American humour,” szaid Loder. ** But vou can’t
call prefecta nomes without being licked. Come inlo my study.”

“Oh, I any, Loder ! I puess !

Eut Fisher T. Fish had no time to puess, T.oder marched him
into hia atudy, with an iron grip on the Amerviesn junior’s collar,
sid Fisher T. IFish had to go. The fellows in the passaps
stared aftor him in sstonishment. They did not know that
Fehor 1. Fislt wa= o ventriloguist ; and they wondered at his
wiual nerve in chesking Loder to his face,

Loder whirled Fisher T. Fish into hie siudy, and picked up a
eano,  Fish bocked round the table. e was beoked for a
licking now, unleas ho could save himaelf by meana of his new
art.  Hao imitated the Head's voice—to his own antisfaetion. at
fenat—and threw it to the door—alse to hi? own satisfaction.

“ Loder ! \What ara you doing 1

Hut Loder, hlind and deaf to the gift of wendriloguism
possessed by FisherT. Fizh, porgiated in tancying that the voice
wid Fish's, ard eame fremn Fish, :

“1I'm going to pive von a licking," ho replicd.

" Loder! Let Fidi alone "

Apain it ought to have been the Head'a voice, and ought
to have come from the open door. But again it failed to appeal
in that light to Loder the prefect, He was simply &mn:&gﬁ:t
hearing Fish apoak of himnaelf in the third person, and he paused,
sl looked vory gueerly at the junior,

* Loolt herc, {‘I-rﬂ(i'[rll potty, or are you only pretending to ho
potty ? " he demanded.

Fisher T. Fiah cost & longing glancs towards the open door.
Two or three follows wore looking in &t him, and they were
looking aatonished. DBut Loder was Letween Fish and the door,
and he had no reaouree but ventriloguism.

Gir-ror-roray !

Loder jumped. The imitation of & dog’s growl was not bad ;
but instead of proceeding from behind Loder, az Fisher 'T. Fishy
intended it chonld, it proceeded only too palpably from the open
meuth of Fiaher ', Fiah,

To henr s junior. apparently in possession of his zenses,
growling like a dog, for no 1'iaibig reason, wal amazing enouglh.

Loder lowerpd the cane,

“ You're not well, Fiah,” he 2aid anxiowsly. * I've alwaya
thought you were rather queer ; but you reem to be guite potiy-.
You'd bettor get cut of iy study, I'll lot you off the licking.
If you'vo got hydrophobis, you'd botter go 1o 2 doctor.”

"1 goesg—""

“ Get out,” said Toder, ing the table betwoen himself
and Fish, ovidently in doubt as to whether Fish was sane or not.
* Buzz oft at once !

Fisher T. Fish was plad to go. He hurried out of the study
before Loder should change hiz mind. Ameszod questions
from the feilows in the greeted him.

" What's the matter with you. Fishy 7 *' asked Bolsover major,

“ 1td you do that to scare Loder 1" asked Penfuld.

“1'm a ventriloguist ! ** explained Fisly,

“My hat ! ™

“I'm going to iape the Head with it.,” said Fish airily,
a8 he went down the pagsange. “ I guesa T can knock spots ofl
Bunter’s veatriloguizm. Some!™

I should advise yeu to get it in better svorking order before
you try to jape the Head with i, 2aid Bolsover, staring.

T guess it's oll QI

“ Well, you silly nadem—"

“ Juat you watch e pive Coker o turn.” srid Figsher T, Fials
confidently. " I'll bet vou I'll astonish him. L'l bmitate
Pouter'a voico, and coli him nomes,”

© Better not get too near him,”" said Ogiivy,
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O, rot 1 T puess it will work all pight,”

Bolzover prinned.

*Well, go ahiead,” ho said,
however it turns out.”’

Fisher 1. Fisli elearcd hia (lirost, and aseumed the vone
triloguial veice—as he undesstopd ity The juniors walched with
intereat as he starcted,

* Coker, you chump !

Coker glared vound,

He did not seem to suppose that the voice was Polter's, or
‘j?"]_?' {::rm. Poiter, He fixed his eyes immedistely upon Fisher

. Fish,

“ What's that ¥ " e roared.

" Ceo and boil vour head, " said Fish, still under the iimpreasion
that he was ventrileguising, ' Put your festures into a jar
and pickle "o t M

A most frightful exprozsion came over Coker’s face, Ho
secingd petrified for 8 moment, apd that gave Fisher T. Fish
timo to o on with his ventriloguisin,

* 1 vou endl "em fenturea, by the way, Coker ¥V

Then Coker eame to himself, Ho mode a ryah at Fisher T.
Fish, and caught him round the neclk, snd began to hamrmer

upan his face,

" Yarooh ! " roared Fish., “ Leggoa! QLY

“Call 'em features, ch *" roared Coker. * You cheeky
young rotter ! Picklo em, ch ¥ LIl give vou pickleat "

;ITDW ' ']!::nw! lf;.w e !

mimp. Ehamp, thum

= YHhPHh*ﬂh !F Help !F:‘

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” roasrad Bolsovor,
worll, Fishy ! Go on ventriloguising ! ™

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Yaroooh! Qooh! Cooh!™

Thumyp, thamp, thwmnp !

Fisher 1. Fizh Hru;.:gl;e-r.l desperately. Coker thumped him
Lill Tie way tired, and then toszsed him awny, Fisher 1. Fiash
coliapsed upon the floor, and st with his back against the wall,
ge-pang for breath, and blinking at Coker with sn almost idiotic
expres=ion. Coker of the Fifth glared ot him.

" MNow, den't you make any more of your funny remarks to
ma, or you'll get o real licking noxt time 1" he bellowed.

And Coker walked away with Potter and Greeno, breathing
wrath. Both Coker pnd DPotter were still guits unconseions
that ¥ishar T. Fisher hed been imitating Potter's voice, and
making it coma from Potter,

The unhappy ventriloguist groaned.

“ What on enrth did vou cheole Coleor like that for, Fishey ¥
azked Mark Linley. * You couldn't expeet him to atand it.'”

“¥a, ha, ha!" roarsd Bolsover, Ha waa ventril uising.
Ha was begting Bunter at the game. He was making his voice
eome from Potter, Ha, b, ha! "™ *

There was a yoll of laughter., Fisher T. Fish staggerad to

“ This will be worth watching,

"It doesa't scem to

kis foet, and debbod hiz nose with his handkerchief, The
handkerchial came away vory red.
“Ow!"” groaned Fish, " Yow! Grooh! I—I guess 1
haven't got it quite prefect wot !
* ¥ou'd

“ 1 guess you haven't—quita ! " reared Bolsover.
:wtt;r 5r.:£=t. it & bit more pﬂr?mt bnfore you jape the Head. Ha,
i, b ! :

And the juniors yelled. Fisher T. Fisher erawled away to a
bothroom and bathed his nose.  Ee bad not Jest faith in hi-
own wonderful pewers—he never did ; but he wiscly took Bal-
sover's advice, and put off japing the Head till he had had n
little myore practice.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disguise!

s OILED, diddled, dizhed, and done ! ™ said Bob Charry,
in tragic tones. **Chaps, we shall have to give
Tozer bost,”
Thera was a ganeral shaking of heads from the Co.
The chums of the Greviriars Remove were not in the least
inclined to give Tozer bazt,

“ T thought we should he ahle to give him a high old time
with Bunter's ventriloguizm.  But it has only turned out a high
okl time for us. Weve downed the Highclifie rotiers, and
Yezer has downed w=”

And Bob Cherry rubbed Lis hands rominiscently.

Thoe Famous Four wore all in o state of exasperation. To
be scoared over by Mr. Tozer, and caned by the Head, wae not
pleasant ; and the other fellows in the Remove chipped them
s great deal upon the aubject.  Added to that, they !;uid heen
compelied fo drop their intended comedy. Captain €orkor,
H.N., was no good without his pipe, and Jack Jolly would
have been futile without a cirar.  And the pipe and oigar,
whether genuinn or ©° zpoaf,” wera taboo. And it was all pwino
to tha obnoxions Tozer. i

© Bla'n’t want thiz now.” said Harry Wharton, as he spread
out on the tobin the uniforio he had iutonded to use ps the
polica-inspector in tho comedy,
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Rugent was the uniform with a fixed gaze, as if
the aight of it had brought an idea into his mind.

“ I wonder——" he an,

“ We can't use this in Juling Cmsar, that’s certain,’” said
Johnny Bull, with a gria

“Ha, ha! No.”

* I was thinking," said Nugent, '* Look here, when Wharton
made up in that uniform the other day, he looked convineing

arding

enough. He only wanted a little padding and high heels to
make him as large ag Inspector Grimes ot Courtfield,”
" That's s0. But what—"

" I wondopr———!"

* Gek on,” said Bob Cherry, as Nugent paused again, ** what
dgd qu wonder 7 I can %ee you've got something in your
I LoH

CHI wonder if Wharton would have the nerve to wear that
;E;lidj' Enrl’{mn out of doors, with his face made vp 1" said
Nugen

* Juat of doora! ™ exclaimed Harry,

L1 Yﬁﬂnh

* What for 7™

¥ Por Tozor 1™

" Wha-a-at!"

The Co. stared at Frank Nugent in amazemont,

Y You don't eatch on 1" asked Nugent,

" Blessed i 1 do,"” said Bob Cherry.

" The inspector at Friardale is gone away on hiz holiday,"
~Nugent explained, ' Tozer ia monarch of sll he surveyas ot
present. He might as well go away on o holiday, too, for all
the use ha is—or ornament either, At Pm@e-nh hie rules the
roost, and there is no one to say him nay.”

“ Well 2™

" Well, whila his superior is away, suppose & now inspector
came along ¢ *

L Eh T ER]

* He could explain that be's besn sent by the superintendent
at.?;iﬂﬁﬁlﬁ to take charge, hearing of Tozer's bad conduet.”

ow |

* 1f Wharton had the nerve !

