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FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER. ::¥f$'”h 5 5 Bl ety o
wen he came this way ut where in he now?'
B!"Stmde Gets the Whitewash ! Bulstrode pointed to the box-room stairs—a nacegw flight,
) HERE is hat winding upwatds, at the end of the Remove passage
“It's all vight! He can't got away now™ ““ He whipped up theral" said Bulstrodo, with a grin. *1I
“Good !™ just caupht his pigtail disappearing as I ran down the
* But whore is le " pagsage. Heo's gone to hide himself in the box-room."
Bulstrode, the bully of the Greyfriars Remove, grinned glea- Skinner and Booop chuckled tozether.
fully. Skinncr and Snoop, who were coming on tiptoe along “Heo couldn't have chosen & better place—for us!” grinned
the Remove passage, paused as he held up his finger. Bnoop.
¥ You've scen him?” said Skinner, “ Just so!"

Mo, 128, Copyright in the Usnited States of America, July 23rd, 1810,
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“ Wharton and Nogent and the rest are at cricket,”

rinngd Skinner.” Tfm:,-' won't bo in for some tine yeb.

hey're playing the Upper Fourth, and they're thinking
ericket and breathing ericket.’’

“ He, he, he!” chiuckled 8noap.

‘' Let's have him out—there's no one to interfere.”

Buletrode nodded.

“Good! Hp can’t get awsy now! The cheeky young
swveepn! Faney his having the nerve to interfere with the jape
we were getting up for the new chap! The cheek of it! And
to collar the pail of whitewash and buzz off with # 1"

“* The cheek!’” said Snoop. i

* We'll wash him in it chmckled Bulstrode. T was afraid
he would buzz out into the Close—but he came this way.
Hc's still got the whitewash. We'll smother him in it from
head to foot, and make him awallow a.mouthful or se. That
w@_ilhpuﬁr!t;im young heathen up to a wrinkle about interfering
with us!

“"He, he, he ™

" Come on, then! Hold on, here's that rotter, Chearey "

The three cads of the Remove paused at the foot of the
box-room stairs as Bob Cherry came out of hia study—the end
study in the Remove iﬁ, No. 15.  Bob had his bat under
his arm, and was in fi '

He glanced at the irio.

* Hallo, hallo,-hallo }*’ he szclaimed. ‘! Bpemding your sfters
poon indogra _
" Well, I'm not wanted in the Form team, for one,’’ said

Bulstrode, with a sneer, ' Did you think I should come and
lo&ﬂ;: on while you and Wharton and the rest were showing
D -l!

“Ratsz!"”" paid Bob cheerfully. " You could play in the
Form team if you liked to ave yourself, as you know jo
well—and, anyway, it's better looking on at a cricket-mato
than rotting about the on & afternoon,””’

“1 supposa we oan do es we hike™

“ You ean go to the dickens if you like," said Bob Cherry.
And he strode down the passage, with his big, heavy stride,
and disappesred by the lower stairs.

Bulst and his companions breathed more easily when ke
Wil gOne. . -

“Glad kc's off}" said Skinner. “Jf he had known that
Wun Lung was hiding in the box-room, and that we were after

ETi—=—= .

** He would have gshoved in his car, of course, und we don't
want a row with Cherry just now,” =aid Bulstrode. * He
would be bound to stand up for Wun Lung, as the heathen ia
his studj-mate; aleng with that factory chap. But the coast’'s
clear now—-" :

'*Let's go up—oh, hold on! Here's Linley.”

A finely-built junior, with a frank and open face, came out
of the end study. It was Mark Linley, lad from Lanca-
shire. Ha anlso had a bat under hiz arm, and was evidently
roing out aftor Bob Cherry to join the cricketers. Hoe, too,
paused, and glanced at the three juniors standing by the box-
room stairs. ' .

Something about Bulstrode & Co., porhaps, excited the sus-
picions of the keen-sighted Laricashire lad. _

¥ No hands winted,” said Skinner, in an undertone perfectly
sudibla to the junior.

Mark Linley Aushed. .

It was an a!fmr,iun to the fact. that he had worked in a factory
pefore he came 1o Greyiriars on oo scholarship—a fact that
same of the follows ecemed determined that he should never
be allowed to forget. Not that Mark wanted to forget it, for
that matter. ere was nothing to be ashamed of in his
ung:}n, and he was never likely {0 become snobhish enough
to bo ashamed of it.

The Lancashire lad pawed, and Skinner, with an inward
tremor, wished for the moment that he had not made that ill-
natured joke, He thought that there was going to be trouble.
But Mark did not look at Bkinner. -

L {Ii-Imre you seen Wun Lung '’ he asked, looking at Bul-
stroae,

" The Remove bully looked extremely thoughtful

o %gn’t he in your ptudy?" he asked,

(€1 ﬂ.!!

“No you want him 7 _

"1 wanted {0 epeak f0 him,"” said Mark.

“(Oh, I dare say you'll find him looking on at the cricket !
gaid Skinner. * Youw're batting for the Remove, aren’t yout*

T

“ That's where he is, sure as 2 gun.”

Mark looked at the juniors searchingly, .

“ Then you haven't scen him indoors ™ ha zaid,

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

* Blessed if 1 take much notice of what that rotten Chinee
does,” he said. " To my mind, it’s a disgrace to have a rotten
beathen in the school at all.” :

- " Wan Lung-is a decent hitle chap, and he is religions

enough in ing own way, heathen or not,” said Mark quetly.

" ¥ou're not the sort of fellow to preach, anyway. £ you
Tre Magwer Liszanz.—No. 128,

week: - ALONZO THE CREAT.”

haven’t seen him, ail vight. T had an idea, from something he
said, that he wag going to your study, and—"

Bulstrode laughed disagrecably.

“¥You thought he was poing to play some jape on me, X
Spﬁpusﬂ{ and you thought you'd interfore to save him from a
lic :ugﬁ ' he remarked.

Merk Linley did not reply. Az a matter of fact, Bulstrode's
words were vory near the truth. The Laocashire lad, after &
last keen look at the three Removites, strode away without
gpeaking again.

The three juniors grinned at one another ag he went down.
staira.

* They're gone now,” said Bulstrede. * Now, let's get on.”

They looked down the passage onee more, and then ascended
the box-room stairs. :

The door of the box-room, on the little landing at the top,
was closed. Bulstrode paused outmide it. His face was very
grim.

Wun Lung, the little Chinee, had never got on well with the
Remove bully, Bulstrode had always regarded the diminutive
Celestial as & suitable objest for ragging and cuffing, when ha
felt in the humuur—-whicl.h was very often,

But Wun Lung, though & baby in Bulstrode’s hands if it
came t0 & ficht, was an exceptionally deep youth, and he
ﬁmgruuﬂi contrived to keep his end up, snd anybody who

ullied hira was pretty certain to come off worst 1 the long
Tumn,

Buf Wun Lung had, ns a matter of fact, started the ball
rolling this time. ]

A new fcllow was coming to the school that afternoon, and
Bulstrode and hig friends, in their genial way, had prepared a
little surprize for him, i ]

Snoop was to meet him at the gate, and bring him up to the
Sohool House, passing under the Remove study windows;
and Bulstrode and Skinner above were t9 have a pail l,‘.lE
whitewash ready to tip over his head.

Such a joke upon & new boy secmed to Bulstrods and
Skinner the very quintcssence of humour, and they roared
over it in anticipation,

Why Wun Lung had interfercd was not clear, but he cor-
tainly had. He had teken away the pail of whitewash almost
under Bulstrode’s eves, and the bully of the Remove had
resolved to make him sorry for it. For the moment, he had
quite forgotten the expected new boy. All his attention just
now was given to Wun Lugﬁ'. )

Hea geized the handle of the box-room door and shook it

The door was locked. . i

“ Hallo, we're locked out I said Slemner.

‘Bulstrode gritted his teeth..

“I'H soon alter that.’* He koocked st the door.
Lung!™

* Ma savvy."

“ h, you're here, you heathen worm I*

“ Allee light.” :

Wun Lung's voice came quavering through the keyhole, and
the tones of it seemed to indicate that he was terribly
frightened.

ulstrode kicked on the door.

“{pen thiz door, Wun Lung 1"

“ Ma flaidee.”

“* Oh, you're afraid, are you?”
vou're vight. We're going to ma

2k WungLunr: sally.”” .

“ 1'll make you somrier! Wou've raided the whitewash—"%

“ Bulstlode playee tlick on Wun Lung’s fiend 1"

“ Oh, the now kid is a_friend of yours, is he?”

“ What you tinkee? His fathel Bicnd of my fathel You
savvy?t’

“ 'Well, open the door.”

