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A C‘omplete Séhbblqs'toi;j 'Béai:, attractive to All Readeprs.

I The Editor will be obliged

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Not at all Nice!
GREYFRL\RS was annoved.

There was really no reasonable reason why Greyfriars
should be annoved, perhaps: but that did not alter the
fact. Greyfriars was very much annoved.

Erom Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of the school, down
to the smallest and inkiest fag in the Second Form, Grey-
friars didn’t like it.

Coker of the Fifth said that it was rotten. Coker of the
Fifth was generally 'regarded as an ass, but on this subject
the whole Fifth agreed with him.. Bob Cherry of the Remove,
usually the cheeriest and most tolerant of mortals, said that it
was teo thick. And all the Remove concurred.

Copyright io the Ualied Stales of America,

if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend.
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A Splendid
New, Long,
Complete
School Tale
of Harry
Wharton &
Co., at
Greyfriars.
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Frank

' Richards.
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Even the EHHH woere ilidi’llﬂllt; im.h.‘[!{l, ‘l-h#}' were more
indignant than the elder fellows. Discussion on the subject
ran mgh in the Seécond and Third-Form rooms. Nugeut minos
of the Second declared that it was an outrage. Tubb of the

'ﬁ'hijd stated 1t as his fixed opinion that something ought to
e done,

All Greyfriars, large and small, old and young, talked oy
the subject, and with scarce'y a dissentient voice agreed that
it was simply the limit. '

And vet nothmg could be done.

It was swspected-that. the Head himself didnt like it auy
moré than the boys did, though, of course, the Head made no
remark upon the subject in the hearing of the bovs. But the
Head could not help it any more than the boys could. From
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kis study window the Head could see the column of smoke
rising steadily from the high chimney in the distance, over the
“woods towards Courthe
follows on. the cricket-field could see . When 'the wind was
favourable—or, ruther unfavourable, from a Greyfriars point
of view—some of the smoke was wafted even as far as the
school. ' Bolsover of the Remove declared that the blacks
E&n&tr{ted into his study. This was an exaggeration, but the
emovités were uite prepared te feel indignant about it

And yet nothing could be done.

The whole county did not belong to Greyfriars; although,
to pbserve the manners of some of the fellows, and to listen
to their one might have fancied that pernaps it did.
Greyfriars talk sometimes might have given the peculiar 1m-
pression that not enly was Greyfriars the most important
place mx the world, but that each Form was the most im-
poctant Form at dl‘[‘_}'fl"lﬂ.l‘ﬁ. and each fellow was the most
important fellow in his Form.

It - was seldom that the old school was in unanimous agree-
ment about anvthing. As a rule there were rivalries going
strong, the Remove against the Upper Fourth and the Fifth,

or all of them **ap against’® the mighty Sixth. But when

the. sincke from Mr. Hardinge's factory chimney rose upon
the horizon, &ll Greyiriars agreed about that—that it was
Enttﬁn. that it was a shame, and that something ought to be
one. - . ' . ;
And nothing could he done. b
If Mr. 'Hnﬁiihge c%enﬁa to erect a factorv at his own ex-
-pense, upon‘his own ground, and make jam and pickles
within sight.of the historic school, Mr. Hardinge was acting
uite within his mights, and—amazing as it might seem to the
?}ro}'hi!r: fellows 'e was nothing in the Brnitish Con-
stitution fo stop him. _
" The jam- factery had been building for some time. - Tt ‘was
apen now, and it drew workers within its gates from Friar-
dale and- Courtfield, and Pegg, and the villages round about
Grﬂfrinﬁ'ﬂ- ‘Sometimes, when the wind was blowing hard to-
wards the

the Greyfriars fellows at their desks. . It broke in upon the
alm and repose which were part’ and parcel of Greyfriars.

rue, the buzzer could nat always be heard, and when it was
heard the sound was very faint and far. But Greyfriars
resented the buzzer very much., = . - =%

“Jam ™ said Bob Cherry, as the;%ﬂ came.
Form-room after morning lessons and erowded on the school
steps, and gazed awa(.? towards the blue smoke that rose on
the borizon towards Courtfield: *‘ Jam, and Rickles!"

“It's too thick!” said Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove. ~ ‘*1 really do think that Mr. Hardinge might have
put up that. blessed factory somewhere else!” |

“Lots of other places!” growled Bolsover. ‘* It's disgust.
ing.  And we shall have crowds of all sorts of bounders going
up and down past the school ! - Think of that !"’

“ Awful ' sgid Frank Nugent, with a touch of sarcasm.
“We sha'n’'t be able to go out of gates for fear of con-
jamination " . . : e

‘“Oh, don’t be a silly ass, Nugent I'" said Bolsover irritably.
“1 tell you it’s utterly rotten, and something ought to
done to stop it !" ' . _

“The, factory is finding work for a lot of people in this
district,” remarked Mark Linley. ““It means g wages to
a lot of peopie in Courtfield and Pegg.”

Bolsaver turned on him with a sneer,

“Might have expected vou to say that!” he exclaimed. -

“]1 suppose it seems like home to you to have a factory
opposite the front door? I suppose you like the sound of a
buzzer more than anything else in the world 7 ~

Mark Linley flushed.  As a matter of fact, there was some-
thing in what the Remove bully said. Mark Linley had
worked in a Lancashire factory before he won the scholarship
which had brought him to Greyfriars. And the old familar
sound of the midday buzzer was far from disagreeable to him,.

“ Oh, shut up, Bolsover!” broke in Bob Cherry sharply.
* “We're all up against the giddy Jam factory, but we can’t

do anything. We've sim}:ly vot to grin and bear it.”

*1 say, you fellows ’ -

“ Oh, dry up, Bunter !’ e

“ Oh, really, Nugent! Look here, I've been thinking that
as Mr. Hardinge i1s a neighbour, he might be willing to let
us have jam and pickles at a reduction in price.”

“¥You fat bounder!” said Johnny Bull, in tones of deep
disgust.  “ Do yoa want to ask a favour of the man who's
mucked up the countryside with his beastly factory?”
~ “Go to bed, Banter!”

“Get off the earth!”

di Eﬁ“t !!l -

“Oh, really, you fellows——"" protested Billy Bunter,

“Rats! Buzz off I ‘ ;

Two or three boots came into contact with Billy Bunter,
Tae Maener Lisrary.—No. 225.
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Fellows in the €lose could seo it,-

I and the class-room windows were open, at -
twelve o’cl the sound of the ““buzzer™ could be heard by

of their -

TWICE ROLUND THE CLOBE! BY SIDNEY DREW.
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and the Owk of the Remove rolled down the school st . o5

e sat in the Close and roared.

“*Ow! Ow! Beasts!"”

- Hi: h": h‘.!“. i

“1I say!’ exclaimed Bolsover eagerly. *Some of the
Iactory rotiers will be passing ~the gates soon; you know,
going home to their beastly dinner. Whe's comhing with

me? . | .

“Good egg !’ _
“Hurray 1 : >
"“Hold on!" exclained Harry Wharton sharply. * What

are you going to do, Bolsover?"”
" ‘“Give the factory rotters a pint to keep out of sight of
t.:‘-rvﬂ:am!” retorted Bolsover. - S5 e

P them alone, then. I don’t like the smoke over there
any more than you do, but it’s rotten to pick on chaps who’ve

done no hn.rq%‘ Let them alone!”
The Rema ™ Jaughed sneeringly. s 2D
* Yes, TH .. - alone, when I've done with them!”

he exclaimed amiably.! ‘‘ Who's coniing with me? Neyver
mind Wharton, he can’t help preaching.”

Half the Remove streamed off towards the schoolgates at
the heels of Bolsover. .Harry Wharton flushed angrily, and
made a movement to follow, with the evident miention of

But Frank Nugent caught him by the armn,

“Hold on, Harry!"” he exelaimed,™ "~ = =~

Wharton'’s eyes were gleaming. - . - . :

“Look here, Frank!” he exclaimed. *'I won’t have_it!
I'm captain of the Remove! I'm ﬁm.goﬁf.iﬂ'hlve the
fellows ragging those factory chaps, It’s very” well to
inge for putting up his factory theére. But

erent matter. It's rotfen!”

“1 know it is,” said Nugent. " It's roften—and it's ex-

actly ' like Bolsover. But I think most likely there will be

rows between our fellows and the factory chaps, in any

case.
And from what I've seen of some of them, I think they’ll be
able to look after theflmlm We'h > and see fair :
you like."” ' Al By '

““Yes, that's not” a

goes out to or

Wharton frowned. = - ' S s .
Lqu‘df- il he bes

soon stop him ‘
of the Remove, and Fll jolly s
Come on . o
And Wharton, with knitted brows, s

hoolgates. Frank Nugent :
Bull followed him. The Famous

Iﬂﬂﬂiﬂl‘- . L =4 : - _ ; ‘ - . T 3 .__1 "* l:-'.j-l — - _ #
Wharton was, as he had said, captain of the Remove, But
‘Bolsover had always been up against the Form-captaig, and a -
good many fellows were i to follow his lead. just
now nearly the whole of the Remove were (o?]owmg ver.

The idea of ragging the workers in the offending f
appealed t6 them very strengly;

3 - t displeas: to the
row '’ was not displeasing o o and_bogo
and Upper Fourth in pillow-fights and rag-
like Alex

Bolsover had gone out of gates to look fof trouble, and,
"By the 10 gWhﬂon & Co. heard as they

ed down to the gate, he had found it.

' THE SECOND CHAPTER. |
. Hard Hit! : '
BOTMVER & CO. looked out into the road, and Bolsover

-

uttered an exclamation of satisfaction at the sight of a

lad who was coming down from the_direction of Court-

field at a swinging pace. He was a lad of about fifteen,
very plainly but very neatly
that showed si

s of a tramp through the wood.
had seen him

ore, and he knew that he was one of the

boys employed at the new factory at Courtfield End, evidently

going home to his dinner in Friardale. :
The boy had a rugged, but very pleasing face, with abund-
ance of good humour m it, and a pair of very merry and

_ idea,” said Johony Bull **If _
Iob?% r trouble, Harry, you can’t stop- E

'

cheerful dark eyes, and thick cwly hair that escaped from

under the cheap cloth cap on his head.
*““Here’s one of them !R exclaimed Bolsover,
And he ran out into the road. _ |
The factory fellow sto He had no choice about

for the burly bully of the érevfria.rs-‘, Remove had phnt«i

himself fairly in his path. - He looked inguiringly at Bol-
sover, and at the grinning juniors who lﬂad on from the

gateway.

“ What do you want?’ ha asked, in a quiet and clear voice,

“I've been looking for you,” said Bolsover blandly.

-

¥
-
-

AESEy,

1 -
e

actory
dperhqﬁl:tha idea of a
juniors. ings had béen

uigs, an of old, perhaps they would have
geen glad of a fresh world to conquer.

dressed, with thick, heavy boots, '
et gollm'er ,
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Coker made a dﬁsparite rush at the llctnr;_hand

———m

The factory fellow stared.

“Have vou?' he exclaimed.
me.  What's on?”

“ Weo object to you,” said Bolsover, with a wink at his
comrades, “* We want you to get off the earth. We don't
want your blessed factories and your blessed smoke spoiling
our landscape, for one thing.”

“All night,” said the factory fellow, with perfect sérions-
ness. ‘“*When I go back after dmner, I'll eall into M:.
Hardinge's office, and tell him to shift the factory to some-
where else. T've no doibt he will do it immediately.”

There was a chuckle from the Removites, but it was af
Bullsuvur'n expense this time, and the Remove bully turned
red.

** You cheeky voung cad!"’ he roared.

“*Well, I can’t do more than that, can 1?'"" said the factory
lad in surprise. " I'm trying to please vou.”

Bolsover pushed back his cuffs.

“Well, now I'll try to please yvou!” he said.

Jack Blunt looked at him in astonishment.

“ What are we going to fight about?”’ he asifhd.

“ About one minute, I think!" said Bolsover, with great
humour. * By that time you'll be knocked into a pancake,
Aro you ready?’

“No! I want to get home to my dinner. I didn't come
along here looking for a row."” . .

“* Well, you'll bnd a row every {ime you come along this

Tur MiexeEr Lisrary.—No. 225.

rukspay:  DOWN ON HIS LUCK! " &

“Well, now vou've found

“Come on!"

e —eir— —

who h-el_d”lhe Ihnne. Then the man tu_rned the full force of
the water-upon him, and Coker, catching it full on his chest, was swept off his feet.

Groo—o0-—op! Oh!"”  (See Chapter i.)

-
v 3
o o
-
——
pr———— -
e ————
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= i —
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Bump! “Ow!

S ——

B A ——

! “We don'i like factory cads
haniging about here. 1I'm going to give you a licking now for
a start. Put your hands up.”

“*But I don't want——"" y

“Yah! Coward!” roared Snoop from the crowd at the
school gates.

Jack Blunt looked round quietly.

“ Will the chap who said that kindly step ont into the road
and say it egain?”’ he asked, with great politeness.

* (xoon, Sunoopy "

** Btep out lively !

“ Buck up!”

Snoop looked at the faciory lad, and stayed where he was,
Jack Blunt was not so'tall as eithér Sn or Bolsover, but
ne looked very mustular, and a grim Jook had eome upon his
sunny face that S8noop did not like, ¢ 2 ma

*“ Never mind, Snoop,”” said Baolsover, “I'm here!
are you going to have a fight or a licking*"

“*Oh, I'll have the fight, if I've got to have either!” said
Jack Blunt coolly. *‘Fair play, you know—one at a time.”

' We'll give you fair play,” said Bolsover. - “ I don't thnnk
I shall need any help to wipe up the road with you.”

** Hold on, Bolsover!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived. The captain of the
Remove eame out into the road with a frowning brow. Bol-
sover gave him a savage look.

‘““Don’t you interfere here!” he said.

—

road!"” grinned Bolsover.

No W,

Spl N Lo hool Harry
Roron & o b TSI Rlels School Tale of Harry
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“My hat!” ejaculated Harry Wharton. ‘Poor old Bol-

“Let thai fellow alone! If you must pick a row, tackle a

fellow of your own size!” said Wharton scornfully, *‘ This
chap is a head shorter than you. Let him alone.
“Oh, it’s all right!"” said Jack Blunt chéerfully. * Thank

you very much, whoever you are;
myself, Let him come on!™

“ He will smash you,” said Harry,

“ Well, I'm ready to be smashed.”

Harry Wharton laughed. ’

" Well, if that's the way you take it, I've nathing more te
say,” He replied. “'Go ahead!”

:‘tnd the captain of the Remove stepped back to the gate.

Béb Cherry indulged in a soft chuckle.
. . There’s a surprisé waiting for Bolsover,”” he murmured.
‘I've seen that fellow before. His name's Blunt, I saw
him in a tussle with two roughs at Pegg last weck, and he
knocked them both out. He’s a giddy tin terror!”

" Poor old Bolsover I"" murmured Nugent.

Bolsover certainly did not regard himself as ““poor old
Bolsover.” He was sailing down upon the factory fellow
with the evident intention of knocking him into the middle of
the next week, or still further along the calendar, at omne
blow. He descended upon the factory lad like a billow upon
& rook, and broke upon him like one. For Jack Blunt did
not recede, and did not give an inch of ground, and he was
not swept away by the heavy rush of the Remove bully.

Somehow—DBolsover never knew how—tho bully’s lashing
fists were swept up into the air, and then something—it was
Jack Blunt's hst, but it seemed to Bolsover like the hoof of
?i ﬁaartmulnrlr big horse—smote the bully en the c¢hin, and

.. .

sover staggered back,
Bum

ut 1 ean tako care of

! \ -
The E)uﬂy of the Remove went down in the road with a

bump that shook him up from head to foot, seeing more stars
than the most powerful telescope could have discovered in
the whole of the Milky Way. - : :
B?ilsu:rer laﬁr fohl; ;ﬂ:em sggnndsh on 'h'if‘hhmk i the dust,
wondering what ned to him. > - d
Elinkkeldﬂa;ftllll; fm;: B.F%:F h 0 ;{ en he sat up, an
SATTS right hand with his left, &nd smiling.
M‘ f g

not look at all -

- “Oh!"” gasped Bolsover. Lhad > k. % =
There was a roar from the erowd ngjuninrn at the sekogl

gates. | Jani |
“Great Scott!”? ) 7

. 2 o

** Bravo!'"" shouted Bob Cherry,

Ja{# Blldunt. grinned. _

" Would you mind getting up and finjshing the smashing?”
he asked, addressing ﬁalp_over politely, **1 want to get home
to mﬁ dinner.”

i l.+h' hr‘!

Bolsover staggered to his feet. It seemed to him ineredible
that this slight lad, a head shorter than himself, had knocked
him down in that way. Whatever Bolsover's faults, he had
pluck enough, and ‘he only sto to recover his breath, .

Then he came on again with a wild rush,

This time he clinched with his foe, and they reeled and
whirled round in the road with a cloud of dust spinning
round them.

The dazzled eyes of the crowd at the school gates saw a
whirl of dust, of t ling feet, of flving arms, and legs and
hair. g;p the {:Em l:lt; broke awa 3 m’!‘dﬂ one lll;f them
went ¢ mg to the y gaspmg. ¢ teliow who went
to the ground was Bof;!r::r, and this time he did not get up.
In that brief but terrific struggle, ho had received ul
punishment. One of his eyes ha closed up, and his nosé was
red and enlarged to the view, and his mouth had a curious
sideways look. He sat in the dust, and gasped, with a red
stream running from the corner of his erooked mouth,

“Oh, oh, oh! Groeo!" - -

SANDOW’S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explaini
how every man and woman can obtain robust hm&"ﬁﬁ

perfect development by exercise,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free. -
Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C,
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ow, Jack Blunt was "“bbii’;“oﬂ"‘ ¢

. Jack Blunt or not; "SBnithy,

intended for his ears, and he heard

TWICE ROUND THE CLOBE! BY SIDNEY DREW.

-

sover! He's dug up a giddy prizefighter by mistake !"
Frank Nugent, the good-natured, forward Blld
helped Bolsover up. The burly Removite reeled in his
helping grasp. |
* Finished””’ asked Frank Nugent sympathetically.

“Groo! Oh! Yes! Tl tackle him again! But—yes!”

““ Hard ehecse, old man !’ _

And Nugent helped the battered bully of the Remove in.
1The jumors stared :
dusted down his clothes with his cap. Some of the Removites
considered that another fellow ought to tackle hi or the
honour of Greyfriars, and there was a yell for Bo'bnzhu_'ry.

“ Go for him, Bobby!" .

“Give him a hcking, Bobby "

Bob Cherry snorted. :

“T'm not going to pitch into a chap for nothing,” he said
angrily, 1 ér came out here to look for trouble, and
he's found it. It serves him jolly well right to get it in the
neck. This chap has done jolly well, in my opinion, and I'm
more inclined to pat him on the back than te him.” -

“Yah!" bellowed SBnoop. ** You're afraid of him!”

Bob Cherry reddened.
Snoop, and that youth disappeared promptly into the Close of
Greyfriars. The juniors reoared.

- le him, Bob! Go for him!"”

“Rats! I won't!"

" Look here, you chaps,” said Jack Blynt. * I'm sorry for
this. ¥ didn't come heve for a row, and I wasn’t looking for
trouble. I've only defended myself. I don't want to quarrel
with any of you, and Fin sorry this has ned.”

" “You're a good sort,” said Bob Cherry. * Give us your

!'it,“ g

Jack Blunt smiled, and shook hands with Bob Cherry, and
then, with a nod, walked on down the road towards Friac-
ﬁe& There was a growl of disappointment from the

move, : g

“You ought to havo tackled him, for {We honour of the
Remoge ! growled Ogiivy. '-

“Oh, ho could have licked Bob Cherry!” said Vernon-

i

way he handled Bolsover major. But whéf’!rw;* ﬁ 'ﬂ
can certainly h .

I'll do ite too, if T have ; you; and

ny more of your cheek!
And Vernon-Smith di gﬂt sifl%ﬁh*m 1
turned back into the Close, annoyed and exasperated b '

result of the 'encounter - Bolsover ‘had been utterly in the
wrong from start to finish, and
deserved ; but.the juniors felt that the gouﬂge
had suffered. Harry Wharton & Co. looked ver
as they strolled back to the School House.

“*We shall have rows with those factory
Bull remarked.

Smith, wath a sneer,

Bob Cherry nodded cheerfully. -
“ ¥ shouldn’t- wénder if he could,” Jie assen

m:‘ M

lankly at the factory féllow. Jack Blunt .

Ho made-a movement towards-

he-mvmdﬁmm‘"
¥

** The more the merricr " grinned Bob Cherry. And my

opinion is that they will give as good as they get!”
And 1n that opinion ihe Co. certainly concurred. -

THE THIRD CHAPTER, -

Sheer Tyranay, TR '

* yAM!” said Bulstrode. * And pickles!™ gt Nl
- The discussion was going onm in the i f_*bn-
J room after lessons. fact that lh';l “the

factory owner, was a manufacturer of and
mffmedﬂ:u ainﬂnrftha E(]‘fro iré'nz fellows Ihu ch as
else. e fall of night ﬂmttaoﬂu&u
of smoke from view, bui the juniors of Greyfria
thinking of it still, and of the offensive fack |
offensive hands employed there. The licking of
by a factory fellow had added the last- drop to the cup

their wrath.

&

i

1§

Whether Bolsover had been in the right or the wrong didn’t

matter a straw. A Greyfriars fellow had been
factory fellow. It was like insult added to injury.

Under that stain upon their honour the .
not - rest. S - R . "

“We've got to get even with I:hen;’" said Bulstrode.
“We've got to show them what's what!

““Yes, rather!” said Bolsovery caressing *
eve. ‘‘And if our precious Form captain won't take the
Iﬂiﬁl, mwbodg else will.” g il h:

arry n was at a ta at n
chess with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The remark #h-'-‘
it, but he gave no sign.

Nugoent came into the commeon-room, -

“Johnny Bull back yet!” he asked.

“No,” said Hnrrly. :

“The ass! He's laie for locking-up, then.”

Johnny Bull had gone over on ]E_Iil bicyele to

'-..-..

his discoloured

Courtfield
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town, on a messago to the local printer concerning the later
number of “ John Buli’s Weekly.”” He ought easily to have
been- back by dark; but it was long since dark, and he had
not come 1n. :

** Perhaps he's coming back by the road,” suggested Mark
Liuley. - **The short cnt. is darE through the wood, and he
mway prefer the road.”

“ 1t means lines if Gosling reports him.”

*“*Which he will do!” said Tom Brown.

“1'll go down.to.the gate and wait for him,” said Nugent

"l come!”. Bob Cherry rose from his chair, where he
was watchirg the game of chess, and giving advice that was
not followed. ** Let's try our persuasive eloquence on Gosling
to rten the gate and shut his mouth.”

“Good egg!” said Harry Wharton.
two, Inky, so we may as well chuck it.”

The Nakob of -Bhanipur grinned.

“ My honourable ehum is mate in one,”” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“By Jove, 80 I am!"” said Harry, after a glance at the
bpard. ** Well, come on, then!”

And the chums of the’ Remove left the eommon-room
togcther.  They left the discussion on the subject of (he
factory going strong. Bolsover looked after the Co. with
a bitier sneer. :

* Wharton and his lot want to take this Iying down,” he
said. “They don’t care if the Greyfriars Remove has to
knuckle under to a set of factory cads.”

* “We'll elect a new captain and go for, the rotters!" said

Stoop.

“Yes: I can see you pgoing for anything +but a tame
rabbit—I don't think!’ Micky Desmond remarked. And
there was a laugh.

Harry Wharton & Co. reached the gates. They were
shut and locked, as they always were at dark. Gosling, the
school porter, was at the door of
Lits  lodge, and he looked sus-
piciously at the <chums  of the
Remove.

*** Johnny Bull hasn’t come in yet,
Gossy,” said Nugent, in his most
winning tones. *“* When he turns
up, you re going to let him in, like
a good chap, aren’t you ?”’

Gosling grunted.

“Yes, I'm going to let him in,
and report him,” he growled.
~“Now, be nice!" wurged Bob
Cherry. * Make 1t a tanner!”

Gosling surveyed the junior with
lofty dignity. |

*“If wou think you can bribe me
to aeglect the hexecution ofsmy
dooty, Master Cherry, you are mak-
ing a mistaks,” he said. “Wot I
savs i1s this 'ere——""

“Make it a bob!"” said Bob
Cherry cheerily.

“Wot I says is this here—""

*““Now, don’t be avaricious, Gossy !" implored Bob Cherry.
*“Buppose we put it up to one-and-six. Will your sense of
duty be satisfied at that figure?”

Gosling gave another snort. '

** Gossy. never satisfied his conscience under half-a-ecrown!”
said Frank Nugent, with a shake of the head. ** What price
half-a-crown, Gobsy?” r

“Pve %t my dooty to do,” said Gosling loftily.

Harry Wharton laughed.

S That means that Bull has been missed and Gossy's got
orders to report him,” he said. *“It's no go. Why doesn’t
the fathead come in?”’

There was a ring of a bicyele-bell on the dark road, and
a lantdrn gleamed through the bars of the gate.

“Here he is!”

Gosling unlocked the gate. - r

““Which I've got horders to report yer, Master Bull!” he
said. ‘ You're to go directly to Mr. Queloh.”

“ All serene, old son!” said Jehm}:t!v Bull, as he wheeled
bis bieycle in. ** Go and eat coke! Hallo, you fellows!"

‘““What on earth’s made you so long, Johnny?" said

“You're mate in

Wharton. ‘* Been having a row with the Courtheld chaps?”
t'h“ Hn.'l'l grunted Johknpy Bull. “I came back by road,
at’s all.”