“ My hat!" exclaimed Harry.

- " Tozer would never tumble,” said N
* He would never dream that anyboedy woul
to do it. And it would put him in his
ht?!i 1t;:t place himself under arreat an
calla,

* Ha, ha, a1 "

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed,

“ By Jove ! he exclaimed. * It's a ripping good idos, and
wa'll work it.  'We'll work it after school to-day.”

* Hear, hear ! said Johnny Bull.

** The hear-liwarfulness is terrifie,” said the nabob of Bhanipur,
with equal epthusiasmo. * The nobbyiulness of the esteemed
iden iz alzo great.™

“We can help Wharton to mabke np here,' said Frank,
chuckling. " He can go ont beiore all the fellows, and if he
passos muster with thero, he'll pass with old Tozer at the station
at Friordale. What ' "

* Good egg! " said the whole Co. together heartily.

And thoe juniors disecuzsed that little scheme for the dis
comfiture of Police-constable Tozer with the lkeenest anticipa-
tion. It waos certainly a risky scheme, and if Mr. Tozer dis-
coversd the now inspector's identity, there would be trouble at
Grayfriars over it. But the Famous Four were willing to risk
it, for the sake of putting the obnoxicvs Tozer in his place.
He had made it impossible for them to nse the uniform for its
vriginal purpose, and it was only fair that they should vae it
for another—at hiz expense.

The Famous Four thm'?!:t & good deal about thai little
scheme during aftexnoon lessons. That was probably the
reason why they loft the Form-reem the richer by fifty lines
asach. But they did not mind the lines. Tt was not a time o
worry about impots. They were, as Bob Cherry expressed it
dramstieslly, on the trail of vengeance.

After a hosty tea in No, 1 8tudy the juniors sot to work,

The President of the Remove Dramatic Society donned the
inapector’'s uniform, and pedded himself out to the required
dimensions. False hesls were added to his boots to increass
lvia;beight, and the boots themselves wero of a very large size,
and wadded round his feet. His complexion was turned into
a vuddy e, and mutton-chop whiskers were added, and o
giniarvmiﬂur&d moustache, and Iis eyelashes and brows wers
darkemsd and thickensd. With the mspector’s flat cap upon
his head, he certainly Iocked the
of the -Remove stoad round an
adrmiratjon.

* My only uncle! ™ Bob Cherry exclaimed enthusiastically,
** Ha,:-looks o nut—aim I;,r 8 lkenut. It's ripping ™

“Huh !l gronted Wharton, * Move on, thers!
my man! Huh!l?®

*Ha, ha, hat"

Billy Bunter locked into the study.

" I say, you fellows, if youw're having tea—— Oh, 1 didn’t
Lkyrow vou bad & visitor 17

Bob Cherry pointed to Bunter.
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ant confidently.
have the cheek
ace.  Yon could order
confine himsell in the
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" That'a the fellow, Inspector Snark!™ bhe exclaimzd

* Arrest him !

" Wha-a-at ! " gasped Bunter,

" He i4 suspocted of pilfering
Bolb: Cherry solemnly. " We want

Slam !

The study door closed, and Bunter's vopid foolsteps died
away down the passage. The Bemovites burst into o roar.

* Buntoer takes it in, anyway, grinned Johmny Bull, ** Let's
got ont into the Close.,™

Inapector Snark left Lhe study with the juniors.

In the lower pessage Mr, Quelch met themi. The Reinove-
master glanced curiowsly at the “spoof™ inspector, wnd
frowned.

* Are you boys in trouble again ? " he demanded sternly,

“* Oh, no, sir,”’ said Nugent. * Only a wvisitor, ir.,”

*“1 swm pglad to hear it,"” said Mr. Quelch.

I am looking into this matter of your boys and Mr. Tozer
212" said Jnspector Snork, in & deep, guttural voice. ** Tozer
appeard to me to he to blame."

* Very good,"” suid Mr, Quelch.

The spoof inspector walked out in the Close rather hastily.

* My hat” murmured Bob Cherry, " that was a narrow
shave. But Quelchy never amelt a mouse, it's all zerens."

* Hallo!" exelaimed Coker of the Fifth, meeting the juniors
in the Close. ™ You kidz on the wrong side of the law again 1™

Inspector 3nark frowned at Cokler.

" Who 19 this peraon 1" he exclaimed.

" That's Coker,” said Nugent. “ Fifth-Form chap—swiul
Az®,

“Huh! I have my eye on you, Coker.”

Colier stared in .amazement as the inspeclor wolked on with
the juniors. The Famous Four quitted the school gates. They
passed many other fallows, who glanced curiously at the in-
S'|i>eut::ﬂ:. but thers was no auspicion in their looks. Evidently
all Greyiriars took Inspeetor Bnark for what he appeared to be.

' We'd better separate here,” said Bob Cherry, with s chuckle,
** No good for us to be seen walking into the village with you.™

iea from eupboards" said
irn arrested, aod 2

The imspector nodded.

" Righto!™ he said. * You can come along, though, and
wait for me. I'm going to put Tozer through it. He will be
wh tho station now.”

* Hap, ba, hat"

And the inspector stalked away majestically towards Frier-
dale. At the entrance to  the village he ancomntered three
youths-——Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour of Highelifle. He
stopped and wagged hia glove at them,

“ Hub! One word with you, my lads!" he exclaimed.

The Higheliffe fellows stared at him.

“ Hullo!" said Ponsonby. ' What do yvou waunt 1"

“I'm the new inspector.’

“Oh! What's that got to do with us 1" asked Gadshy,
not very civilly.

Tuspector Bnark frowned.

* From information received, I suspect you of having ron-
coaled cigarattes about your persons,”’ he exclaimed., ™ You
will turn eut your pockets,”

“ My hat! "

“ Tuarn out your pockels at once ! " exclanned the inspector
“ Otherwize, T shall take you to the station, ond commaumicale
with your Headmaster ! uh !

Ponsonby & Co. exchanged dismayed glances,

* 1—1 suppose we'd better,”” murmured Ponsonby,

o .&hqutBI}v P mmttered Vavarour,

The three Highcliffe fellows turned out their pockets relue-
tantly, Each of them had a packet of cigarettes.

“Huh!" gronted the inspector. * Hond them over, you
young rasealx Do you know that you are breaking the jaw '

“* OUh, rata! ™ imwlﬂi Pensonby. ;

Inspector Snark took the i tes and tossed them mto the
ditch beside the lane. The Higheliffe fellows watched him
scowlingly., The inspector & forefinger at them.

" Now go home and bo good boys,”" ho ssid.

I'onsonby snd Co. walked away breathing fury. They
passed Bob Cherry and Co. a little further down the lane, and the
Greyiriars fellows were Iaul_guizgng like hyenaz. Ponsonby and
Gadsby and Vavasour marched past them with scowling hrows,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

The New Inspector.

OLICE-CONBTABLE TOZER was taking the aiv on the
steps of the little police-stetion in Friardale High
Stroet. Friardale vil}:;& was & guict old place, and ihe
diminitive police force was quite arFa encogh ; ndead,

Mr: Tozer and his inspector had very little to do, and theve
had been no noticeabls increase of erimae since Inspector Smith
had gone away on his haliday, Mr, Tozer miglit have takena
holiday, teo, and Jlife in the old village would have pursued the
even tenor of its way. ig

1
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¥ Tozer 1M

Mr. Tozer detached himself from tha wall, in Surpriso, as
the sharp, imperative voice rapped out his name,

His hand went up mechanically to his holmet as s portly
ﬂﬂ."l_u;ﬂ- i inspector's uniform stopped hefora him,.

.. Yozer, my man! You are Tozer, I suppose ?

. Yeseir ! said Tozer, in surprise,

.. Do you call this deing your duty 1 *' demanded the inapector,

= Eh! Yeasir!"

Straighten yoursslf wp, man! Try to look like & police-
officer, and & little less like a sack of potatoss, man ! rapped
ont the inspector,

-P:Ir']_:'hTEFqi]Eﬂﬁf?ad Ihimm{i uE, in shoer surprise.

ab's the thingl" said the inspector. ™' I suppose you
know who I am 1 ne pee e e

" Mo, sir," gasped Tozer.

Did not Inspector Bmith leave word with you that I wos
eoming ! " demanded the inspector,

No, s

“I am Inspeetor Snark.”

:: Yes, sir.'

1 am going Lo take chargo hera till Mr. Smith comes bacl,”
said the inspector,  * Have you not heard from Courtfield on
the subject 1 "

* No, sir,”
al::ﬁulh; I T suppose you have forgotten. You look sleepy and

r. Tozer flushed with rage. But a common or garden
constable is not allowed to argue with his superiors, and Mr.
Tezer had to take it guietly.

' Yesair | " he said feably.

" 1 bad betier telaphone to Courtfield,” growled the inspector.

Where is the telephone 1V

" Thiz way, sir," said Mr, Tozer.

The Fnhqe-qan led the wnﬁinm the station, which was merely
& -small building adjoining Mr. Tozer's own house. Inspector
Brnark stepped to the telephone and took up the receiver. He
glared at Mr. Tozer.

" What are you waiting for 1"* he demanded.

“ Skuse me, sir!" stammered Mr. Tozer. ** I thought——""

You thought you would like to hear what I have to say Lo
Courtfield ? " thundered the inspector.

* Oh, na, sir,”

“Qet out ! ™

“ Yessir 17

Mr. Tozer got out, so flustered that he wonderod whether he

was upon hig head or hiz heels, Mr Snark spoke into the
rofavar.

* Hallo 1™

“ Hallo 1"

“ Are you Courifield police-station 1"

“Yes. Who are you 1"

I s Inspletor Snark, in charge of Friardale police-station,”
said Mr. Snark loudly, and, his voice reached Mr. Tozer, who
was lingering within hearing.