“* Bulstlode no touchee Wun Lung 1™

* Open the deor.”’ i

 RBuistlode plemise, henoul blight—"

“ Open this docr " roaved Bulstrode. ] _

He expected his mere voice to compel the little Chince to
obey. Skinmer did not think Wun Lung;_ would allow himsclf
to be frightened into obeying; but the click of the key in the
lock showed that Wun Lung was unfastening the door,

“ He's opening 161" murmured Bulstrode.

H(Zood cggl”

Click! .

Bulstrede grasped the handle of the door again, and pushod
it!

It swang open at his touch.

“Got h%a?‘nﬂw " gxclained Bulstrode, as he pozhed opes
the door and entored guickly.

Bulstrod d back with & wild yelL

Bulstrode staggered back with a wild ye j

From above came a flood of something—he Jdid not know
what; something wet, cold, and clammy—that descended upon
him with & swoop, and choked and bliaded him,

It was the whitewash [

al W.I.}.ﬂ

mned Bulstrode. ** Well,

you sit up."

A SBplendid Sohool '
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“Got him now ! ** exclaimed Bulsirode, pushing open the box.room door. “0w!" The Remove bully staggered back
with a yell. A floed of something cold, wet and clammy descended upon bim with a swoop. It was the whitewnsh !

— .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase.

TN LUNG chuckled softly.
w The little Chince hur.f known what he waz aboub

when he unlocked the door.

The pail of whitewash was suspended inside the door
by a single cord, fastened to 2 hook in the oeiling. It hung
against the top of the door, so that the latter, in opening,
pushed up the bottom of the pail, overturning it, and shooting
out the contents upon whoever should enter, -

Bulstrode had received his own whitowash, as he had
intended the now boy to receive it from his study window,

It was poectical justiee, but none the more pleasing to
Bulstrode on that account.

Ho choked and gesped as the whitewssh swamped on him.

Ir an instant he was as white as a spectre from head to foot,
?Incjdhi.i hair, his eyes, his mouth were clogged with the clammy

wid.

Ghkinner and Snoop received big splashes of it, too, on their
faces and clothes, and jumped back from the doorway in
surprise and alarm,

Thai was Wun Lung's opporiiniky,

While Bulstrode staggzered, blinded, and the other two were
for the moment petrified, the little Chicee dashed out of the
doorway.

sSkinner made a cluteh at him a moment too late—the
Celestial was past him, and bounding down the stairs four at
& lumo,

“Cirao ! purpled Bolstrode, driving his knuckles inte his

Tuax TJLGEIE'EE Liruanv.—No, 12&}3
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oves to clear the sipht. * Grool Euhi Ohl
Yowp ™ )
“My only socks!"” gaszped Bkinner.
“ Doesn't he look a beauty I murmured Sooop.
“ Ha, ha, ha!"
“He, e, he!'
And the two juniors yelled with laughter.
They could not hE]P it. i
Bulstrode did not teel comic at all, but he looked decidediy
funny, und the other {wo gsimply :,'elalﬁd.
The Hoemove bully spat out whitoewash,
pravagely as he rabbed it from his eves. )
“W.w-what is it?" he pasped. * It—it tastes hornid!
Somaething fell on me—yow 1"’
““ Ha, bha, hat”
“ It's the whitewash !
“ e, he, het'
Y Tho—the whitewash!" gurgled Bulstrode.
“Ha, ha! Yes."
“ YWhat are you cackling ot, vou fool?"! roared Bulstrodo.
Wothinry funny 1n a chap being drenched with whilewash,
T sappoze i
% l-fa, ha! Tt looks funny."
““ He, he, ha!"
“ Where's that Chinee?'’
“ He's gone."
“Gonelt" )
““Yes; he nipped out befors we could slop him,"”
“ Y¥ou chumps!” roared Bulstrode furioualy, * You'we letb

himt get away! By George—="

Woughl

and growled

A Splendid School Tale of Har harton & Co.
nl By FRANK Hlﬂﬂﬁgg.
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He made & rush at Skisner and Bnoop. THe felt that he
must wreak his rage upon somebody. The two juniors cushed
to the staizs, sod fled,

** Stop " roared Bulstrode. _

But Snoop and Skinner knew better than to stop while
the Remove hﬂﬂjl' waﬁim’ghat i?llw? They fled down the
Romove passage, la g breathlessly. _

Buhtmﬁa stag r:g down the stairs after them.

He was almoat beeide himself with rage.

If Wun Lung had been thera then, Bulstrode would pro-
bably have done him some serious imjury.  The rlv
Removite tramped along the passaga, "breathing fury. He
left a trail of sguelching whitewash behind him.

His only ides was to ind Wun Lung now.

He dashed down the stairs. It was a hali-holiday at Grey-
friars, and nearly everybedy was out of doors, so there weie
no masters sbout to stop Bulstrode, and inquire into the
reason of the ourious state he was 1o,

A Removite was on the steps of the house. It was Alonzo
Todd, the Duffcr, as the fellows usually called him.
stared at Bulstrode in amazement,

“ Bood heavena! Who i that?' he exclaimed.
“ It’s me, idiot.”
“ {h, Bzistrnda. you are govercd with whitewash I™

“Do you thibk I don't know it!" roared
"Have you seen Wun Lung pass!?”

“ Dear mel You are not going out hke that”

* Idiot| Have you peen——"" :

“It will lead to trouble, Bulstrode,” said the Duffer of
Groyfriare warningly, * Bays are not allowed to go out in
auch a state, I {eel pure. I vannot understand your reason for
E:':;iﬁrri.::g do go. It geems to me a most peculiar taste,

** Hava you seen Wun Lung "' roared Bulstrode.
" Reall o

!.—.-—-.--

“Where's that Chinee? Has he passed you!™

“¥Yes. Ho pamed mo sbout 2 minute ago.
to be in & burry.”

" Which w did ha 4

“ Towards the cricket-field, I think. Resally, Bulstrode,
I think your appearance in the Close will cause -:';.ﬁtp a sensa-
tion, snd I should seally recommend you to clean off that

But Bulbsirodo was gone.

Leaving the Duffer of Greyiriars in a stete of greut
astonishment, he dazhed down towarda the cricket-field,

There was & big crowd on the cricket-ground.

Thoe Remove was Ig‘]::r the Upper Fourth, and moat of
the Lower Form fel ‘:%0 were not playing had gethered
to ses the match.

Bulstrode’s sudden appearance, as white as a ghost from
top to toe, created a commotion at once.

' Look there!™ exclaimed Tom Brown, who was waiting
his turn to bat. * What on earth’s thati®

“It's & giddy ghost in daylight!” exclaimed Ogilvy.

* Faith, and it's the wild man {rom Borneol" said Mioky
Pesmond.

* Who 18 it

“What is-it?"

“* What's the joke?™

“* Great Scottl It's Bulsirode!™

" Bubtrode "

“ He's been taking a bath in whitewash,™

T’ Hﬂ, ]13.‘, ha 1"

*“ The ha, ha, hafulness is terrific!” murmured Hurrce
Jomset Ham Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, looking round
from his wicket. * The bonourable Bulstrode must be off
his esteemed Tocker.™

Bulstrodo took no notice of the exclamations and questions
:l[]'u.t greeted him. He was glering round in search of Wun

ung.

" Where's that Chinee?' he roared.
" Ha, hal"

" It'a Wun Lung ! _
“(One of Wun Lung’s little jokies,™
““Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulstrode raged.

“ Where's that Chince?”

““ Ha, ha, ha !

The Remove bully caught sight of the little Chines in the

Bulstroda.

He sesmed

crowd. Wun Lung was making himself as small as possible
smong the Removites, and Ogilvy and Morgan and Mick
Desmond were doing their best to screen him. But Bul-

strode canght sight of the Chinese attire, and rushed to-
wards tha littlo Celestial,

“Hold him I'* he zhouted, as Wun Lung made & spring to
FAORTH.

“ Ruta!™ said Ogilvy.

“Stop him

Wun Lung was running desperatcly,

On his track went T!uglmde, stilk shedding whitowash in
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gplashes 88 he ran.  The fellows roared with Jaughter. The
sight was utterly ridiculous. Wun Lung running and dodging
and hoppiog through every opening in the crowd, and ul-
stroda tearing on his track, leaving a white frail behind on
tho preen grass

" Ha, ha, ha!*

Even Toemple of the Upper Fourth, who wos Bowling to
Harry Wharton, stopped for a8 minute to snigger.

YWharton looked round with 2 grin, but with one e¢ye on the
bowlex,

All attention had pone from the cricket now. Tho fellows
watched the absurd chase, and cheered on Wun Lung and
Bulgtrodo alternately.

“ Put it on, Wun Lung."

“(zo it, Bulstrode,™

*“Horrah ! Put your beef inio it."