“Why didn't you take the short cut?"
“It's closed!”

l“(ﬂnwdt” exclaimed Wharton. “How could it be
Eﬂm !!!
« * It seems that the right-of-way is closed for good now,”

gaid Bull. “ It lies across land belonging to Mr. Hardinge,

and he's closed 1t.”
“What!"

It was a shout of indignation from the juniors. Right-of-

way from Courtfield to the Greyfriars road had been.
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public property from time immemorial. True, it Jay atross
tho cstato at Courtfield End that had been purchased by
Mr. Havdinge for his works; but that he shouLl venture to
close up the right-of-way astounded the juniors His
“nerve " an building his factory where the smoke could Lo
scen from the school was as nothing to this.

“Closed up the right-of-way!” gasped Wharton, * Aro
you surc?”’ _ '

" Yes, rather! There's a wooden fence built across the
road, and a notice on it that the way is now closed to the
publie.”’ ;

“My hat!”

Amazed and boiling with indignation, the juniors
tramped back to tha Bchool House with Johnny Bull. That
youth had to go into Mr. Queleh’s study fo report himself
after his absence. The Remove-master received him with a
very stern brow. IHarry Wharton & Co. remained outside
to wa:it for him, and they heard what passed in the study.

“ Yon are half an hour after locking-up, Bull!" said in'-.
Qll{'l['h :_-i'\'{‘l:"[‘l_f.

“ It wasn’t my [fault, sir,"’ said Johnny Bull meekly.
“The right-of-way at Courtfield Eud is closed, sir, and I had
to eome round by road.”

“Oh!" said Mr. Quelch.

“I didn’t_know it till I started to come back, sir,” said
Johnny Bull, : o

“Oh, very well! Under the circumstances I will excuse
vou,” said Mr. Queleh. * You may go.” _ ;N g

* Thaik yous sir!™ iod ‘

Johnny Bull rejoined his echums in the passage, w2

“Come and tell the fellows!™
said  Bob Cherr sulphurously.
“ There will be a row about this,
Closing up the right-of-way—our
right-of-way ! Why, that right-of-
way has been open ever since Grey-
friars was built! The man must
be off his rocker!" .

" “He must be, to think we'll stand
it 1" said Wharton, . -

common-room with a roar of indig-
nation. o Y o il
It was not without some satisfac-
gﬁn. tco, that the fellows heard it.
ey were in the right at last! . -
They had been ** up against ’ the
factory and its owner from the be-
ﬁmnmg. But so far Mr. Hardinge
And been I?;M 'w%inhhin rights,
ngry as they mi e at seeing
the fugt:r;rmltm

: e cur against
the sky in the distance, they could
not deny that the factory owner
. had a legal right to huild anything
he liked upon land that he had bought and paid for. But
he had no legal vight to close up a riF t-of-way fhat had been
open ' from time immemorial—at all events, the Greyfriars
fellows were sure-that he hadn’t. The obnoxious man had
placed himself in the wrong, and when the news got «:m:t.i
Creyiviars would be against his tyrannic act like one fell

“The cheek!” roared Bolsover. "

*“Ob, it's the limit!” said Bob Cherry.
stand it?"’ . i
~ There was a roar, : 5

LT Nﬂ !'l .

* Never!" * .

“The neverfulness is terrific!” exelaimed Hurree Singh.
;‘ 'i[l‘hq‘ honourable Remove will never take this lying down-
ully. ,

=t iy

“Ai% we goiug #o

Harry Wharton jumped on a chair. His handsome face -

was crimson with indignation. He
excited Remorvites,

* Gentlemen and chaps—"

** Hear, hear!”

‘waved his hand to the

“You have all heard the news breught by Johnny Bull—"

#

““Hear, hear!”
_**Mr. Hardinge, of Courtfield End Fa —"

Groans for Mr. Hardinge, of Couﬁﬁ?d‘ d Factory.

“ Mr. Hardinge has closed up a right-of-way that has beén
used by Greyfriars fellows from time ‘:mmennzgi:]_.; “As long as
the memory of the oldest ihabitant extends that right-of-way
has been open.” ; ; i

The oldest inhabitant of the Greyfriars Remove was about
fifteen, but that did not matter. Wharton's eloquence was
cheéered loudly. ' - o |

*“Are we iguing to stand 1£?"

* Never !

e

The news was received in the

1

o
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“Ave we going to. permit this giddy tyrant—this manu-
_}?icklcs—-tn rob us of eur rights as free-

facturer of jam and
born British subjects

“Yah! Never!™

* Gentlemen, i1t's timie sowething was done

“ Hurrah I i ' 1

“We can’t go to law with My Hardinge to make him re-
open the right-of-way. The Head may remonstrate with him,
but if Mr. Hardinge réfuses to give way the Head will simply
get on his dignity, and let the matter_ rest.”

‘¢ Bhame !’

““He won’t go to law about
field End out of bounds.” °=

“ Shame!” - 2

“ And the seniors won’t. fake the matter up. They'll be
just as wild about it as we are, -but the Sixth are too high
and mighty to have a row with the factory over it.”

_** Blow the Sixth!” : :
. Gentlemen, it therefore resis w:i.h the Greyiriars Remove
—ug—to stand up for the rights of the old school I’

Loud applause, . . _ _
- * Are you all with me?" shouted Wharton, his eyes flashing
as he warmed to his subject. ** Are you-all agreed to back
me up in declaring war on Hardinge and all his works?"’

- Frenzied cheering. -

“Then wo declare war!" shouted Wharton. * We'll open
the right-of-way by mam force if we can’t open.it any other
way ! . ok . -

“ Hurrah . ,

“ We'll jolly-soon.show Jam, Pickles, & Co. that they can’t
invade the riqhu_af Greyviriars while the Renlove has a say
in the matter.” - . = = .

- ** Hear, hear!” . “ .

*“ We'll jolly soon—"" . :

. “You'll jolly seon stop that row!” said Wingate of the
Sixth, looking in-at the door. . ** Do:you know you can be
heard all over Greylriars, you young asses?” '

 “Hardinge has stopped .up the right-obsway at Courtficld
End!” velled Bob Cherry. ' = R

Wiﬂgltﬂ' Etﬂ-"trﬂd- » .--_p--- 4
. % Ave you sure of that?’ :

“Yes. Johnny Bull found it elosed upg

“T don’t think. he had any vight to clogs
“1'll see the Head aboué ity and ask ]
to Mr. Hardinge. And now don’t make g N
1 shall look in again with a cane.”. : Mg

And Wingl.t;ﬁ:putqd. The juniors subdued their ting
a little, but the discussion van on ﬁemal!lv. and many wild sug-

stions were made for bringing Mr. Hardinge to his senses.

ut Har rton’s advice was listened to, and it was
at last that the Remove should wait to see what was
the result of Dr.. Locke's note to Mr. Hardinge. If it made
him rescind his act of tyranny, well and good. If it did not,
then the Greyfriars Remove would take matters into their
own hands, and it would be war. And as a matter of exact
fact, it must be confessed that the
hoped that it would be war.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds.

HE Greyfriars fellows were very restive the next day.
The indignation on the sub of the closing of the
right-of-way was not confined to the Remove. Every

Form shared it, but it was only the enterprising Remove

' that had yet thought of taking the matter into its own hands.
After morning lessons the next day some of the wilder spirits
of the Remove wanied to start at once ‘for Courtfield End,
but Wharton restrained them. It was better, as he explained,
to have right clearly on their side when hostilities commenced.
"It was known in the school that Dr. Locke had written to Mr.
Hardinge, remonstrating on the subject of the factory-owner’s
action, and until his reply was recerved and known Wharton
recommended taking no action. *

So tho Remove waited—with great impatience.

Trotter, the house page, had been senf over to Courtfield
End to take the Head's note, and he was to bring the reply
back with him. A crowd of juniors waited for the e's

return. They could not know, of course, what was in the
“letter he hruugl!ﬁbut they hoped to extract some information
from Trotter. ereé’ was a shout when the stout youth was
scen coming towards the School House, and an eager crowd
of juniors surrounded him af onece. . :
“* What's the news, Trotty?"
V9 What did he say ™’

“ What's he like o

Trotter grinned. ' _

“He's a ’ard-faced gentleman,” he said confidentially.
“Got a jaw like a vice. Thought he was gomng to bite mo
when he took the letter an’ read it. He wrote a reply in two
minutés and "anded it to me.” -

- Ter Maeyer Lisrary.—No. 225,

"roared the captain of the Remove,

IT!‘ ;

it. -He'll simply place Court-

heroes of the Remove

favonr of such a man, and a

s ends the mmtter. i.rm% :
- Aho¥ do

~in the mattey, and _
“They will be 'mod, 1

“1nose fhl'ﬂ_.ii..‘.l.‘-"“ ssary, in order w%
they do not mﬁ% ""#igjg'thi e

faint smile,

*“ Didn't he say anything "’

“Yos," grinned -Trotter. ** He said, * Take that, and gol' ™

“ Did he tip you?’ asked Billy Bunter,

Trotter snifted. |

“*Not ’e! 'E ain’t that sort!” ' REe3

And Trotter went into the house with his lettor. The juniors
would have given a great deal to know what thad letter con-
tained. Trotter took it into the Head's study. Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, was there with Dr. Locke. Trotter
handed the letter to the Head and retired.

s 1'{1!'. Hardinge’s veply I'* observed the Remove-master,

i T{"R-” . .

Dr. Locke opened tho letter. He glanced at if, and his
beows knittéd in a heavy' frown. He passed the letter S;l
AMr. Queleh without a word, and the Remove-master frowned,
too, as he read the curt message. = ; v
. Dear Sir,—I regret that 1 gn not see my way to complying
with your roquest.—Yours faithfully, J. HARDINGE.”

“(ad ! murimured My, Quelch, forgetting for a moment
ihat he was a Form-master;, and speaking as3f he had been a
Removite lﬂ:‘lim!ﬁih oo e hgi P, Sp

“Certainly Mr. Hardinge's manners ¢ot improved,’
said the Head, the colour coming into his cheeks ‘-'-"}?e' l_nig'tlt
at least have been courteous.™ ke Py,

Mr. Queloh laid the letter on tho desk, A

“1 am afraid that that scttles the matter, however,” sad
the Head musingly.  ** The right-of-way has always been ro-
garded as public property, but there is no doubt thas if Mr-
Hardinge strictly enforces his legal rights ke has the power
to close it. I am afraid that legal procecdings “would only
rosult in establishing that fact.” - AR

My, Q;leu_h nodded. ' .

“He has the strictly legal right; perhaps,” he
no man of praper feeling wnuﬁl push the iotter of the law
to such an extreme.”, i T L ) N

“T am afraid that My. Hn.relmﬁe is not-a man of proper
feeling,” the Hoad said drily. *‘1 should not.care to ask a

apparently-he’ would. net grant

saici: ** but

it if I'did so. 1 fear that 3

sorry that it will be a disappomtment 1o the

not understand techmical pomts of law,

stand—the vounger boys, at all évents—th
t to this w

oar, hm

boys.

-
-

“ Yes: ‘and, of eourse, that mi
, “Undoubtedly. It nught lead

. . T
- There has been some friction already, T think.” said th
Head. ‘“ That may possiily be the cause of Mr, Hs?iﬁ}#;

action, of his excuse, though he does not say so. 1t will be
necessary to place Courtfield End out of bounds.™ e
“Yod, that is obviously the only course under the

circumstances.”’ . |

Outsido, the Gregfriars fellows were waiting cagerly fo learn
the vestilt.. They knew it when a papér was ed up on
the school notice-board. A crowd gathered to it at once,
1t was in Dr. Locke’s hand. ‘

« ALTERATION OF SCHOOL BOUNDS,

-
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] ove Sh

uhlze revents D Al
M jon with. the hands

_ewmployed at Mr. Hardinge's factory.™

L

“For the present Courtfield End, and the short cut through

tha Court Wood, are placed out of bounds.” Y
The notice was signed by the Head. e
The fellows were almost stupefied when they read it.
“Well;, that's taking it i;rinﬁ down, and nmo mistake
Bob Cherry, with a breat - VA
g }\r’a wgn‘t stﬂud I-ll‘;!ad roared Cukcgo of the Fﬁthl:}o e,
“1 suppose the 's got no choice,” sai | tn?I,.l
prefect {I:f the Sixth. * Hgo wouldn't take it like lﬁ'ﬂ if he

™ said

could help it. Anyway, you kids have got to toe the line.”
“Oatch us!"” growled Bolsover. | o 55
The prefect turnegl upon him sharply. T
“Mind, if any you youngsters bounds it will_b.

the duty of the prefects to stop you and report you
ment,”” he said. '

Bolsover growled, and made ne
Fifth, however, was a senior himself, and felt fully entitled
{0 argue the matter out with a prefect.

for -

“ That's. all very well, Coustuey !” he exclaimed hotly. .

““ But we're not going to stand it. Of course, _
be kept within bounds. But the Head doesn’t mean that
order for the seuiors.” . | goas

It is meant for the whole school,” said Wingate:

Coker suorted.. ’ e G L

“T don't think it's weant for the Fifth, anyway;
think somebody onght to stand up for Greyfriars.”

“Hear, hear !V roared Bob Cherry.

“That order's got to be
well,” said Wingate sharply. ** No nousense abou

: t it, mind
or there will be trouble.” - _ | aFrgs i

obeyed, seniors and juniors as

s

=

rejoinder.. Coker nf the

-Ina. 3 &=
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He walked away, leaving the crowd in a buzz behind him.
Deep indignation possessed Greyfriars from cnd to end.
And Coker, of the Fifth, for one, didn't mean to stand 1it,
and said so many times emphatically.

THE FIFTH CHAPTEK.
Coker Takes the Lead.

ANY meotings were held in Greyfriars over the 1m-
portant matter.  After school that day, selected
Removyites met in Harry Wharton's study to discuss
the plan of Tampaign. A crowd of the Fifth met

in their Form-rogm, called together by the indignant Coker.
Even the fags of the Second and Third Forms met in con-
clave and listened to burning speeches from Tubb and Paget
and Nugent minor—who proposed various measures, from
writing 'rude postcards to Mr. Hardinge, to burning down
his factory over his head,

The meeting of the Fifth was not by any means unanimous.
Coker had called it, and Coker was not captain of the
Form.  Blundell was Fifth Form captain, and he had a
sense of responsibility as a senior, and }m- would have nothing
to do with anv scheme for taking violent measures against
the obnoxious Hardinge.  Blundell said he wasn't going to
rage like a fag over a short cut being c¢losed up. - Te which
Coker rejoined simply with a snort, and called a meeting of
fellows who agreed: with him. And a great part of the
Fifth turned up at Coker’s meeting.

Tae MacNeET Lisrary.—No. 225.
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TUESDAY:

yourself to the other side of it."  (See Chapter 0.)

—— gy = e m m Sm . —— p——_ z - z . pe—

“ What is your name ? " asked Mr, Hardinge, as calmly as he could. *““Bunter—William George Bunfer.” * Well,
William George Bunter,” continued the factory owner, * do you see that door? 1 give you one minute to fake

wUoker was generally alluded to-at Greyfriars as'* that ass
Coker.” But it was curious that Coker, all the same, had &
great deal of influence in lus Form. He had only lately been
moved up from the Shell, and perhaps he had still some of
the responsibility of a junior. He was big and strong, and
it was commonly believed that he could hick Blundell if he
liked; and he was well supplied with money by a dotin
aunt, who regarded Horace Coker as the very last wor
m perfection. Two-thirds of the Fifth Form turned up at
Coker’s bidding, and the other third sniffed and kept away,
following Blundell's example; The Fifth were seething with
indignation over Mr. Hardingé's unwarrantable action, and
they.were ready for anything.

Coker mounted upon a form with his special chums, Potter
and Greene, round Ihcim. The mceting gave himn a cheer. 1f
the Fifth wanted to win a cricket mateh, they couldn’t do
better than follow their captain Blundell. - But in any
es::nrmle, Coker was certainly a better leader. And the
Fiith were ripe for an escapade now, if any scheme could be
thought of for ““downing" the obnoxions Hardinge.

““Fellows——"" roared Coker.

“ Hurray, Coker

“1 haven't mugh to say——

“Good !’

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Wingate says we're to show our dignity as seniors, ana
set an example to the juniors, by taking this cheek from old

A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Ha
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Hardinge lying down.” With all respect to Wingate, T think
that's silly rot.
Wingate, but I must remark that he is an ass!

€d OAr heﬂr IH ’

“The Sixth are going to sit down on their dignity, and let

Hardinge rip. They want the Fifth to do the same. We'll
see ‘cm boiled fest [
~ ‘* Bravo ! roared Potter. .

“It's up to the Fifth to set this thing right! We shall

have the junigrs taking it up if we don't do something ™’

“ Very Jllh!j', bedad ! said Fitzgerald. _ _

‘s Who's going to follow my lead to bring Hardinge to his
setises 7 |

*“All of us!” roared Bland. *“ Hurray!"”

“Come on, then !” shouted Coker.

“Where are we going?"’ asked Greene. _

“Over to Hardinge’s factory, to give him a piece of our
mind! We'll talk to him straight, and tell him that the
Fifth Form at Greyfriars won't stand it !"”

-** What good will that do?"’ asked Bland.

“Oh, don’t jaw ! said Coker. *“ Daon’t be a blessed Jonah !
Of course, he will understand then that we won't stand anv
Ot Tve's good idea; fntoirely 1" said Fitagerald. “If h

“It's a idea, imtoirely ! sai i e
won't listen to reasow, and promise to open the right-of-way
again, we'll break his windows! Sure, that's what we do in
Ireland when a landlord wants any rent, or. any rascally
th;inﬁpf that sort '’

.‘ l‘ hp hl!'*’ .

Coker jammed his mg. on his head and strode from the
Form- ., The Fifth-Formers crowded after him. Coker
led them with a rush across the Close, and rushed out
into the road. Wit#t stoppih‘g to think, they crowded
away towards Courtfield, twenty of them, all highly exeited.

Some of the more cautious realised that Ce ld End was
now out of bounds, and that they were taking a very reckless
step.  But the hnt-hﬂnded"t&u‘ carried all re him.

Coker knew that the Removites were on the warpath, teo,

?jpdkhu wanted to be the first to bring the faetory-owner to
is knees. - : |
Some distance down the road towards Courthield there was

a foot and bridle-path through the wood, and at the end of the
wood it entered upon the land belo )

_ ing to Mr. H ;

For half a mile the path erossed his langd. then 4
eld "Lar had

a o had

the town.  Wayfarers fiom Cou T

wlways used that 'E;tth, “and the ows
constantly cycled that way when they wewe pressed for

~ time. True, the path was not a good ene for cyeles, but it
saved a irent distance going round by read.

Coker & Co. came lh:'k?'thmugh waodland footpath,
and burst the track over the fields that surrounded
the jam f The factory was in full view now, and
close at hand—a hideous brick building with two tall
chimneys.  As the Fifth-Formers came out upon the open
ground there was a distinet smell of pickles in the air.

“There's the rotten place! Nice sort of eyesore to put
up amoug green fields, ain't it? Poof I

“Ought to be pulled down !” said Petter, .

“ We'll jolly well pull it down for him, if he deesn’t come
to his senses ! said Coker darkly. ““Come on?”’

The Greylriars fellows marched towards the factorv. The
big gates were open, and a van was leaving, laden with cases
which bore the inscription, “ Hardinge's Pure Fruit Jam '’

“ We'll give him pure fruit jam, the rotter I muttered
Greene, |

And the Greyfriars fellows marched into the wvand.
Trmuamerable windows looked down upon them, and faces
were -sosm innumerable at the windows.  Coker & (0.
marched directly to Me, Hardinge's office, and as they came
up the manufacturer himself st into view. Il stared
at the Greyfriars fellows in surprise, and they stared at hiin.
Some of them knew him by sight, and the others guessed
who it was, -

Mr. Hardinge was a short man, not nearly so tall as
Caoker, but much wider.~He had a very large gold ehain
across his ample waistcoat. His face was hard as iron, and
Trotter’s description of his month was quite accurate. Iis
lips scomed te close like the jaws of a steel viee, :

A eold glitter came into his eyes as he looked at the erownd
from Greyiriars. He made a gesture to them to stop,

“ What do yvou want here?” he exclaimed.

e ;;ru you Mr. Hardinge " demanded Coker,

€8, |

“ You've-closed up the right-of-way at Courifield End.™

“Cortainly '

“ We want you to reopen it."”

““1. shall do wothing of the sort!" - \
“If you don't—-"" began' Coker wraibiully.
i | not ‘mtend to discuss the matter with you,” €aid

Me. Hardinge coldly. *‘“F decline to have strangers on Iy

i-llmfl' ﬂnuilu zfl the bu:rsf of vour ﬁfh;?.lnhn“ itﬂ.arfe:ﬁ'd with
mnds employed m my factory. not allo e patl
Tar MaeNer meir.—ﬁn. 225. i g

I don’t want to say anything derogatory to
: - .

“upon the G

to be used again. In fact, I intend to begin building
operations there.” Etey

“ Well, of all the cheek!” roared Coler.

Mr. Hardinge ?ointed to the open gateway.

= Eleas;e go!” he said.

“Rats !"’

The factory-owner’'s eyes glittered. He turned to his
manager, who had come out of the office, and was trying
not to smile. The manager’s faint smile vanished the instant
the factory-owner looked athim. Mr. Hardinge was not the
kind of man whose presence encouraged smiling in anybody.

“Mr. Jackson!”

“ Qe . .

“If these boys are not all gone out of the ;mré in one
minute, order the mep to turn the hose upop them !”

‘* Certainly, sir " : : :

Mr. Hardinge stepped back into his-office and disappeared.

Coker & Co. looked at one another.

Exa what they had hoped to effect by their visitto the
factory they hardly knew. If they had anticipated
the factory-owner, they had certainly failed. Mr. H o
did not look terrified. He had dismissed the whole .ﬁ:

scornfully from his attention with a few cutting words.
was all.

*“ Ahem !"" murmured Potter. *“ Perhaps we'd better go "
“T won't ?"!" roared Coker. “We'll gige him a piece
of our mind! Mr, What’mhis-nﬂ.u? if you turn the hose on

we'll bust up the whole shew® ~— = &

e manager smiled. S 2 LS e % > |
is Yﬂ“‘ e - “- . = - ad ¥ © :*‘“; e 2
ing the Wl Ivadng Mr. Hordinge's pheaites to Tie Wey.
Run home!™ ne b
“Yaht" o R e
.l-l Bm Ili - ; - - ‘.. 3

“Down with jam 1
A ]rirnwu witll‘u ickles 5’ : | - vy
“Now, my lads,” said the manager good-naturedly. ou
heard Mr. Hardinge's orders—"" oy 7
i ?ﬂh !H , 3 . s }
"’R.tﬂl'” : : :. & P % _ 3 : .: .
“Very well! Binns, turn the hose enm ihulhﬁzl.'
*“ Yes, sie!"” | 5 €30 o o R
The Fifth-Formers crowded closer together.  They were
dismaved, and they did not know what to do. ‘To. march into

the ra't{&?}"mwmﬁ' g tl end to march
out again as meekly as lanrbs, did deas at all.
Bt::: it '?Mh see what eise they could do.

OLZ-Z-22 ' o R G
The man Binns, grinning, had conneeted the hose. He
the nozzle in his hand now, ready to turn a stfeam of wa

reyfriars fellows .
you " he called’out. 3
“ No!" roared Coker. : -
.:-}Ir. Hardinge leaned out of his office window, Lis face ved
with anger. -
* Tarn it upon them at once!” he eried
[ Y“. Eil.‘.“ . 7
Nizar-zz722722-0000p |
“Yair!™
“ Owi"’ .
" Yarcoeop! Oh|i” = - .
_The jet of water fell u}xsn the erowd of Fifth-Formers from
Greyfriars. It came lightly at first, but they were all
splashed from head to foot. (oker and two or three others
made a desperate rush at the man who held the ho Then
Binns turned the fall force of the water them, rush
of it was terrifie, and Coker, catehing it full in the chest, was
swept off his feet. . | . '
Bump! pi3 :
“Yaowp! Gr-oooocop! Oh!™ - |
There was a wild rush of the Fifth-Formers to esca
They tumbled aver one another in their mad haste to s le
out of the factory yvard. Gasping and velling and stumbling.
Coker & (o. crowded out of the gates, the hose playing upon

i W " - T

them asz they went
Splasch-ashi-ash—zizizizzze |
“0Ow, ow! Grog!" _———
And Coker & Co. were in full reireat,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Rough on Coker,

Y.

-

factory, gasping; drenched, and defeated.
Coker go

 Joker gouged the dripping water out of bis eyes and

" Mun-May bat! What an awful beast!™

“ g_‘llﬁﬂshw‘ki i:r{nitl" Emtoﬂ Potter, - -'a

“ Faith, an wet [ said Fitzgerald. ™ And by the Py
token, we haven't broken a single window for tlhn lﬁfm.*

| CGHER & CO. halted in the fields at a distance fm the

| GHLEASE  TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE! BY SIDNEY DREW. ~oMSSiv,
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“ The rottert"
“ The awful beast !

Those, and many other fancy names, the Greviriars fellows

bestowed upon the jam manufacturer. But there was nothing
1o be done excepting to slang Mr. Hardinge. Even the trucu.
lent Coker did not feel inchned to face the hose again. Ho
was drenched to the skin, running water from head to foot.

“We—we'd bettér get back,” said Greene, his beeth begin-
:I'III'HQ,'I to chatter. “ We—wé shall catch a lovely set of colds, I
thmk."

" 1 suppose there's nothing else to be done!™ growled
Coker. ** But we'll make that awful beast sorry for this.”