“ Eh! Never heard the name,” came back from Courtfeld,
but that, of courss, was not audible to Mr. Tozer.

Inﬁpectﬂr-ﬂnnrk turned round from the telephone,

EL o DTOr ! LT

“ Yoaair !'" gaid Mr. Tozor, with & jump.

“ You are eavosdropping.'

*Oh, no, eir ! ™

“Get oub!"” shouted the inspector. * Gat out into the
street, T'ozer, and don’t come in ¢ill I call you.”

* Yeszir L " gasped Mr. Tozer.

And he went out, and stood in the stract, and mopped his
fovered brow. As soon as he was sure that Mr, T'ozer was out of
hearing, the disguised junior turned to the receiver again.

“Halle ! Do you hear me 1"

“Yes. I don’t know your pame. What doos this mean 1™

* Who are you speaking 1"

*“ I am Inspector Grimes, Courtfield.”

* Oh, old Grimey, ¢h 1™

i H’Imt g 5

* Urimey with the plummy nose 1"

“ Whaant?” LY

:: Eﬁ;mﬁ:mu becn at the whisky-and-water lately 17

1 advise you to loave the whisky alone when on dutly,
Games.  Besidos eolouring your noss, which is quite sufficiently
oiloured already, it is bﬂdy for you. You remember what
Shakespeare says " Oh, that men should put an snemy into
their mouths, to steal away their brains ' Of course, in your
oase, the enemy would come awa, empty-handed { "

. 'I:'E'h:u:?-nl;! Who is that ta{king o

at

“ Who are you ! "

* Inspeotor Bnark, of Friardale.”

* Thers is no such nams in the Force. You are an impostor 1

" Hear, hear!"

“What * "

“1 said ° Hear, hear.' "
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 Are you mand
“No! I'm japing wou!
“Wha-a-a-at! "

“1'm japing you, Grimey. Go and eal eolin ™

kL

(5 —y

“ Go easy on the whisky-and-water ! And when vou conlizeata
cigarattes from naughty boys, don't smoke thom yourself.
They're bad for the wind.”

ers was a panze. Then the voice came through apgain,
with a pecnliar choked tone in it, as if the officor at Courtfiold
wa3 akmost bursting with rage—as, indsed, probably he was,

* Where are you 7

" Friardale police-station '

* What is Tozer doing 7"

“ Playing the giddy ox.”

“ How have you got to the station telephone 17

&4 1'L'F&I!{'Brj ! ¥1

“ I shall send over a mounted conatable at once, you impudent
accundral.””’

“Bravo!"

“I—I—1 e

“ Bingit, old man! Binging isa good cure for stuttering. Oria
it.i Bdi.hu whigky-and-water again? Why don't you sign the
P ? ik

“ You impudent rascal !
t-hif" [ (1]

“ Thank you! "

* What i3 vour name "'

“Snark ! B-N-A-R-K—Snark!"

* Y ou-—you—yon——'"

Y Sing it, old man! It will come ensiar!'™

The toleplione rang of quite suddenly.

Inspector Snark turnod awey from the receiver, and grinned.
He knew that a man would be sent over from Uourtfisld station
ns quickly as Mr. Grimes could zend one, to ses what was the
matter, but the man eould not arrive for an hour at least. And
the amateur inspector did not mean to remain half that time at
Friardale police-station.

He stepped out into the deorway, and locked round for Tozer.

“Tozer ! " he thunderad,

“ ¥ossir | " paspad Mr. Tozer, juraping to attention.

“ You have boon drinking ! ¥ said Inspector Snark soverely.

Y1 ain't, gir ! " said the unheppy Me. Tozer.

¥ Don't contracier mo | I—hulio, there's that giddy telephone
again ! "

Buzzzzzzz !

The inspector hastened back o the Lelephone, and took up the
TeCai Ver.

L1 Ha]]c. I LR

“ Iz that Friardale Police-station t**

ik YGS .! L3

“ Are you Tozert"

The disguised junior grinned. Ho knew thaé Mr, Grimes at
Courtfield had rung up suddenly -again, in the hope of gétting
Mr. Tozer to the telephones, by & lucky chanes, and finding out
what exlraordinacy things were happening at Friardale.

“ No, I'm not Tozer,” said Wharion, speaking in & different
voice,

“ Who sre you 1"

“ The Prince of Wales,"

“ Wha-a-at ! " came in a gasp on the telephens wirea.

“ Prince of Wales ™

“Avo you mad "

" Ko, I'm jeping you ! " anid. Wharton, choerfully.

The tolaphone rang off. And it did vot ring on again. My,
Grimaes ab Courtfield [olice-station was evidontly ™ fed-up.”

‘ou shall be sent to prison for

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Very Rough on Mr, Tozer.

NSPECTOR BNARK lsft the telophone, and gave his
undivided attention to the wnhappy Mr. Tozer. My, Tozer
looked at him very nervously.

‘“ Important mossage from Courtfield, =ir *'" ho venturad.
“ Yes,'" said Inspector Snark, " It seems that vou are a very
Em:u%r:;:*dinaﬁ officer, and [ am to be severs with you."

¥ , ﬁir- i

“ Do you call this place clean '™ demanded Mr, Paark,
with a sweep of the hand round the little stetion. ™ Wiren was
it awepl last 1"

* The charwoman swept it hout this morning. sir,” said the
dizmaved Mr, Torer., "' 'm sure I'm sorey if it's dusty, s’

“Huh! I supnoss vou have the brooms heve T

" Yeusir I ™

Y Inspector Grimes is coming over from CUnurifield on

important business. I cannet ‘et hiro ze0 the place in tlua
disgusting state. Cet out the broon at cnee, end swesp it
out.”’

“ Me, sir § "'

T " Yes, you!” roarved Inspector Soarck.
to do it 1"

" Do vou expoct me
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" 0h, no, sir. Buat o

“ Don't argue with me, If you ere insubordinate, Tozer,

will havo you discharged with a ecaution! I—1 mean dis-
charged from the Force, How dare you, =iv | ™

" l—I dicn’t mean——""

" Neveor wmind what you meant !
el swoep this place gul.

Get the broom at once,
I never saw & place so dusty and

untidy ! I am ashamed of yow, Tozer |
3 {:“1’ !i:ii' ! ah
* (ot 8 move on, and don’i jaw |
“ e,

Mr. Tozer, in se flustered and dazed a state that he wondered
dizzily whether he was dreaming, fetched out & large hroom and
began td sweep in o very gingerly way. The new inspector
mi.h*ﬂtd him fﬁﬂmg!y. . : o

Do you ca aweeping 2" he rap out,

* Yessir,” gasped Mr, Tozer.

" Put a little beef into it, man!
Fake off your tunic.”

* Take it loif, siv.,”

* Yes, at onee. Do yon hear ma 1"

* Yossir,” groaned Mrv. Tozer.

The new inspector was evidently a fartar, and Mr. Tozer
wondered what life wonld be like with him. ‘The unhappy
policeman peeled off his {unic and began to sweep up in g"i
shirt-sleeves,

- Y That's better,” growled the inspector. ™ Put soma beef inta
it} Make the place tidy for Mr. Grimes. Mr. Grimes ia &
mest important persom, Hullo! Who are these boys 1™

Fowr juniors of Gmimm were peeping inta the station.
They were Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh. 3Ir, Tozer glared at them, infuviated et
being canght in the sct of sweeping up in his shirt-slesvaa,

*“ Be Loft ! he reared, making a menacing motion with the
broom.

* Hold your tengue, Tozer!™ thundered the inspector,

“Oh, sir! Yeszar.” '

* How dare you inznlt members of the publia ¥ Don't you
know that you are a =ervant of Lthe public, ‘]E'ﬂmr |

*“ Werry well, air,’" said Mr. Tozer fesbly.

" Uome in, my boys,’’ said the inspector kindly.
your buzinosg "

* He, ha, ha'!®

" Young himps ! " murmured bir. Tozer, writhing with inward
rage. " Oh, my 'att! Oh, my heye! Oh!”

¥ Wo heve a complaint to mako of Mr. Torer, sir!™ said
Yreank Nupent.

* Mako 1"

“He has heen cheelky, sir—chesky to us!™

Mr. Tozer grsped. After what had taken placa siready he
was prepared for almost anything, but he was not prepared for
tiis,  T'u hear schoolboys ealmly veensing him of heing checky,
in the police-station, to his inspector, simply took kis breath
n.“-iny. He leancd on the brovm and gasped like o newly-landed
1izh.

* I8 this the cace, Tozer! Have you been cheeky to these
young pentlemen 1% demarded Inspector Snork sevoraly.

O stuttered Mr. Tozer. * I—-my heye! Oh, sir|
Cheeky, sie ! Hol ™

* You will apologise to them st once !

*Wol ! yelled Mr, Tozer.

% .&[:glugif&ﬁ! it

“Me! Apologise to them young ripz!™ roared Mr. Teozer,
forgetting the respect duse to his =upericr officer. * Oh, you're
dnity, that's wot you srel™

T Power

*I—I mean, gire—.*

* Apologiza fo the young gﬂnblemeﬁ gt once, Tozer, ar [
shall place you under arrest ! ™ tho inspecior thundered.

* Me—under harrest, sir! " spluttercd Mr, Tozer.

" Ye=, ceriainly. Obey me, or toke the conssguences'

Mr, Tower struggled {for breath.  He could not ige-t it for sevaral
winntes. He leaned upon the broom and giovgled. At last he
found his voies,

* 1—1"m =sorry, young genta ! ™ he zaid in & gasping, far-away
T,

* Very well!™ zaid XNugent loftily.
egain, that's all"

* Ho, no, sir?! Oh1™

*You aro o pes, Tower !

CWoet 1" roaved the exasperated consteble, grasping the
brogm with both handas, Je looked as if he wers going to

Lt 8 Ot the Greyiriars juniors, but the voiee of the new inzpecior
rapued out prompily :

“Tozer ! Tele eqro!™

Wi Y groanasd Tozer.