* Collar his pigtnil“’

** Ha, ha, bal’

“ Two to one on the heathen,”

“ Buck up, Bulstrode!"

The Remove bully was straining every mérve to overlako
the diminutive fugitive. He was a faster runner than the
littls Chi but the sympathy of the crowd was with Wun
Lung, and they cpened freely to let hire dodge through, and
closed up again for Bulstrode, of them getting liberal
smears of whitewash as ho thrust bimself through,

But the little Chines was run down at last.

He stumbled near the ropes that marked the edge of the
field of play, and the bully of the Remove was upen him,

* Now, then!™ ;s_lnap-ed ulstrode.

He made a elutch at the futtering pigtail.

But Wun Lung was desporate,

" He twisted round, and caught Dulstrode’s ankles, and in
the twinkling of an eye the Remove bully's feet weve fiying
Jinte’ the air, and Bulstrode came on  the grass with a bump
that jarred every bone 1in hiz hody,

Therse was o rogr from the ergwd,

" Well done, Wun Lung!™

ir Hﬂ1. hﬂ., hﬂ!ﬂ

Bulstrode st ered ap.

Tha little Chmes was running again, bubt now Shinmey
headed him off, and he paused. Bulstrode pushed at him.
There was only one way open to Wun Lung, and he took it.
Ho hﬂpﬁcd ovey the rope, and ron in among the ericketera,

Pla;,r ad been resumted, and Harry Wharion, the Rensove
captamn, was batting to Temple’s bowling.

Wun Lung came tearing breathlessly through tho fieldemen,

There was a shout of pstonishment and anger f{rom the
cricketers,

“ et off, there!™

“ et off the groundl™

* Qutside 1’

Wun Lung ran on, straight towards Harey Wharten, The
young captamn of the Ramove was the ong to save kim from
Bulstrode's vengpeance, if anyone cowld.

* Get back there!” ) 1

Wharton was swiping at the ball, but Wun Lung's arvival
put him off his stroke, and he missed it. The ball crashed
into the wicket.

:* %m-.lr’a that?"” sheuted Fry of the Upper Fouvth,

L t L1

Harry turned angrily to the panting Chines,

“You young ass!” he exclavmed. * Look what you've
done ! I'm out

“ Won Lung solly 1™ .

“* You've lost the Remove a wichet. you young dufler]
You—-™"

* Bulstlods aftel Wun Lung.”’
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** Oh, hang Bulstrode!™

““ You eavée me."

£ Look here——""
¥ You've oul, Wharton,” said Dabaey of the Upper Fourth.
:Lﬂh.?gat-htr. vou know. How loog are you gomg to stop

ere

“{zot you, vou heathen rotter!"” gaspesd Bulstrads, as ho
gwept up, amlygruﬂped Wun Lung bf the ahoulder.

Wharton staved at him angrily.

“ 2ot off the oricket-field, Bulstrods, You ought to know
bettor than this."

“I'm after that younp aweep, Look what he's done to

me."
“ Lzt him alone.™
(1] 1 1 1]

“ Como with me, Wun Lung."
“ Mo comres."

Wharton put his bat under his arm, and drew Wun Lung
mway with him. The little Chineo had lost him his wicket,
but that could not be helped now. Temple would have ad-
raitted a claim, H he had made one, to conhnoue his innings,
but Wharton did not want be do that. His atumps were
down, and he accepted the ill-luck with what philosophy he
could muster.

“ Wun Lung so solly " murmured the little Chinee, as ho
Followed the captain of the Removo oricket team off the feld.

Whavrton nodded shorily,

“It's all right ; it can’t be helped. Man in, Bob.”

“ Right you ave’ said Bob Cherry, * But [ say, that
wicket went dowm through Wun Lung snd Bulstrode, you
know. Temple would admit that."

Wharton shook his head,

€ It's the fortune of war. GG in, Bob™

* Oh, all right.”

"And Bob Cherry went out {o the wicket. Dabney of the
Upper Fourth gave Bulstrode a poke in the ribs. The burly
I{Em;itfi wars gtaring blankly after Wharton, as if uncertain
what o do.

He started, and glared at Dabney,

The Fourth-Former pointed to the roped.
b ot off the pround,” he zaid. *You're in the way

ore,””

“ What-ho!"* said Iry. *f You're neither wseiul nor orna-
mental, if you want to know the exact truth, Bulstzode. Take
your bleesed whitewash away. If you want to play the ghost
in * Hamlet," you can't use this for a stage."

“Ha, ha. ha!"”

“0Oh. rather.”

Bulsirode snapped his teeth, and sirodo off in the direction
of the pavilion. Wun Lung saw him coming, and he held
on to I}Inﬂ"j Wharton.

Tha Remove bully strode up {o them.

“* Wharton——"" he began,

Wharton's eyes met his.

FEWall 7' he said caldly.

“You see what that young hound has done to me" satd
Bulsirode in a thick voice, * are vou goiog to stand betwoon
me and him now ™

Y es

* After what he has done?”

1 suppose you were huilyiug him——"

“ Iothing of the sori—I—

¥ Fliend of Wun Lung comes school to-day,"” murmured
the little Chinee, “ Bulstlode meanee chuckes whitéwash
oval him. Wun Lung takee whitewashea away. Bulstloda
comee whackee Wun Lung—me chuckeo whitewashea ovel
Dulstiode—""

“1 thought it was eomething of the sort,” said Wharton
scornfully. " “* Y¥ou were going to play a rotten joke on tho
new boy, who happens to be o freend of Wun Lung's, He
was quite right to tey to sbop vou."

“ Wnough of that,” said Bulstrode eavagely. “You'ra
glanding up for him, as usual, I supposa? Ia that it?"”

“ You'ro not going to touch him, if that's what vou mean,’
gaid Wharton laconically.

Bulstrode ground his testh.

“Very well! You can take his pack now—but T shall
come in later! T'H make him aguiem for this, in spite of
you! That's all.”

The Remove bully strode away,

For the next hour ho was busily eapaged in oleaning
hunsell, and frying to clean his clothes, from the whitewash,
Himzelf he wos suecessful with, but the clothes wers not
lilkely ever to be the same again.

Wharton glanced after Bulstrode na he went, and then
looked down af the Little Celestial

“You'd better look out for Bulstrode, after this, Lid,”
ho said shortly.

Wun Lung nodded without replying, His quaing little face
was very grave, He felt, himself, that it Dehoved him to
laak out for Bulstrode,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hard of Hearing,
u XCUBE me—is this Greviriars Sochool '
E Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent had strolled

down to the gates. They were both out, and the
Remove innings was finishing, The Remove were

batting second, and their total eo far was ﬂf‘“" in excesi
of the Upper Fourth figure, in spite of the disaster Wun
Lung had caused by getting Wharton ouk. It was & * two.

day ™ match, the second innings on both sides to be ]i!ﬂj&d
on the following Wednesday afternoon. Harry and Franl
ware chatling at the gates, when a lad came up from the
direction of Friardale, and stoppad. It was he who askad
tho Yoestior, nnd Harry turned round to look at him as
ha replied.

He.was a lad of between fourteen and fifteen, with a
pink, healthy-looking face, and bright agea. He had =

nt expression, and Harry rather liked his look at the

rat glance. Ho guessed at once that this wes the new boy
wlhom he knew tu;gbe coming to Greyfriars that afternoon.

“He nodded gonially.

“‘ ¥oa, this v Grevfriars,” he replied.

Tho other looked blank.

“Oh, I'm sorey,” he eaid, “I'm sure I bag your pardon.'

Wharton and ugent atared.
_ The other fellow's reply was so uttorly unexpected and
irrelevant, that they did not know what to make of it

“Eh?" said Harry.

“T'm aorry, I'm sure."

£’ EBI‘ EY ?ﬂ

“ Perhaps you will tell me where it is, then "

“ Where what ia?"

:'Er.r::ainlf not. I simply wish to find Greyiriars Bchool.”
tFh 9 *3

Wherton and Nugent drew back a little. They Ia-:.-dggn to
enterfain a auspicion that the stranger, cheerful and intel-
Ilgfnt a5 he loaked, was mad,

he boy looked at them in surprise.

“T am polng to Groviriars School,” he said.
wallked from the station.
Dutton.”

“Then you'ra the now fellow,™

“0Oh, no, not at all™

£ I'I":'!F 2

“Y am o trifle hard of hearing ab times, but it is nof
at all necessary to bellow, as you suggest," said Duttan.
“If you speak a little louder, I shall bear; but I may as
well say that I dislike being shouted at."

::{ﬂhl,;; snid Wharton, comprohending, * vou're deaf.”

“ Are you deaf?"

“Gerfainty not. T am not in the least oub of breath, A
lil:'t:la waﬁ'ﬁctl.irlfe this i3 not likely to tire me.™

ak!