“ How?" asked Potter.

"* Oh, don’t ask questions,-you ass!” said Coker crasaly.
“ Somehow " ;

The Fifth-Formers trainped unhappily away. They camoe
to the fepce they had climubed over in using the short cut, and
Potter proposed pausing and pulling it down. But the fonce
was of strong stakes and boards, firmly nailed, and i* would
have taken a great deal of pulling down. The Fifth-Formers
shook their Leads at the suggestion. Above the fence was a
board bearing a notice:

a “&Nn Admittance! Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted. Br
rder !"' -

“The awfal chieek of it!" said Coker. ** We'll have tint
board down and burn it some day. But nn-not n-naow ! I'm
c-c-catehing cold!”’

And the Fifth-Formers'tramyed weardy on.

The return of Coker & (0. to Grevfriars, _drenched and
dripping, naturally did not pass without notice. - A great
crowd collected in the Close as thev came in. Sympathy, of
couyse, was on the side of (he Fifth-Formers: They had been
waging the righteous battle. But somehow the other Grey-
friars fellows could not help seeing a comic side to the
matter, which was quite invisible to Coker & Co. And :o
there were grins and chuckles as the returned heroes twarched
drearily in. ;

.. Been raining?"" asked Temple of the Fourth politely,

“ Oh, shut up!"” growled Coker.

“You look wet, you know !"

*“ Oh, rather!” smid Dabney. .

Coker made a drive at the Fourth-Formers, and they
dodged away. The dripping heroes of the Fifth squelched into
the School House. There Biundell, who had seen their arrival
from his study window, met them. - S

" So you've been over to Courtield End?" tho captain of .
the Fifth exclaimed. | i ;

" Yes, wo have!” said Coker defiantiy.

: there been a row?”

u 2 :
- j;!imv turned the hose on us!”
Blundell burst into a roar.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

““ Blessed if T can see anything
Cokér. “ We've been standing up
friars, anyway!"” e :

“1 don't see how your getting an exira wash helps the
honour of Greyfriars 1n any wav,” said Blundell. ** You've
made a set of silly asses of yourselves and you've sot the fags
an example of breaking bounds.” .

““ Oh, w the fags!" _

« * And blow the bounds intirely !

" The prefects will have something to say about this——*"

“ Faith, and blow the perfeets ! growled Fitz SR
don’t see why we should.iake any notice of the Sixth. I'm
a giddy Home Ruler. Home Rule for the Fifth

*Ha, ha, ha!” - .

Mr. Prout, the master of ‘the Fifth, came out
He also had seen the arrival of the drenched
heroes of his Form. :

* How did this hffm Coker?” he asked quietly,

" We—wse got in the way of a hose, sir,” said Coker.
—we didn’t mean to, sir."’

“No; I suppose that is the
the time?"”

 In—in a yard, sir.”

 What yard?™ _ :
" A—a—a big yard, sir, paved with cobblestones.™

“1 did not ask for a description of the yard, Coker.” said
Mr. Prout sewv: - " You ure prevaricating, sir, I asked
for the situation the yard.™ -

*“ It was—was in front of a building, sir."™

“ What building ?” >
at Courtlield End, sir.”

admitted Greene sheepishly.

to yeip about!” growlnad
for the honour of Grey-

said Fingerald. ,

of his study.
and deipping

“We

b
case. . But where were rou at

" Alem ! Mr. Hardinge’s factory,
said Coker, driven to the plain adicission at last.

The Fifth Form-master frowned. | '

“ 1 thought so!” he exclaimed. “ You have disobeved the
gend;s direct commands, which placed Courtfield End out of

unds,

** Oh, that wasn’t meant for the Fifth, sir!"

“ I owas meant for the Fifth, and you are perfectly well
aware of the fact, Coker. You will all be gated for the next
two half-holidays, and will' write out five hundred lines of
Vﬂ'%lham;h!i: said Mr. Prout severely.

Oh, sir!
Tae Macter Linrary.—No. 223,
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- “HGT a word to the Remove!"”
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o~ Now go and dry vourselves before you catch cold.”

And the discomfited Fifth-Formers tramped off dismally ta
theirdormitories. Two or thres of them came down sneezing,
many of them came down scowling. And it was a t that
Coker's reputation and prestige as a leader had E n toa
very low ebb. Whenever any of his erstwhile followers ad-
dressed him, the word “*ass” op * fathead ' could generally

teard among the rest.

The punishment of the Fifth for their raid out of bounds
was heavy. Two half-holidays and five hundred lines each
came down heavily upon ther, The other Forms sympathised
with them very much. . But it avas generally agreed (hat
Lokerhad Been an ass, and that the other fellows had been

asses to follow him,
. " The fact is,"” said Harty Wharton, to his special chams
11 No. 1 Study in the Remove passage—* the fact is thab
Cokerdsn’t up 1o this sort of thing. The Fifth onght to have
left it to us? :

~ Tho oughtfulness is terrific™” murmured. Hurrce Jamsef
Ram Singh. | '

"1 hear that Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fourth
are making plans,” went on Harry Wharton. * ':Fhe}* mean
o have a go at Hardinge and Jam. Pu_t they won't do any
good. - It'will take the Remove to sctile Hardinge's hash "

“Hear, hear ™ O

‘“*And we're going to do it.” said Wharton demd&h*-
. Have all the things ready for to-night, and we'll show
Messrs, Jam.& Pickles that we mean bi g 2

* What-ho!" said Bob Cherrs nmphnﬁrnfly. R

* The Fifth mean well,” said Harry Wharton loftily ; ** but
they're not up to this. Same with the Fourth. Gentlemen,
:[E'l‘a ;‘P to the Removo to deal with Mr. Jam-and- Pickles

ardinge."

And the Removites chimed in with cordial agreement :

* Hear, hear!” > Noigh

&

_THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. |
A Fall for the Fourth. -

_ said Temple.

“Mum's the word "’ said Fry solewsnly. |

"%L " said Dabney. i =

twos and threes, without

r

e Get ot school in two
a word to 1 soul™ t on Temple. ** Meet me on the foot-
path near Courtfield End, and we'll go on together from
th r !‘u . - . e _ 1
! “M m!" | e - ]

* But I say—" Phipps, of the Fourth, uga-

Tomple, the captain of the Upper Fourth, held up a
warning forefinger. | oo < D
Don’t say a word,” hs said. N 3
S el
" Not a word, of those ve bougders may hear
you nmr{:g, and get on to the wheeze," said _,_ﬂuﬂtx.
&a ut - Ll r g - ‘.: :

“ Now, look here, yvou mustn't jaw,”  said '
" You're always jawing,
subject till we meet mear Courtfield End.

“1 was going to St—"*- BN

“ You are to dry up!” said Temple,

- Oh, rather!” said Dabney. : ’
Fourth walked away, and

LT T e——

Phippy. . Not a word more on @

Phipps had o chokcr s (poer Fourth, malk sniffed
upps had no choice about drying u Jut iffed.
Temple, Dabney & Co. were Iﬁ:mg very mysierious about
fho matter. They know that the Remove intended to go on
the warpath, and ~was determined to forestall then.

The Fifth had come home from the imterview with Afr.
ho was very auxious to get-ahead of the Remove in dealing
Tem;ilﬂ was a little anxions when -
He was relieved to see that Harry Wharton & Co. went (ﬁtﬂ

i no huarry

Hardinge covered with ridieule—and wet wagor ! Temple in-
teided to arrange his campaign a little more cavefully. And
with the obnoyious factory owner. =735 %
, afternoon lessons were

over. lle fancied that the Remove would be going ont, 3.
with the same object in. view that he had in view X
to crickei practice as usugl. If the Remove intended going
on the war‘;&th, they were evidently about ii;h-g

The great caution the Upper Fourth displayed in getring out
of the school unnoticed 155; really not red'}mlﬂ 3 tl\'i,?:bb'(l'wr

noticed what they were doin They were very cautions, all
the same.  Templo pri unself upon his qualities as »
general, and the fiest duty of a gencral was to. 1y cauiion,
5> Temple displayed it.” In onps and twos and roes the
Fourth-Formers quitted Greyfri and made their way
the woodland path that led tnﬂmthﬂ new factory at Court-
field End. Under the shadows of the big trees they meot
again, nearly fwo score of them, and then

they ma: '
ta the famous short ¢ut which had m&g‘!ﬁ‘: b:w

Hardinge. s R v o N
“We'll have the giddy fence down, and make a bonfire of

s = oy Y
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the notice-board!” said Temple, with a chuckle. ** We shall
fe-t into a row at Greyfriars, but that can’t be helped. If the
fead gates us all, we shall have to stand it, and the right-of-
way will be open. It will be one in the eye to Hardinge.”

** Ohy rather )’ said Dabney. -

* But I 'say——"" began Phipps,

' Oh, don't jaw, old son!”

Phipps snorted.

The Fourth-Formers came out of the wood into the fields.
Where the footpath joined the fields, the fence was built
ecross the wayv, and it was built very strongly. ~The notice-

board, stared the Greyfriars fellows in the face.

“TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED!”

“ Rats)” said Temple.
There .was a shout from across the fields, and ithe Fourth-
Formers saw that they were observed. They had anticipated

«that the factory hands would either be in the building, at

work, or gone home. But' there was a crowd in the" next
field, and the Greyfriars fellows saw that a game of cricket
was going on. "And the ericketers had paused in their play,
and were looking towards the Greyiriars juniors.

““That’s roften!’” said Temple angrily. *“If they try to
stop us, there will be a serimmage, that's all.  Wire in!"’

“ But how are we going to get that giddy fence down with -

_ ‘@ need hammeore
end saws and things,”

“Oh1” said Temple.

‘“That's what I was going to say hefore we ?qrted,_ and
{nu wouldn’t hear a word," said Phipps, in afi aggrieved
one, et _

“Oh, rats! It's no good saying, ‘I told you so,” now!”
growled Temple. *You might have suggested that before
weoe started.” g

*“But I was going to, and you——-"\

“It's no good jawing now,” said Temple. “ What a chap
you are for jawing, Pﬁippa. on'd jaw the hind legs off &
mule., We've got to manage this somehow. Get ever the

our bare hands?” demanded Phipps. "W

fence, just to show those factory bounders that we don’t.care -

h*-.'i_::gzm:é for their silly old notice.™

field. e . ,

There was a shout from the cricket pitch. Two or the
the cricketers- came runming towards Ajlw Evnduﬂ.fl
Greyfriars fellows remgniﬂncL Jack Blunt at their,

Temple, Dabney & Co. : ' |
fence, and bégan to tug at it. Temple, in spite of his ﬁr,ea_t-
gifts as a general, had forgotten that implements would be
required to destroy the fence, but there was wo time to go
back for them now. _

They had to do what they conld with their hands. And
perhaps Mr. Hardinge had anficipated some move of that
sort when he gave instructions for the building of the fence.
At all evonts, it was very strongly put together. The whole
crowd of Fourth-Férmers tugged at the top rail, but it showed
no signs of coming down. Probably they would have had
some effect upon 1t in-the long run, but they had no time.

Their intention was quite plain to the factory fellows, and
Jack Blunt & Co. had no idea of letting them go ahead. The

factory lads came up with a run.

‘“What are- you fellows up to?’ demanded Jack Bluat,
ltDPE’mli breathlessly. _

“‘ Pulling dowh the fence!'’ said Temple,

“Oh, rather!”

“Then stop it!"”

i Ram !ll - ' ‘

““That. fence belongs to Mr. Hardinge, and we're jolly well
not going to let you damage it!” said Jack Blunt hotly.
‘““Hands off!”

*Oh, go and ecat coke!”

“ Pull away !’ said Phipps, with a glare of defiance at Jack
Blunt. “I don’t think "that any factory bounders will be
able to stop us!”

“No fear!” ;

“Now, then, a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull all
together |”” exclaimed Temple.

Creak !

Under the combined efforts of the crowd of Fourth-
Formers tho top rail of tho fence gave a loud creak. The
sound encouraged the destroyers and they redoubled their
efforts.

Creak-k-k-k!

“Go it1”

Wi Ikt' mming 1!‘!

ANSWERS

Tex Miexer LiBrarRY.—No. 225.

Fourth-Formers clambercd over the fence .into .the - ¢ hopelessly outnumbered.

_ o Sdsued by their victorious enemies.
laid hands u the top rail of the '

St T = Sk fled, or climbed the fence, $i in

- posscssion of the field of battle. ' 4=

“And so are we!”” exclaimed Jack Blunt. * Will you get
your paws off that fence?”

(T Nﬂ‘ !!I

“Then we'll jolly soon shift you.

And the factory fellows charged. ¥

Temple, Dabney & Co. had to take their hands off the
fence, then, to defend themselves. In a moment a wild ana
whirling fight was raging along the fence. The numbers of
the combatants were about equal, and the Fourth-FFormers
found, somewhat to their astonishment, that the factory
fellows knew how to use their hands,

“Sock it to 'em!” roared ''emple.

i Yﬂil I” "

“Down with the factory bounderst™ ) i

“Go for ’em!” yelled Jack Blunt..

Blunt and Temple closed and reeled to and fro.
hit out vigorously ; but Blunt did not hit. He closed his arms
round Temple, and.swept the Fourth-Form captain off his
feet, and jammed him against the fence. Then, exerting all
his strength, which was amazingly great, he rolled Temple
right over tho fence, and drﬂpﬁeﬁ "nm on the other side, -

emple bumped down into the grass with a concussion that
shook all the breath out of his y, and he lay there gasping,
completely hors de combat for the time. : ;

‘Two or three more of the Fourth-Formers were pitched
over after him. More factory fellows were arriving on the
scene every moment, and the odds were now very much on
thpirMsido. I ' Bt : \

“M-m-my hat!” ga ney.
us, you know. Tﬁes?c
Gw ]li ¢ : ;

Dabney went down under a mighty swipe.

** We—we shall have to cut!” gasped Fry,

* Where's Temple "’ _ T

“He's gone!” '

“Cut for it!” panted Jones minor, |

Jack Blunt gave a yell. : P “

““ Rush 'em over to the pond, and give em a ducking!’¥
~*“Hurray !" ' R TR

That was enough for the Fourth-Formers. They

“ They—they're licking -
y're too many for us, Fry, old man.

were

iars in the samo state as defeated Fifth.. -~ .
,B.I:::ILHM them "E;mre-nlreﬂy running WI&FHI
Some. of thent clambered
| still fighting. - One by one they’

ver the fenee;

On the safe side of the fence, Temple staggered to his feet,

gusping for breath. i AL ),

"{\3:~’II get over again, and wallop the rotters!” he panted.

“Clan’t be done!” said Phipps. *“‘ They're too many for

us. Weé cught to have come after dark.” N
*“Oh, dry up. Phipps.”

The factory fellows paraded up and down the Hardinge side

of the fence,-and yelled defiance, inviting the Greyfriars

crowd to come over again.
Bl{: emple realised that it was hopeless. - !
[ "_"c

\ | have to buzz off I’ he said disconsolately.
“Oh, come on!"’ said Phipps. **I told you—""
“Br-r-rer ' Shut up!” ’ '
Temple, Dabney & Co. retreated through the wood, followed
}nl]l they were out of hearing by the yells of the factory
i.,. ﬂ.wm - . - .k —_— - s

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

An Important Call.
ARRY WHARTON & Co. had finished their cricket

practice, and were chatting in the Close, when the”

Fourth-Formers came back. On the way home Temple,
Duhnﬂ( & Co. had removed, as far as was possible, the
signs of the deadly conflict. But t.iiey were looking very
and tired when they came in, and the l:]rge and varied assort-
ment of black eyes and thick ears which they brought with
them aitracted attention at once. i
The Removites gathered round them sympathetically.
‘* Been to see Jam and Pickles?” asked Bolsover.
‘“Had g little row "’ asked Ogdvz:) S A
“J hope you gave the factory bounders a good licking,”
said Nugent. _ - a2
Temple snorted. ' e
“Of course, we licked them!’ he said. “ That is to say,
we gave them a licking, but t.ha'y were too many for us, so we
thought we'd better come back.” .
** Oh, rather!” :
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“Yes, it was better for you to come back, no doubt about
that,”” he remarked. -

*“ Oh, shut up!” growled Temple.

And the Fourth-Formers sneaked into the School House as

quietly as they could, very desirous of not attracting the
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Go for 'em, you chaps!™ .

Templo |

They were plucky enougl fhllt-.*
they had no chance, and they did not want to return to Grey-_

S0
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One after another the juniors signed D'Arcy’s famous round robin, using Glyn's invisibie ink, which was however,
visible enough so far. * That's all wight,” remarked Arthur Augustus, with great satisfaction, *“I'll take this to
| Kildare, and undah the circs., he’s bound to take notice of it!"” (See the grand, Tong, compilete tale of
Tom Merry & Co., at St. Jim's entitled “FOR THE SAKE OF THE SIDE !" by Martia Clifford,
which s contained in our popular companion paper * The Gem ' Library, Out on Thursday.
| Price One Penny.)

:

Ij'._':‘,'.'{“v.'l'l'.

attention of their Form-master As it happened,
]Jl' 1!!'!.1.1

Mr. Capper met Temple and Dabney in the passage.
up his hand to stop them.
“Temple!" s#id Mr. Capper severely.
“ Ye-e-cs, sir!”
““You have a black eve.’
‘“Have I, sir? said Temple, passing his hand over his
eve.
“Yes. You have your nose verv much swollen, Dabney.™
* Have i, sir?"” .'-uiiili Uu,hflr‘}, and ht“ caressed 1I|.- s,
‘“You have. You two boys have been fighting,” said Mr.
Capper. * Temple, as captain of your Form, and hcad boy in
the Fourth, vou should know better than to fght with
Dabney.”’
Tae MAcNET LIBRARY.—No.
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‘“Oh, ar"

“T have given you a hundred lines, and Dabne
said Mr. Capper, “ and if you fight agan 1 éihillvi

“Oh, sixt’

““ You may go!” said Mr. Capper majestically.

And they went. ~

“The champion ass thinks we've been fighting one another
Dab,” said Temple; as he bathed his discoloured eye in the
Fourth-Form dormitory. * All the befter. We didn't* tell
him so. and he doesn’t suspect we've been over to Courtfield
End. That would havé meant gating for a-couple.of weeks."

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney. “ I~ say, Temple, old mian,
it looks to ma as if we shall have to let old: Jam-and-Pickles
keep his blessed fence up.”

fifty lines,”
cane you.”

ale of Harry
ICHARDS. Opder Early.
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Temple made no reply. He was thinking the same himself.

In the Remove studics there was a considerable amount of
ehuckling over the disaster of the Fourth. Temple, Dabney
% Co. had tried to take the matter into their own hands, and
Yiey could not expect much sympathy. |

“ They’'re not up to it,"” Frank Nugenit remarked in No. 1
Btudy. ““ Wait till the Remove get to work, and then we'll
thow 'em!” .

“ What-ho!” eaid Harry Wharton emphatically. *““We'll
tispose of Mr. Hardinge's fonce for him; but it will have to
be buried darkly, at dead of night, as they say in the poem.”

**Ha. ha, ha!” ' _

The chums of the Remove had made all their preparations,
and tl'w:.' had certainly leid their plans better than Coker or
Temple.

As*for the consequences, when they had carried their plans
out they had not given that part of the matier a thought.

If there was trouble to follow, they were prepared to face
the musie, and that was all, :

Harry Wharton & Co. were not the only fellows in the
demove who were laying plans. Billy Bunter had also been
doing a considerable amount of thinking. The fat junior came
into No. 1 Study while Nugent and Wharton were having their
tea that day, with an expression upon his fat face which
showed that great thoughts were working in his mind.

‘““(Can either of vou fellows lend me——"" he began,

Frank Nugent mterrupted him.

i Nn-!'!

“But I say, Nugent

“Money’s tight !” Nugent explained. ‘““We know you are
expecting a postal-order, and, in fact. scveral large
remittances from . titled friends of yours. But we are not
tumblinq over one another to cash the postal-orders
advance.” '

i nh‘ rﬂnily—-——-—"

“Shut the door after vou, Bunter.”

But Billy Bunter did not take the hint. He came further
into the study and blinked indignantly at the chums of tho
Remove through his spectacles.

*¥ say, you fellows, I want you to lend . me——" _
T‘\“ I'll lend. you a thick ear if you dom’t clear out,” said

vient. . i

“ I want voun to lend me——" 3

- -4 e - T a -

“My hat! He goes on like a giddy gramophoneé. ~Can’t
vou put on a new record?!” Nugent demanded. -

T want vou to lend——"

Harry Wharton picked up a cricket-bat, and Bunter backed
away towards the door, eveing him very warily.

“I gay, you fellows, I don't want money! It ien’t that!
] want vou to lend me a new necktie.”

The chums of the Remove stared at him blankly.

“ You don’t want to borrow nioney !’ gasped Nugent,

““No, I don’t.”

*“ Are you ill?”

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

Frank Nugent sank back into his chair, and looked as if ho
were going to faint. The shock had been too great for him.
Billy Bunter gave him a glare, and then "turned to the
captain of the Remove. = .

‘I say; Wharton, will you lend me a necktie? I've got
come important business on hand, and I want to look well.
I've borrowed a waistcoat from Bulstrode, and Ogilvy has
lent me a collar. If you wouldn’t mind lending me your gold
watch, too, just to keep up appearances—"' :

“Ha, "ha, ha!” ooy |

“Blessed if I can see anvthing to cackle at!” growled
Bunter. “I've got to pay an important call, and a cha
wants to make a good impression. If I'm successful it will
be a jolly good stroke of busifiess, and I shall be able to
suppl.y the move with jam of the best quality at a' low

mee,”’

P Jam!”? ‘ ;

;;Yﬂs, Jam, Lend me a necktie, will you? Mine's rather
d' “ll 2 .

““You_can have a necktie, but vou're jolly well not going
to have my watch,”” said Harry Wharton, ** Take the tie, and
buzz off.” -

Bunter selected the best tie in the box.

‘“Look here, Wharton, I'd like to have your gold
watch—"'

“T dare say you would; but you're not going to have t.
Pawntickets wouldn't be any use to me,” suid Wharton,
cheerfully. Aot o

“Oh, really, you know. T wasn't thinking of pawning it.
But I sav, lend me your gold chain, will you, and never mind
the watch." :

“ Thank you! I'll mind the watch, and the chain too.”

“ Boast !’ said Billy Bunter. And he departed from the
studv, He rolled along the Remove passage, and blinked into
Lord Mauleverer’s study. Lord Mauleverer had lines to do,
for miesing his preparation the previous evening. , He was

Tae Micyer Lisrary.—No. 225.
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doing them by reclining on his couch, with his feet on the
table, and yawning. One line had been written, and the
effort had apparently exhausted the dandy of the Remove.

“T say, Mauly, old man,” said Bunter. ‘“Would you
mind lending me your gold watch?’

*“Yes," said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully.

“Oh, really! I've got to pay an important call, and I
want to look I'Eﬂl}l}ctﬂglﬂ, you know,” said Bunter. * You
might lend it to me for a few hours.”

“ Impossible, dear boy!"”

“ Why is it impossible " demanded Bunter,

** Because it’sfﬂtm to be repaired.”

Bunter snorted. -

“Well, you silly ass!” he said. : |

And he retired from the study, and sought his own
quarters. He took his Sunday silk hat out of its box, and
regarded it thoughtfully. Bunter's silk topper was getting
old, and he had not had a new one that term. The money
that should hav® been expended on a new topper had found
its way into the school tuck-shop. .

“Hm!” murmured Billy Bunter thoughtfully. “ I'd better
borrow one from one of tiﬂ fellows. Johnny Bull's toppers
fit me. He makes a row when I borrow them, but it ean’s
be helped—it's not my fault if he's selfish. I must look
decent. Besides, if I come on any of the factory chn.pu_'the;r
might biff it—and it’s no good having my best topper spoiled.”

And Bunter replaced the silk topper in the hatbox and
rolled away to Johnny Bull's study. e SIS

A few minutes later he descended the stairs, arrayed in his
best—and the best of several other fellows—and rolled away
across the Close. :

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"”’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, catching
sight of the Owl of the Remove as he came down to the
gates. ““ Wherefore this thusness, my son? You've been
washing your face!" \

i Uhl rﬂlll?‘, (:alErr}-___!l - _

“And you've got a new topper!” ejaculated Bob Cheorry.

“ What's on?” ch
i I'm ﬂillﬂ' to l“}r_."- : : |
“Rats!. Catch you paying anybody anything I"

m fumg to pay a call—"" | N s an
“Oh, I see!” grinned Bob Cherry. ‘‘T thought it couldn’t
be a debt. It must be a jolly unporta.nt call i yonu've washed

for it, a second time in one day !’ . ,
f':]ft is-an importas " said Bunter, with a great deal
ol aignity. T e Rl ok
And ho walked out of the school gates, with his Tittle fat
nose held very high in the air.

.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
~ A Good Stroke of Business !
!

« LUGNT!”
. 0 YEE, sir 2"’ | .
“Mr. Hardinge wants to see you in the office.”
“Yes, sir,” said Jack Blunt.

He did not speak very cheerfully in reﬂj' to the manager.
He was not exactly in a fit state to visit Mr. Hardinge in his
office. His nose was very red and swollen, and one of his
eves was blinking in a very in way. He rubbed his
nose with his handkerchief 'as he made his way to the office,
and started, and turned red, as he saw Mr. Hardinge |
at him from the window. _ .

Jack was very red and confused as he came in. '

hﬁ;. Hardinge turned round from the window and look
at him.

“You have been fighting, T hear, Blunt!” he said sternly.

“Yes, sir,” faltered Jack.