© The young geotlomen is quite right. It i a free country,
and be has a right to siate his opinion.  They 1.y all pass what
reppeciia vhey please upon the &tate of your intelligence, if

Try a little elbow. crease,

“YWhat is

“Don't lat it oeour

gny
'_‘}Jﬂu are an aus, Vozer!' repeated Nugent solemnly.
“And a fathead ! remarked Bob Cherry,

*And o chump Y said Johnny Bull

*The chwnapifulness of the esteemed Tozer is terrifie,” said
Hurreo Jaimser Ham Bingl.
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“Very good,” said Inspector Snerk, I endorse all these
romarka. Tozer, you are idiizﬁ. (zet on with the sweeping.
Imspector Grimes will ba hore shortly, Work, my man, work |
Don't be lazy! Wira in!”™

Mr. Tozer groaned snd wired in.  Bob Chervy aud Co, retired,
shaking with laughter. The new inspector locked at his
watrh.

“H'm! Inspector Grimes will be liore shortly, Tozer
Finish the sweoping, snd then gel on with the dusting. Don't
waste time. M I am not back when Mr. Grimes comes, tell
hom to wait for me

" Yesair,"'

“ And don't dawdle, Tozer1™

** No, sip?"™

Inspector Snark walked out of the police-ztation in a stately
mannar, He preserved his gravity until he reached the end of
the stréet., Then he burst into & resr. Bob Cherry and Co,
jwined him, and $hey hurried into the dusky lene together.
Linder the trees they threw themselves upon the grass, aml
kickatl and yelled,

" Ha, ba, hal"

* Poor old Tozer! ™

* 1 wonder what Grimes will think when ho gets thers ] *

“He, ha, ha'!'™

*“ My only sunt ! ' apid Boy Cherry, sitting up st last, weak
with laughter. " You will have to prove & jolly strong alibi
for {his, Wharton. Betier get those things off before we go
back, and go into Greyiriars in Etons,™

" Yes, rather.”

In the dusk undor the trees Harry Wharton stripped off hia
disguisa, He had his own clothes on under the mspector’s
nniform.  The disguise waa fastened op in & bundle, and Hasry
Wharton washed his face in the stream in the woed, Then he
was himself again; and the Famous Four and Hurree Singh
started to walk back to Greyfriars in the dusk. Tha ienmin&
lights of & car coming from the dirsction of Courth
through tha dusly and the juniora drew aside to let it pass. In
the car Inspector Grimes of Courtfield was m'ttingk bolt wpright,
with o stern brow. The car dashed on towards Friavdale, and
disappearad with a cloud of dust and a smell of petrol

Tga juniors shricked,

“ Thers goes Grimey—4o investigate ! Ha, ha, ha]™

* Poor old Toper!™

* Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites hurried on to Greyfriars. Five minutea nfter
their arrival there the whole Kemove was yelling over the story.

Exactly what happenod when Inspector Grimes reached the
Friardale stotion they never knew. Probably .the interview
waa a painful ene for Mr, Tozer, But the next doy all Friardale
was wondering over the story of a desperado whe had visited
tho police-station, disguised a9 an inspector, and had only been
provented from committing s wholesale robbery, and perhaps
sotting fire to the station, by the prompt arrival of Irspector
Grimes of Courthield. The despersdo was never found. Inspector
Grimes had a elue, of course, but the ¢lue came to nething—
fortunately for the humorous juniors of the Qrayfriars Remove.

The Greyiriera juniory heard of the unknown desperado, and
thay langhed till they ached. But outsids the Remove not a
word was ssid, It would bave been too risky. When they
met Mr, Tozer again in the village street, they smiled sweeotly,
snd Mr. Tozer frowned his accustomed majestic frown, But
he did not know the reason of their smiles, and he never suspentad
the identity of the Scheolboy Policeman |

THE END.
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Ferrers Lord, millionaire, and owner
¢! the Lord of the Deep.

Pringe Ching=Lung, advenlurer, conjurer, and
ventritog
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Nathan dore, Jewel collectar
and multi-mililonaire,

olst, '
Ferrers Lord's terrinle rival.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

“BY FOUL MEAN3 QR FAIR,

I'LL WIN.Y

Nathsn Gore, millioogirs and jewel-collector, clenched hizs handd foriounsly snd raved like o mudman on the deck of the limer Coronation.

He bad statied spapially trom Amerios in order to be
was Lo ba put up lor anction. °' A telagram for Mr.
be hﬂma:ﬁ

Wonder ' privately.

ore,” & volow ran

Mo biddsrs. Fries unknown.™

the grast engineer, was sipping tas, and B
the Istter. The millionaire smiled.

Toe priceless
every fmcet,

apert Thurston yawoed io a
“ Monsy and fair words, Rupert,”
em passed Irom hand to hand.

resent at the sale-room in London where the cost
i cut through the darknsss.
hie face came over deathly pale, and he gave veot to a terrible osth. Tha megsage was @ ‘' Ferrers Lord

T win yet,”? shrieked the man, *

“THE WOBLD'S

Io the magolficent drawing-room o! Ferrers Lord's honse in Park Lane was assembled & varied collection of Individuals,
was the celobeated millionsire himeell, and cloze to bim sat Obing-Lunk, a Chinaman, busily

he repHed.
A thomsand fires burned in iis orysial
guess it would have be¢n more money and less fair words M old Gors had toroed up,'” remarked Ching-Lung sagsaly,

diamond, ** Thse World's Wondasr,™
The Amearican was told the message, and as
archaged “ Toep World's

By fonl means or fair I°'1l win f*’

WORDER."

First ol 2ll thers
y engaged io making-paper butterflies. - nout,
“ How m'1oh did yoo pay for that great diamond ? ' presently asked
*‘ By the way, you have ol seen it yet 7

part ;| & thousand colours. ever changing. lesped from

“I'LL TAEE THE CHALLLNGE ™

The millionaire’s house was wrapped in silence.
ﬂ:& broke from him. A man lay

s downwards on the .
bing—ths diamond ! " cams in & hoarse voice.

Chin

worst, 1 daty you. Tue slons is mins.—Nalban Gore."’
hunt him down and bring back my dlamond.™

bas bought from the Dntch & remote izland named Galpin.

A faint light shone from t:e drawing-room. i
Thers was & ghastly erimson stain an his collar,
opensd the drawer which Lord indicated, but there was no diamond there.
& mesisge had been lefl behind: * To Ferrers Lord,—Kpowing that you would oot sell ' The World's Wonder,' 1 have taken it.
* Toe millionaire rose to his faet.
Es begins the chase after the diomond thiel, and for Ave months pursoes
Euarops, New Zealand. Teneriffs, and back to London, never once being able fo cafek him up.

Ching-Lung poshed open the door, them =
The man was Ferrers Lord.
But
| Do yout
I take the challenpe, Qhing.”’ he said. * Il
ar f) athan Gors throngh
While in London, he hears that Nathen Gors

Lord immediately purchases an island four milas south of Qore’s, christéening it Ching-

Lung. Learning that Goze iv loctiyiog bis island, and bas actoally fifted out warships for his own 'mi Ferrerz Lord atranges a horried exzpedition

o hiz island of Ching-1s
Lord of the Deep, the millionsire’s famouny snbmariue.
#arves the doubls parpose of porimantesa and head covering.

and in a tew hours the whole m?“ aboard his special train bound for
an=

he const, whers they are to embark on the

aga brioes slong all his worldly possessions in ao old brlmless top-hat, which thos

{Now go on w.ih the story.)

The Second Journey Begins—Afloat Once More——Gan Eais a
Hearty Mea! and Has Yisions—Whao Buttered the Plank,

Gran was o prouwd of hus hat that he insisted on weaning it
fLﬂ in the hot railway-carriage. He ashed Barry how he
1ked at.

*Troth,” said Barry, who was butteving biseuitz with a
pocket-knife. 04 ponsider ut both useful and stovlish. Gan,
yez bubbles wid oeniss.  Let me luk at af.”

Gan handed it o him.

“TFor a man not troubled wid a lot of luggage.' said
Barey. examining the headgear, “the invintion bates any-
thin' iver turaed out by human brain, barvin® beor atd the
sthame lovomotive. What Jdoes vl howld?  Wan pocket-
Jandkerchafe, wan collay wid a saw edge, wan toothbrush.
wan heirbensh, and wan comb that has lost most of his tecth:
al:o a samzage. some bread, a picce of chage, and an inch of
vandle. Bplendid, indade! These are kipt from fallin® by a
vound chunly of cavedboared, which jest fits the hat. Me
son, there 19 only wan fault—uat nades venbilation™

“Who was hiras®" asked Gan-Waga, *' I roon gels hime”

The Macxer Lieranty.—No. 244,

B manes an. O do at=—see!
the cavrdboaryd, and ut’s done,”

Bavry ventilated the cardboard with hiz kuife. and, slip-
ping in about half a pound of butier ungecn by Gan, pressed
the ring bock. Then, placing the hat on a foot-warmer, he
raeed at it with an aiy of great approval.

“Twig ut, Tom?" he remarked. **Luk at the shape, the
stoyle, the shoine av ut! Troth, av any of thim Loadon
tolls sced Cran wearin® ut they'd dhrop dead wid invy! And
besoides, think and rimember that at's for use as will a-
ovimmint,”

“ By hoker!” prinned Prout. 1 never geed the [kes™

It suate Gan periect.” said Joe.

“ There vez are? Av coorse w! snils i
let’s look o yez.”

Gan Emudh‘ danned the hit.