“T1 asked vou if this was Greyfriars School? I was told
it was in this direction, and on the left. Porbaps you can
tell me whera if i3?"

“This is Grayiriara."

““ What 1"

““ This is Greyiriara!" )

“* Nonsense! There are no flies hera ab all”

“Thts ia Greyiriars!" roared Wharton.

“0Oh! This s Greyiriars. You said just now that it was
!'45!'.”

“T didn't "

(4 Eh'?”

1 did not say so!™

“* Where ¥

“What do you mean?"

“You said there is o may tree, did you not?"”

“A—a what? DNo, I dadn't.”

if Eh E‘U‘

“I said I didn't say eo.” - p E

“Really, I wish you would speak plainly. This iz Gray-
friara, you sayi”

LF ?’ﬂﬁrf:

“Then I'll come in."”

“ Where 13 your box 1" asked Wharton.
it at the station "

“T1 have them on my feet.”

(7] Eh?ll

“I have my socks on my feet,” sald the new boy im
wonder. “ What are you metting at? You didn't oxpect
me to have them on my hands, T supposat®"

“1 didn't say your socks, I said your box,"” romred
Wharton.

“Clocks? Oh, I have only ono clook, an alarm clock
It is in my box”

b

Whartdn &
D& =

“1 have
My name 13 Duatton; Willy

“ Did you' leave

By FRANK RICHA
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* Mo, it is not here. T left it ab the station fo be sent on.”

py P'I‘"]I?e word " .

“There is a boy—a Chinese chap—here, named Wun
Lung, I think,”" esid Dutton, In-nki:?é_- inquiringly at the
chums ¢f.the Remove.

“ Yes, rather, in our Form,”™ said ‘Wharton.

“1 don’t know about his being forlorn, but T daresay he
feels lonely lere,” snid Dutton. ' My father knew hia father
in Canton, and I've met him. We're friends.”

“ He's a decent E]'I&F.“

o Eﬂ'ﬁ[,} why shouldn't he wear a cap?”

“You said he wears a o, I don’t s¢e why he shoulda’t,
00 re wearing one yoursell."

*0Oh dear?
Why, T ean sea it on your head,” exclaimed

“Ne fear!
Dutton, * I}‘m not blind.”

i Hg,hm 5

" I‘Ynﬂ’ﬁ::.m Lung in now " geked Dution.

' Thanks. Where shall T find him 1"

“In the bouwse, I think. His stedy §s No. 15 in the
Remove.” ; ' !

4 . ' ?- x = ]

“g;:ﬂd::ﬂ Iﬂﬂlﬁ?g;é," What are you getting ati™

" Look here, if you cell me & Har—'*
"I didn’t. J—I—there's the house! That way '™ Wharton

nted. ! You'ré sure to find Wun Lung there | e
ff; yelled out- the words. o Bon

Dutton nedded. .

“AN right; Egm: needn't ehout.”

And he wglked on towards the School House.

Wharton and MNugent locked at one another helplessly.

M That merchant’s coming into the ve, ign't hel™
dinrmured Harry.

A e A tenedl

will be a new lung exerciso,” sai arton resignedly,
“Jolly pood for devulu%ing the chest, anyway.’? _g'nad ¥

Aod Nugent grinned assent.

They rather hiked the new boy, from his Teoks: but there
wias no doubt that hie affliction must be a great a mis-
fortune to his friends as to himself. '

Billy Burter cumma colling up. -Ho had a wh

iy Bunter came roliing up.  He tracke
fl'ﬂﬂi}: tﬂ tﬁiuket lﬁc%.?' & up : K& Wherion

*Ha unter ! Hungry as usual #7 ;

Billy Bunter blinked at the Remove captein through his
big spectacles. . P s

““Oh, reslly, Wharten, I don't know what you mean by
an usual. T don't believe I eat very much. But I happen
to be fesling & bit peckish now. Are you going to have tea
in the study this evening 7'

“¥ea,” said Harry.

“T'II get in the things if you like.”

" And scoff them all before you get them to the study ™
said Nugent. :

‘Ok, really, Nugent—"
“_;Mﬁs. ﬂ:miﬂa is gomg to send them in, in time for {ea,”

] RIrY.

“Oh! 1 suppose you're going to have tea early 1

“ Mot earlier than usual—not till after the innings, in
fact—s0 perhaps it will be & bit lete. Buzz off 1

“In that case, perhaps ggu’d better make me a small
loan to a snack at the tuckshop., I'm expecting a

vostal order this evening, and I'll return 1t without fail
when 1% comes.”

" Rats 1M

“Ob, really—-

Hﬁgﬁnt gmllned alfha new idea :‘:Rmﬁhintﬂ his mind.

i you know there was & new chap in th
Bunty P he asked. d PR

Billy Bunter pricked up his ears, 20 to speal.

New fellows were his game. Bunter was 2 remorseless
borrower; but the fellows at Greyfriars, especially his own
Form-fellows, knew him eo well thet it was difficult for the
fat junior to extract money from them.
~But with & new Bunter was generally successful at
first, until the new boy ecame to know him, when trouble
sometimes resulted; for Bunter always put off the payment
of debts till a ocertain postal order should arriﬂi* and
aithough continually expected, that poatal order gtill obstin-
aml?‘; retme? ll;:& tmi{]l up. i 1

“A new fellow, Nugent?” he asked eageriy.

“"¥Yes; cha n’n.m&dg Dutton.™ e

b Whers is he 1

ust gona in.’
“ hd ke look ag if—as jl—"
“Aas if ke could be sponged on?”

:‘ %h. maiig.dﬂugent—”
‘He & etty  prosperous!™  zrinned Nugent.
Taz MaewEr Linginr.—No. 129, B R
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“You'd betler see what you can make of him, He's only
just gone n 1™

Bunter hardly waited for Nugent to fipish. He ran off
towards the Scheol House as faet ag his fat litile legs could
carry him.

arton looked quickly at Nugent.

“What on.earth have you set Billy on the track of the
new chap for, Frank !” ho azked.

“Fun!” said Nugent, serencly. “Dutton’s as deaf ss &
post, ¥ think—and it will be funny to see Bunter trying ta
exiract money from him. Come and see !

And Wharton laughed and followed his chum,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Misunderstanding.

UTTON had #ntered the House, and was slanding
gazing aboul him in a rather lost way., The building
was deserted on the fine summer af oon, and the

., noew boy felt a little lost and lomely. He was debat-
ing 10 his mind w r ta step outside ‘again and ring,
when Billy Bunter came puffing in.

The fat junior blinked round in search of the mew boy,
and saw him at onee. Ho came ambling up to him,

"1 eay,” he began.. * You're the new chap, ain’t you 7'

"I have taken off my cap,’ said Dutton, " YWhat do you
mean i’

Bunter stared.

“J asked you if veu were the new chap?" he said.

“ Mo, it's not a new cap, but it’s good enough, I suppuose,
I don’t see why I should wear o new cap to pleass you,
whoavér you are !

“1—X—1 eay, are you off your rocker

“Eh? What's that aboot my socks "’ asked the new boy,
E'Bafﬂlniihm head a little to one side, and putting his hahd
up to his ear.

The gesture eﬁy‘hinﬂ& the state of affairs to Billy Bunter.

:: %I'}:.q:l’ tee ! You're deaf!" he said.

** You're deaf I bawled Bunter, )

“Oh, not at all—just a little hard of hearing!” said

Dutton: 1 can hear you perfectly if you spenk clearly, as
you did just then.? you sp ¥

1 bawled I’ ﬁnsped Buntar.

“ Who called ?

“'H'E'i’ﬂbudhga A58 !lle{i gaid I bawled 1* ;

FT T 3 T i

“Nﬁ:muﬂyjﬂ Ca me? Who was it?

“ Look hera—"

“1 came in specially fo see vou,” shouted Bunter. *1
th-migh_t. vou might be ﬂmﬂ{—; ag you are & new chap.”
. "1 don’t see why you s think I ahnulduﬁ:mk bony
in & new cap. Bestdes, this ian’t & new cap™

“My hat!"” muyrmured Bucter.

df Eh 1??

“1 suppose you're hungry after your journey " shricked
Bunter.

*Oh, yes; I'm a bit peckish.”

" Like to coma and Enve a fead ¥

" Look here. If you say I e¢at weeds again—"

“1didn't ! roared Bunter. "I asked vou if vou'd Iike o
bave & foed?”* 3

“0h, I zee. Certzinly. That's very kind of vou!™

“You see, I'm always kind to new boys,"” said Bunter,
“*1 think & decent chap ought to be decent to new chaps,
and make them feel at home, you know."

“Na, I haven't."

[ B ] Eh ?J‘T

“T haven't been to Rome. Y've besn ta Boulogne I

“My word! I neversaidanything sbout being at Reme.”