“With whom??"”’

“Chaps from the school, sir.”

“And why?”

“Well, sir, we—we had a row.’

“1 saw it all,”” said Mr. Hardinge.

“Oh, sir!” ~ : 3

“ It seems that the boys from Greyfriars have taken matters
into their own hands, and tried to remove the fence I have

had put up on my land,” said the manufacturer. - 2
.':l .;Elkl; luppgse that's what they were going to do, sir,””
said Jack. |

“ And vou stopped them?” ™
“ We—we couldn't let ’em go ahead, sir.” - L
The manufacturer smiled. - o -
“Quite right!” he said. “You did quite well to protact
vour employer’s property. 1 shall remember this, Blunt.

You may go.” S : _
Jack Blunt almost jumped in his relief. He had had a
had béen called into

fear at the back of his mind that he h :

the office to receive what the factory fellows would have

termed the order of the boot. , "
*Oh, thank you, sir!"”" gasped Jack.

And he departed promptly.

= B
= . . -
lf
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Outside the office his chum, Sam Wayward, was waiting
for him, with an anxjous expression.

‘“Sack?"”’ he asked tersely.

Jack Blunt grinned.

““No; a pat on the back. Mr. Hardinge was pleased.”

“Oh, good!” said Wayward, in relief. *‘ You never know
how he's going to take things. He looks as hard as nails,
but he treats us jolly well. We owe our cricket club to
him, and he’s given us a field for a pitch. Not many factory
owners do that.”

“He's a good sort!” said Jack confidently. “I wish he
hadn’t closed up that blessed right-of-waﬁ; but as it is closed
up, we're going to back up our side. That's cricket.”

““What-ho !"" said Sam Wayward. * Though I don’t think
ﬂl:E ﬁ':repfriarn fellows will give us any more trouble about
that.’ #

“T don’t know,"” said Jack thou?htfully. “They seem to
be awfully up against that fence. I wish it hadn’t been put
there. But 1 suppose Mr. Hardinge has-his reasons. Seme
of the Greyfriars chaps are jnlly decent. I wish we could
got up a cricket match with 'em, and show 'em that we can
play. the game.”

Sam Wayward shook his head. - _

“I don’t suppose they'd play us,” he said. * They’d hold
tl:omselves too high to play a factory cricketing team.”

“Some of them; but some of them are decent enough.
Hallo! Talk of angels, and you hear the rustle of their
wings!” said Jack, laughing. ‘‘Here's one of them!”

““ And fat enough for two !’ grinned Sam Wayward.

It was Billy Bunter.

The fat junior came u

“This is—er—Mr,
asked.

* Quite right!” said Jack. :

“1 want to see Mr. Hardinge,” said Bunter loftily. “Can
you tell me where he is to be found?” _

“He's still in the office.. BuzZz in, and you'll catch him
before he goes!” said Jack. _

“Thank you! I suppose you two are factory chaps?’ said

with a great amount of dignity.
ardinge’s factory, 1 suppose?’ he

Bunter, looking the two lads over in an extremely disparag
mg way. :

“Yes,” said Sam Wayward. “Got any fault to ind with
us?”’

“T don’t want to talk to yon,” said Banter haughtily.
““ My people are rather particular whom I telk to.”

A;I;ml rolled into Mr. Hardinge’s office before Wayward
cou . ' -

' Well, guy hat " ejaculated Wayward. *

Jack Blunt chuckled.

*“Falstaff 1s rather cheeky!” he remarked. A
da: kll’lt_npmk to him again as he comes out,”” said Sam
Bilﬁ'_ Bunter entered the outer office, and announced that
he had come to see Mr. Hardinge. His name was taken in,
and then he was shown into the inner office.

The jam manufacturer wheeled his revolving chair round
and looked at Billy Bunter. Bunter did not take his hat off.
Evidently he considered that any great respect of manner
would be out of place if displayed towards a manufacturer
of jam and pickles. R A

“ Mr., Hardinge?"” said Bunter inquringly.

“Yes. What do you want?”

Bunter blinked at him, and took his hat off. He could see
that the jam manufacturer was about to ring for the clerk
to show him out. ; :

“Ive called to see you on a little matter of business,” he
said. .

“Indeed!” - :

Bunter sat down without waiting to be asked.

:: T{uu l}lll.nl!I’Elctul‘ﬂ jam?”’ he said.

“3 belung, to Greyfriars,” Bunter explained. *“I'yve been
thinking this matter over, and I've thought of a really good
stroke of business, which will benefit you and benefit me.
Mutual profits, you know.”

“ Indeed !

“There’s a great deal of jam consumed at Greyfriars,”
Bunter went on. * Chaps are f of jam, you know. And
1 think that if good jam could B had cheap, fellows would
take to making their own jam-tarts. Now, how would yon
like a chance of supplying all Greyfriars with jam?’

Mr. Hardingé star nlt hi‘nhl_'hhg.nkly.d L

“1t would a regular shipping order, you know"” s
“QOnly it would have to be done through me.”

“I'm willing to act as intermediary,” the Owl of the
Remove explamned. “ You supply me with jam at a reduc-
titﬂlh ;ﬂtﬂ I let the fellows have it, you know.” _

“1 should expect wholesale priﬂ'ﬂs. and' T should let the
chaps have it -at retail figures,” said -Bunter. “ Of course,
1 ll!:;‘l.lld want good jam—whole fruit, you know, and none
of btti_m muck some of you manufacturers palm off on the

ublie.”
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 Mr. Hardinge glared. But Billy Bunter was too short-
:gl;ted to see the glare. He went on in his fat, self-satisfied
-H " L]
“Of course, I'm up to snuff.. Yon couldn’t take me im.
I should take the jam on a system of credit, and settle up
uu‘?eﬁz—gpm a quarter,” |
y i
It would be putting a good thing in your way, and help
you to get a start collaring the local trade,” said Bunter.
some of the fellows at Greyfriars would be down on me
for coming here and talking like this. But, bless you, there’s
no nonsense about me! I don’t care whom I talk to!” .
:'\:Ir; Hardinge seemed to find some difficulty in breathing.
Now, what do you say?’ asked Bunter. **It would give
your trade about here a leg-up, you know.”
‘What is your name?” asked Mr. Hardinge as calmly as
he could.
"' Bunter—William George Bunter,” |
‘ Well, William George Bunters, do you see that door?"”
Billy Bunter blinked round at the door.
" Yes,”’ he said, '‘I see it., What about the door?”’

of“'E"EWE you one #unute to take yourself to the other side
1. -

wi Eh ?1' -

:: Get out of my office, you impertinent young rascal !”’ -
SV I—l~=] say |’ gas Bunter. “ I—-{‘m making you a
jolly good offer, you know. And I'm treating you on equal -
terms, as if you were a tleman like me, you know. =

““Holmes !” roared Mr. Hardinge,

“Bir!l” said a bulky commissionaire, putting his head in at
the door. ' .

 * Throw this young vagabond out |”’

“Yes, sir.” |

Billy Bunter jumped up.

‘;‘I'“I say, it's all riggt! I-I'll go!” he gasped. 'n-ru
go! | 2
“That you will I"" gasped the commissionaire.

He lifted the fat junior by the collar, and carried him

[—

bodily out of the office. Billy Bunter was set down ing
and ?luttemng outside the factory gates, and his silk was
tossed after him.

“* Now you bunk !" said the commissionaire severely.

1 Ill-m. FI

“ Here he is!” roared a voice, and Sam Wayward came
speeding up. ' : . SOk

Dilly Bunter gave him one blink, and ran. Sam Wayward
and Jack Blunt stood roaring with laughter as he tore away;
but Billy Bunter did not look back, and he kept on the run
till he arrived at the gates of Greyfriars, completcly out of
breath, And the fat junior's great scheme for turning an
honest penny by supplying the Greyfriars Remove with jam
at reduced rates was never heard of again, - -

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
In the Stilly Night, .
INGATE, the captain of Greyfriars, saw lights out in

the Remove dormitory that evening. Wi'.‘fatﬂ
noticed nothing suspicious about the ove. They
were all very quiet, and went to like lambs.

That, indeed, was in jtself a little suspicious, if Wingate had
thought of it. The Greyfriars Remcve were not usually lamb-

hike. | k
The Greyfriars captain turned out the lights, and retired
away down the

from the dormitory, and his footsteps di
pussage, | '
Then Harry Wharton sat up in bed.

“ No sleep just vet, you fellows!” he said.

““No fear!"” laichob Cherry.

““What’s on?" asked Dick Russell.

“Only a little excursion.” ~

There was a chorus of inquiry at on The whole Form
had not vet been taken into the secret. arry Wharton & Co.
had laid their plans, but they had kept gooo plans dark.
Chattering tongues would have spoiled everything. For cer-
tainly if the masters of Greyfriars, or the prefects, had had
the slightest suspicion of what was in ed, the Remove
would ﬁuw been well watched that night.

“What's on, Wharton?"’

“Bnn'mhiqs lﬂ) against the jammers?”
- *Yes,” said Harry, laughing. -

“What is it? Out with 1t !” | |

:"'g;’ re going to have that giddy fence down, and burn it.”

“ And we’re going to paint a new notice on the board, for
the benefit of Mr. ghrdm o and the rest of the jammers,”’

“To-night?"’ exclaimed g{prgnp. : . PR
_“Yes, -rather. We can't do it in the daytime, with the
jammers on the watch. Coker and Temple have both e a
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mudc of it, but the Rﬂuuw know how to handle a job of this
sort.’

“Hear, hear!” lhurused the Remove,

“I say, we shall have some trouble geiting that fence
dow n,’ 7 said Micky Dpamﬂud “* Sure, nuj‘ I've looked at it,
and it’s strong as houses.”

- Wu*rn ot all the things ready,”. said Harry Wharton
goolly. ’f: pers, and saws, and so. on, hiddan in the ivy,
all reatly to take mth is.”’

“ Faith, and ye're a jewe! of a mptmn Wharton darling.”

4 AdL-of us oing !’ asked Bolsover.

“ &es, all who want to. I suppose Snocop won't want te, or
Bunter."”' Loud snores from Suocop and Bunter, to show that
they were asleep. *““But all the rest had better come along.
The mare the merrier.’

“The morcfulneéss and the merryfulness will be terrific,”

gnlmc'd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. .
. “Good egg ! said Hazeldene. e When do we star

“ Half-past ten! The coast will be clear then.”

“Hurrah !’ -

“Don’t make a row, or Wingate will amell a rat.’

And the Remove moderated their transports, so to. speak,
and were very quict until half-past ten cimed out from the
clock-tower.

“You fellows awake?”’

Harry “ﬁartun asked the question, as the chime of the
cloek dred away m the silence. of tlu. night.
©  “Yes, rather.”

Bunter and Snoop snored hard:  But ev ory-other fellow. in
the Remove answered. Harry Wharton slipped out of bed,
and the rest.of the Form followed his examy )L'

“No lights,” said Wharton. - ““ Dress m t’m dmk We
don’t want to risk gﬂtmg - prefect on the scene.’

“ Right-ho !"" said Bob Cherry.

It did not take the Removites loug to dress. Then Harw
Whartongquietly opcéned the dormitory door,. a.mi peered ot
wto the passage.

It was quite dark. - The bghts wore turnp&anut im thé upper
passages ‘after the yuniors hud Immg;ui@ bed, Frnm the stair-
case came a glimmer of 1 t that was all.- |

AL m—rnne " whisper “ harten,  “ Come on!™

And-the juniors stepped out silentl mtu the passage, ame out of the trﬂ-eg at last, n'pon the.open pat
Wha J]«d the to one-of the at
*ton ey to on the Mﬂ 'Ftﬂm by thedence. 1In Mmﬂﬂf

the - House, -gear the - Remove e the door was
nuietly clesed when the juniors waug}f in. the room. . Lhen
the Remove captain opened the window. The night was fine
and clear, the :tam mmermg the foliage of the old
elms Imiund the Se hool House, - Eﬂm box-room window
was all uuthuuw, and the juniors one by ope upon
the voof, and to the ground. The descent was easy,

end inten nu‘iluii*s the Remove were all ipon the ground,
keeping clese 'in the shadows in case of observation from a

18weir window.

“All O.K. so far,” mursiardd Fishey T. Pish,  “1
EUCss 2

““ Shut up, Flsh}

“1 gness

‘ Bilence, there )’ said Harey Wharton, Not a wourd till
we're outside the walls. Come on, and kecp in cover as
imnch as you can,’

“ All right! I guess—

There was- ‘a faint howl
hum Fisher T. Fish as Bob

Cherry kicked him.

as u”fe enough now
-; frer

“the fence.

began to think of the ible consequences; but there was
nﬂu;déﬂ of turfiing bac kpﬂﬁﬁhntexer happened afterwards, the
Removites were fairly upon the warpath now, and they meant
business, as the unpopular factory-owner was to discover.

“There'll be an awful row over this, you know,” Lord
Mauleverer murmured.

“* Can’t be helped, ¥ said Bob Cherry. - * Forward !’

In a few minutes more the Removites were oa thr l"mtptth
under the trees.

The wood was very dark and silent, and full of shadows,
and somé of the boys looked rather uneasily into the d’uskj'
deptlis as they tramped on towards Courtfield End.

Most of them had never been out of thé school at thas
hour of the night before. But there were some who had,
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, was perfectly cool.

“T suppose this reminds you of the time you went pmhmg,
Bolsover,” e remarked.

Bolsover major grunted.

“Oh, -shut up, Smithy !’ he said. |

“ There'll be as big a rdw over this, w]mn it gets out, as
there was over that poaching bumn{-aa, said DBulstrode.
“But they can’t expel the whole Remove, anyway, and I
don’t see how the Head can flog the whnle crowd of us. It
will only mean lines, after all.”

“1 don’t see huw thev'll know it was us;" said Russell. .

“We're not going to leave owr ﬂrds for Hardmgr I sup-
pose ¢

(17 ]‘In‘ ha.. ‘h‘ 119

“ Hardinge will guess the damage was done hﬁ Grnﬁrflﬂ
fellows,” said Wharton,  “‘1 rather cxpect thay he w
aver to the scheol about it.”

“ Begad !"” said Lord Mauleverer. S Rk

“Mum’'s the word, though, if he does! e're not bound to
give evidence against ourselves, and I dom’t thlnk the Head

will be very keen to go for us:  Anyway, we m got‘tu risk
ull that. We're going to open thut right-of way.’ v

“What-ho ! -

d the Reémov :trcs tnlked
to talk, and the Reé o

as they tramped on thrm:gh tite shadowy wood.
where th

sghimmey fore thﬁr eyes, aund thu;, cotild war L"ﬂé
“words: LA T

* Trespassers will he mﬁmmg-—.- N

“ We'll soon see about that,” chuckle HW "’I"R

begin work on 1he notice-board, while you ¢haps are hai dling
We'll lcave the hmu:l nnndmg; with & pew notice
on it for Mr. Hardinge's bcnoht Soe s L

‘““ Good egy 1" : e

The notice- -bosrd was. mounted upon a post, onk d:Fmel.
but that difficulty was easily overcome. Huh Cherry saf apon-
Bolsover's shoulders, with a can of paint and a brush, and
daubed paint over the notice, goon painting the warning
words out of sight.
other fellows lost no time in dealing with the fence.
[Hammers and choppers and saws were soen busily at work,

and sounds of unactustomed mduatry awﬂku the echoes of
the woods and the silent fields. z

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,

A NEXT TUESDAY: Rats]

““ Shut up, you ass!’’ “ RASHY o
growled Bob Cherry. *This G ~ The top rn'] of the
is - a raid, not & gugssing fence, upon which
compefition "’ Temple, Dabney & Clo.

‘Come on,” saxd Whﬂrtﬂu
ATain.

Skirting the School Houre,
and keeping in the shadows,
the jumors made their way in-
io the (lose, and to the
school wall which bordered
the high-road between Court-
(ield nnd Friardale.

The wall was scaled, and
t.ldeemm'e were s00n in the
roi

Most of the juniors were
bubbling with excitement.
ln.t “ harton & Co. had

en - the implements con-
cealed in the ivy. They were
‘all ready for the work to be
done. . Now that the enter-
prise  was fully embarked
upon, Lome 01' the fellows
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had E:r.pead:ed their aﬁ&rtmm
vain that day, came  down
heavily=—in pieces. It had
been sawn through n two
places, and it came down in,
the grasp of the Removites,
There was a wilds yeéll from
-Fisher T. Fish. |

“Yarooh "
“You - assi? = exclaimed
Harry Wharton. @ *““Do .you

want to wake up the whole
giddy ne:ghbourhood Whnt
~ aré you yauping for{’
u Yﬂ‘“ -wow | 1%y

“ Shut up, you fathead !

roared Johnny Bull.

“Yow! My foot !
% Blow fmt ! What's
the matter with _your Hliy
foot 1"

While he was busy with the brush, tha -
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of the combatants were about equal.

p— -  —— T T ——— e e

“Yowp! You've let that rotten rail drop, on my roiten
toe! Ow!_ Yarooh!"

“\Well, keep your silly toes out of the way,’’ growled Bob
Cherry. ““ You don’t expect us all to stand round watching
vour toes, s ii you were a giddy dancing-master, do youl”

“ Yowp !"”

“PBiff him with that hammer, Franky !’

“ Certainly "

“ Te—it's all O K ! gasped Fisher T. Fish, backing away.
“ 1 guess it's all right now.”

“ Pry up, then!l”

The saws ground away at the wood. Post after post, and
rail after rail, came down, and were added to the growing
pile on the ground. The juniors worked away till l?lf'}' ran
with perspiration. Lord Mauleverer, who was popularly
supposed to have barely energy enough to tie his necktie,
uu:!k[lti as hard as anvbody, sawing away chiefly - where
sawing was not needed, and hammering blindly at anvthing
and cverything within his reach. - But, as Frank Nugent
remarked, his spirit was willing though his head was weak.
The fence had been built with great strength, and with plenty
of timber, but under the onslaught of the Greyfriars juniors
it was reduced slowly but surely to a pile of ruins,

“ How are vou getting on with the notice-board, Bob?™
asked Harry Wharton, pausing to take breath after a while.

Tiue Maener LiBrary.—No. 225,
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| iIn a moment a wild and whirling fight was raging along the fenced in right-of-way, The numbers
“ Dpown with 'em!” roared Temple.
| cads! " (See Chapter 7.)
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“ Down with the factory

e —— s — A — S

“ Ripping !’ said Bob cheerfully. *‘I've got it all panted
out now. I shall have to give this paint a bit of time te
dry before 1 start putting our message on.”

“(3ood! Lend a hand here, then.”

“ Youw're jolly well making my shoulders ache,”
Bolsover. .

vt Jusk a minute, and I'm finished,” said Bob.

Bob Cherry was not a light weight, and he had been
mounted upon the burly Remowvite's shoulders for a con-
siderable time while he painted out the lettenng on the
board. He had slopped the paint on with great liberality.
There would be no time fo give it two coats, &0 Bob put 1t
on pretty thick. Half the paint m the can was gone now—
some of it up Beb Cherry’s sleeve as he painted. But the
hero of the Remove did not mind a little thing like that.
Bolsover gave a deep grow) as he felt a cold and clammy
“plop’* on his hair,

“Groo! You ass]
head !”’ he growled. e

“ Never mind—E've got a lot leit,’” sard Bob Cherry mnos
cently. * There'll be plenty.”

““« You fathead !"”” roared Bolsover. ' .

“ Steady ! If you jolt me you'll spoil the artistie finich."

«“Oh, buck up, you silly ass, and get donel”

“ Half a tick, now 1"

growled

You're spilling that paint on my
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“All hands!” called out Harry Wharton. ‘
supports of the fence, a strong post planted firmly in the
gmuud, had been sawn nearly through, and the juniors laid

ands upon it to drag it over, and lower it to the ground.
They dragged heavily upon the sawn post, and there was a
Snap, and it came rolling over, and the crowd of juniors
staggered round it. The post crashed upon the ground with
Erﬂat suddenness, and rolled over, and bumped against

olsover's legs as he stood close by the notice-board. The
bump on his calves from behind made the burly Removite
stagger, and there was a roar from Bob Cherry. |

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look out !”

But the weight of Bob Cherry on his shéulders was too

much for Bolsover. - He made a tremendous effort to recover
his balance—but in vain.
Buqp !

Bolsover went down, and Bob Cherry went down on top of
. him, and the can of pdint went down on top of them both.

wash !
ut came the remainder of the paint. Bob Cherry
received a wash of it across his face, and gave a splutteri

yell. Then the can, upside down, fell upon Bolsover's head,
and fairly crowned him.

There was a wild gasp from Bolsover as the paint streamed
out over his hair and face. It was white paint, and it
turned Bolsover into a spectre in a second.

': Grrrrrrrooccohhhh !
' HJ{ hat |” gasped Harry Wharton, * You've wasted all

th‘a‘ it now,"

Wharton helped Bob Cherry up. Bob dabbed at his face
with bis handkerchief, speedily reducing the handkerchief ‘o
a sticky rag. Bolsover sat in the grass, gasping and splutter-

ing, can had rolled off his head, but the paint hadn’t.
It was volling stickily down his face, and into his nose and

2ars and mouth, and sticking like in his hair,
“ Gerrroooh ! spluttered Bolsove “Ow! I'm suffo-.
cating! Yah! Oht! Help!" ’ i B Y
S My word I murmured Nugeat. o looks - like |
giddy friars ! ?m , -duﬁﬁr.iﬂﬂh;r::.

what did you fall over for?" T e

> You idiot I shrieked Bolsover: - * Do you think I did
tlus on purpose.™ ‘

He Eﬂllfed fr&ntimliy at the paint on his face. His clothes
Wwert smotheted with 1. The smell of the paint was almost
?udlh:ﬁnhlll?;:: ‘::diﬁohuv:f E':E < g-ed ﬂmm mulg'
rom Bob - | I as ¥ scra pamt off.
But %3’- 'een!driut' get it all off. It would require a great
deal serubbing in hot water to get the paint out of
Bolsover's hair.

“ Don’t make such a giddy row,” said Ogilvy. “Wo

don’t want to get the night watchman at the factory over
herve, you know.”

“Go and eat coke I" wvelled ‘Bolsover. *“ Blow the nirht
- watchman!  Blow the factory! Blow everybody! Blow
everything! Yow !

“Ha, ha, ha "

" What are you cackling at, vou silly. ags?”

“Well, yon look funny, you know,” said Ogilvy.

Bolsover snorted. ' 243

b i Elb soon make you look funny, too!" he roared. =

And he made a rush at Ogilvy.  The Seottish junior
promptly dodged. He did

paint,
[ Btop that!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
time for‘rowing now. We've got to get this job finished.”
“Yep!” remarked Fisher T, Fish. “TI'll finish painting
the boawrd, -if you like, Cherry. T guess it would be a good
idea to put on it * Jevver get left?’ LA
“Ha, ha, hat”
Crash |

Crash!

The fence was all down at last. The right-of-way was open

anoe more ; nothing but the notice-board on the post remained
to mark where ﬁnd been. The juniors dragged the ruins
of the fence-timbers into the middle of the path, and piled
them up for a bonfire. Johnny Bull had brough

t a can of
paraffin, and he soused it liberally over the broken timbers—
and over the legs of several of the

: Juniors who were too near
at hand. : %Y

“ Auybody got a match?” asked Bull. =3

“Hold on!” said Wharton. * Don"t hight up till the
notice-board’s finished. The fire will attract a lot of
atiention.” ‘ "3 *

“I guess it will!” chuckled Fisher T. Fish.

“ When are you going to get that board finished, Bob 1"

Bob Cherry grunted.