Just bove a fow Lholes in

Tul ub o, and

The foot-warmeor had dons

its work. A huge deop of melted butter trickled down Gan's
back. The next moment it came with a rush. and Jaee

Maddocek, Pront, and ("Rooney howled with delight as the
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astounded Gan hurled away the headgear, eand began to wip
his oily locks and countenance on the window-curtain,

His rage was tervible. He hurled himsclf at Barry. Barry
was laughing too much to defend himsclf. Wedging the kat
down on the Irishman's brow, Gan hammered it with both
hista until the ‘butter squirted out in all difections. Tho
other three sailors got under the scats to escupe the oily
rain, Then Gan, to evade vengeanee, daried into the lava-
tery, and bolted the door.

Barey moaned as he wiped himself. He was in a disgust-
ing condition obout the hair. Maddock, Prout, and Jo=
perched themselves opposite him, ]ﬂuii!li solemn and grave.

“ By hokey ! sighed the steersman, 'but this is a meltin’
gcone, Benjamin'*

1 ealls it & disgreaseful beran Joe.

He stopped discrectly, for one of Barry's oily but angry
eye: was upon him.

“ Gentlemen,”” said Barry savagely, ** pluze change tho sub-
ject, or, hﬁd;{i, 1 shall feel mesilf compilled to change the
stoyle of beanty of some of yez! Bpake another wurrd, and
Oi'll stick the nose of the msn who does ut.agin’ that fut-
warrmer, and sit on his head to kape ut there’

Then Barry, with many sighs, began to scrape the mixture
of congealed butter, sausape-meat, cheese, and breaderumba
cut of his hair with the pocket-knife, muttering in Irish as
be did so; The entrance of Ching-Lung from the. other
saloon gave Gan-Waga & chance o .. which ho was
E.;cmpt to avail himself of. Barry hurled the hat and the

kimo's luggage out of the window spitefully, and was
gloomy, greasy, and sullen for the next thirty miles of the
ourney. ;
’ At dawn the gallant Lord of the Deep, with FProut at her
helin, sank beneath the gloomy watcrs of the cavern as her
tanks were Glled. Slowly her screws began to churn. She
moved out into the open sea, and, keeping Bve fathoms deep,
turned her nose muii:wm'c]. Barry crept up the ladder into
the doomed wheelhouse, and sat down on the floor, scratching
hia head.

" Tom!™ he said.

“ Don't speak to the man at the rudder,” growied Prout.

“Oi'm neot,” said Barry. “ 0i don’t consider yez o man
at all. Oi've been lukin’ round. Troth, ut’s a daisy of a
place, wid ut's swimmin’-bath and billiard-reom. What Os
want to ax iz this—is the wurrk a.isif”

“Easy as pie, Barry. It's just p %:;

" A swate place indade!"” grinned Barry, pecring through
tho glass. ' 0i loike ut immense but for wan thing. The
weather is always so wet outsoide.’

Prout locked efter his retreatine fpure, and shook his
head sadly.

“ Balmy ! he mmitered.
soon, by hokey, he willl” -

Barry joined Joe in the snug galley. They had shipped a
French cook, who had been chef to Ferrers Lord in Park
Lane. He was tall, thin, cuvly-haired, long-noszed, and pale,
Joe christened hum " Yard of Tape™ at once. Joe, n ad-
cition to his skill as a carpenter, was a good plain cook, and
he had been told off to help the chef. He was peeling turnips

when Barry arrived.

“Loma on, Irish,” he said. " Wao've Fﬂt thirty men to
feed! Collar a knife, and give us a hand.’

But Barry declined. a went to lock for Gan. The
Eskimo was foating on hia back in the swimming-bath,
smoking .a cipar, with only his mouth and his little snub
nose abore water., Barry called him, bet he did not answer.

Gan had breakiasted well. Floating near him on a square
board was the remains of a large pork-pie, & teapot, the
shell of a crab, a slice of brown bread, an empty plass jar
that had contained pickled onions, & much-bitten tallow-
candle, and the bones of several muttan chops.

“Marey " panted Barry, aghast. " Has he caten all that
lok? Dedad, where doca ]!ze put ut?  Is ut a man or an
ostrich, at all, at all¥®

Gan snored sweetly, and smoked gentls.

“ Wherc—does—he—put—ut ¥’ repeated Barry.
where ¥

Barry sat down on the edze of the bath to think over the
ilmhlum. Ching-Lung glided in behind Barry, Suddenly
vait began to proan.

“That's the mckles " murmmared Barry.

The cigar fell into the water with a hiss.

k= ! Oh—mi—pi—mt ! Oh—mil
moered Gan-Waga.,

“ That's the pork-pie " theught Barry.

(11 BEII‘J',}' It:l"l

¥ Rooney jumEed up and saluted the 81‘i1‘u:ﬂ.

*#le seems to have got ‘em bad,’” said Ching-Lung. ** What
p extraordinary appetite the chap has! He's always like
thot when he gets back to the water.”

“Be jabers, 01 shud stop ot!” said Barry., ' Sure, he'll
ate ns out of house and home in a wake, and ruin hiz hilth at
the same teime! He's gob bad dhrames now, Harrk [V

EF ]

* He'll want o streaght-waistoont

T Tell me

Norfuls 1"

EVERY ' o  ONE
worsr, The “IRaguet” ,ewx,
“Oh—mi! Horriblea! Obh—iui! Norfuls! Oh—mi—pil—

mi! Oh—mi!"

*“This must be stopped, Barry!™

“Bhall O chuck a mop at him, sopl™

“ Mo it must bo a proper cure. Uoine with me. Oh, 1
hive something to do for o moment! Go aud borrow a dozen
big turnips and take them to my cabin.”

* Big what, sir?”

“ Turnips. We'll give him a scave.”

Barry winked and departed, but Ching-Lunz remained be-
hind. Gan’s eyes opened, and he grinned at the prince.

' We gomg do its, Chingy?’ he gurgled.

“ Wou bet, my only Eskimo, You get into the middie, and
be horribly frightened. I’ll get *em on the plank and do the
pregsing part. Here's the big squitt.,, When you start
dosing them with that they'll bolt. DBe very sound asleep,
and very bad, but don't forget to wake up when the pistol
poes off. There'll be Joc, Ben Maddock, and Barry.”

‘““ Ho, ho, he, ho " laughed Gan, calching the syringe, ** Mo
not forgets, Chingy!”

At this moment Barry, with Joe and Maddock following
him, entered with the turnips, and Gan-Waga imnediately
resumned his former attitode in the bath, ) .

I:.‘]ﬁng-l.amg took out his knife, scooped o hole in a-lurnip,
and, with & few deft cuts and slashes, converted it magically
into the moat hovrible and terrifying spectral hiced that human
imagination could conjure up. With a speed that took the
breath -of thf onlockers away, he carved seven or cight more
of the diabolical objects.

“ Btring,'" he said, ** end candle-ends. Joe, get the scissors,
There’s n lot of coloured paper in that drawer Cut 'em
some to go over their eyes !’

" What d’yez want candles for, sor?"” asked Barry. * Sure,
isn't there enough electric loights all made to pull down, and
cadn't we kape swichin’ *cm on and off ¥’

This was what Ching-Lung did not want.

“ Candles, Barry!" ho rcpeated. ™ We want the things
close to tha water, and the lights wen't pull down te within
six feet of it, We'll sling themn from the wires.  Hurry up!™

Putting the * bogeys " in & bag, they crept softly into the
swimming-bath. A plank was run across, and Joe made the
turnips fast to the dangling eclectric wives, Gan still. slept,
bu; ti:-ﬁry uneasily, groaming " Oh-mi, oh-mi !’ and rolling to
and fro.

The candles wero lighted, and then it wes discovercd that
they had not enough string to work the spectres from tho
sides of the hath.

" Never mind 1" whisﬁnmd Ching-Lung.
more time ho woy waken up. e'll uit on tho plank, and
overy man can work his own couple of turnips. There's
plenty of string for that. Make em dance, and don't forget
to groan. Are you ready !

Thoy perched themselves in the middle of the board, hold-
inz the strings.

" ¥Yis; we're ridy and waitin' 1" grinned Barry,

* Don't start till I fire a pistol to waken him,"

“ Right, sir|” answered Maddock,

Gan's groans and moans increased as Ching-Lung switched
off the light. Tho scenc was ghastly as tho glowing sculls
hung over the dark water. Catching up a mop steeped in
soft-soap, ChillE-Lmz% rubbed it vigorously over one and of
ihe plank, and then darted round and trealed the other end
in the same fashion. A cat could not have walled that plank
without slipping, much less a man,

Bang went the pistol.

Y Wow, wow, wow! Woooowl”
“ Berrrfr!  Ow-wow-wo-g-00-ow "'

Te and fro swung the weird skeleton heads. Gan shrieked
aloud, end dived. Then he came up agein, roaring:
* Murder ” and ** Help ¥’

“ Wow-ow-wow-wo-o0oo!” u

Barry, Joe, and the great Benjamin could hardly wail for
suppressed laughter, | The grinning heads jumped about,
whirled, and danced in & most gruesome and blood-curdling
foshion..

* Murder!"” howled Gan wildly, * Go aways! Ow! Helps!
I nots likes yo'—yo' too uglies”

Then Gan, yelling frantically all the tima filled the B_}'I"ihiﬂ
to the bitter end. e swam forward noisclessily on his beck,
only his right ese and the nozzle of the syringe above the
u;:itﬂg. lil:lﬁ saw the dim outline of Barry's face above him
a re

Barry was saying " W-o-0-c00ow! in scpulchral tones,
but he did not finizh it. The torrent hit him full and fair
He yelled, got on his feet, and floundeved for the shore, But

“If we waoste any

wailed the spectres.
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his foet did not like the soft-soap, Thei,' shot out at nothinz,
and Barry, after trying to catch hold of nothing, and finding
it no gooi. gave one shrick, and fell backwards into three feel
of 1ce-cold salt water.

Gan turncd the syringe on the other two. Joe was on
the outiide, and he tried fo crawl to land. Unfortunately,
Maddock tried to run. As running is foster than crawling,
1k 13 only natural that he caught Joo up. Unable to stop
himself, hie piteched over Joe. Like Barry, he made a cluteh
when he found himzelf falling into space, and he eluteled
Jog's wliskers.