“Yes, I ﬁﬂﬂl‘pﬂj’ live at home. I've had a tutor, you
Iﬁnaw;: and 's prepared me for the Lower Fourth Form
ere,

“Oh, erikey! I don't think I'd chwin with this chap, if
he was rolling in sovereigns !™ murmured Dilly Bunter.

“Eh? Ihd you speak !’

" ¥es I taid 1 would be f:laﬂ to stand you a feed, only 1
haven't had a postal order [ was expacting, so——07""

“"Dear me ! I thought they alept in o garmitﬂrj here.™

“ What I

“Dide't you eay that they had four-posters in the bed-
rooma "

Bunter almest collapsed.

“@Great Bcott! I said I hadn’t had n postal order T was
expecting I'*.

' 0h, 1t’s while things are in disorder owing fo—to what
e ql!li-m:i?” d k feed

1 ou COme an ave ooTeed:
el E'i:rin{nly e .
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“1'm sorry,” sald Billy Bunter, ¢ But you see how it is, Mrs, Mlmble, I'm siony, ['m expecting a postal order

i P

this evening.,” * Don't {alk donsense, Master Bunter ! * interrupted Mes, Mimble with asperity,

“¥'m stony broke just at present, owing {o o dizappoint-
mank about o postel .order. I suppose you won't mind
settling fur the feed, if 1 pay up as soou as my postal order
Lomes, "'

“ Cortainly I" said Dution, cheacfully.
postar best myself I’

Bunter gave it up.

Words were useless: it was a time for action.

¥ This way I he exclaimed, catching Dutton by the arm,
and he led him out of the house. A roar of laughter greeted
him, and the short-sighted junior blinked round and saw
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent for the first time, stand-
ing on the steps almost in convulsions.

@ blinked at them.

“1 say, you fellows, this s awful " he exclalmed. *This
chap is fearfully deaf, and he can't tell the difference
between a postal order and a four-poaster !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'm pgoing to stand him a feed, though: T believe in
doing tho decent thing by new chaps,” zaid Billy Bunter,

*Ha, ha, ha ™

And Bunter rolled off to the tuckshop w
Mrs. Mimble came into the shop, looking less amiable than
usual at the sight of Bunter,

“This iz Dutton, the new chap,” said Bunfer. ©He's
going to have a feed, and I've brought him here inatead of
taking him to the village, Mrs. Mimble. Ilave you sent
those things into No. 1 Study yot?"

“ Mot yet, Master Bunter [*

Tuwr Macwer Liseany.—No, 123,
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“Then I'll {aks "am."

Mrs. Mimbla shoolk her hend.

* Master Wharlon said I was to sond them,” she replied,

" But it's all the sama if T fake them, as [ belong to No. 1
Study "' exclaimed Billy Bunter warmly.

“ No, no !

“ Now, look here, Mra. Mimble., Wharton didn’t mean
dhat I wasn't to take them if I wanted to. OI course

Lip—=""

“He gaid particularly I was not to trust them to you,
Master Bunter "

0Oh, really, Mrs, Mimble—"

“That i3 what he said, Master Buntee.”

““There's some mistake. He couldn’t have put it like that.
He's & particular friend of mine. They weren't his exact
words, now were they ™

“Weall, no, not exactly !"

“Then what did ho say exactly ¢"

“ Really, Master Bunter 4

“I knew there was somo mistake,
exactly ¥ persisted Billy Bunter,

Mrs, Mimble coughed.

“Well, his exaot words were: *If that spoofing
scoundrel Bunter comes nosing after the grub, min
don'd givo it fo him "™

Billy Bunter 4urned crimson.

#0Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—"

“Well, sou asked me for his exact words,
DBunlac."

Now, what did he sny

vouUng
Fou
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“Afem! Never mind that now,” said Bunter, with
hasty glance at Willy Dutton. Buf Dutton had not heard
a :wqrqﬁ_ "My Iriend is h.uﬂ-qr:.* g

““In ba paying, or are you " Fkﬁ& Mrs. Mimble pointedly.

*0h, T'm really paying—'
_“Th'n, 850 ?ﬂt. me s¢e the money. Xou know I cannot
ou, Master Buntsr.”

going to settla with lum afterwards,™ said
" Really, Master Bunter——""
w1 suppose you don't mind that 7" ssid Bunter te Dution.
"lertainly ' said Duttom,

“Well, 23 & metter of form, Dutfon's ing, and I'm

“I like jam farts ™
“VYery well,"” said Mrs. Mimble, without any idea that
Dutton had imperfectly beard, and mistaken Bunter’s

geestion, and she served willingly enough. Bunter was the
odly Ieifow‘ at Greyfriars whom she would not serve till abe
hid seen his money.
Jam tarts and mgarrh-nu were [ordhooming at onod.
Dutton evidently bad a healihy appetite. He sat on dne
of the h]E:h,. chairs at the connter, and ate jam-taris with

greal

But he could not aqual Billy Bunter.

The fat junior travelled t{lmﬂﬂt jam tarts and cream
pufis and dough-nuts at & rate that ssbomished the new hoy.
iton. “ You ean put 'sm away I

::}3’13 hnti" said Dn Pan, | e
ve got a preiily a explain nter.
. ook gready, bot ;lfillm =H§2°£ T "; eot s delicate con-

Mution, you know, an res o t
taking plenty of nourishmont.™ y enly p going at all by

* ¥ou keep the place fourishing?” said Duttor. * Well,
I should say you did, judging by the amount you put away.”

“1 didn’t say that, you ass !’
gu:ém!t ﬂt- p!;su!:’[ E:‘uhin];; _igs&nﬂfhinghtn fd?l with me:

r trade, I su , 88i b :
* Blessed it be's n:;tPT:dgui AACA Paal !
es, F'm fond of chocolates; ike.

the way, what's your neme _;3;:@5, i

[1] BumE.l.

M Bhpnter? That's an odd name.”

“ Banter, ¥ said !

* Puntor? Dear me ™

* Bunter, yon chump '
ii': l.';'lah,pn.’ﬂu‘?h:l I esay, Bunker, let's have some more

T- i

" You Eil.‘l_iljl! I said Bunter IV

“Yeu, 1 heard you, Bunker."

“You fearful doffer !

" Pooh, I don’t seo why we should suffer from a Jitile more
giger-pop. Bot, if yew're getting to the end of pour tio
al right. You mmt be- vich te ba able to stand a feed

like this, anyway. Why, it must come to seven or eight
bob atmadr.’"r ' &

Mrs. Mimbls stared.
" Beven shilliogs and fourpence,” she =aid,
*Oh—er—ye-es " said Bunter.

“1 understeod you to say your friend waa paying ™
" Junt 50 I'F

“Well, them——"!

" You see, Dutton—-=""

"Oh, no; I don't want any mutton ! said the new boy.
“Y1 have some of the ereem pufls, if you like; thnugrh
red I*:“E hlf:& ﬁnﬂugh EI”H i

‘“*Ha, ha, ha!" roare BIT N -
s D A B B ¥ arten and Nugent, ook

nter blinked at them,

“Fve come for the thi for tea, Mrs. Mimble,” =aid
Harry. °'1 hope you haven't given them to Bunter |
Bl: Gartg:nl]r not, Master Wharton. They ara here rsady.

“1 say, you fellows, this chap is a trial. He underfook to
pay for the feed, me to settle out of my postal order this
svenipg, and now it appears there was b misunderstanding.’
: ven shillings and fourpence I said Mrs. Mimble.

Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble, you see there was & misunder-
standing. I Earta.mlgfun-ﬂﬂratnuﬂ that Dutton was gqin% to
kend me the movey. ¥You can put it down to my account I

“* ¥ou owe me too much i

" Well, Fm sorry; but you sce it 3. I'm stomy. I'm
a:aentmg & postal-order this evening——"

* Don't talk nonsenge, Mastar Bunter!™
" Oh, really! I rather think J shall have a ehaquﬂ in the
mormng, too, from a titled friend of mine, and——

" Wil you Hﬁ me the seven-and-fourpence, or shall I
pompplain to the Head?” said Mrs, Mimble, with a dangerous
g T e

'} sy, Dution,” exclai untor, shaking the new bo,
by the sheulder, "' will you pay this hitle account for the
B T doa's kmow whothor T could ”

" Oh, I don’t know whether eccept a present, )’ said
Dutian. ' What is ik g »

* Will you pay this account—-"*
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“ A greyhound? Come, now, I suppose you're rotting 1"

“1'm stony broke—-»°

“All a _';uhg-& I thought g0, Well, good-bye, and thanks
for the feed,” said Duttcn.

And ha walked out of the tuckshop with a nod.