* When T've got this paint off chiﬁr." he said,
TH AGNET Lisrary.—No. gﬁ
hl'.
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One of the

“Ha, ha, ha! You won't get all that paint nﬂ'lfar"n.
week ! I'll do it- while you're getting on with the soraping. :

Black paint had been brought for the purpose. harton
opened t.E: tin, and dabbed a brush into it. Then he looked
mun{%ﬁ:{ar Bols;:wer. ' 3

2 Y, Bolsover?”

“Eh! What do you mean?” growled the bully of the
Remove. ' |

“ I shall have to get on your shoulders-to reach the board,
you know." gl S

" You jolly well won’t get on my shoulders,” said Bolsover
emphatieally. “I've had enough of silly asses sitfing on my
shoulders with silly pots of paint !” . ¢

“Well, some will have to fre me a hift, and as you're
pretty well smothered already, a little more paint won't hurt
you,™ said Harry. _ :

But Bolsover did not seem to see it in that light. nn
Bull volunteered to give Harry Wharton required
“bunk,” though with some misgivin::.ﬂ

Wharton mounted upon his shoul and started. The
white paint which Bob Cherry had daubed so liberally upon
the board was by no means dry yet. The black ietters

which Wharton Pinl&d upon it ran as he laid the paint on,
and the edges of them were ve? ragged and streaky. But,
as Wharton cheerfully remarked. it was not i as &

work of art. So long as it could be
And certainly the word he
one word

read, was enough.
painted could..bt:.l:lda As only

was required, . was | of room for i,
and Harry painted it in letters a foot high,
L MTS !’l

ITiﬁt was all, lf):ﬁ it dw.waugh- It -wni Hll"} by

the Removites a an rent r? to Mr. .
“There! That's done!” said arry Wharton, l:eh'

desconded to terra firma again. " Now for the giddy

bonfire ! .
All was ready for the bonfire. A was applied to the
, and there was a

heap of timbers, drenched with pa
blaze _imme_did:lly. The juniors backed away from the pyre
as the tongues of rud dama shol upwards, *

" My bat, it's going ™ N

“ Hurray ! D e
ﬁernwn.sthamunioflabaﬂtlmmt; .
The rising flame had evidently been ‘gl - the might

RS e S

And the juniors, “

_ len'i.% the offcn
behind them, marched vietori
Bob Cherry and Bolsover were still seraping off
went. Even when had reached the sd
looked back they could see the reficction o
the sky '

They entered the school very cautiously.
dormit Was reac without
tumblﬂﬂﬂtﬂ bed, ti?:g but tri

“My hat!"” said Bob Cherry, as
over him. “‘There will be a row a

" Who cares?” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Nobody! Good- night!” |
lAqd the Removites went to sleep, and slept the sleep of
the just. :

i .

palled the bedclothes
ut this!” |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

| =5 © The Wrath to Come.,
not want any of that smelly *

“There's no _

HE next miorning, when the rising-bell out on
what uneasy foclinga. - Overstghe. thore. hod s
-somewhat i ern - re not
been a doubt about thené':naUﬁnoe ;Pthq plan that had

been carried out so ‘thoroughly. But with the mOorning—as
is not uncommonly the case—there came doubts. . The juniors
had aected upon impulse, and in the cool light of day the

expedition of the night did not scem exactly as it had seemad

at the time. But there was no faili of The
jtniurn felt that theyhh?d deserved wolifof m and

ace the music, huwenr_r serious the

id m“lif- L} ] - bo_' .
When they down to breakfast they were much
on their mn:‘ But there was no alarm so far. Masters and

ﬂ-afgts _wﬁm in blissful ignorance of the Remove expedition
the mght. : - |
y hilﬁtttirigréakfnt. however, and before morning school, the
e

There was a toot-taot of a motorcar in the
the big Daimler belonging to Mr. Ha
End, swung into the ateway
Wharton d&!lﬂn. were ﬁmhigo
exchanged glances as the
sight; 1t was well known _
facturer had evidently guessed who were th

o\
- » : =, ‘1‘-‘;{1};::1.:&'_ =
ding timbers in a Hfz"
“ 2 i 14 1 #

an alarm. The juniors

arry

A

-
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destruction of his property. The car.came right on to the
School House, and jarred to a stop. In the cat Mr. Hardinge
could be seen, and his face was red with anger under hLis
shining silk hat, and his jaw was hard set and leoked more
like a viee than ever.

He alighted from the car, amid the stares of the Grey-
friars fellows. Not a cap was raised to him.

The manufacturer paused on the steps, and looked at the
crowd of boys. .

“Some of you young rascals destroyed my property last
night!"” he said, between his teeth.

Vingate, of the Sixth, looked out of the school doorway.

“What's that?" he exelaimed. '

Mr. Hardinge glared at him.

“You knowv very well what it is,”" he exelaimed.
know why I have come here this morning.”

Wingate stared at him in surprise.

“I haven't the faintest idea,” he said.
want?"’ ,
I want to know who burnt my fence last might!”” shouted

Mr. Hardinge. |

Wingate ;Loat {“mP“d-

“Your fence! Durnt it!"”

i Ycﬂlﬂ 2

“Has it been burnt?’ said the Greyfriars captain, in
amazement. ~ :

“¥You know it has!”

Wingate frowned.

““¥ didn’t know it until you told me,”” he said angrily;
“and if it has been burnt, 1t was fiot by Greyfriars fellows.
Nothing of the kind would be allowed. There are a lot of
people mn Courtfield and Friardale who don’t like the old
path being closed to the public. And I can’t say I'm sorry
it's been burnt—if -it has. It was rotten to put the fence
there at all!”

Mr. Hardinge scemed on the point of exploding.

“ J—T didn't come here to talk to a boy!” he stuttered;
“1 eame here to see the Head. The perpetrators of this
outrage will be flogged, sir—flogged in my presence, or else

I shall have them prosecuted according to the law!”

And, with a snort of rage, the manufacturer passed into
the house. There was a yell of derision from some of the
fellows. ' .

i Ylh !11 ;

“Go and make jam!"” ;

* What price whole fruit pickles?”

‘“Ha, ha, hat” ' " : ,

Dr. Locke was in his study when the jam manufaeturer
was shown in—or, rather, when he rushed . - Mr. Hardingo
came in something like a whirlwind.

‘** Dear m}’aﬁlnimed the Head. * Good-morning, Mr.
Hardinge ! i R -
““You were not expecting me?’ shouted the manufacturer,
“ No, certainly not! . But——"" " :
“You expect me to have my property destroyed and
insulting words painted on my notice-board, and to take
it lying down, sir?” bellowed Mr. Hardinge.

o my soul! What has happened?’ -

“Last night, sir, some gang of hooligans destroyed the
gnge I have had erected upon my property at Courtfield
ind.”’ . '

“i Oh 1?1 .

“ An insulting message was painted upon the notice
board.”

“ W-w-what message?”’

“‘Rats!’, sir!” <

Dr. Locke ﬂumfo.d.

“Really, Mr. Hardinge——"

““*Rats,””’ roared the manufacturer—**‘rats!’”

“8ir,” exclaimed Dr Locke, very much offended, “I am
surprised at you! Fmay say that I am astounded! I should
never have dréamed that a gentleman of your years would
use an expression of disrespect so boyish, so slangy——"

Mr. Hardinge stuttered with rage.

“That was the messago painted on the notice-board,” he

ii }?ﬂu

“What do you

roared. *‘The word, ‘Ratsl’”
- Dr. Locke comprehended.

“Oh, I see! I misapprehended your meaning for a
moment. The word ‘Rats!’ was painted upon the notice-
board ?”’ :

“Yes, sir. And my fence was hacked  down, sir, and

burnt! The timbers have been destroyed, and the fragments,
sir, are now piled in the path!’ spluttered Mr. Hardinge.

“TMh heavens!” FER S =

“This outrage was perpetrated by Greyfriars boys.™

“ How do you know that?”’ :

“I am sure of it.”

“Ahem! That is hardly evidence.”

“My night watchman, sir, observed the firé at twelve
o'clock last night, and——" :

“Then it is impossible for the fire to have been the work
s bays,” said the Head decidedly. ** At twelve
o'clock at night the whole school is in bed and aslecp.”

“My watchman, sir, approached the fire and distinetly

Tae MaeneT LiBrARY.—No. 225.
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saw the boys making off. He is certain that they wers
Greviriars boys—junior boys.”

“Dear mel” - ’

“1 demand an investigation and the'emmflary punish-
mont .of all thﬂ-cu‘l:lpritﬁ. sir!” said My. Hardinge, with &
wave of his fat hand. ** I demand that they shall be flogged
in my presence, sir! You understand? - Otherwise——"" v

Dr. Locke rose to his fect with a great deal of dignity.

“Mr Hardinge, this violence of language does not becomé
you or me,”’ he exclaimed. “If you cannot calm yourself,
I must beg you to close this interview.” = - -

“* What, sir—what!” roared Mr. Hardinge. ;

““You must not raise vour veice in my study, sir, You
can bo heard all over the school!” the Head exclaimed
indignantly. ** This is disgraceful, sir. If you cannot
more calmly, I shall ring for you to be shown out.”

e e B S i
Ragme™ - 245,
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 For some moments My, Hardinge dppeared on the verge of-

an attack of apoplexy. The Hecad waved his hand
soothingly. 2

“Pray calm yourself, my dearsir!” he said mildly. * You

must sce that this news s very astonishing te me. There
will, of course, be the most scarching inquiry into the ch:g'ﬁa,
you bring against my boys: and if they are proved.guilty
of this extraordinary outrage, surely 1 need not assure you
that they will be severely punished.’
Mr. Hardinge calmed himself with an effort. -
“1 came over here, Dr.- Locke, to save you trouble,” Lo

exclaimed. My first impulse was fo place the matter in

the hands of the police. 1 am willing to leave you to deal
with it. Considering the insult and the injury I have
roceived, 1 regard that as a generous concession on my
part—a very generous concession, sir.’’ Se
“Very well, Mr. Hardinge, I accept r offer in ihe—tho
spirit in which it is made,” said the vd gently., ‘' Now,
please let me know exactly what has happened.” :
Mr. Hardinge's wrongs came out in a torrent. A frowa
gathered upon the Head’s brow as he listened. ;
“ This is very, very serious!' he saud, wltluﬂn the jam manu-_
facturer paused £6¢ breath. * I hope it will prove that none
of my boys had anything to do with this outrage. But cer-
t%haﬂ inv ate the matter v_er?f_ﬁc P e <~ a
»e i no in my mind, sir,’* said Mr. Hardinge.
““This is not the first, nor the second e that your boys
g

have eame upon my land to defy me. My object in plac
the fence there in the first lplace was to prevent |
between boys from this school and my employe Boys em-
ploved by me have been inolested b;r Greyinnrﬁ boys, and
attacked on their way hmn’a to dinner.”’ g
had a pacifying effect upon Mr.
y expected to
was sur-.
y mete out
Hardinge's manner softened very mueh,
“1 wish the offenders to be punished,” he said: *“This
kind of thing cannot be allowed to go on. You will admit
that yourself.™ - “ e
“ Most certainiy " said the Head. g S0 » ¥
“In that case, sir, I am content to leave the matter in your
hands. Indeed,” said the jam manufacturer, relaxing still
more, *' since you meet me in such a fair manner, Dr. ﬁockg
I am willing to consider the question of the right-of-way. I
do not wish to be cansidered a hard man, If there oau[{l be
any guarantee that the use of the path would not lead to
canflict, 1 might recomsider my decision, But in the first
place, this matter must be settled.” = -
*T quite agres with yeu there, Mr. Hardinge. 1 shall in-
quire into the matter before lessons commence to-day—not a
minute shall be lost.” -

“1 am sorry to hear it.’
The Head's mildness
Elndrd}ir_tge: lf’l_‘lm '?m g;?anufacturgr had evi
nd himself in a’hostile camp at Greyfriavs,
prised to find that the Head had no idea buf
strict justice. Mu.

¢« “*Then T can only thank you, sir, and uy'l-:m ¢orry for

the anger I have shown,” said Mr. Hardinge. And he held
out his hand. Dr. Locke shook hands with the jam manu-
facturer, and bowed him out of the study, 5.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. ~

Mr, Hardinge Plays the Game. . N

HE Remove were in their Form-room, ready for first

T losson, when the Head entered with Mr. Quelch. The-

doctor’'s face was unusually stern and severe.

Wharton & Co. exch:nedged dismal glances.. ‘

3 Il{::“mming " murmu Bob Cherry. ‘‘ Look out for
squalls !

“ The squallful will be terrific!” whispered Hurree
Jamset Rzmﬁ' . _ o
Dr. Locke before the class.

5 ﬁaﬁ,"*hq eaid, “ T have some questions to put to you.
F am questioning the whole of .the so “and 1 have alreally
seen the Sixth, the Fifth, and the Shell; and the me':m]?m*
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They know mnothing of what happened last night on Mr,
- Hardinge’s land. Now, I bave to ask you."”

The Remove were very silent. 2

‘“ Last night,” said the Head impressively, * the fence upon
the path across Mr. Hardinge's land was broken down and
burnt."’ : :

Some of the Remdvites grinned faintly, They knew that
without the Head telling them so. : :

But every face became very grave again as the Head's glance
swept over the class. _ :

“1 with to know,” said Dr. Locke slowly and impressively,
* whether it is the boys of this Form who were guilty of this

action.”’ '-
Stlence! s : :
“1 need not say that the investigation will be very strict,
and that the perpetrators will be discovered,” said the Head.
““To save trouble, I call upon any boys who were concerned

_ in the matter to own up!”

Dead silence! Pt _

The silence was suddenly broken by a piping voice from
William George Bunter.

* Please, sir, it wasn't me.” ‘ =
H"]{:l am not asking who it was not, but who it was,”, said the

ead. -

The juniors did not speak.

““ Have you nothing to say?"’ asked the Head.

Apparently the juniors had nothing to say. At all events,
they did not say anvthing. d

* Enry well,” said Dr. Locke. *° Wharton!"

“ es, sir.”’ '

“You are head boy in this Form. 1 ask you directly
whether you know anything about this matter?”

Wharton hesitated. )

““ Am. 1 bound to answer, sir?"

“ Certainly ! T command you to do s0.” :

“Yery well, sir. I do know something about it."

“Tam Elnd you are so frank; Wharton. What do you know
about it?" _

‘“ Everything, sir.”

“ You were conce in it.” .,
(11 Yﬂ, ﬂil"*"' ; i .F‘
“JIndeed! Who was the leader?”’ . o

“1 was, sir!”

The Head couphed ~ He had

asked for g frank

ivl'-.. e :1 i
Wharton's extreme frankness seemed to surprize him ﬁ 11& =

“Ahem! So I may take it that*you are to blame For this
ﬂop]ﬁrnble occurrence, Wharton 7' s

*T didn’t think we were to blame, sir. We thought Mr.
Hardinge was to blame for putting up a fence across a right-
of-way that has been used ever since we've been here—long
before Mr. Hardinge came into the district.”

*Hear, hear!” marmured the Remove.

““ Silence !"” said the Head. ** Wharton, you are perfectly
well aware that Courtfield End was placed out of bounds for
the special reason of aveiding any trouble of this kind.”

“Well, yes, sir. Th you don’t think we mecant any dis-
respect to vou, sir, in what we did,” said Wharton earnestly.
“ But—but we felt we were bound to stand up for Greyfriars
against that outsider, sir.”

““Ahem! Mr. Hardinge has stated to me thai his reason
in closing the path was chiefly to avoid trouble between his
employees and the of this school. He states that his
employees have been interfered with.”

Some glances were cast towards Bolsover, who scowled.

“ You have done very serious wrong,”" went on the Head.
“ Mr. Hardinge could have pla this matter in the hands
of the police if he had chosen. e has kindly consented to
. leave it in my hands. This isa concession on his part. You

do not, Perhn‘)e. realise how serious your aection was. You
" have broken the law 1" :

The Remove were -ilbnﬁ.- | |

“ As vou have confessed, Wharton, T shall deal with you.
As yvou were the ringleader——"'

““We were all in 1, sir,"” said Bulstrode, * We all backed
Wharton up.” ' :

“ Ahem——"" -

“ All of us, sir,” said Bob Cherry—** all excepting Sneop
and Bunter.” :

“ Begad, vaas!” said Lord Mauleverer,

““If Wharton's going to be punished, we all want the same,

sir,” said Jnimnl:‘.r *“We were all as much to blame as
{:_a was. «1f he hadn't led us, we should have gone without
im.”’
“ Yes, rather, sir!”
““The ratherfulness is tervific!" '

“Then I am to understand,’’ said the
wholly the work of the Remove?”’

“Yes, sir,”’ said Wharton.

‘*“ No other Forms were concerned in it?"” _ )

“None, sir. They're not up to it—ahem! I—I mean, it
was only. the e, sir.” '

Tur Maener LisrArY.—No. 225.
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v “Hold on !’ he exclaimed.

we play cricket-——we've
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“Very well. You may go on with your lessons now, and
I shall consider what is to be done,” said the Head gravely.
“1 shall consult Mr. Hardinge, and your punishment will
depend very much upon the view he takes of the matter.”
And Dr. ke quitted the Form-room,

Morning lessons comnienced, but the Removites wore

worried looks, and Mr .Quelch had to call the juniors to order
very often that morning.

The Remove had cause to be worried. -

They were beginning to realise that their campaign against
tho jam manufacturer was a little more serious than they had
thought at first. And if their punishment ‘was to dor;nd
upon Mr. Hardinge, they had no doubf that it would a
VOry severe one.

When the Form was dismissed, the juniors crowded out into
the (lose, discussing the matter. |

“ We're booked for a high old time, I think,’”’ said Bob
Cherry lugubriously. ** Jam and Pickles will make us
sit up as much as he can.” :

*“ He may ask for some of us to be expelled,’’ said Russell.

““ The ringleader, anyway,” said Bolsover, with a malicious
lance at Harry Wharton. ““ What would the Remove do
or a captain, I wonder, if Wharton gets sacked 7

“* Shut up, you cad!” growled Bob Cheyry. |

“ We shall all have to stand by Wharton,” said Penfold.

“1f we stick together, it can’t be as bad as expulsion. They
can’'t expel a whole Form.”
* No fear; it won't come to that,” said Johnny Bull. “It

may mean flogging. If it does, we shall have to grin and bear

A
‘*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddnn‘lyt
pomting in the dwrection of the school gates. “* Look there !

Jack Blunt, of Courtfield End factory, had just entered at
th= gate, and was coming towards the group of juniors.

There were angry exclamations from the Removites.

In their preseat trouble, it seemed like insult added to injury
for the factory lad to w;ﬂt into Greyfriars so umneern;dnf}.

“The cheeky cad!” exclaimed

“ Let’s bump him!"" said Ogilvy.

Isover.

" Good egg!” % .'
: f?'nﬁ' with a rush the Removites surrounded the factory
fellow. uh | | 28, . - ,

Jack Blunt held up his hand. . [ 2T

oo N o
_ “T've got a message for ¥
clﬁ 38 I e , ey |
ats I growled Bolsover, ump him !”
“Hands off | I sar——-—"' ’*B s ’-Eﬂ_g, et a

‘‘ Ga for the.cad!” reared the bully of the Remove,

ey

. Wharton pushed Bolsover back angrily,

“Shut up !” he said. * Let's hear what the cha to
fa5. -Go ﬂﬁl’.‘-ﬂd, Blunt ! i
" Right-ho! TI've brought you fellows a challenge,” said
Jack Blunt, .
_ ! _
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
: ‘A spﬂrﬁﬂg Offer ll
% CHALLENGE!” ' -
H “Yos!" . :
““Go ahead !” said Wharton tersely. -

“ In the first place,”’ said Jack quir.'ﬂjn' T want to

tell you that yeu've got a wrong opinion of our employer.

Mr. Hardinge 1s a good sort, and a g ortsman !"’
Bolsover burst into a sneering laugh. - |
“Jam and Pickles!" he said. * Iﬁﬂl a rank outsider, and
vou know it!"™ oy a1 s

Jﬂlck‘n u}'esl flashed. 2
“I'm not listening to a ing against Me. Hardi .
he said. *“If that chap ml:lzt be eivgﬂ, I'll get out wi:mt
giving you my message !’ - o '
There was a shout from the Removites. . They were ell
eurious to hear what Jack Blunt had come to say. 2
‘“ Shut up, Bolsover!" RE S, F
The Remove bully growled. But he was in the minority,
and he ““shut un " as requested. | G o
““Co ahead, Blunt!" said Bob Cherry. * . ' :
““ Mr. Hardinge backs up our cricket club at the i'l.otal,:h
said Jack Blunt, - * We play cricket, and we think w
it rather well.” .
‘“ Blessed are those that blow their own trumpets !’ mur-
mured Vernon-Smith. - o _
And there was a laugh. - Jack Blunt laughed, too.
“I'm not gassing!” he remarked. “ What I mcan is,
\ got a good team. You chaps
cricket, too.” | |

“I guess so!" said Fisher T. Fish. * Just a few I™
““What do you say to a mateh?"

“ What !’ | .

i HE ?H

are,” said Jack Blunt coo

“We're willin%lta meetlgou in a game of cricket, if you.

b

T e
e piay
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Bolsover snorted.
“Play & factor

i

team! No, thanks!™ :
“*It’s not your business, perhaps?”’ suggesied Jack Blunt
mildly. I understand that you are not cricket captain "

“Quite so!” said Harry Wharton. “ I'm captain of the
Remove, and I don’t see why we shouldn’t play you.”

" Look here, Wharton,” roared Bolsover, “you can't dis-
grace Gr?'fnars by playing a set of factory cads!” ., °

“No; I ean’t disgrace Greyfriars—I leave that to you !
said Harry cheerfully.
you've done it often |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““And if you have objections to playing Blunt, I don’t see
that it matters, as you would not be in the Remove team,
nnﬂ:\ray; you're not good enough !”

Isover jammed

strode away, gléwering,
juniors.

““I haven’t finished yet,” said Jack Blunt. * You fellows

have got your backs up against Mr. Hardinge for closin u
the ﬁﬁ‘] Courtfield path.” < A

:: E’Eﬂl‘l rather "’ '
ell, 1t-was your own fault.
~Balsover I think
day—for nothing.

followed" by a chuckle from the

. ¥You all saw how that chap
you ecall him—jum on me the other
You can’t say that I gave him any

offence, The same thin? had happened before, and several of

our fellows were roughly haudlc(?. That was why the path

was closed.’’ | \
“Ahem I

" And Mr, Hardinge is willing to
you don’t give him credit for it,”
great interest in our
matches for us. He knew we wanted to
but, to put it plainly,
on a factory team.,”

“So we do!” said Snoop.

The next moment they were look-
ing down on Snoop. Bob Cherry
had giren him a terrific shove that
sent him rolling on the ground

“That's cnough for you!” said
Bob wrathfully. “If we hear any

more of that, Snoopy, I'll wipe m
boots on vou! Scat !?: PR

They did not hear sny more of it
from Snoop,

“Mr. Hardinge called me into his
office, after work tlhis morning,”
Jack Blunt went on, “and he gave
me uuthnrityktﬂ mukﬂhthu offer I;in
going to make u chaps—a really
good sporting nﬁg M |

“Go ahead !

“If you choose to meet us in a
cricket match, Mr. Hardinge is will-
ing to let us play for the right-of-

lay the game, though
smpd Jack, “ He takes a

cricket team, and he wants to fix up
Greyfriars,
look down

play
he thought that you would

“You can do it easily enough—

18 hands deep into his pockets, and’

- wanted.
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“Ha, ha! I suppose not.”

. But we’re under fearful threats of punishment jist now,”’
sald Wharton. *“Mr. Hardinge is to tell the Head hov much
medicine we're to have.”

“1 think that, will blow off,”” said Jack Blant.
Mr. Hardinge
believes that if

: “*What
wants 18 to have no more trouble horo.
. 1 you fellows make a compact you will keep
it. If there’s going to be no more trouble, he's willing teo
overlook what happened last night, and to ask your head-
master to say no more about it.”’

“Well, I must say that's decent !’ said Bulstrode.

1 : “ Look
here, you chaps, we've-been rather thick on

Hardinge. It

it! We didn't like kim buildin factory h g
the long and the short of it.” -~ .rg,r ol that.ﬂ:
" You should have bought up the county, you know,” sug-

gested Jack Blunt. ““ That was rath ight 1"’
W Tk ke, a s rather an oversight

Wharton. ““We thought that Mr. Ha

inge was lookin
for trnuhl&' and we were ready to y 8

e'll play you on Saturday afterncon, if vou're
free for th. t_date,”’y y ¥ .
“1 was ghing to suggest it.”

“Good egg! Then it's settled I
. AES :‘.’h on shook hands cordially with Jack Blunt ere
e went,

The Remove discussed the matter with great interest and
keenness, and there was no doubt that the whole Form was
pleased by this solution of the difficulty. They had not the

slizhtest doubt that they would beat
the factor
e and, whether they won or lost, there
was no doubt that Mr. Hardinge's
offer. was really good and sporting,

n:d that they were bound to stand by
1 = -

When the Remove went in to after-
noon lessons the Head came in,
There was an expression of relief
upon Dr. Locke's face, and the Re-
movites guessed at once that he had

ﬁecened a message from the manu-
acturer of jamt and pickles.

Fal

have some very welcome news for

ou. 1 have received a note from
-ilr. Hardinge, and he tells me thas
an amicable arrangemncnt has been

more to be said about the destruction
of his property last night. Ile has

way. If you t us, the path is
opened again, and if we beat you, it
remains closed, and nothing more is to be done to annoy
him about it by you fellows.” 53

“ My hat!” _ =

The Removites were astonished, and they looked it. |

It was a sporting offer, there was no doubt abéut that—
and they had certainly not expected anything of the sort from
the obnoxious manufacturer of jam and pickles. .

It occurred to the juniors that they had been, perhaps,
a little hot-headed, and that.they had misjudged the jam
manufacturer. . :

Their prejudice had been strong, and they had listened
to the whispers of prejudice instead of following calmer
jud%{ent. _

*“Well, that's jolly decent, I must say !” said Bob Cherry,

“Jolly decent, and no mistake !"" said Nugent,

“The decentfulness is terrific !"’ : o

“You're quite sure Mr. Hardinge said that exactly, and it's
real business 7"’ asked Harry Wharton thoughtfully.

"S;Jitre sure 1"’
“We play a cricket match, and if we beat your team,
we have our way about the path, and if you beat us, we make
it Jpax, and let the path alone?”

Exactly 1” = ' : _

*“Well, that's square as a die!” said Fisher T. Fish.

‘““Hear, hear!” '

“ Bl if I expected anything of the sort from
Hardinge,” said Harry Wharton frankly. * He came over
here in a towering rage this morning.”

Jack Blunt grinned. _

*“Well, what you did was enough to make him ratty,
wasn't it?"’ he remarked. ; St

“1 suppose it was, come to think of it!” admitted
Wharton.

“He doesn’t look like a sportsman.” said Nugent.

“ Perhaps he doesn’t, but he is, all the same.
jut'lﬂ? cigars by the picture on.the box, you know.”

E gl.i.mm'r Lisrary.—No. 225.
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You can’t .

us me, as a special favour, to
leave the whole matter in u}r ;
and to drop entirely the question of
punmishment,
request, and 1 trust you will remember how much
indebted to Mr. Hardinge.”

tecam at a cricket match, |

L

Mo

was that blessed smoke from his blessed factory that started *

you fellows, we acce ot this offer,” said )

ive him' as much as he-

L]

My boys,” said the I;ir:ad, < B8

-

reached, and that he wishes nothing -

I am going to accede to this very generous
you are .