Joe roarcd like an clephant, and struck out vight and left
with his fists. It seemed a case of losing his whiskers or
taking them with him. Joe decided ta take them with him.
Two splashes sounded. Ching-Lung pushed in the plank to
soak off the soap, and then turned up the light.

= gracious!” le cried. “ Wlhat's happened?”

Three fievy, savage, wiathful faces glared at him from the
water. Gan-\Wags, however, had gonc.

Ching-Lung's Grand Play in the Deep-Sea Theatre.
“FUN AT THE DEEP-SEA TIHEATRE."®

. A neatly-printed bill pasted up in the forecasile wos attract-
ing great attention, and arovsing the wildest cuviosity in the
breasts of the crew of the Lord of the Deop. It read:

“ The Deep-S8ca Dramatic Company.

Toniglt at T4 Tonight will perform that thrilling play
* The Chost of Gurgly Gulch!

Heats free ! Drinks free! SBimokes free! Como and be theilled,
paralysed, and petrified !

A Btrong Cast and a Strong Stage.

N.B.—The prompter has a leaded gun. Anyone throwing
bricks at the performers will

BE SHOT!"

A footnote stated that, owing to the kindness of Forrers
Lozd, Esq., the drama would be performed in the swimming-
bath. The curtain would rise promptly to the second, and
any member of the audience suspected of having decayed
vegetables, defunci animals, stones, tiles, or other missiles
about Lis -pevson, would be rudely ejected on lus face. It
wound up:

“ Special scenery by Daubson, Seratcher & Co.; costumes
by Ragtagge Bobfayle, Esq. ; wigs hf; Hair ¥. Towe, Esq.;
and music by Tinne Whistler, Esq. Programmes free.”

By dead reckoning, the Lord of the Deep was eighty miles
west of Port Elizabeth. For several days Joe amd an
efficient staff of journeymen had been at work fitting up
small atage, and covering the bath with boards and seats.
Who the performers were had been kopt a deadly secvet.

he men went about their duties in the afternoon with
great alacrity, and then hurried to put on their best uniforms
to do credit to the great ogcasion. Jam. cake, and eardines
were served out at tea. Then the welcome bell sounded,
and there was & rush to the door of the theatre. ;

The place had been transformed, and there was a roar of
applause at once, Flags and banners decorated the walls,
and pictures had been borrowed from the saleon and hilliard-
room to add to the effcet. The stage covered one cond of
the ' house.”' It was not o large stoge, probably Rftecn fect
by twelve at the greatest estimate; but it had real footlights,
real everything, and it looked smart and quite up-to-date.

The curtain depicted a stout lady, with a fair complexion
and bare feet, in the aet of placing a laurel wreath on the
bald head of & Lknecling. gentleman, possibly supposed 1o
represent Shakespearc. _

At twenty minutes past seven exactly the curtain rose,
revealing a sccond white curtain underneath, Then the
lights went out, and there was o wild yell of delight az 4
lita-sized carriage, drawn by four horzes, moved acro:a the
sereen. It contained  King Edward the Soventh, and he
ratsed hiz hat, a3 if in answer to the greeting. before the
carriage rolled away. Then came 8 notice: * The man of
the hour !

“Lord Kitchener ! said a dozen voicea.

“Mr. Balfour !” said a dozen more voices.

They were all mistaken, but they rose to a man, clapping,
laughing, and yelling when the next * liviog picture ' flashed
upon the scene. It was Ching-Lung, riding & sad-lookin
donkey seross 1 meadow. Ching-Lung was in the act o
Lkissing his hand to them, when Gan-Waga came puffing
across the landscape, and tied o bunch of ernckers to the
donkey’s tail. The next moment Ching dived into a duek-
pond, and Gan danced with glee. Again the lights went
out, and the stamping, cheers, and elapping threatened to
knock the botrfom out of the Ei‘lil‘l.

A picture of Ferrers Lord, stalking and shooting a stag.
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and another, showing a ¢harge of Chinese eavalry, with tha
prince at their head, brought salves of approval, while tie
portrait of Wathan Gore was prested by prolonged hissing.

At last the screen lifted on the great play, “ The Ghost of
Gurply Gulch!”

* Bravo, bravo, bravo!™

The door of the hnt opened, and a very brawny lady,
wearing a sunbonnet, came out with a peil in her hand,
and went to fill it at the stream. The * get-up” was so
clever that they had to look at the programme before they
could believe that the lady was Joeo. Bhe scooped up some
water, poured a bottle of whisky into it—or pretended to—
and timn, ralsing the pail to her ruby lipz, swallowed the
mixture without a winll:.

Then she looked at the audience, and informed them, in
a very grull voice, that she was a lone widow, her husband
having been scalped several years before by the redskins.
Bhe scemed rather pleased about it than otherwise. She also
gave them to understand that she hed o charmi_nﬁ; daughter,
known as the “ Daisy of the Prairies,” and that the dsughter
had ne to a place called Gurgly Gulch to ses if her
gweetheart, a gentleman by the name of Revolver Roderick,

was in sight.

It turned out that Revolver Roderick was a Government
Pony Express rider, who carried the mails through & country
infested by redskins. After this the widow gaiedg rapturously
towards the wings, clasped her hands, and eried wildly :

“ Bhe comes—the pride of me life! Onee I was just what
she is now=—sweet, tender, and beautiful! Ah, “here she
comes—me darter ! Fly—#8y to these arms [

 Muvver !

The audience ronred. The lovely Prairie Daisy was Gan-
Waga, in & rather short cotton gown, white stockings, and a
?al en wig. The sweet maiden hurled heorself with such
torce on her mother’s breast that the lone widow sat down
i the stream.

“ T am cobl all hover!" she gasped. Why that
wild look in yvour cves?”

" Muvver,” said the Prairie Daisy, “ the redshins is on
the warpath ¥

“Bend for the fire-engines!" eried the widow wildly.

Y Never!” answered the brave girl. I refuse to be put
outzes !”

! But thev'll take the mangl-‘: and pawn it ! screamed the
widow, “This is too much [

Thén, with an agonised shrick, she fell back jnto the
stream, and fainted. The red limelight was turned on the
beautiful damsel, who tore her golden hair tragically.

“Only one man can save us ! she wailed.

" Oh, Rederick, Roderick! Why comest thou not? Have
the fiends slay:zd y0'?7 Are yo a scalpy corpus on the trails?
No, no, no! Thou art too strong and Lraves! Oh, I shalls
ewoons ! I shalle—"*

“ Gurrl ! hissed a voice,

The maiden turned, and staggered back so far in terror
that she plumped into the pail. A wild, long-haived, red-
shirted, slouch-hatted, leather-boated cowboy was glaring at
her. He had a knife between his teeth, a revolvar in cach
hand, a smell cannon under each arm, more revolvers in his
belt, two rifles at his back, and he wore a string of bombs
marked “ Lyddite!"” round his neck., Evidently %1& was the
villain of the piece. He walked towerds the shivering damsel,
trailing & Maxim-gun after him, and, dropping the revolvers
and cannons, he took a sip out of a bottle labelled ™ Mitro-
glyeerine " and a pinch of snulf out of a small barrel that
bora the legend * Gunpowder!” Certainly he was a fire-
rl:'atar of the first water. And his veal name was Thomes

rout.

“ Gurrl,’ he hissed again, ‘‘ you are pale!”

Y Liae!" cried the g, “L am not! I am only sitting
in one!"

Y 8purn me,” saswered the fire-eater, * and you shall kick
the bucket! Hist! Not a word! 'Ere," he added, loud
enough for all to hear, " chuck us down some red light !"

B2omeone in the fics threw down a box of red-fire, which
the villein placed on the doorstep of the hut and lighted.

* Nowrguarel,” he said, © Catsmoate has come. Catsmeats
alone can save you. Yon beardless brat, Revolver Roderick,
is in me power-r-r! Winking Welf, the Apache Cliefuthan
vaptured him. Teo-night, when yon red sun sinks behind
the peaks, the bo 2

w1 shrieked the maiden.

“ Bhall d-die ™

“ Nevers ! _

“ T vepeat it.”" said Catsmeato the Cowbov, ** he shall die,
and I shall make a penwiper of his scalp. Dost hear, guerl?
Ha, e, ha! Catsmeato will not be scorned ! Wiltest thouw
save hig life?”

“ How—hoo! Tell mme—ol, tell me

“Be my bride!” .

“*Nevera!"” screamed the beautiful givl. “TI do net like
veur whislkers I

Y Jemima !
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“T will shave "

“ Never! Lo awayl”

“ Sourned,” roared the villain—" spurned by a chit of &
girl! I will carry you off to my mountain home. What
ha, without there ™ _

Carsmeate pounced wpon his screaming victim, and fony
howling redsking sprang out of ambush, Recovering from
hev fain:, the widow seized a mop. The hgbt was terrible,
A3 fast a= she laid the redskins low they got up agan. At
lagt, as Catemieato was dragring the mirl away, the savages
overpowered Lthe old lady. They ticd her to her own door-
post, and rointed a big cannon at her.

* Good-biye, people 1 she remarked.

Bang ! went the cannon. The oid lady shot up inte the
air and vanished into the fies, and the hut was absolutely
blown to fragments.

“Wah!" yelled the redsking, and the lights went out
amid great lughter and applause. )

in a second or two the lighls wore again turned up on o
prairié scene, Catsmeato wae discovered trundling his fuir
prisoier acioss o vast plain in a wheelbarrow., IL was &
larpe wheelbarrow, and only the Iady’s feet and o portion
of her white stockings were visible, but she let everyone
know ghe was there by squealing for Revolver Raderick and
her mother., Halting in the centre of the prairie, Catsmeato
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“Water, water!" sobbed the captive.

Making sure that he had not found the right soring, Cals-
meato took a megnifying-glass from his pocket and began
to crawl gboul, examimng the ground,

“It 13 here!" he eried trivmphantly.