Billy Bunter bhlinked affer him in dismay. ;

* My hat!” he exelsimed. * Of all the blessed coolncss]
ITe's gorged till he ean hardly move, and now he's leit me
to settle the Lill§?

‘ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“* Haven shillings and fourpence, please, Master Bunter,”

said Mre. Mimble, with deadly persistence,

e ﬂh, :-ea]] »

“ ¥You can put it down fo my account, Mra. Mimble,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing, ‘' Bunter, ghall  scttle
this for youw, by paying Mrs. AMimbla the money 1 thould
Leve lent you’ from®time to time—you understand?"”

' Oh, really, Wharten—"

“ Mow, hand over the things, Mrs. Mimble, please [V

“¥ sy, Wharten, if you're going to seiile this, you may

as well make it op to an even ten shillings, and take my
-order when it comes," said Bunter.

L1 Rﬂiﬂ f’l‘

And Harry Wharten received his packet, and walked out
of the tuckshep with Nugent; and Dilly Bunter, with an
mdignant blink, folldwed them. Bunter just had & feed
that wounld have been more than encugh for any ardinary
yemor; but Punter was always ready for another, and he did
not roean to be dead in the next act, as he would bhave ex-

. it.
He followed the chums of the Remaove to No. 1 Stady with
& decidedly businesslike expression.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble at Tea.

2 pUN LUNG came along the Remove passege with his
usnal nomseless step, looking quickly yound him, a
great deal like an alavmed rabbit. Wun Lung was
alarmed, ax a matter of fact; hie was leeping an eye

open for Bulstrode. ) ]
~The hittle Chines uttored an exclamalion as he ecame in
sight of a junior sfanding in the Remove passage, locking
about him,

"My chumee " he exclaimed.

Dutten—for it was the new boy—locked round.

“ Wun Lang ¥’ i . ]

" Me gladee see you," said the little Chinee, as they shook
hands, & " Mo expectes you this altelnoon, me no :ee ypu
COmes, :

“T've been having o feed i the tuckshop,' =aid Dutten,
* A chap stood me g feed when I came—a chap nmned
Bhunter, I think.”

+E Bllﬂ-tﬂ-ri”

* Yes, Bunker. 1 can't quite moke the chep out—he told
me hiz name was paveral different things. How ave joui

* Me alloe light 1" . . ,

“1 look white! De IT Well, I'm feeling all right,” caid
Dutton. ' It's & good many years since L saw you, but you
haven't changed a bat.”” :

Waun Lung locked at him curiously.

"My fliendee mole deafee now,” he remarked.

“ Well, a little out of breath: I've been looking for wy
study,” said Dutton, * Mr, Quelch zays I'm to go into
MNo. 2; where thera are three fallows a]mu%y.“

* &k, you will be with Bulstlode, then.”

“ Iz it an awiul den? Well, I shall try to make it comiy.
Where is it, do you know? I can see Noo I, but No, 2—*

* The numnbel is sclatched off ; this is the loom," said Wun
Lung. ' But you comes to tea with me”

Dutton ad cheariully,

*“ Oh, yes, I hope I shall see you often '

““ You eomee to tea?” _

“ No: I haven't been to sea, except a trip to Boulogne, and
you wouldn't call that going to sen.”

Wun Lung gasped. In earlier days, when he had known
Dhatton, his fne had been deaf, but not guite =0 bad as
this.

Y Comes to teal” he shricked.

“Oh, tea? Cerlainly! I've had ome, hut I can stand
another.” egid Dufton. ** Is your study im this passage?”

‘* Yen, at the end.™

o Rig:i.}t. you are '

YWun Lung drew hiz [riend along the passsge, and then
suddenly stopped. Sitting on the stairs at the end of the
passage was & junior, of whom the hitle Chinee could see
coly the feet; but he knew those feet. It wes Bulstrode,

He was watlchiog for Wun Lung. .

* Holdee on,” murmured the little Chinea,

A Splendid ghﬁ Tale ﬁh %ﬁﬁﬁhm dz Can



“ Aoyting weone?” |
] t' ? .
" T?‘;ﬂ?re he is, Bulstrode ! called oub a voico from the deor
of Skinner's study. .

The form on the box-room stairs started up. .

Bulstrode caught sight of Wun Lung, and came quickly
long the passage. .
" 'I'nf;;e !ittha[: {Jluﬁe looked at him: for o moment, and then
dragged Dutton away. He knocked at tho door of No. 1
Etgﬁy as Bulstrode came down the passage, and walked in,
dragging Dutton after him. o

rry Wharton & Co. were sitting the s

at tea. They looked up as Wun Lung came in with Dutton,
Bulstrode glared in after them, but he did not venture to
follow the Celestial into Harry Wharton's quarters. . e
passod on, nursing his vengeance till & more favourable

round the study table

) rhunity.
i um Ltfng amiled ingratiatingly at the chums of No. 1
Study.

# Ma comee tea!" he announced.

Harry Wharton laughed. :

“ Al right,” he said. “ Don't stand om ceremony, kid
Ait down, and your friend, too.”

“ Allee light- 8it down, Dutton!"

“ Brown ! said Dutton. * Glad to meat you, Brown

“ Bhi" said Harry Wharton. * My name’s not Brown.”

“ Oh, Pound! I thought Wun Lung said Brown. I'm
glad to make your acquaintance, Pound. Is this your study,

rlll

Wun Lung?’
i Hﬂ‘”
“ Blow! What iz slow?"

“ My word!” murmured Nugent. .

T zsay, vou fellows”™ eaid Billy Bunter, * would you hke
me to cut down to the tuckshop and get some more ham, and
yome cake? I'll go like a shot!”

* Btay whers you sre!”

“I don't mind the troubls in the loasi.
to go to the tuckshop ! ;

“ Go there, then, and stay thera!" sawd Wharton.
would ba a really obliging thing to do.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“ Well, shut up! Pass the kam to Dutton, Franky !

“Had a good jourmey down?" asked Frank, as he passed
the ham to the new bov.

In fact, I'd like
“ That

Drutton nodded. . ] _
“Yes, I came from town this morning. It's a long
journey."’

“ Nice weather for it, though.'

“ I didn't see any heather myself, but I suppose it's thore,
a3 you say so. It's very pretty countey round here

“ Yeu, we've got some ripping scenery round Greyfriarcs"'

““I saw the spire of the -:{;nur-::h in the village, if that
what you mean. I didn't see any other spires.”

Mugent gave it up ‘ _ :

““ I sav, you follows, this chap will ba a frial,"’ murmured

Billy Bunter. * He doesn't understand the plainest things.
Thete was that misunderstanding in tha tuckshop—""_
“ Which will cost wyou seven-and-fourpance!” grinned

Nugent,

Buntor grunted.

“TI'Il write it out and explain it to him that way, and he
can't refuse——" . .

“You won't do anything of the sort,” said Wharton
brusguely. * You're not going to sponge on a now fellow
like that'

0Ok, really, Wharton—"

“ Shut wp, and pass the bread.and-butter "

Bunter snorted, and relapzed into silence. Te did not
break it again till he wonted his plate replenished, and then
he asked Dubtton, who was next fo him, to pass the saveloys.

Dratton looked round ham.

“ I can't see them," he said

“ Ass! "V'hers they are.'

“Wall, I can’t sea any oysters myself."”

* You frabjous ass, T didn't say oystera! T said saveloysl't
roared Bunter.

ki Eh?ﬂ

“ Pass those blessed saveloys this way!"

“ What did I say? I said I couldn't see the oysterst™

 Oh, you chumpi™

& Jump ! WI:]}' should I jump?"'

Bunter gasped.

“You frabjous cuckoo—""

(1] Eh ni

“ You foarful, frabjous, burbling chunk——-="*

“ Speak a little louder—or, rather, clearer. I can always

ANSWERS
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hear if a follow speaks clearly. No need to shout. Now,
what were you sayiog % the oysters?”
“ Oh, I wasn't sgaying anything about oysters, you chunk t_:-_f
fatheadedness! I said pass me the saveloys, and look sharpt
“1 can't see any carp, either.”
“ Oh, my hat " . )
“The deaf-fulness of our honourable chum is tervific,”
murmured Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. * Bub keep 1t up-
fully, Bunter; it is the good and healthful exorcise for the

l'l‘!

lun
“g%!a, ha, ha!''

“ I want thoso saveloys " velled Buntor. * Can't you pazs
them to a chap?®"

" Dear mal™

“ Oh, vou hear now ™

“ ¥Yea. But surely you cannot be in earaest?

“¥Yeg,. I am, chump.”

“ But, why—howsver, T suppose yvou know best. If you
are japing, it's your own look out.” .

Dutton picked up hls teacup and emphied it over
Bunter's knees.