“ Thank you, sir!” said Wharton, speaking for the Form.

“It 1s very kind of him, sir, and I shall apologise to him

when I see him.” ,
The Head looked pleased.
“I am glad to hear you sa
that your example will be followed by the o
cerned in this unfortunate matter,”” he said. .
And the Remove were left, to their lessons, and to discuss,
in whispers, the coming match with the factory ericketers.

boys con-

e il

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Match for the Right-of-Way!

ARRY WHARTON was even more careful than usual
H in selecting the team which was to represent the Grey-
friars Remove in the match with the factory club.
| Much more than :

If the Remove won it; they had won the right-of-way at
Courtfield End, and all Greyfriars would have won with them,
If they lost it, the way would remain closed, and they had
undertaken to give Mr. Hardinge no more trouble in the
matter. And t compact was binding upon the rest of
Greyfriars. 5 et ‘_

The Remove had, therefore, the unique experience of play-
ing for the whole school. They felt how important they had
become, all of a sudden. Wingate helped them with their
practice, and advised Wharton in his selections for the team ;
and when the Remove eleven played in pratice on Friday,
Wingate pronounced that they were as g

The Remove thought so, too. . .

They had, no doubt that they would beat Jack Blunt and

his team. But they did not mean to leave anything to chance,

19

as they could be.

that, Wharton, and- I hope .

e

al depended upon that match. =

e
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Every fellow in the eleven was determined to do his best,
and to play his hardest for the Remove and for Greyfriars,

Saturday dawned a bright and sunny morning.

Durmg morning lessons, the Remove were in a state of

appressed excitement, somewhat to the detriment of their
work.  But Mr. Quelch was very lenient. ' As a matter of
fact, the Remove-master was very keen about the match
himself, and he meant to watch it from beginning to end.

“We're bound to lick them !” Bob Cherry said, as the

eémove came out after morning lessons. ** They won’t have
a look-in. But we're not going to take it easy, all the same.”

"1 say, you fellows——"

2 Shut up, Bunter [ _

“ But I say, you fellows,” persisted the fat junior, “I want
the Remove to win, yon know. It would be a disgrace to
be beaten by a factory team, and I thimk myself that every-
thing ought to be done that's possible.”

©Well, what have we left undone ?”’ asked Wharton. it
you've got any suggestion to make, you can go ahead, only
don't be long-winded.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I have a su
«illy Bunter, with digni
all littlie personal jeﬂglu.sies ought to be put aside, and we
ought all to pull together for l’.g{" general good.”

“My hat! That’s rather a new record Fur you,”" said Bob
Cherry. *“ I fancied that is what we were doing, though.”

“ Well, I don't think se,” said Bunter emphatically, “{
son't want to interfere. But when L see a first-class player

ing left out of the team on account of peigonal feeling, I
~ think it's time to speak up.”

Hll)rry Wharton fmwned; g

“ Do you mean to say that I'm leavin out a good er

from personal feelings fz' he demanded. . x o

Billy Bunter backed away a little.

“Yes, I do,” he said.

o you mean Bolsover? He's no good.”

“d wasn't thinking of Bolsover,” su.if Bunter loftily.

“Who is it ‘then 7"’ |

** You know ulz, well whom T mean, Wharton.”

" said Wharton, with a puzzled look.

“Don’t beat about the bush. - What chap are you thinking
“ Myself 1"

e W oy | "33 ' e /
" You know jolly well that I ought 8 play!™ . "~
The Removites gﬂlﬂ into a rour. S R
““Ha, ha, ha, ha " ' n e
“‘I den’t see anything to cackle at,” growled Bunter. *I

don lc: want to mtf_rferahoﬂut when{it’l a question of bpomml

jeatousies preventing the Remove from putting the best pos-
sible team into the feld—" - ”

t‘lH:.’ h;' l'-a!l"l

;hﬁh.nrnnll_}'. vou hi'rLlnws-——-“'f :

Ahe Removites walked away, and left Bunter still talking.
'f-?llly Bunter's idea that he could cricket was, as Bnlﬁn
Cherry remarked, pathetic, only it was so funny.

The afternoon was glorious, clear and calm and sunny.
It was an ideal day for cricket, and the Removites looked
Jforward to the match with great keenness;. As there would
‘not be time for a twomnnings match, it had been arranged
that the rival teams should play single innings, the stumps
to be pitched at two o'clock. After di Remove

_ gestlon to make,” said
ty, “and it's this—at a time like this,

-

mner

Euwparod for the match, and waited for the arrival of the
actory team.

They had expected the factory eleven to walk over from
Courtlield End, as their funds were not likely to run to a
brake. But they did not walk over. The loud hooting of
A motor-horn _announced that they had come. A big car
belonging to Mr. Hardinge brought them ever.

Harry Wharton shook hands warmly with Jack Bluat.

“You're in good time,” he said. “It's a ripping day for
the match.” |
= i‘Mr. Hardinge Eis‘nun&ing to see the g':.gm.“ sln.:d ﬁlmk.
"1 suppose we can de on vour chaps to be civil to him.”

Wharton coloured lp?il:tln.

“Of course?”” he exclaimed. “If any chap was to be
tl"addﬁl?t. we'd bump him black and pink. When will he be
1ere !

" Before the maich starts.”

~Good! Come on, and T'll show you your dressing-room.”

Ten minutes lateF the jam manufacturer arrived in his car.

By :.ihn{' time very nearly all Greyfrigrs was on the ericket.
ground.

Under the peculiar circumstances, the other Forms took
almost as much interest in the match as the Removites them-
selves, and they were all crowding round the ground,

Mr. Hardinge was greeted with a cheer as he descended

from his ear.
The manufactuver looked a little surprised and very pleased
gment.

as_he raised his silk hat in acknow

The Remove team were outside the pavilion, and as the
~Tax Macxer Lisrary.—No. 225,
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batsmen came out of the

Jam manuafacturer came up, Harry Wharton made his com-
rades a sign, and they made a movement towards Mr.
Hardinge. Wharton raised -his cricket cap, and the other
fellaws followed his example. i o

“ We've been wanting to speak to you, sir, ,said lery
Wharton impulsively. “ We want to say that we're sorry.

“Indeed ! said Mr. Hardinge. X :

“ Yes, sir. What we did the other night was rntheruthwk
and we feel that, now that we've thought it over,” s
Wharton. It was very kind of you to act in the way you
did, and we feel that you've treated us very well. We were
a bit hasty, and we're sorry.” . |

Mr. Hardinge smiled, and, as Nugent remarked afterwards,
his jaw did not look like a steel vice at all for the moment.

" Good—good!” the manufacturer - exclaimed. I s all
right, m}'_lr . 1 am glad that you have thought it over,
and come to the conclusion that there may possibly be two
sides to a question. The matter is entirely over and done
with so far as I am concerned.” '

“Thank wyou, sir!” Wharton looked round.  “ Three
cheers for Mr. Hardinge I

And the cheers were gi )

iven with a wm.j
Mr. Hardinge joined Dr. Locke, who had come out to
watch the match.

Harry Wharton and Jack Blunt tossed
for choice of innings. l%he luck fell to the factory captain,
and Jack elected to bat first. . :

nHarn' Wharton placed his men to field.
The Remove players looked very fit as they came on. They
were all loukin% very keen, but it eould be discerned in their

manner that they regarded the result of the match as a
foregone conclusion. :

Jack Blunt observed that, and he grinned. :

“Those chaps think it is all over bar shouting,” he remarked
to Sam Wayward. g | _ -
~And Sam chuckled. 2 =t :
. They do!" he remarked. “I fancy there is a big surprise
in store for them.” ¥ :

“ What-ho ! said Jack emphatically, * |
_** Here they come !’ sang out as the two first Tactory
. vilion. *‘ Jam and Pickles !
Some of the fellows laughed. W‘u:slh came aver to where
Bnoop was standing, and the ‘cad of thé R woked a
ll;tth alarmed as the big captain of Greyfriars bore down ugon

im PR e U

“*1 think“you had better hold your tongue, Snoop,” said
gi ate quietly. ““If there is any sneering or ping at
round, you will hear from me. ' such & thing as
ﬁosp.itaﬁty. you know, and being decent to visitors.” '
And Sn subsided into humble silence, |
Harry Wharton tossed the ball to Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, who was generally considered the best bowler in the
ve. The Indian junior went on to bowl against Jack
Blunt, who was upanini the inminga for his side. -
: was a shout of encouragement from the Greyfriars
crowd.
“Go it, Inky !” :
* Hat trick, vou know 1" ’
The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned. _ -
. The hat-trickfulness will be terrific, if my worthy self can
bring it aboutfully,” he remarked.
The crowd loaked B‘“"?m‘ peching to sce’ Ehé: fastory wiekéd
L'he crow on, e mg to see the w ;
gu‘h to pie:}:p;n at 'the first ball of the first over. | =
ut it didn't! | |
Jack Blunt’s bat swung, and there was a click, and the
nEIt'th'lllELa the crowd knew :iru that ﬁae o _enr were
running, and running again—and again—and vet again!
The %nll came i:gfmm the long field, but by the time it
arrived four runs had been made good. The batsmen had
secmed to cover the ground like lightning. A
The Greyfriars erowd stared. =
40 open the innings with a four.was a little su to
them, but it did not séem to surprise the factory fellows who
were looking on. The; grinned, e
"My hat!”" Hasrry Wharton muttered to Nugent. *“They're
hl?tt stuff, those chaps! I never expected them to play AL
t R .“ R # - 5 % i
** 1 don’t think any of us did,” grinned Nugent. *““We shall
have all our work eut out to beat them, I'm thinking.”
" But we'll do it !” :

" Play up, Remove!” roared Coker of the Fifth. *Don't
go to sleep !” : Tt
‘The Remove certainly showed no signs of going to sleep,
::lll't they soon realised that they had to deal with a difficult
BAln. -

They had expected the factory fellows to
SCra lot 20 far as cricket was concerned,
ﬁudinﬁ out their mistake. e

Jack Blunt & Co. were quite up to their work.
The bowling and the ﬁal?l”

e a very
they were

ing were bot Eoo& but the
"batting was better—that was t long and ?ha? ort of at.
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The yuns piled up. _ o B

When the first wicket went down for the visitors the score
was at thirty-five, and some of the Greyfriars fellows had not
expected the factory team to score more than that for the
whola of the first innings.

“My Aunt Sempronia!”’ ejaculated Temple of the Fourth. ¢

““Those factorv bounders seem to know as much about the
game ag we do !’

“Oh, rather !’ said Dabney.

“PBad luck they're not playing the Fifth!" said Coker,
with a shake of the head. ** We'd give "em beans !’

‘1 don’t see it !’ said Temple. *““The Remove have beate
the Fifth, so I don’t see what you could de:” :

** Oh, don’t Jaw !"" said Coker. ‘

Jack Blunt was still batting. And he went on batting.
He was well spt, and it seemed past the powers of the bowlers
to move him. They realised that, and directed their efforts
chiefly against his partners. One by one the wickets went
down, but each one was very expensive to Greyfriars.

“ Hundred " said Nugent minor of the Second. ** Hundred
for five wickets. Poor old Remove! Wharton eught to have
bucked his team up by putting somo of us in.”

“They can't shift that fellow Blunt)’ said Tubb. * Ha'll
be not eut gt the finish, you mark him.”™ |
And Tubb of the Third was one of the prophets. Jack

Blunt was not out when the innings ended for the factory
team with a tetal of exactly two hundred. He was first man
im, and not out, and all Greyfriars had to admit that not only
was ‘the factery eaptain ‘‘ hot stuff,”” but that he was very
hot stuff in 1

———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
-~ A Fight to a Finish. :

ARRY WHARTON & CO. looked a little more serious
than usual as they pre to take their innings. Two
hundred was a big scoréd to equal, and they seldom
expected to touch such a figure in a single innings. In

the keenest matches the Remove score seldom ran up to a
figure like that, But they had to do it now, or admit defeat,
_and they felt in a mood to do or die. After the pitch had
been rolled the Remove innings began, and the crowd looked
on breathlessly to see what the factory bowling was like, If
it proved as good as their batting, it was felt that the Remave
hittla chance. : e R0
Mr. Hardinge, who was sitting outside the pavilion with the

-

iead of G gw,.lmkd on with a smiling face, The jam
- mannfacturer B quenﬂy ple'uzd J’rﬁf the show his
cmployees were making. He took a keen interest in the
factory ericket club, and they were proving that they were
worthy of it. The Greyfriars erowd were looking serious.
They did not wholly relish being let down like this by a team
of tellows who worked in & jam factory, and could only prac-
tico oricket in their sparo time. "ot

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry opened the innings for
the Remove. There was a shout of encouragement to them
from thq Removites round the ropes. -

“Play up, Remove!” :

Jack Blunt sent Wayward on to bowl. Wayward was a very
tricky bowler, and Harry Wharton realised, as he stopped the
first ball, that he would have to be very careful.

- The factory bowling was certainly good.  In half an hour
the Remove were three down for twenty-five, which was
by no means as good a start as the factory team had made.
Then Johnny Bull came in to join Wharton at the wickets,
and matter:fndked up for G iars. Between them the two
chums of the Remove piled up runs at a fast rate, and the
bowhng seemed unable to deal with them. ' _

Fifty—sixty—seventy ! Wharton was getting fli!‘lﬁ' into his
stride now, so to speak, and ho was making thae fur fiy,

A Toud cheer rang over the field as the hundred was turned.
1t -had cost the Remove team seven wickets.

“Bravo, Wharton !’ -

“ Hurrah! Pile’em up!”

Then misfortune fell upon the Remove. Wharton was
caught ont at slip, and a few minutes later Johnny Bull was
clean bowled. . : :

** Last man in!” G

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was last man in, and his pariner
at the wicket was Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars.
Harry Wharton looked on from the pavilion, and his face,
in spite of himself, was gloomy. ‘

“The game's up!"” he muttered to Nugent,

- Frank nodded dolefully. = -~ ; . |

“* Hundred to get,’”” he said. ““ They can’t de it, of course.
But vou never know' the Bounder—he looks as if he means
mischief.” _ _ _ _

"Nugent was right in that. Tt was just one of the occasions
when the Boun liked to do his best, and when he did his
best at any game it was a very good best. Wharton had had
some slight misgivings about glwng the Bounder at all, but
as he watched Vernon-Smith batting his doubts vanished.

The Bounder played up wonderfully. |
He was cool, pmﬁectaj: never dmitful or faltering for a
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moment, and seemed master oi himself, and of the bowling,
too . : ;

- 'urrm; Jamset Ram Singh.hmkﬁ-c'l him ﬁp loyally.  The

nabob was a_good bat, but he did*not seem to feel any in-

clination, to shina himself~hoe was content to leave that to his
more able partner. The two fellows were not on good terms,

but nobody would havée suspected that from the way Hurree
Singh backed up his partner. ; : :

’[ﬁm factory team tried them with all varieties of bowling,
and Jack Blunt changed the howlers continually. The Eaﬁ
men were watching like hawks for chaunces, but the Bounder
did not give them any. i : .

W it was necessarv to be cautious he could beé caution
itself, and at other times he played with an apparent reckless-
ness which always tarned out well.

The score crept up, and the faces of the Greyfriars fellows
h_;-_ightenﬂd as :Eey saw it, Were the Remove going to win
after all?

The factory fleldsmen had been given enough leather-
hunting to tire out any team, and some of them nad bellows
to mend by this time. : '*

And still Vernon-Smith was hitting away as eool n.'il; 4

cucumber. And now -loud yells greeted every hit by the
batsman. | LA

“ Good old Bounder I’* °

“Go it 1" _

“Give 'em socks " clad

Harry arton’s eyes were gleammg now. He was
enough that he had decided to pla; %e ‘Bounder. Vernon-
Smith was generally a rather uncertain quantity, but he was

playing the game. of his life now. If he could have pulled
the game out of the fire at the eleventh hour in this way,
the Bounder gould have enjoyed his triumph to the full—and
he meant to dd it if he could. | R,
 *“Good

“ Hundred and seventy !” exclaimed Bob Chen G ,
My hat! We'll give him a yell if he tops the

old Bounder!
two hundred !” , S3 , ‘
Iléilﬁélﬁt'-hu " said Wharton, * There ho goes again—three,

‘think ! :

And it was three! And then Hurree Singh chimed in with
_li single, n.IEd the Bour;der II:d the ‘bowling again, and then
it was a four, twe batsmen were.vplaging mto one
lnubfi;ar'n hands lljikﬁ téeg::prk. The Remove roared. '

* Bravo, Smithy! Play up, Boupder!” - -

The Bounder Erinned. 'EB was enjoying the situation. A
hundred and eighty—five—ninety ! " 3
** Ten'to tie, aud eleven to win,” said Frank Nugent, * My
hat! The Bouhder looks geod for another fifty vet.” Yl

“Yes, rather!” -

“Go it, Smithy!"” ' “ |

“Play up, Inky ™ 1 e R

The fieldsmen were panting now. But they w&i"_ﬁtiﬂfwk n,

ood. And now, perhaps, his

success was i ing the Bounder a little, and lLe lmgﬂ"l‘g
take more chances. Wharton watehed him anxiously.

Bounder cut away the ball with a mi swipe, and rab, and
ran il:ﬂ.ill, and yet again. Three. And there the Bounder
should have stopped. He started running again. Hurree
Jamset ij Singh hesitated, but the Bounder was fairly

ux, and so the nabob ran. Harry Wharton clenched his
ands hard in his anxiety and excitement, R it

“Run!” he gasped.

““Buck up, Bounder!” roared the crowd, |

The ball was coming in from Jack Blunt, T¢ was comi
for the Bounder’s wicket, too, and it looked as if it HOJE
beat him. Right for the middle th came, and the
Bounder was putting on a wild spurt to get home in time.

Crash!

The Bounder flung himself forward, and the end of the bat
bumped on crease, and a second later the crash of the
wicket followed.

But the umpire shook his head.

“ Not out!” . '

It had been the narrowest of mrﬁw esen _and the
Remove breathed again. : N x
*“ Thoe

“ A hundred and ninety-four !” said Frank Nugeut.
Bounder can pull out now—if he's careful !’

~ And the Removites watched the finish of that excitiv
innings with all their eyes. The bowling was very keen, an
for a couple of overs now only two runs were taken, A

hundred and ninety-six! _ _ :
- Four more to tie—five to win! And now Jack Blant had
gone on to bowl, and the Bounder had the bowling.
Click went the willow upon the leather, and the hall went
on its journey, and the batsmen crossed and recrossed.
wo more wanted to save defeat! iy

“@o it, Bbunder” . e
A single run was stolen by Vernon-Smith. Then Jack
ingh fnr;ltha-

Blunt expended his efforts upon Hurree

L] = il r = 5
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remainder of the over.
with calm precision.
“Over!”
Sam Wayward took the ball to tackle the Bounder when

But the nabob blocked every ball

the field erossed over. _ -

Wharton set his teeth.

“One more—or two
Smithy !

Agdin the ball went on its journey. The batsmen ran;
but the ball camme up in the hand of Jack Blunt in the shps,
and it came in, straight as an arrow.

. ®rash!

The wicket flew into pieces.

The Boeunder had. taken one chance too many.

There was a suppressed groan from the Remove, Ulp to
the yery last moment they had hoped to snatch vietory from
the jaws of defeat.

But the wicket was down now ! .
“The Bounder paused. For a moment his eyes blazed. Then,
a3 he heard the umpire’s laconic ““out!” he walked away
guietly to the pavihion. .
" The innings was over!

Greyfriars had been beaten by a single run!

* The factory had won!
““ My hgt!” gasped Jack Blunt.
And we had the luck !” :

The fizld ecleared. The Removites, and the Greyfriars
follows generally, tried to take the defeat - in a sportsman-
like way. But it was hard for them.  The thing had been

s0 close; but a miss was as bad as a mile, as Nugent
lugubriously remarked.

“ Well, you've beaten us, Blunt,”” said Harry Wharton, as
cheerfully as he could, as he met the factory captain
coming off. ; :

Jack nodded. -

“Tt was a cluse thing,” he said.
the score.” . _ _
* % Only enough to win,” said Bob Cherry, with a rueful

more ! he muttered. “Go it,

“It was a near thing!

“ Not much aifference in

grin. 1 :

"r‘I'II say, you fellows, if you'd played me—"""

““Oh, shut up, Bunter!” y .

Mr. Hardinge rose from his chair. He was JooKing ve
pleased. Fle had been in great doubt during the %ﬂ“ﬁ
hour’s play, but the ordeal was oyer wow. Harry ¥¥ha

& Co. came up to him.

They had lost the mateh, and they
were good sportsmen,

They had to pay the piper, and they

swere ready to do 1it.

“Your team has beaten us, sir,”’ said Wharton. *“ It was
a close thing, but they’ve beaten uvs, and we're going to
keep the compact. No Greyfriars fellow will interfere with
the path at Courtfield End after this.”

** Honour bright !’ said Bob Cherry.

The manufacturer smiled.

“My dear lads,”” he said, “1 know you would keep youu
compact; but I hope 1 shall prove myself as good a sports-
man as any here. You have played a good match, and you
are willing to abide by the restult; but I shall not heold you
to the agreement. The fence on the Courtfield End path
has been destroyed. It will not be rebuilt, The notice-board
will be taken away, and the path will be open again to the
yublic from this afterncon. And all Greyfriars will be
ree o use it as much as they like.”

“Oh, sir!”

““And I hope to sée a G reyfriars team playing my lads on

their own ground some day,” the manufacturer added.

“Jolly glad te, sir!" said Harry. *“ We'll try to make
thic next match end differently. 1 must say you're a good
sort, sir, and a good sportaman! We're all very much
obliged to you!”

.And a crowd of Greyfriars fellows escorted Mr. Hardinge

to his car, and sent a cheer after him as he- departed.

The factory cricketers did not depart so ecoon. They were
entertained to tea by Harry Wharton & Co., and over that
cheerful meal they were very friendly and cordial: Even

Bolsover was civil, which was naturally reckoned.-little short

of miraculous. In the “Rag” the juniors and their
guests feasted cheerily enough, and Billy. Bunter revelled in
a land of plenty, and confided to everybody who would listen
to him that-that other run would have been taken, sure
enough, if he had been playing for the Remove. :

And when Jack Blunt & Co. departed, all the Remove
marched down to the gates to ses them off, and cheered

them. -And the rival teams parted with mutual good fecling

between Harry Wharton & Co. and the factory ericketers.

THE END, . . -
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CHING-LUNG
~IN-THE
FORBIDDEN
LAND.

A Wonderful Story
of Ferrers Lord,
Millionaire,
Rupert Thurston,
and Gan-Waga,

By SIDNEY DREW.

o, Wishing fo ox 1m'.ﬂa
Thurston, Gan-Waga, the
of nhiu:-'lmn:‘i province in China.

“TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!”
FIRST INSTALMENT NEXT WEEK.

THROUGH
TRACKLESS
TIBET !

(READ THIS FIRST,)

actically unknown land of Tibet, Ferrers Lord, millionaire, makes up a
kimo, and & number of the crew of the Lord of the Deep, to travel wi

ORDER YOUR COPY EARLY. § “TWICE

ROUND
I HE s
GLOBE!”

A Grand New
Serial Story,

BY SIDNEY DREW.

0
NEXT TUESDAY

hith oross Tibet 16 Kwai-Hal, the capital

@ party, conducted by an Afghan guide named Argal-Dinjat, have just erossed the Himalayas into the Forbidden Land, w -.un
a 3 village ruled by an Irishman named Barry 0’Rooney, they ase attacked by the ngtodI:m pirate and outlaw, - ‘

a hinkd of his ruffianly followers. Things are looking serions for
the Skies,
the crater inte an underground lake,
cave.
to the hour Honour fulfils
the first load of passeangars, CoO
goes back once more for Ferrers Lord and the stores.
which Hal Honour builds.

On
They proceed on their journey, and, later

ke smears some sticky substance.

A Duel in Mid-air!
.. The string dangled down, the leather touchéed one of the

egys. Ching-Lung gave the sticky substance time to partially
dry, and began cautiously to lift. The egg adhered to the

leather. .
" *“Look out, sir! Look out, sir!"

Prout was dancing and waving his helmet, his bald head
shining in the sun. _
- “Heagle! Heagle!” yelled Maddock.
Ching-Lung saw the great bird sweeping ftowards him.
Tur Maener LiBraAryY.—No. 225.
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the return humhhuri decides to continné the journey to Kwai-Hal by
on, camp in a
to obtain an egg, and climbs the face of the clif. When above the nest, he produces a length of string

(Now go on with the story.)

party when they are rescued by Ferrers Lord*s wonderful aer:

the Lord
They are flying over the crater of an extinet volcano when the engines sudd stop working, and are sent hurtling down
The damage caused is so great thnf Foch e ¥ o wtw

hope getting
Hal Honour, the engineer, however, makes a strange promise, and says that within two months E- will rescue the whole crew.

his Jﬂmﬂ:i' and the miniature aerone! he has constructed rises from the black crater into the sunshine
ting of Ching-Lung, Gan-Waga, and O'Rooney. The aeronef rescues

Ferrers Lord gives up of ever the aeronel

above with

the remaining members of the m._lﬂl’
sights an eagle’s nest, He determines

gorge, where Chi
ned to a piece of leather, upon which

Ho loosened his knife. The egg -was almost within reach.
The next instant the maddened eagle pounced down with a
piercing shriek. |

The egg dropped, and broke into oily fragments on Prout’s

bald hea 1 -
Q‘hi:rLung caught one flying glimpse of the agcident, and
rinned,

1and, to face the bird. made a fierce blow at him with

-

Then he drew back against the rock, knife in -

one powerful wing, and its huge beak snapped close to his :

ear. Like lightning, Ching-Luug had his coat wrapped round

TUBSDAY |
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his left arm as a shieid. . Gan-Waga, Barry; and Maddock
gazed at the duel in the air in mingled terror and wonder.