1 see novinzs!” moaned the girl. “How do vo' know
it's there?” Lt

" Bocausp it smclls damp,’ answered the wvillun, " The
curs have cut off the water, becansze 1 did nol pay the bilk
Ha, ha! It does not matter. If we caniot have water let us
make tea; if wo cannot get bread, we must eat toast.™

“But stay! The spring ought to be here 42 ihs bottom of
this mouschole. will squint down. Squint with me "

Villain and heroine knelt to peer into woe hole.  They
rolled over baclkwards as a strong jot of water snot through
the stage and washed them away.

" Wao have sprung a leak " cried the hersine, swimming
for her life.

“Help! I diown!™ yelled the villain.

Swimming ta tio barrow, he seized an enortnons siect of

THIS WEDNESDAY'S NUMBER & “GEM” LIBRARY.
AP @ A Vel Y

tory dealing with the amazing adventures of Nelsonm Lee, Detective;

By MAXWELL SCOTT.

wiped the perspiration from his brow and took a pull at the
nitro-glycerine.

“3ke does not love me,”" he said, * that 15 cvident. If
she loved me she would not squeal.”

“ Oy, ow, ow ! wailed the lady.

£'atzmeato folded his arms and scowled at the seiting sun.
Then he shot the damsel out of the barrow.

* Redenick ! Roderick ! Roderick ("

* Hist, %:n’r'i 1

< Why should T hist?
toddnst for?”’ et
celJincanse vou'll wake the boaby 1" said the villain fereely.
o Jofaima, 1}:;{5 time has come when we should understand
ezch oher. Dost know that thes? hands—ha, ha, hal—are
steeped th pore 77

= [lenn washes thems ! said the Praivie Daisy.

“Gurrl, you mock me! The Catsmeato never wash! I

I want a drink! What do I want

teil vow these liands are red with bleed ! You are zlone, and

You want a drink. Just here is a soring

WAt
P It iz sormewhere about. I will Gnd it.

in
anflknown {0 me.
Ha. muoaeder R
Catsmeato wag lifted violently from his sitting postuve
and flung several yards away. He had been sitting on the
spring, which was a cirenlar steel one. He fell on his head.
Tae MagNET LiBRARY.—No. 244,
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brown-paper, and made a paper boat. They both got into
it. Ua,t.l;?li:catﬁ stuck up 2 haﬁliikerchicf for a sail, and the lady
worked a smnatl pair of bellows. And then, to toe delight of
the audience, the boat glided away into the wings. The play
wag going swimmingly. ) )

And it went swimmingly., Revolver Roderick—Ching-Lung
—turned up at Gurgly Guleh, where the ghost appeared Lo
himy, and told him, In a rich Irish brogue, tnav the hut had
been destroyed, and his sweetheart carried away by Cata
meate. He advised the hero to go in pursmt, and then uis-
appeared.

Unfortunately, Reveolver Roderick fell into the clutches.nf
Winking Woli, who scemed to have a weakness for experi-
menting in ccokery, pleasanily got ready to roust the hero
over a slow fire. Roderick was tied to a stake, while tha
other red gentlemen danced round and yelled as if they liked
it. The Winking Wolf had just sct the fire gomg when the
ghost snddenly arvived, and the redskins left os suddenly.

The spectre presented Roderick with a small arsenal of
revolvers, and set him free. After another brush with the
Indians, in which the hero kilied & good many, he neared
the stronghold of Catsincato, and the end of the play. The
stronghold was in a valley. Again tho chost bobbed up.
Throwing off bis disguise, i{m revealed himself to be the lung-
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lost father of the Prairie Daisy. He had sworn never to
return to his wife until she swore to give up eating pickled
anions for ever. e also told the hero to be gnick in shooting
Catameato, and getting the girl away. for an avalanche was
threatening.

In tho last scene Roderick sottles Catsmeats’s hash. The
widow turns out te be all right. Wheon sho® away by the
cannen, she dropped on a festher-bed a mile off, and the
feathers broke her fall. She promises to give up pickled
onions for over.

Then a rope is theown over a branch of a tree. and one end
of it is made into a nesktie for Catsmoate. All sateh hold
of t};‘ﬂ other end. At that moment there i3 a horvible, grind-
crash.

“The avalanche!" howls the speotve.
us! Fly to yonder rock !"

Tho spectators heard a rush of water. Dastoboard boulders
camo hurtling down., Catsmeato was hurled to doom, and
Rodervick, his promised bride, the speetre, and the widow
appeared safe on the top of a rock, surrounded by red fire.

And then every light in the house went out. The roar of
ﬁw torrent became louder. Yelling, and howling, and splash-
ing, the andicnce sprang up to a man. The lake had given
way with a vengeance. The honse was knee.deep inm water.
gm rs fell ovor each other, as they fought thoir way to the

faly] o

“The waley is upon

Gan-Waga Quoies Pnetc‘{tﬂ the Fremch Cook and Wishes
e Hadn't.

“Turn up tho lights! Turn up the Lights!"

When the lights were turned up, the place was a wreck.
Of course, Ching-Lung said it was an accident, and the fawt
of Ben Maddock, who way steering. Tlon, he cxplained, had
sunk the vessel much deeper, and, therefore, overflowed the
swimming-bath. If that were so, why did the performers lic
ont their backs and seream with laughtes?

“Ut stroikes me,"” anid the Ghost of Gurgly Guleh, “that
ut wint off O, K. What did the spaipeens ixpict? How cud
they come to & dape say thayatre widoui mettin' wet? T't's
préeposterpus '

* Kisz me, Jemima my bride ! grioned Ching-Lung.

Hero, heroine, villain, widow, ghost. and rodskins had a
champagne supper, and were very pleased with themselves.
The hvst performance of the Deep Sea Dramatic Sacicly was
voted & grand suceess.

“By hokey ! remarked Irout.
dry about it, anyhow !

tameato went to take his turn at the wheel, and Maddock
eama down to supper. If it had been an accident, why did
they put him on the back, and drink his health?

* What wronyg. my Ganus?” ) )

Gan-Wagas had burst into the billiard-voom. his face red
with rage. S i

“He nots give me canglos, Chingy!" ke roared. "lle
nots give me cangles."

Ching-Lung balanced a ball en the end of the cue, and the
cue on the end of hiy nose. )

“Who iz he? And why not?” _

“That Frenchmana ' said Gan. L killzs him! He shouts
*A-r-r-r-r, begones froms mine lac-rerder-er! Vill not haf
7o faces of vo' disgraces mine larder-r-v! Dogones guick, or
I shallz: smite him vis ze p-rvolling-pin! A-rra! And den
he dances likes mad ! ] '

“ Disaraceful I” said Ching-Lung. © Wa: Joo there?”

“ ¥Yes, Chingy; and Joe grins all over bin:s bad 'nough
ugly mug.” ]

* Bad 1" said the prince, making the ball yan up and down
the cue. “ You szcem to be getting yourself disliked, my
dear boy. I cannot intevfere. The Frenclunan is boss of
the galley and the stores. I have no right to do anything.
Perhaps he did not understand you, ~French peopls are very
polite.  If you asked him in French, now—"

“* Me not know Frenchea' sighed Gan. _

“ But they are also poetieal,” zaid Ching-Lunz. “ If you
spakn in postry—" .

* Not know nones, Chingy, except dis Bavryp tells ma:

8 Marvs haver a cock-oyed latoly,
Hims tails stucks on belund;
When hims sav *“ Baa " to Mary's " Ma "
She treats him most unkimd! "

ChingLun.F bezan to rub the cue thoughtfuliv in Lis hand
¥

“There warn't nothing

until it slowly seemed to melt in thin aiv

** I don't think that would do, my oiltank,” he said pravely,
“T'll repeat a little poem to you to learn by heart. E:'m ooy
tain he'll gzive you sometlung if you tell it to him. Now,
here it is. Keep eaying it over and over again uatil you
know it by heart:

Tae MagneT LinBARY.—No. 244,

“ * Frenchmen cat frops,
And like snails in a stew,
And the English just mopped 'em,
Some more than a few;
And gave 'em a soaking
At old Waterloo? "

“* Dat sounds primes, Chirgy " chuckled Gan.
agains !’ :

It wes not a poom to make the cook happy, but Gan did
nnrt'f kn-i:-w that. Heo repeated it line by line untid he knew it
periectly.

“ Buare I get dems now?' Lie asked.

“I'm surs he’ll give you something,” szid Ching-Lung
truthfully.

** Cangles, Chingy "’

“1 ecan fancy you szecing the lights dancing belove your
eyes,” answered the prince. *° Whatever you do. be polite
Bow to him, and lift your cap. The French are a polito
TACH.

** ¥ do dats, Chingy! Want a cangles bad "nough eorful!”

Gan set off for the galley. The tall. lean cock, in zap and
apron, was crooning o French song concerning a lady called
Marie, who was causing his heart, according to tle song. the
most cxeruciating agony. He was also grinding the wleel
of an egg-beater, which was frothing up a whole basinful of

f Rava hima

egas.

Gan entered, removed hiz cap, and bowed with wonderful
elegance and grace. Both the elegante and the grace zeemed
wasted on the cock.

He glaved and frowned.

“ Yot vou vant here? he cvied. *'* Haf I not told you dat
I vill not have you m mine gallay? Begone! You have
ming patience exhaust! You ave noe gentlemans !’

(zan smilcd sweetly, and bowed again.

“Vill you got"" roared the chef. * I vill not gifl you not
von candle "'

Gan bowed lower still and kizsod his hand.

“ Zo moan s mad! He is lunatic! He is—how vou say it?
—off zo dot of him " growled the cock. *° Look at ze balmy
idiot. T shall bo terrible in mine wrath. Go away! Be-
gponze ! Fly before mine wrath become too groat, and I strike

1

“ You look like dying a violent death, fat "un:" remarked
Joe, coming in just then.