The fat junior leaped up with a wild yell The tea was
hutut.Tha other fellows stared at Dutton tn blank astonish-
man

* What on earth——"" began Wharton.

“ODw! Yow!"

“Well, he asked me tol" said Dutton, who looked vory
puzzled.

“Eh? Asked you to?"'

i E{Eﬁuh Itl}ri::!ln‘tr he say I was to pour my tea in his lap?’

¥ hat!

‘: Your lap? Oh, I thought he said his own [

“Crreat Seott! Ha, ha, ha!'"”

“Ow! Yow! I'm scalded!™

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Buly Bunter blinked furiously at the gchums. Duiton's
absurd miztake seemed comical enough fo the onlookers,
but there war nothing funny in the incident for Billy Bunter.

Dutton looked round him in grest surprise. He did oot
seem to underatand the cause of the laughter. y

Wun Lung dragged his chum away. They had fintshed
tea, and anyway, the little Chines thought it about time to
retive, Duktton had done enough damage.

Bunter snorted as they left the study. ]

““If that—that villain comes into this study again, I'll—
I'll jumap on him " he exclaimed. * The—the dangerous
ass!"”

“ Never mind, Billy; finish the saveloys, and be guiet.”

d#rnd Bunter thought he couldn’t do better than fake that
adyice.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Caught lo the Act,

* HERDE he is!™
Rulsirode started.
Skinner gave him the warning, as he caught sight
of Wun Lung on the upper stairs. The Remove
ié;:!ly's hand went under his jacket. He had a dog-whip

s,

“ Right you ara!" he szid.

Bulstrode ran towards the stairs. Tha Remove bully’s
wrath had not abakted wet; rather it seemed to grow every
time his vengeance was put off.

Wun Lung waa lounging on the stairs, and though he had
caught sight of Bulastrode, he did noi show any alarm.

He leaned on the banisters, and regarded the bully of the
Lower Fourth with a smile that was childlike and nd.

Above him the staircase curved to the landing, and it did
not occur to Bulstrode for the moment that there might be
auvone there

H1e ran up the stairs,

“I['ve got you now ! he exclaimed.

Wun Lung nodded and smiled.

““ You gu%tﬂﬁ me " he exclaimed. * Alles lighteo. Yeu
wantee seo mo?"

Bulstrodoe laughed savagely.

“I'm going to lick you within an inch of your life,” he
snaried.

“ No likee lickee."

“I dare say you don't; but vou should have thought of
that before, you worm.'” Bulstrode jerked the dog-whip
out info view. *"Now, then—"

* Whattee whippee fol "

“T'm poing to lick you™

“ Bulstlode boastly bullee. No likee lickee,™

The lash sang 1o the air,

“You heathen rottor! "ake thatt"

Wun L“}?ﬁ ave & yell as the lash curled round his legs.

* Ow ! ultes I "
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* And that !

“Oh!” roared Wun Lung.

Bulstrode was a little surprised.

Ax a rule, Wun Lung would take anything, if ho could
10f escape from it, with true Oriental stoicism, and he had

his arm twisted and his ears pulled many a time with-
out ollowing a cry to escape his hips.

But just now he seemed bent upon making as much noise
as possible.

Hulstrode scon discovered the reason.

. There was a quick step on the landing sbove, and = form
in_rustling gown loomed round the hen% of the staircase.

Buist had his grasp upon Wun Lung now, and was
mikT t-I:]a {!‘:}tghwh]p riﬂ round hin,

ut he desis a8 & sharp vowe rang out.

£ Bru.lﬂtrﬂdﬁ- ti} P g .

It was Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, who was
dﬂmndmgothe stairs.

Bulstro drupﬁed his hand.

He stared blankly st Mr. Quelch.

The Remove-master was the-last person he had expected
to sec thers; but he knew at once that the Form-master had
been up to the dormitory on some matter or other, and that
Wun Lung hed known that-he was close at hand, and would
be drawn to the aﬂt by any uproar.

Once more the Remove bully had fallen a victim to the
cunning of the littla Chines.

Bu[a_trlnde, with o sinking at the heart, released the little

Al
“Yen, sir?’ he faltered.
Mr. Quelch’s brows were contracted, and his eyes were
sparkling with ahger. . It was seldem that the mMove-
master lost his tempor, but he was very near losing it mow.

His oyes were fixed upon Bulstrode with an expression that

the, Remove bully wish the floor would open and
I‘l'i:"l]:]iﬂw him up.

* Bulstrode, put down that whip!™
The dog-whip clattered on the Hoor.
* 8o this is one of r ways, Bulstrode. I have always

known that you had the propensities of a bully, but I never
ted that you cerried them as far as this. You have
dai.ll:;c}d"tn beat & boy much smaller than yourself with a dog-

W

l'll;':__I__r‘"l
" Doubtless this has occnrred before, and I have never

known it,” said Mr. Quelch. **Wun Lung has, perhaps,
shrunk from telling me, from motives of honour. You have
tsken advantage of that to bully and ill-use him. You are
& coward, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode stood crimeon and silent.

‘Mr. Quelch's tongue was bitter when he let himself pe,
and he was letting himself go now with a vengsance.
Tt T i B

am ashamed to have such & boy in my Form. Yeun are

a disgrace to the schocl. But ngrw tha{ I am aware of
your true character, I shall keep an eye on vou, sir. You
will find vourself expelled from Greyiriars if you are not
careful.”

“Oh, sir!™

“I shall keep a very careful eye on you, and I shall
reguest the prefects to do the s?me,” S{tid Mr. Quelch.
“Mind, any instanee of your having ill-used this lad that
comes_to my ears will be reported to Dr. Locke, with my

; request for your expulsion from the schaol. Mern-

while, I shall let you leasn by experience what it is to suffer
phyeical pain, so that you may not be 30 ready to inflict it
upon athers, Follow me [™

He strede away with rustling gown.

Bulstrode gave the litthe Chinee a single look, and followed
the Form-raster.

Wun Lung grinned at the ceiling. He had not been verv
much bhurt, 30 far, though he certainly would have been
burt if Bulstrode had not been interrupted.

But he was likely to be pretty safe from Bulstrade now.
Bulstrode was booked for a severe lessan.

The Remove bully was ten minutes in Mr. Queleh’s study.
When he came out his face was white, his eves hard and

staring, and he had his hands tucked away uuder his aim-
pits, and waz squeezing them hard.

dkinner met him in the passage, and stared at him,
“(roat Scott! Bulstrode, what's the matter I
“Don't talk to me !

i H-ut____'rj
Bulstrede pushed rudely past him,

and elammed thoe door.
whistled softly.

o adf word ! Quelchy must have caught him !’ he mur-
:mg . " He looks az if he's hee

: and went to his study,
Bkinner stared after him, and

J wen through it, too !
uwlatrode remained in his study Por a consmberable time.
He waa looking more eollected, but still somewhat pale,
when he appeared later in the common-room. Ife had had
Tae Maener Linrary.—No. 128,
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end a bully, Bulstrode," he went on..

2 scvere caning, and strong and hardy as he was, it had
told upon him szoverely.

Bome of the fellows locked at him as he came in. Wun
Lung was curled up in an armehair, and he blinked at Bal-
strode with one eye.

The Remove bully glanced towards him once, and then
Ly}l:ped hiz €yes away, taking no further notice of the little

inee.

And Wun Lung grinned szoftly.

Bulstrade hadnin& his lesson.

The Remeve bully sat down by himself, and affected to
read; but his palms were still aching, and he could net
concentrate his attention on the book., He atrolled out inte
the Close in the dusk. SBnoop tapped him on the shoulder,
and Bulstrode turned round with a savage snasl

“ What do_you want?"

“I hear

“{h, nothing,” said Snocp. ou’ve had a lick-

mg. 1 suppose you're going to let Wun g alone now I
Bulatmd%?a eyes burned. y ;
“I'll make him sguirm yet,” he said. “I'm not goiog

to touch him now, but I'il make himw sorry for this. 1 don’d
knoew how yot.”

“T've got an idea, if you like to hear it.™

Bulstrode's look became more cordial at once.

"“(Go ahead " he said concisely.

Snoop looked round.

“ Come under the trees,” he said. * We don't want to be
Lheard. It might lead to an awful row, you koow.”

“Well, what is it?" said Bulstrode, zs they strolled in
the duask of tha elms.

Buecop chuckled softly

*¥ou know, they say a Chinsman feels the loss of his
pigiail more than anything else,” he muttered. “It's a
disgrace in their country to lose ome's pigtail, and that
would make Wun Lung sit up more than anything else.”

Bulstrode made an impatient gesture.

“¥You ssa! A chap would be expelled like 2 shot for
playing a trick like that. The kid would reise Cain over
I.t 5y

TS ?ﬂ-ﬂ, 'but___u

“You wouldn’t de iti*

“ Not much ! zaid Snoop prompily.