The prince was safe, and he knew it. He was enjoyin
the extraordinary fight. The sloping rock above him guarde
hin from attack behind. Again and again the fierce bird
attacked, again and again it just eluded the lightning knife-
thrusts aimed at it by Ching-Luhg.

He could have easily used his revolver, but he chose to
fight on fair termns—his knrfe against the sharp talons, spiked
beak, and muscular wings of his foe.

*First blood!” muttered Ching-LunE .

Feathers fluttered in the air, and there was a patch of
crimson .on the point of the hunting-knife. Shrieking with
pain and rage, the bird flung itself at hum once more. 1t
was Ching-Lung’s chance. He could have buried the blade
inthes deep’in the eagle’s breast, but, like a flash, he turned
his wrist and struck upwards with the haft.

“1'H tell you off, old chap,” he thought
plucked one, you are. Ah, would you?

He began ‘to beat a fighting xetreat. Another chance
cames and the men distinctly heard the thud ot the blow,
The bird reeled in the air, and then, with a hoarse oroalk,
perched itself on a erag close by, and began to wag its head
dyunkenly to and fro. v

Hu.rry_knelt, aud levelled his rifie.

““ Don’t shoot him !"* shouted the prince

“ Very good, sorr.”

Ching-Lung reached the

“You're a good

“Let him livel”

rround safely. Prout was removs-
ing the traces of the egg Ifrom his head, features, and gar-
mient. An eagle’s egg has a flinty shell, and Tom's head
showed a splendid and tender bump. _

“ By hokey !”" he said. "It felt like a hard-boiled ’un.
But I found i1t wasn't.” ° _ _

“You shouldn’'t get in the way,’ laughed Chmg-Lunf.
“ By Jove! I got in one clinker that time! The poor old
bird is nearly done.” _ :

The eagle had received his fill of fighting.  He sat on the
crag, swinging his head to and fro, and croaking sadly.

‘“ Yez must have hit him below the belt, sorr,” said Barry,
with a smgger.

“Not I, We fought under the Queensbur
was fair. - I hadn’t the heart to kill him, an

LE

“Wan thing surproises me,” said Barry.
-+ What's that ¥ o

 Prout’s head, sir. O always thought it was soft.” - .
~* By’ hok it was as soft ‘as yours,’ growled the
steersman, “1°d cut it into chunks and séll it for sponge-
cake !”’

‘““ Don't. guarrel,”’ said Ching-Lang.
¥ rhit—to throw bricks at. Coo-ee!”

“Coo-ce!’ came the answer, as the aeronef soared .over

rules, and all

“ Prout's hgnd- is all

them. | .. . T
- “Do you know how long it will take mow?'” shouted
Ching-Lung.

* Quite, three hours!"
the vessel vaced away. _ _

Thice hours was a long time to have to kill.

M We'll walk through and see how far it is, boys,” said the
rince.
P Oi'm game,” answered Barry. “0i’d sooner walk on me
liead to Klondike than ride on that car. Bedad! The
joltin' and bangin' has turned me upmlde down, and under-
Lioined me hilth! Lade on, MacGan, me noble Eskimo!
Av we stand still, bedad, we'll never gu! Shtep out wid
ver best fut and lade the way; we sha n't get there at all
av here we sthay. Forward be our watchword I”

“ (theese it 1’ yelled Maddock.

“ Srow 1t " roared Prout fiercely.
¢ Al yoight, s}l roight! Kape yer fur down, plaze. Ut’s
good poethry, only yez haven't the brains to see uts beauty.”

They shooldered their guns. The ravine was magnificently -

beautiful ; but it ﬂ.ppu.renfly held no game except a few
quail. As they had no fowling-pieces, the quail did not suffer
any damage. :

Suddenly Ching-Lung held wp his hand. They stopped.
A soft, piping nojse was heard.

“ Ut muust be a bollfinch,” said Blrg. :

“You're a giddy jay,” answered hinp:-Lun? “That's
sweet music, and someone is playing. Is he a friend or &
foe? That's the question. Here goes to look.”

He crept forward, and peered over a rock. A dirty, brown-
siinned, halinaked, long-haired man was squatting on the
ground, - fingering a reed-pipe. He lifted his head quickly,
aud saw Ching-Lung’s face. A look of herror overspread his
divty features. He dropped the pipe, turned head over heels,
velled, sprang up, and ran for his life.

“Here, come back !

- “Hi! Yez have dhropped yer watch and chain!” screamed
arry.

“ Just one curl of yer ’air, darling!” bellowed Prout. And
. San chimed in:

“ Yo' come kiss me ere yo' ﬁﬂﬂi-"
Tue Maexer Lierary.—No. 225,
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roared Ferrers: Lord's veice; and.
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The man ran like a hare, and they laughed as they
watched his vanishing figure.

Barry murmured : :

“*QOh, sthay,” the maiden croied, *and rist
Yer weary head agin’ me breast!
A tear stood in his breight blue cie;
But sthill he answered, wid a sigh:
: ‘Can’t sthop!”

Evidently the musician had a pressing ement to fulhil,
for he did not even turn round. Barry whispered to Prous
that if one glimpse of Ching-Lung’s face could make a man
run like that, two glimpses of it would frighten an-avmy.

“Wot dis watchercallut?” said Gan-Waga. - s

“It’s a bag, my 'son,”’ answered Ching-Lung, examining
the object. -

*“1 see wot in him den.”

Gan-Waga picked up the sack—for a sack it was. Gan
could yell, but he had never howled before in his life as he
howled then. Had the bag been red-hot, he could not have
made more fuss about it. _

There was a hiss, and a long, scaly head shot out—the head
of a cobra. o :

Gan dropped that sack and bolted. He had a horror of
snakes. The men scattered as the hideous thing glided out,
coil after coil. It puffed out its head, and the strapge
spectacle-marks gleamed on its extended hood, showing that
it was the sacred snake of Buddha. e
' Bang! wéng Barry’s rifle; but it was a wild shot. P
in springing back, tripped over a stone. Before he ecoul
struggle to his feet, the shining scales glided across his
buc:ﬁr, and the speckled head was drawn back for the deadly
strike. ‘ ; :

Maddock, O’'Rooney, and Ching-Lung stood petrified with
dread. The head began to sway from side to side. the
forked tongue t in and out. They dare not move their
weapons; they dare not stir. |

* For Heaven's sake lie still, Tom1"” said Ching-Lung, in &
hoarse whisper. S Ea O

Their blood froze, One touch, one prick from those awful
fangs, meant a death of agony and torture. Slowly Chi

stooped, until his fingers  reed-whistle ﬁ;

ind, by the nativg.  He raised it to hig lips, and began to

he hooded head tdrned, and the Tittle eyes twinkled. - *

.+ Louder and louder came the straims. snake
itself on its tail, and raised itsclf hifht‘r' Thigher.

and
Lung &ng!red the reed with his left hand, and his n
e to his hip. Playing still, he lifted the revolver little
ttle. .

Then the mpow.' Down came the shattercd head,
and the body writhed and lashed in the -throes. Pro
rolled out of the way, and rose, white and shaken. - -
- In silence the four men Enpped aa:b other by the hand.

Ching-Lung bent over the snake.

“We'se had a scare for nothing,”” he said.
glands have been extracted.” A
" “We ' didn’'t know that,”” answered Barry, shuddering.
“ Snakes ain't in my loine. Ut gives me the shakes to luk '
the ugl?;’ brute. Bedad! 0i’d give something for a nip o

brandy |
They found Gap-Waga sitting neck in a little pond.
When Gan was ot.u.l‘q;d..B he always refuge in water, 1f
there was any about. They dragged him out, and walked
back to the dismantled motor-car. . _ e
~ Ching-Lung and Gan-Waga Create a Deluge.
When the aeronef had made her final jou ez, the work of

utting the car together commenced. 1t longer than
onour anticipated, and the shadows were long and grey

L ’or

“before it was weompleted. The prospect of ‘a night journey

over the log-road led to none with any favourablaness.
“We'll camp in .En ravine,” said Ferrers Lord. * We
shall be safe and snug there.” ' |

“We ought to be,” put in Rupert. “ It's the sort of place
you Ec::ld old against an army.”’

] t for shells, Ruperi. Shells are abominations.
Still, T do not expect another attack, Goodness knows, I
wish we had got over this abominable road!” -
They all wished that fervently. Ferrers Lord had qui
e:gscted to reach Lhassa that day; but the pure, clear air
Tibet makes it almost impossible to g ces by sight.
The adventurers built their fires “g eastern mouth of
the ravine. It was wide enough here to hold both car and
acronef. There was another tiny wwterfall ~fallipg in a
crystal stream into a basin, and plenty of fuel. Just at dusk
?rxﬂt&-Diant grimly shouldered his ri e, and plunged into the
orest. b3
After supper the moon rose and threw her cold beams into"

the ravine. Gan-Waga, Prout, Maddock, Barry ﬁ'w; Pk

Y
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and Prout always hobnobbed together. They had ¢onstructed
a little bower of branches to sleep in, and were seated round
the fire. Barry was spinhing yarns, and constant bursts of
laughter told that he was amusing his listeners. Gan-Waga
came over to sit beside his beloved Ching-Lung at last.

“ Got over your frght, Ganus?”

* Bad 'nough,” gurgled the Eskumno.
Chingy.”

““ Look here, Gan-Waga;
sleep in there?” said Ching.

" Yes; and me, too, Chingy.”

“You, too? Why, you're half a dozen! I say, Gan, I
wouldn’t sleep in there, if I were you.”

“ Why not, Chingy?"* ‘

“ Bacause,” said Ching-Lung, yawning, and looking at the
sky, *““1 think it will rain.”

A hint was not wasted on Gan.

**1 not slecp dere, den,” he grinned. 1 sloop—""

L1 HI‘:‘E‘i]‘.’1 P . ¥

“Good "nough. I
wid yo'!” |

*“ Sloop, slap, slopp!"” said Ching-Lung. * Great Scotland,
candle-biter, you do spéak English! Here's a cigarette for

u to smoke, and I fancy I know where there's a candle.

ow, I'm going to have a wash.” _

. Ching-Lung went to the basin into which the little water-
fall fell. It was within a yard of the hut Prout and his
crontes had built, The prince bared his arm and plunged it
into the basin. He grinned as his fingers felt an unlimited
quantity of clay. He began to scoop out the clay, and to
place it in a_bag, handful by handful.

An hour later lots were drawn, and, strangely enough,
chance made Hal Honour and Thurston sentries. Then the
camyp slumberéd. When all was still, Ching-LunF rose noise-
lessly and shook Gan-Waga. ~ They stole out of the bright
eircle cast by the fire, and vanished into the gloom. :

* Don’t make a row, Gan,"” whispered Ching-Lung. “ Give
me the bag.”

“Not love ’em,

are those bounders going to

slap wid o', Chingy. I like slopping

: Before the water fell into the basin it fell upon a ledge:

above, where its constant dropping had hellowed out another
.- It was the overflow of this pool that filled the basin
low.
* Finished, Chingv?"” whispered. the Eskimo. R

- Ching-Lung chuckled.

“It's sure to rain,” he said, * and min jolly hard.. Walill

give 'em an hour. An hour ought to fill this place wp
& brim. Have another smoke, Gan?"
- They squatted down to wait. No water could TLI.!-B into
tho basin below, and the little pool filled rapidiy. e dulcet
snores of the innocents rose blissfully to their ecars.
-~ Prout, Barry, Maddock, and Joe snored on merrily in
about forty rent kevs. Gan-Waga measured the quantity
of water m the puddle with his eve.

* Look like a stundersthorm, Chingy!"” he murmured.

“It doth, Gan,” said Ching-Lung. *“I'll have another
smoke."”
~ A lighted cigar fell dfrom tha skies, apparently, and he
caught it in his mouth.
+ “ Sh-h!" said Ching-Lung.
m'll
‘?1 Barry was talking in his sleep. Ching-Lung grinned from
ear to ear. _ = N S ia
- Tell me Fez luvs me for mesilf alone,” said Barry, * and
Oi will happy doie. Oh, Misther Prout is a thick-headed
tout, and his fate aré four fut long; and Misther Ben Mad-
dock’s an ugly 6ld haddock—— Go away and lave me: There
was a soft freak named Ching-Lung, a feller who ought to
be hung; a pig'tailed young brat with a face like a rat,
whose neck’ll be jolly soon wrung!™ _

* Hoo, hoo, hoo-0o-oh!” chuckled Gan-Waga.  * Dat
smack fo' yo', Chingy."” , ' AR

Gan-Waga beamed his delight. The pool was full.  Ching-
Lung. gripmd the rope. He jerked the board out of the
clay. Down went the water with a mighty rush, and the
night air rang with yells, screams, and other noises expressive
of everything but joy‘and mirth.

Ching-Lung Goes Out to Shoot a Mysterions Bird,

It is not a nice thing to be awakened out of a cosy and
warm slumber by.she ‘descent of a ton of water. - Many
things happened down below. The roof of the branches
gave way, and Barry O'Rooney, who had a dim idea that he
was surrounded by Storland Sahib's wolves, made a wild
attack on the noarest man. The nearest man was Joe, Joe
was not the person $o take such an onslaught tamely, and
Joe hit back. Then Prout and Maddock engaged in a deadly
duel on their own account, and the balmy air was full of
sounds that resembled the fall of a thunderbolt into a china-

““Listen, my fat and lovely

| 'lgﬂ startled sleepers smnn% up, snatching burning sticks
Tae Maener Lisrary.—No. 225. ‘

. and the men made a ring.

In the gloom Gan-Waga and Ching-Lung wﬂrkgd. |

~ eager to see what he co

gzga hastened off to build them a roaring fire. Pro
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from the fire, and ran to the place. Someone who kept his
wits switched on the electric lemps of the car. The fallen
branches were heaving up and down in a most extraordinary
manner, and in the puddle below strange shapes were rolling
about, grunting and velling. ‘

“It’s the boys! They

“My pip!” gasped Ching-Lung.
of a sudden! Hi, do yvou hear, in

must have gone off all
t.l}:’qre? Joe, Prout, Maddock, and Barry — what are you
aoing " :

- ’fhis 15 most extraordinary!"’ said Rupert.
*" Moss 'strornery t'ing I never was seen!” {;ut in Gan-
“«aia gravely, **T'ink dey try learning swim, hunk?"’
They tleared the branches away, and separated the ﬁaﬁer’.

““ What in the name of common-sense is it all about?”’
asked Thurston. |

Ferrers Lord and Hal Honour walked back to the fire,
smiling. They could understand. .

" Haven't you got any tongues, idiots?"

Barry O’Rooney put his fingers into his mouth to make
gure.

“ X8, sor,” he said wearily.

“Then speak up. What 15 it?”

01 was-asleep—fast locked in the arms of Porpus——""

“ Morphens,” corrected Ching-Lung. r k.

- ** Luk here,” snapped Barry, bristling up, * was it yerself
there, or was it me? Did ye see his arms? Oi was slam-
berin’ in the arrms of Porpus, when that black-hearrted
villain chucked a bucket of soapy wather over me !”

** Steady on,” roared Joe, * and tell the truth!
did! And
call names . A
_"Grid-ron face I'" murmured Barry.
Gentlemen, will yez kindly clear a twelve-fut ring? Afore
I again seek the arrms a::-(y Porpus I have-a loight duty to
perform. = Misther Joe, plaze stand up on them things yez
call fate, for .the mnext six months nlpyar loife is gomn’ tp
ba spint.in orspital !” ' ¥

Joo was perfectly agreeable.

I never
o

‘““ That's me, is it

He" took off his wet m!t,

“ Git ready to take down his larrst worrds!” said i
baring his hairy leg-of-mutton arms. * Would yez loike fo
wrife a letther to.yez mother, Joe?” = A

" LAl weite that on your‘features!” growled Joe. :

The prospect of a good * mill "’ made Joe and A
forget they had a slight diffcrence between them. Muddoe
oifered to give Joa a knee, and Prout ready to champ
Barry. Barry was

“Me pumpire!” said Gan-Waga. ‘ Me make peautiful

pumpire and refelee!”

. After all, there was to be no fight. _
**Shake hands, you two,” said Ching-Lung.
 Mayn't-I shake hands wid his face, sor?” e
““Certainly not. . Shake hands with him, Joe” -

“* But he called me a black-hearted villain!" growled Joe. .

“ And he told me Oi'd a gridiron face!” said Barry. -

“ Well, both of you were right,”” chuckled -the prinee.
“Just shake hands, or I'll put you both in irons!” ;

* Gridirons; sir?" 38 ' '

" Be quiet, and do what T tell you.”

Barry struck a tragie attitude, and murmured:

“'Tis betther to forgive than punch, =
And so I will forgive; :
Black as the insult was and deep,
Orll let the ‘spalpeen live. 5
Kiss me!"” -

They shook hands heartily, and the good-natured

ut, .

and Joe got as close to it as pe but Bar:

not come at once. Barry wanted to discover %uge
the torrent, and it did not take him hv?lf..m discover it.

With arms and the air of a stage villain he strode

to the fire. | '

" R-r-rer-r-revenge "' he hissed.
heavin's blue firmamint, by earth

deep, thim insults shall .not pass widout r-r-revenge!”

. He's got ‘em again!"” murmured Joe.
“Yaz,” said B;r&l}' 1 “the very skoies shall fall,

poles in their po

grow on bricks ere Oi forget or Oi forgive!’ .

“Fan him, and got the smellin’-salts,” suggested Joe,
“ Comrades,” he hissed, " we have becn bethayed |- Bos
trayson is ':f;dtf!.'_'ﬁ'b have hee:’::thmyed!"' s Bﬁ:

- R Ting el T o b e s S
mng- e! e 18 the author of our A
Barry told :gem what he had scen.

Barry, this 1s gettin’ too thick !”
*“O1 have sworn to be rev
hour hath come! The eaitiff

apes! Lave it to me !""

H X

you be jolly careful, my grid-iron face, who you |

Gan- .

up
“By yondher stars in
ltse]:{.and by the vasty

play the fiddle, and Irhiak:f: m |

" !“-Iilid_ ' " T Th! f 3 >
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Barry glided away. Ching-Lung was wrapped in slumber
behind the dying fire. Barry chimbed the rock, and placed
the piece of wood in its old position. He puddled the clay
round 1%, then he stole back. _ 3

" Well?” asked the three other conspirators eagerly.

" Kape quoiet” said Barry, ‘' Ot've stuck that cagle’s
head on a stick. What yez have got to do is to hide in the'
dark, and start squeaking. O'll wake the prince, and tell
him there's a strange birrd or somethin’ there, Oi'll tell him
Oi seed its head and oles, which will be thrue. Whin be
comes afther it pounce on him an’ gag him. Then we'll toie
his hands, and fasten his pigtail to a rope Oi've got thete.
And, bedadg" chuckled O’'Rooney, * av heé pulls too harrd at
the rope he’ll foind out somethin’ 1"’

Joe was rather inclinetl to hang back, but he was speedily
talked round. The three conspirators vamished into the
i.;*lmm, and Ching-Lung started up to see Barry bending over
1m.

*“ Great Scoot, Irish, you made me jump !”

“Ut's a burrd, gor!"” said Barry mysteriously.

“A bird?” ‘

““Yes, sor, Oi seed its head. Just listhen, sor!”

Out of the gloom came a hoarse, eroaking call.

“““Kaa, kaa, kaa, kaa!”
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paniul. Bendmg forward, he began to pull steadily. Tf it
had been possible, he would not have shouted for help.” To
be found in saeh an undignified position would have g‘ﬂﬁm‘f his
pride too much.

He pulled again

“ Hurrah! It's going !

}'@Ild 1t camo with a rush. Hiﬂ_ -iﬂ'fﬂﬂ was tied to a lo
which helped to dam the basin. ﬂ: fell with a crash, nuﬁ
about a ton of water fell with it. The tables had been turned
with a vengeance. Ching-Lung had already had one or two
serious reverses in his career of practical juE'mg, but this was
the worst. What angered him more than anything was-the
simple way in which Barry had hoodwinked him, MHe wouild
have kicked himself if he could have dene so.

And he felt that worse was to come. As a rule he could
slip out of knots, as an eel slips throufh a baby's lngers.
But Joe was an artist in knotting, and he knew Ching-Lung’s
abilitics. There was no use wallowing in mud and water
until the conspirators chese to release him. Bound though

Che

--h.ﬁ.--.
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Ching-Lung jumped to his fect.

““Where 1s he, Barry 7’ he whispered.

“ Agen the waterfall, sor, on the rock. Vi never seed a
loive bired loike it afore.”

The truth of Barry's last remark was beyond dispute, He
hla’g never seen a live bird like that, and neither had anyone
else. :

" Kaa, kaa, kaa, kaa!”

Ching-Lung carefully loaded his revolver,

“ How big is it, Barry "

* Or only seed its head and neck, sor, but he’s & whopper !

* Kaa, kaa. kaa, kaa'!"’ croaked the mysterious bird.

*“Close to the waterfall ?" '

““ Sittin” roight agen it!” said Barry. '

Ching-Lung set off to conquer, and Barry, with his thumb
to his nose, and a leer in each eye, trip ej yoyously behind.
There was a huge showing dimly against the rock.
Ching-Lung knelt to make certain of his aim, balancing the
haiddth;t tit‘id the ;ievulvjr on his I;{;l ng'm. ‘ 2

nd then he was flung down, grip y strong arms, an
gageed and bound in a trice, He was placed on his feet,
and the fgure vanished. He tried to free his legs, but
failed. Placing his feet together, he hopped, but was brought
ﬂ: hi::ith a jerk. His pigtail was fastened to something
_ " The blackguards !’ he thought. * I might have guessed
it was a trick ™ '

He took another hop, but the strain on his pigtail was too

Tae MAagnET Lisrary.—No. 225.

snoight !

hg was, Ching-Lung began to move towards the fire in a
worm-like fashion by inflating his chest, pushing forward with
his toes, and drawing his legs up after him. The log fastencd
to his pigtail followed him, and hmgered him a good deal.
He felt somnething like a lame dog with a tin tied to its tail.

Joe was rather frightened. Even in the red glow of the
fire he looked rather pale.

** I wish we'd never done it !’ he growled,

“ Rats !” said Barry.

** But it's mutiny—rank mutiny !’ sighed Joe,
our officer 7"’

grinned.

At he

Prout, Maddock, and Barry merel .'
*“He's that r:ght enough, Joseph,” said the steersman
" And, by hokey, I'm proud he is our officer! There's
nothing to be in d funk about. CHJ\-.?-L wouldn't go
back on us if we cut his pigtail orf. ould he, Ben ¥
*“Not on this earth!” answercd Maddock. * He takes.a
risc out o' us. and we take one out of him. That's fair and
fair about, that is! He makes us sit up, and we make him
sit up—when we can. That’s so, Barryt"” :
Barry assented.
“ All's fair in luv and werr!” he answered.
can't ﬁsht, the best thing the chap can do is fo say, * Good-
e e S il
was ng-Lung crawling p and slow
with the log bumping after hfm. They leapt up. . :
Barry seized an empty bottle, and using it as a telescope
examined the monstrosity, ; .

“ And av he

STy, “DOWN ON HIS LUCKI " 882t 2oyl SpRiea inse) Ts o arey
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“ Tom,” he inquired, * tell me the crayter’s Latin nam
Hn‘d 'l luv yez f?rr ever !” . >
- Couldn’t, by hokey!” grinned Prout. “‘I couldn’t ¥

Is ut a smake, a conger-eel, or a lizard 7"

" Ain't it a cockroach ?”’ suggested Maddock.

" Tread on it and kill it!” said Joe, who was feeling more
tomfortabla, '

Ching-Lung wormed his way along sadly. He raiced his
head, and looked at them.

" Bedad !"" said Barry. * Ut's got a fage.”

*“ So it has, Barry. Do you think it bites ?”

LProut seized the vietim by the leg.

A Make him wag his tail !" grinned Joe.

- Don’t let him lave us yet, Tom,” said Barry. * Howld
Eim back ! . He's wet, ain’t he? Troth, I belave he's made a
misthake, and took a bath! Swate darlin’ pet! Wag uts

little tale, do!” :

Ching-Lang «ondeoavoured to struggle on, but Barry -and
Prout clung to his feet. Al the time the prinee had been
fightin’ with the knots. He discovered that the water had
?Iightly expanded them. To his delight, he found his hands
ree.

*“Ah!"” said Barry. *‘ Did ut foind the birrd ?”’

“ Kaa, kaa, kaa, kaa!” crowed Prout tauntingly.

Joe and Maddock held their sides in rich enjoyment of the
scene, Ching-Lung flattened out his palms under him. Then
his legs shot out violently twice. There were four distinet
thuds and two hollow groans. Prout and Barry were knocked
over like skittles. Then Ching-Lung turned a lightning
somersault. Over .came the log, smiting the grinning
carpenter between the shoulder blades, and Joe went down,
Before Maddock knew what had happened Ching-Lung had
dived between his legs, flinging him violently into the air, and
depositing him on top of Joe.

hen the prince sprang up, removed the gag, freed his
legs, untied the log from is-"ﬁgtlil, blew a few kisses to his
fallen foes, and went back to bed. '

“Tom,” sighed Barry, rubbing his chest, ““ how d'vez

. map togeiher, and conversed in low tones.

My oath holds me back,

Imperial banner of Kwai-Kal. And who could the white man
be except Kennedy, the commander-in-chief of Ching-Lung's
forces? Doubtless Kennedy was aware of the threatened
insurrection. Hither he was protecting the border against

expected raids, or else he had received orders from the

Chinese court to march across the frontier and quell the
vebellion.