“ He is very near the grave!" zaid the cook savagely, * Zo
wrath of engaire boil in ze inside of me very hot. It will
bubble out, and zen I shall struck him down, and lay ze—
ze shuddering corpses of him on zo landscape. IDegone, I
repeat! I have ze angaire coming violent !"

* Kisz me!"" lisped Gan. ** I loves yo' sweet!”

The cook seized o rolling-pin, and landed wn the table at
one bound,

“* Zoinsult ! he sereamed, ' e insult! Ki-s zatl Oh, za
horraive, e terraire, ze sickness of it! Begone !

“ Iinrling,"” lisped Gan, *'one sweet kiss!"'

Yard-of-Tape hurled the rolling-pin at him, and broke a
large dish. ]

“ Me wants to cuddle vo'," 2aid Gan.

“ Baarrv !

HYe' a Fronchmans,” went on Gan softls,

“ Frenchmans eatz: frogses,
And like snails in stow:
And Englands just mopped thoms,
Some more than a few.
Made "em run amcl squeal likes mad,
At Battles of Waterlon!
Hoo, hoo, hoo!™

For o moment the Frencliman was boo stunned o speal.
He plared at (Fan in stony, paralvaed silence.

" Kizzs me ! repeated Gan, u.’::rndr-rini:; when the gift Ching-
Lung spoke azbout was coming. “ I loves you! Made ‘emn
run and vell for toffee at Battle of Waterloo. Do kiss me

“Dog " hissed the chef.

“ Magde Frenches squeal wnd velp like hots cokes at Diattles
of Waterloo!" said Gan scothingly.

i Cur ! hissed the chef.,

‘* Borked all Frenchies Liattle of Waterloo. Englizh, madca
them holler and squeal! Frenchies leg it and vup. Gets
jolly pood sﬂakin;‘i d 'nough Battle Water—="'

Y Tiend ! shricked the chef. * Die!® .

He shot the eggs out of the basin inte Gan's siniling face,
and Gan stopped smiling. 'Then he started to show Genhow
to fight in the French fashion, with arms and feet at tho
same time, and fur and feather: and croeliery began to fly
round thoe galley in & most oxhilavating and energet:c
fashion.

(To be continued ln pext Moaday's Issue.)

©%¥a' are a faivies"

anl:
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NEXT MONDAY'S STORY:

“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!”

by Frank Richards. The above is the title of the splendid
long, complete tala of the juniors of E}re{;;rmxs School con-
tained in next Monday's issue of *' The Magnet™ Library,
Troublous times fall upon the fwo Nugente—major and
minor—and each in his owa way makes vup his mind to a

sacrilice
“FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE"

In the end Frank Nugent's narrew escape from a terrible
death brings about a family rcconeiliation, in which all
past troubles are forgotten.

FRIDAY 1S “PENNY POPULAR” DAY,

Thousands of my readers all over the Empire wiil bo
locking forward with eager impatience to Friday of this
weelk, when the long-promised and anxiously-expccted new
story paper,

“THE PENNY POPULAR/

will make its weleome appearance. This wonderful hud%et
of THE BHEST stories could not be more antly named. lis

title,
= “THE PENNY POPULAR,"

fits it to perfection, and for a very good reason. Iis
popularity was absolutely assured before the preparation
of tho first number was even commenced !

“*The Penuy Popular” is absolutely the only paper that
has ever been really “made to order.”” Thousands and
thousands of letters having been received asking for—mnay,
demanding —just such a paper, i was at lengih feit that
something must be done to fill the universally expressed want,
or clee there might be irouble. Tho result wiil be scen in
this Friday's grand new paper—

No. | of “THE PENNY POPULAR/)"

in which the piek of tha famous characters in the world of
tiction are ntroduced in

THREE GRAND COMPLETE STORIES

foir the first timo botween the covers of a single storv-paper.
The wvarving tastes of fetion lovers have been specially
siudied and most thoroughly catered e, and evervone who
appreciates really fest-class reading maiter will heartily
weleome the splendid variely of the fno tales, dealing o
they do with the widely different, vet cqually intoresting,

udvenlures of
TOM MEERRY & CO,,
The Mest Popalar of all Schooiboy Characters;

SEXTON BLAKE,

The World-renowned Delective; and

JACK, SAM AND PETF,
The Three Famous and Adventurous Comrades,

Witch such a matchless list of contents,  The Penny Pop.”
muszt 'Yrove an irresistible atiraction for a vast number of
reader-, who will o once recognize the new story paper
L5

THE. IDEAL COMPANION FOR THE WEEK-END,
[+ Edon't ferget, then, my-readers, that the First Number of

this wonderful new story-paper—a veritable feast of fiction—
conies out on Friday, and then, in future, every

Wiom o

write [g:

Editor; *"The

Magnel" Library,

The Flea . was House

Farringdon Sireet,
on, E.l.

YOUR EDITOR HOPZS l
ALL READERS OF THE
“MACNET” LIBRARY
WILL BUY NO. 1 OF THE
“PENNY POPULAR.”
ON SALE EVERYWHERE
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 117TH.

HINTS TO YOUNG FOOTBALLERS.

Whether vour football team is picked hg' the captain or &
committee, the best man should always be chosen, and 1o
hint, however slight, of favouritism should be given. Fick-
ir:%' a team is a source of worry to the most experienced, and
unless the type of man thet is wanted to fill cach post on the
field is known, this worry will be greater still,

To begin with the defence, the goslie is the team's last
bulwark for defence, and great care and judgwment should
boe excrcised: in- chosing him. He should possess a quick
eye and & very ready hand, and considerable activity and
strength. The quicker he is the better.  Another good
asset, and one which very few amateur goalies possess, is the
instinet of Lknowing from which direction and the manner
in which the ball s likely to travel. Again, he must be
cool and full of resource. It is no good having & “nervy "
goalkeeper. Of the three ways of preventing the ball from
cntering his citadel—catching, throwing, and punching—he
should best at handwork, although, of course, if he shouid
Le elover with his fect so much the better, Now for

THE BACKS.

Pick fellows out who are strong and active, and who are
fairly heave. Weight is very telling in a footer match. Of
course, the back must also be elever with his fect, and faurly
fast. hoose men who will not funk tackhng their opposin
forwards, and also =ce that they have good, strong, an
sure lricka, with the ability of using either their right or the
inft foot. . ]

To come to the most important positions i the field,

THE HALF-BACKS,

whose work consists of equal parts of aifack and defence,
the half-back Yine is the divisions vpon which most of the
responsibility of the game fzlls. One weak half-back can
spoil the I.JIH.;J of the rest of the team. A half-back should
be of fairly geed weight, but, at the same time, he should
be quick ancﬁ active, and have a good turn of speed; for
sometimes e may Le called upon to act as an extra EMI-:,
apcd &t others may have to assist as an extra forward,
seeording to the sirength and skill of the oppeosing forwards.
A half-back should be a good tackler, aud should have s
strong, sure kick. At the same time, ba should be an expert
in the art of dribbling and * heading.” The two wing half-
baeks should be able +0 throw the ball in Association style for
2 good distance, ss the duty of '‘throwing-in™ after the
I:mﬁ has crozsed the touchline fells to their lot.
MNow for

THE FORWARDS.

As a whole, they should be fost runners, guick starters, and
clever with their feet. A forward who can sprint well 13 an
extremely valuable man on the field; but one who can start
at once at full speed and be able to Idﬂd%g anything and
anybody in his way is mora valuable still. Forwards should
be ahle to pass and shoot ot geal, and should, of course, be
shle to * dribble™ well. The centre-forward and the two
insides should be the best shots, while tho outsides should
be the fastest runners and good, strong kickers.

i,

‘REPLIES IN BRIEF.

U. A. M, {Glasgow).—Thank you for your posteard. There
will probably be an article such as you suggest in the Chat
page before long.

Vlise 8. Jonas (Victoria Park).—You mway hear move of the
characters you mention on your postcard at some future date.

W. R. {Govan).—Thaok you for your very appreciative
letter. The capital you would require would vary according
{o the size of {he business, of course; bu it is well to have
money to fall back on in case of failure. You would pro-
bably have to pay about fifty pounds for the business, and
another fifty would make o good reserve fund.

FRIDAY IS “PENNY POP." DAY, THE EDITOR.
Tue MaoNeT Liﬁnmr,ﬂﬂo. 244. tendid Long Complete School Tule
MONDAY: FOR HIS MOTHER'S SAKE!” ot Prank Nugent, by FRANK RICHARDS,
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SPEGIAL COMIC SUPPLEMENT

HE CAUGHT A TAH-TAE.

1. No doubt you wonder why I'm pnmtmg the front hall of
myself black, dear readers. Well, I'm going to catch a raEblt i

1 N v

9. You see, I'm this side of the fence really, only I dom't
show ‘cos of the black. So when Mr. Bunny.comes along
thinking to pull my narrative and coupe-—

3. The poor, silly animal gets fairly copped, round the
brisket, as per illustration.

HE HADN'T NOTICED IT.

Wife: * Did you gei that pudding I left for you in the
oven, John "

John: ** Idid: it wora stunner ! ™

Wife : *' And did vou take off the cloth that was round it ¥

John; ** Were there a cloth on it ¥ "

A SHIPPING ORDER!

‘-—"“'H !'/l

(‘nstomer ; ** Please, mister, I can’t remember what mn
sent me for, bub you can give me two peunyworth of
peppe rmint candy, ‘cause s she said I conld keep the change,

THE LIP-TG*E&TE FARMER.

FAY gg‘

s

It was no good Farmer Tater sticking np & scarecrow on
his field, "cause the crowa simply treated ib with contempt.
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2. Bo, h-emp; an up-to-date chap, he fixed the scarecrow L0
a flying machine, and that did the trick.

{Hore Comiz Fictures on prge 1.8 ﬂw'r}
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