“ Ching,” said Ferrers Lord, “ Kennedy is in force on the

frontier !” 2 - |
“Trust Kennedy for being wide awake !” laughed Ching-
Lung. *“ I see there’s a tidy bonfire over there 1’
“O1 should answer,

Lhaksnav is gettin® ut hot just about now.”

A famt rattle of firing crept through the ravine:
Somebody’s squirting lead bullets about the landseape
reg‘nrdless of cost,” grinned O’Rooney. -~
Ferrers Lord spoke to Hal Honour. They examinéd the
whistle rang out. xrl::in bﬂl{lﬁﬁg{.l{:
gether and packed - R -
‘“ Call the roll, Rupert.” e
.‘!}Il answered except the Afghan. He had vanished.
We can’t leave the chap,”’ said Ching-Lung.
dFerrers Lord ahrufcfed his shoulders impatiently. Sud-
enly Maddock levelled his rifle, as a giant in sheepskin coat
and cap appeared in the mouth of the ravine. :
the weapon, for the man was

Pots, pans, and blanket:
away. ;

the Afghan. - He had thaaent
: e : ¢ ha /
his turbans and scanty loincloth fnrgthe Mongol dress. He
bowed gravely.

“ Farewell, sahibs.”
guard you safely !”

* Surel
Lord.

. 1 go with sorrow, chief; but our paths no longe
together. Ye go to save™your lives, 1 itlry to kil or K

own. Ye need me no longer. Your flying witchoraft
yvour cha&viot which runs ‘I\E’ifﬁﬁﬂt steeds ﬂ?..i' TR

if axed polite,”” put in lerjr, ““that

e my

for no guide.

e said ‘gravely, “and may Ai_lih_-

¥. you are not going fo leave us?” said Ferters -

{ . , back.  Perhaps L will bring yon & st "
hﬁl; ain’t got a rib that ain’t fractured !” groaned Prout. m?f‘LoI:‘It be Allah’s will thft gli?t‘shall*be fg“mf’ B ol e
~ “ A hearthquake ’as struck me in the back !" wailed Joe. bivicl he;i' A;‘gg’.‘l, * said Ching-Lung, ““you M’t '
Maddock had dropped on his head. . He crept woefully to the  #19F I'S Up hke this.” . _ ° e i s e
et fud stared el the ghwing enilpe  SRC3 W orons o, f}&bmﬂgﬂ o !:F;g: s o B SO

“Di t ; asked, after a . oulders again. . bR
Ehﬁﬂ:? I:fwg.ﬂ T e ey wh *  Aifghan's r; he knew that eyery argiiment was a waste

. P~ S o
There was a dead silence. It was atdust broken by a vhorus
of chuckles from the other fire: “- : 5

“ Good-night, my beauties!” cried C

A Night Alarm—Flight —Surrounded by Foes—Runming the
Ga - —The Banner of Ching-Lung,

“Sahibs! Sahibs! Awake! Awake!” y

Shrill through the slumbering camp rang the urgent voice
of Argal-Dinjat, the Afghan. The startled sleepers awoke,
and sprang to their feet in thé grey Tibetan dawn. The
locks of the rifles elicked, and the men forced in the cart-
ridges. To load their weapons was their first thought:

Argal-Dinjat stood leaning on his long rifle.

*“ What is 1t 2" .

The tall figure of Ferrers Lord strode forward.

“Yes, Argal-Dinjat,” he said, in the vernacular, “what

news dost thou l:nring‘!‘h ~

“Evil tidings, sahib, for thee and thy Pm le. The
accursed wolf i.ns let loose his hunir{) whelps! Fly, sahib,
b{*ft’_}rﬂ' they rend thee! Lhassa will burn ere the sun sets
ﬂgﬂln 'l‘i . L

The millionaire started, and his face became grave. He
understood the flowery language of the dusky guide

“The insurrection has begun, thén?” .

Argal-Dinjat pointed grimly to the western sky.
erimson burned in the clouds. ;

* Llaksnav is ablaze, sahib !
the river four hours past.
Lhassa. There is safety for thee azlome in the east. .
then, before the ecircle closes !

- “ And how did you learn this?"’

The Afghan laughed.

“Have I not ears and eyes, sahib? Do net the very rocks
and trees and streams tell me their secrets? I know, sahib,
and that is enough.” |

Ching-Lung and Thurston saw by Ferrers Lord's face that
something grave had happencd. The millionaire did not
doubt the Afghan’s story., 3

- Slturland Sahib has raised his banner, lads,” he said

metly.

: 3 "_A.gd, sahib,”” muttered the Afghan, *the night wind
from the east has also news, The yellow men are up alo

. the bordér, and their banners bear the yellow dragon an

the stars. . A white chief leads them. Ye know these men ?"
- The millionaire’s eyes sparkled. The banner with the
vellow dragon and the stars was the flag of Ching-Lung, the
.. Tae MacyeET Lmsrary.—No. 225.

ing-Lung.

A dull

Twenty thousand men crossed
The rebels are gathering rmi_'pd
ly

‘had a

remembered.. »

of breath. Once an
neither

Afghan

rsuasion nor ez
“ Wit rewaed shall‘wo give yor, then 2" asked Thorston
What rew all ‘we give you, then ?” asked Thurston.

Argal-Dinjat drew himsﬂf 11;}'; ;’rﬂudl?. -

“1 am no workman,” he said, “and 10
I’qr money. When I led e
did I take his gold? T also am a chief.”

* You don't mind takin thia; I hope 7

* Prince "—and Argnllgh:

—*“that is a gift

He str
sheath to his belt.
land Sahib’s im?laeah]e enemy strode away.

““ All aboard !” cried Ferrers Lord. |

e -3 ey o
o e

b & _
I...‘

sell myself

-Dinjat’s eyes glittered with
from friend to friend. I thank you forae”

made up-his stubborn mind,

our chief to slay a hundred tigers,
asked Chmgﬁrlm S
le Sure

Ching-Lung’s splendid huntingknife and
Then, with a last haughty salute, E?::r '

There bad been little friendship between any of them and .:

the grim Afghan; but they did not like tn';ﬂrt‘.'f':ith him
a -

like this. Ching-Lung looked regretiully after Al Dinjat's
receding figure till it was lost in the gloomy shadows of the
forest. ~ All his bad qualities were forgotten, all his good ones

“Well, I'm hanged!”
am l&:ﬂ'}i he;n gone. 3 A
round. Lue o with you, old ap,
Storland Bnhéa clutehes.” .

“Faith!” said Barry. **Av ut’s
the sahib drops into his clurches,
bad farden for the sahib’s throat!
made meo feel ereepy. He h
wicked, wabbly oie on him. Oi should say

*“All aboard there!” rang the order.

Barry glided on board the aeronef, h?lpi

of
ou

I wouldn’t give a toss of &
That Afghan chap always

fervently that
motoring over
t of a marine

he would not be noticed. He was tire
roads that would have shaken the lining
boiler. th—W%l dodged under the wheels of
followed him. Then Ferrers Loxd sprang to the wheel
** Stand clear!” : TR0 :
The vessel rose, and the hawsers grew tight.

Maxims fore and aft were
squatted on a camp. chais,
“ Lhassa! Lhassa!”

o ready for use. Ching-Lu
with his eye glued to a telescope.

the car, and

said Ching Lung mﬂiﬂnlﬂ]rﬂ#"’l-
Hle wasn’t such a bad sort, taken all
and keep you out of

the othef way about, and”~

ad a strange, woild, wathery,
he was barmy!” =

-

“Right?” cried the millionaire. e

“ Right !” answered the engineer. ¥ TR

With all four lights bumu'fg. the aeronef an to move
~onwards in the pale dawn. e car bristled with rifles; the

The men sprang up. The sun was pouring its rays upon
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the capital -of Tibet—a city they were fated not to explore.
The car rushed out of the forest into a“hard, sthooth road.
The road ran white and straight through the heart of the
Vvery town.

“Troops |”
l'l'_‘:ld}' 172

A body of horsemen barred the way, Were they friends,
or foes? Prout gripped his pipe between his teeth, spat on
his hands, and bent over the maxim,

*“ Look out! Look out!”’ :

The pace quickened. The car was not relying on the
aeronef, for Honour had started the motor working#

Barry loaded his beloved elephant gun, and ran his eye
along 1ts fat barrel. . i

“ ¥Friends, or fees?”

The truth was quickly known, ‘
left the road. They could hear their yells.
white puffs, ‘and rifles eracked.

*“Get ready !" :

A vision sof wild, savage faces, of smoke and flame, and
they were past, leaving a column of dust behind them,
through which riderless steeds g-nllnﬁﬁd.

“(Good biz!” laughed Ching-Lung. ' Good—— Con-
found !

A bullet ripped through the telescope as a volley was fired
from below from an ambush. The men in the car emptied
their rifles. On, on! The buildings loomed up before them ;
the motor was working its best. They were in the town,
sendifg the inhabitants flying like the wind. Bullets rained
from windows, shrieks rent the air. Their glimpse of
Lhassa was a confused dream. Rupert, always the unlucky
one, had a bullet through the fleshy part of his thumb; but
the others passed through the mysterious city unscathed.. It
was a nightmare ride. Every face Wﬂl“ﬂ’hltﬂ, every heart
thumped and throbbed. On they raced in a dense cloud of
dust, screws buzzing and tyres g. On every side home-
steads were ablaze, on every side Tibetans were killing, burn-
ing, and looting. Time after time they scattered bands of
wild horsemen, who reformed and took ur the pursuit. But
the car and its flying occupant left them far behind.

The first disaster came when they were toiling up hill. One
of the tyres burst with a resounding report. 1he car was
sto , and the*engineer sprang down to examine the extent
of the damage. There was a rent four inches long in the
covering of the outer tyre, and the inner tube was almost
torn to ribbons. A spare tyre was fitted speedily, and
iTonour got to work with the foot pump which Barry called

w - - . :
“SCAl serene ™ gang out the neer. :

“That's the sort of hoss I do loike,” said Barry, ™ wan as
vez can put a new hind leg on widout throuble. 'Gan, me
bhoy, are yez happy ?”’

“%uttnrful.“ gngm:d the Eskimeo. - >

“ Oi'm glad to hear it. Give me'® poipe of terbaecy!

In six hours they travelled a hundred and seveniy
miles. It was only eleven o'clock, and they had a long day
before them. For some time they had not seen any of the
maranding bands, and Ferrers Lord began to think they had
little else to fear. The men were of the brief halt to
wash their faces and clear the dust from their throats. They
all wore goggles, and had turned their handkerchiefs into
masks to save their skins from the flying grit which stung
like the lashes of the whip.

Those on the aeronef fared better. There was no dust to
inconvenience them, and no jolting. They snatched a hasty
meal, and Ferrers Lord doctored Rupert's wfnund again. t

The journey was resunred after a stay of twenty mmnutes,
but nug at th}; same rate of speed. Though they had come
through with only one casualty, it was all due to Argal-
Dinjat’s warning. Had they waited another few hours the
Tibetans might ﬁmte barriﬁntLd_tha road and stopped them.
Apparently ir coming was quite unexpected, _

“ Good old Argal!’ sighed Ching-Lung. “ I wish to 3?04;
ness he had ﬁtaygi wi::thus! Wfﬁ I'(f:“ never see him again.

“Who knows?"' said Ferrers '

““Of course, I don't know, Lord; but that's how I feel.
What a mad-headed chap! 1 know he’s gone back” with some
wild idea of killing Storland Salib; but his chances aren’t

worth a cent.”
“* Who knows!” repeated the millionaire. ‘‘ If he succeeds
" said Ching-Lung fervently.

I shall lose my wlﬁor."

“1 hope you w _

At five in the afternocon they were a hundred miles nearer
the Chinese frontier. The excellence of the road surprised all
ex Ching-Lung. The road was used for the caravans of
e ‘and traders who dealt largely with the Tibetans in
teas and opium. It was also infested with pirates and bandits ;
but the profit on opium was so rmmense that one caravan
reaching Lhassa would pay amply for the loss of others.
"T'o-day the road was vacant, and that in itself looked ominous.
They saw a few women and children, but no meén, though
the district was not thinly poﬂnted.

““ Where are the people?”’ as Ferrers Lord.

“ They’ve not gone wesf, that's a cert.,” said Ching-Lung,
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roared Ching-Luag, “Get your = shooters

The horsemen divided, and
Smoke rose in

55Ty, “ DOWN ON HIS LUCK! ” &sien

"Honour and Ferrers Lord alone kept their posts.

This Story wiil be concluded next T
_‘ Sidney Drew's

Sum, The oMaguer” om, |

“and they're not here. Therefore, I argue, unless they all
dead, they must have gone east.”

“To face your troops?”’

“J expect so. If Storland S8ahib can keep Kennedy, out
antil he has put down all opposition, he ought to win. But
he won't keep Mike out. 1 know Mike too well.”

The millionaire shook his head gravely.

“ That means that there is an army detween us and the
frontier,” .

“1 guess s0.”

‘* If they hold the road, Ching, we're done.”

Ching-Lung did not answer,

ut rolled a cigarctte. Hour
after hour passed, and the tireless aeronef and car swept on
unflaggingly. When the shadows began to gather, the motor-
meter registered a distance of three hundred and forty miles.

One by one the men dropped off to sleep. They could not
hold up their heads and ke®p their weary eyves open, Hal
Darkness
fell, and the stars glimmerced above. With lights blszin%‘the |
car and aeronef roared on with undiminished speed. wn
broke, the sun rose, and still they were racing castward,
. Ching-Lung slid down the hawser, and took the e r's

lace. In a moment Hal Honour was slambering, but Ferrers
Eord seemed proof against fatigue. All at once his clear
voice rang from above: |

t* Brakes, there!"

“ Ay, ay!” cried Ching-Lyng.-

“ Cast off ' . i

Ching-Lung unfastenied the steel hooks. He saw the mil-
lionaire shading his eves, Then the aeronef began to mount
swiftly. At last it sank. e : %A

“71 want you, Ching "’ _ 5 .

Ching-Lung elim the hawser, and -Barry's sirong arm
helped him over the rail. Without a word the millionaire
quickened the speed of the suspensory serews, and the aeronef
mmin the skies. Then Ferrers pointed to the east.

T L . .

Ching-Lung uttered a shrill whistle as he raised his field-
glasses. Hé saw countless brown tents dotting the plain far

“away in the distance, -

‘“Great Scotland !"” he gasped. ‘“How far off are they?"”

“ Fifteen or six mitles.”’ ol 3 -

* And they are holding the road! CE:IS?ZM us?”

“ They could not make us out unless they have teleseopes,”

answerad Ching-Lung.
“Bad luck!” ggoamed Ching-Lung. - *“This is a proper

mess, old ¢hap.”

Ferrers Lord quictly pressed down the lever. The news
was told, and the men stared at each other gloomily. How
could they hopeto run the gauntlets of & whole army? There

was no way round. The scrub and rock on every side was
impassable for the car. Be_ycnﬂ the f la ; but
between them and the frontier was Ste _ 'd‘ my.

The aeronef grounded, and Thurston, Honeour, miqmg‘,
and the millionaive paced up and down,

‘“ Never despair,” said Ching-Lung, 3

“ Have you ever known me to despair?”’ answered Ferrers
Lord. “ We are in a fix, and a tight fix, and there is no good
attempting to disguise 1it. We cannot retreat now, for the
way is closed. For weeks to come Tibet will be in a turmoil.
But can we advance?!”

‘“ Have they seen us?” asked the engineer,

**1 hope not.” _ .

* And the road rums right through the camp?” e

“ Through the centre of it.” .

“ Then why not make a night dash?*

Ferrers Lord shook his head. , |

“To attempt that,” he said, “‘wo must first discover
whether the road is clear.”” = : ¥

“Then go and see,” said the engi , pointing ' to the
aeronef. *““ What is to prevent you g ' 2

“Good old brains!” eried Ching-Lung. ‘“ Why, there's
nothing at all to prevént us.” ' <

Every face brightened. The aeronef could travel any-
where without an atom of risk. Two minutes later she was
speeding towards the camp at an altitude of three thousand
five hundred feet. At her coming thé cemp sprang into life.

“ Bigger than I thought, Ching,” said Ferrers Lord.

" Quite twenty thousand men.” :

** But the road is clear, old chap!”
;’1 ihﬁhhu d = ﬁwmﬂmtloobaﬂlik dol!
_ yells rose, and runni ooked hke |
snapped off useless rifles at HEE aeronef,

| ohesins vl
_ w's J_lmmg_m Adventure e ¢
' Twice Round the Globe" will commence.

as it win be with thrilling interest and excite-
ment from the very first lines. Order next week's
MAGNET in advance. Price One Penny.) 5?
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Readers’

“DOWN ON HIS LUCK!"”

by Frank Richards. The above is the title of next Tuesday's
grand complete tale of the ehums of Greyiriars. Powerful
and gripping though the story will be, yet it will not by any
. means be lacking in brightness, the subject being perhaps
scarcely such a serious one as the title woulkl seem to suggest.
Mark Linley, the universally popular junior, who at one time
toiled for his living mm a Laneashire factory, takes a leading
part in the story, as also does Wun Lung, the lively little
Chinee, while Harry Wharton & Co. are, of course, not left
out. I advise all my chums to make sure of reading

“DOWN ON HIS LUCK!"”

by ordering next week’s Magxer Library well in advance,

———— -

OUR NEW SERIAL.

Next week's issue of THE MAGNET Library will be marked
by the o]mnin% ch‘::{)tum of a grand new serial from the pen
of that world-famed author, Sidney Drew. The title of this
wonderful tale will be " Twice Round the Globe,”” and it
suffices for the present to say that it, in the opinion of the
author himself, far eclipses any story ever written by him.
Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lung, Gan-Waga & Co. are the Pnnmpal
figures, and the adventures form the subjeét of what I belicve
to be the most thrilling and interesting narrative ever written.

It is with supreme confidence, therefore, that [ present

“Tywice Round the Globe ” to the judgment.of my readers,

A~CALL TO ARMS.

The lotter 1 published recently {rom Maurice Hubert, 4he

“ President of tho Anti-Macner Leagu®,” continues {0 bring
me by every pest floods of letters, every one of which ampha-
sises fucther the feeling of grand loyalty which the great
body of . Magnetitess extend to their - favourite paper, and
through it, 1 venture to thinlk; to the unworthy editor of the
same. %ht idea embodied in a letter from my chum H, 8., of
Lsee, 8.E., published last week, is one that seems to have
occurred 1o a large number of readers simultaneously, and all
over the conniry loyal chums are orgamising local ** MAGNET
Leagues,” with a view to winai stiﬂl further support for
what is now universally dubbed ** the brightest and best stovy
paper.” Now, this ig'a movement which it naturally gratifies
moe to read about. very much, for, of course, the more Tre
Macyer Library grows, the better I shall feel my cfforts
supported, and the better our grand little paper will be. I
am doeply indebted indeed to those loyal ¢hums who have so
‘willingly and generously started this great MaexET League
movement, which I feel syre will be taken up by other loyval
chums in every corner of the British Isles—ay, and in every
corner of the British Empire itself—until it resolves itself
into the ﬁreatest united body of readers by which any editor
bhas ever had the good fortune to be supported.

A true chum, Jack II., of Preston; in good old Lancashire,
writes as follows:

“ Dear Editor,~I read.that rotten letter from Maurice
Hubert, of Liverpool, and all I can say is that 1 should like
to meet him with or without gloves. think that now is the
time when all true hﬁg’netlteﬁ should stand together and
orush all worms like Maurice Hubert ecnce and for all by
making a great effort—each one individually—to get as many
new regular readers for the good old MAGNET as possible,
and I appeal to all my fellow-readers to do so, starting from
the moment they read my letter—if you think it worthy of
‘being published, dear editor. If possible, also, Magxer
Leagues.should be formed in every town and village in the
United, Kingdom for the purpose of pc:sfmln.rmu:ﬁI our ripping
little paper by every [)Qs_ﬂhlﬂ means.—Hoping. t
will be taken up by all loyal MAGNET readers, I remain, r
true reader. . : | Jack H.”

I can only thank Jack H. from the bottom of my heart,
feeling sure, as 1 do, that his appeal will not be made in
vain, and that thousands of my true readers will by now be
;:Bp n.llad doing great things for the cause of the little paper

ey love. ' . ~

interesting and fascinatin m*ﬁ ywers the h
and habits of the British —knowledee which

at this i1dea

NEW,

WEEKLY
FEATURE.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Jack H. (Ickenham).—Thanks for your letter, and also for
Emr kind assistance in helping me to further popularise Tue

AGNET and ' The Gem " Libraries. In reply to your query,
I have to tell you that many well-educated Chinamen speak
English quite correetly. Sounding *“1” for “r™ is a pecu-
liarity of *‘ pidgin "’ English spoken by those who have learnt
only a ﬂmatteriiﬁg of English. ' T

Eric M. and Frank N. (near Oldham).—Thank you for your
letter and the piece of poetry you sent about your favourite
paper. I regret very much that my space is too limited to
allow me to publish it. ' '

W. Harding (Valetta, Malta).—The explanation of the
passage—page 10, THE MaeNeT, No. 2l1-—you guote in your
welcome letter will be found in Tug Maeser Library, No. 209,

- BACK NUMBERS WANTED.

W. C. Baragwanath, The Maples, Alcester Road, Mosely,
Birmingham, wishes to obtain No. 190 of THE GeEm Library.
(““ Under Sealed Orders.”) '

S. Wilson New, 86, Dawlev Road, Levton, wishes {o obtain
back -mumbers of THue GeM Library.

H. Navier 60, West Parade, Hull, Yorks, wishes to obtain
the first twelve numbers of THE GEM (halipenny), or * The
Magnet "' at half-price. 2

V. Schuster, 25, Main Road, Woodstock, Cape Tm_;:ﬂﬂ
[A,f;i“’ wishes to obtain from Nos. 1 to 108 of Tae COea

ibrary. . S

'BIRD'S EGG COLLECTING. .
Few hobbies beat birds’ -égg collecting, which combines (he

e . ¥

pleasures of u country ramble antd Mhl. g
“bir

-

always add to the charm of a-country-walk.

To start the collection the beginner should obtain a small
wooden box, lined pleatifully with cottonwoel, and a pair, of
field-glasses, and should go out into the country-side anmed
with these articles and a hght walking-stick. NG

Having decided on the spot to visit, which should be faily
well covered with thick bushes, with a stream or a pond and
one or two open, grassy sliuts, he should walk by the bushes,
tapping them with his sfick, and watchifg for the appearance
of anv bird that might ly away frightefiedd That is one way
of locating a bird's® nest. Another' way is to walk some
distance away and watch the .sky for dny birds that might be
flying overhead, and locating where.they come to rest as near
as possible. If the bush is an extra large one, and there is no
chance of sighting the nest from ontside, a good mechod s
to crawl underneath and look upwatds, when, if there is a nest
there, 1t will be seen standing out dark against the sky. Thﬁ
beginner's attention should not be confined only to trees and
bushes, etc., for the nesting-places of our wild birds ave
extremely varied, and many have been found in such places
as a hollow tree trunk, and in the very ground itself, while
some birds have been known to build their nests inside the
roof of a loft. | o

When thf nest has l;ﬁen located, not more than one egg should
bo taken from it, and on no account should the position of
the nest be told to any other less successful collector. This
is an unwritten law amongst bird collectors—that no more
than one egg should be taken from"ne nest. . -~ -

When obtained, the egg shiould be carefully placed in the
box, and notes should be taken as to the position of the nest,
its size, and the manner in which and the materials of w
it is constructed. These notes will certainly prove useful when
the eggs are placed in the cabinet at a later date, When the
box has been filled with different eggs, and the return journey -
has been made, the collector should set about “ bhwu{
them at the earliest possible moment, preferably as seon as '
drrives home. _ : ' 2

The blowing of the eggs is not a difficult matter, but it
requires a certain amount of care, and the subject will be

dealf with next week. THE EDITOR.
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r. Linton, deep in the problem he was inscribing
upon the biackbkoard, heard nothing and did not turn
his*head. Ono by one the Shell fellows stood up on

= -~ | desks to look through the window to see the county
=" _ | Cricketers arrive!
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This Thursday’s Splendid Number of The “GEM?” Library céntains

“FOR THE SAKE:SIDE!”

A GRAND COMPLETE TALE OF SCHOOL LIFE.




An Amazing New Story dealing with the Thrilling Adyentures of Two Young Britishers
| employed as Secret Service Agents in the Far East —

[SHAN CHUNG'S CONSPIRACY!|

By PETER BAYNE.
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So lon

X 'saeds t bi t
to his Chinese captor, ” she nead never be afrald of what lfl:m %hmaumunrmm > m‘ntn:

a.ng other Pawnr
maydo!” Shan Chung’'svlack eyes glistened as hesmiled, * If I wished to, he replied,’ ‘1
co 5ink those destroyers, ay, and évery one of

th?sn eraisers down tiem before the
Still Obtainable.  Price 3d. each.

3 New Numbers of “The Boys' Friend” 3d. Complete Library.j
"No. 190 : QHAN CHUNG’S CONSPIRACY

By PETER BAYNE.

. No. 191; IN NELSON’S DAY

A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of the Sea. By HENRY-ST. JOHN.

No. 192: GREEN AS GRASS.

A Splendid 8o,000-word Long Complete Tale of School Life

as Britain hu her bulldeogs to defend tm- !ntam

By CEDRIC WOLFE, :"

| 4433 == «THE ‘BOYS’ FRIEND” 3d. Complete Library. |

D -