“Well, I wouldn't either. If you've got noihing better
to supgest than that——"

“ Bomebody else might be got to do it,"t whispered Broop.

‘* Nobody would be fool enough.”

*There's one chap at Greyiriars who's fool enough for
anything.”

ulstrode started.

“Oh, you mean Todd 32!

“ Yesz, the Buffer.”

“My hat!" murmured Bulstrode. “ We might work it
he's sumple encugh for anything. It might be worked.”

And the two young razcals dizcussed the scheme in whispera
in the shadow <f the elms.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Todd Means to be Obliging,

LONZO TODD, the bright youth who was generall
H known as the * Duffer,” looked into No, 1 Study, an
nodded to the chums of the Remove.
“Come nl” said Harry Wharton.

thing ?"

“1s there & new fellow here?" said Todd., *f Skinner says
there's a new chap named Dutton, and that he wants to
o0 me.’’

Wharton laughed.

Alonze Todd was the victim of endless practical jokes in
the Remove, and Wharton had no doubt that this was
ancther of them,

“"He went away with Wur Lung,” said Harry. " I believe
be belongs to No. 8 Study, so you may find him there.”

“ Thank wvou so much.”

And Teodd closed the door and went along the passage.
He blinked into No. 2 Study in his genial, good-natured
Way.

Igu’[gf.md{: wae there, with Snoop. Tom Brawn and
Hazeldene, the other cccupants of the study, were out,
Bulstrode starfed a litfle as he saw Todd, and beckoned to
himy to come . :

13 Dutten here?” asked Todd.

“Dutton ! No. Come in!l™

“ Blkinner says Dutton wants to see e”

“ (Oh, =never mind Dutton! 1 expect it's only one of
Skinner's little jokes. I want to speak to you, Toddy."

Bulsirode's manner was very friendly. Todd had not got
on particularly well with the bully 1::3 the Remove so far,
but he was a peace-loving fellow, and always anxious to Live
on good terms with everyone.

A Bplendld %}oﬁlﬂ%uﬁ I%“
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' #0h Bulstrode, you are covered with whitewash! sald the Duffer of Greyiriars in amazement,

TCertainly,” he said.

“8it down, old fellow "

“ Thanks, so much !

Todd sat down, looking rather surprised. BSnoop opencd
a-packet of toffes, and ﬁxtandﬂd it to Todd wiith o grin as
cordial as he could make i

“Have someo toffee, old chup‘i' he said.

¥ Thanks, so much! I like {offee, I will take only one
chunk, thank you. My Uncle Benjamin says that a lad
zhmi!lq. not caf too mmany sweels. They are bad for the
aak

Snoop was about to malke some uncomplimantary rema rlc
concerning Todd's Uncle Benjamin, but he romembored in
time, and nodded instead.

Y Well, it's nice,” he said,

“ Yeaa, it 15 very nice indeed."”

U Toddy, old man, I lknow you like
i'[un s said Bulstrnda

h, certainly I My Uncle Benjamin imprassed upon ma
very ﬁarnckti}' Ehat 1 shﬂuld always strive to help others.”
“Your Uncle Benjamin is a—a brick,"” said Bulsirode. “1
should hl-:e to meet him, I [eel suve that we should pull
together.”
noop turned away ’m congh. Todd beamed.

“ I am sure you would,” he said. “1 have written to my
Unecle Bﬂﬂ;amln to nsk {i.um to corao to Greyfriars, and I
shoul .;1 ¢ very glad to introduce you, Bulstrode, when he
comes,’

iy I'hanka., av-fulIly' DBut just row, would you care to do a
really good-natured thing #*
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to do good-natured

*With very preat ;:alaaaura"

“Its for ls.tt e Wun Lung.”

“He's o nica little chap,' said Todd. * I should be very
glml to oblige h].m,"

*Well, this is how it is,” eaid Bulstrode, with
gariouaness, ** Wuoun Lung has been suffering from bad
achos, and he complains about them a lot. Ile ﬂmt Etand
hmm you know, and I—I [ee] .sw!‘u!.]f.r sorry for him."

'!:."aa, it rust mdemﬂ be exceedingly painful,’” said Tedd,
who alwa in a variety of Iglgllsh guite hia own.
“ 1 trust ia.taiah& afiliction will abate.”

“ Wall, the worst of it is, that it doesn't show any signs of
nhatin yel: " oamid Bulstmda ““ and it won't, you koow, until
Wun Lung has his hair cat.”

Todd stared.

" Hiz hair cut!™ he ejaculated.

“Yes, You ges, that's the only real eure for o really
gerious headache, Wun Lung wears more hair than we do,
bocause he's got o pigtail. ¥t's having long hair, rolled up
in a tight pigtail, that gives him thess awiul headaches.”

“ Why doesn’t he have it out off ™

“That's where he's in a difficulty. You ses, in China it's
conaidered a sort of disprace to loso one's pigtail. Of course,
VWun Lung’s too senzible to think anything of the sort, but
he's made a promize to an uncle or somebody in Chins, never
to cut off his pigtail, or to ask anybody to cut it off.”

““ How awkward !"'

“Yes, isn't it? The imm' chap told me with tears in his
eyes that he'd give anything to get it cut off, but he can't do

E reat
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it, m see¢, without breaking his promise, god he can't ask
suybody else. Rotten, isn't 1t ™ .

** I feel for him very much,"” zaid Todd. “1I should like to
tell him 20, and express iny sympathy for his sufferings.”

Bulstrode looked alarmed,

“Qh, no, you mustn't do that!” he exclaimed. **That
would spoil everything. I—I mean, yon won't be able {o
belp Wun Lung if you speak to him about it."

“How is that "

. " Why, his only chance of getting rid of those headaches
13 to have his pigtail cut off, yet he can’t ask anybody to do
it. But if a ¢ E||1J did it without hiz knowledge, see 7—that
would make it all right. That's what I'm going to ask you
to do—rid Wun Lung of thiz trouble, vou see, without
forcing him to ack you to do it. Then he'll be cured of his
- headaches without havinﬁ broken his promise.’
Todd nodded thoughtfully.

“I see,” he remarked.

“That's the only way I can think of helping him," said
Bulstrode. * You see, he's told Bnoop and e about it, so
we—we can’t do the trick, you know, as it would amount to
his brealking his promise to his—his uncle. But if you do
it—t?

** But how can it be done without his knowing it 1"

" Well, you're such a sharp fellow, I was sure you could
think of some dedge,’” said Bulstrode. I leave that to
rou, Of course, you could snip it off with the seissors when

¢'s asleep some night, if yvou liked.””

* You're sure he would fike it

“If yow'd seen him talking to me about it, with the tears
sireaming down his checks, you'd think se,” said Bulstrode
solemnly.

“"Dear me!

Jear Poor chap 1™
Yes, it's gwfuLIly hard lines,” said S8noop. * It makes e
feel quite miserable to see him sometimes—especinlly as he
says lots of times that if some good, kind fellow would only
help hima in his trouble, it wﬂu%d be all right”
“¥ou see 7" said Bulstrode,
Todd looked determined.
“I'll help him !* he exclaimed.
“ You'll do it 7"
‘Yes. It's not eo very much to do for a chap, and my

Unele Benjamin always fold me to do anything I could for
anybody.”

* You're a good sort, Toddy 1"

“ Not at all. I like to be obliging, and it's my wish to

always make myself useful.’?

* Better work it to-night,” said Bulstrode. * Tha rooner
the quicker, you know, Wun Lung sleeps like a tep, and
he'll never know till morning.”

“Very good.”

“Then that's settled 1

“Oh, yes!™

“Giood,” said Bulstrode. " OFf course, you won’t SAY &
word to anybody ?  If the matter got to Wun Lung's ears, he

would be bound by his promise to ask you not to do it. That
would be rotten, under the circumetances.”

"*I quite understand, I won't say a word,"

M Good ! }T’néldygu mr:im l:.u }t{he th]:Eﬁp l?m! have some
minger-pop, Toddy ¥ gaid the Remove ospitably,

"El’hanl:s, a0 much: I will.” ¥ e >

And Bulstrode and Snoop walked Alonzo off between
them, and filled him with ginger-beer and cake and flatter-
ing words, till Todg felt that they were two of the very
nicest fellows at Greyfriars, and wondered why he hed never
discarned their sterling good gqualities before. ’

Snoop and Bulstrode stuck to Alonzo prett closely, too,
for the rest of the ovening, in case he should be inclined to
confide his generous intentions to anyone else; and they
wero etill with him when the Remove went up to their
dormitory,

Wun Lung was rather surprized to receive an asEuring
grin from Todd, and he wondered what was making the
Duffer of Greyfriars so friondly all at once; he would have
been alarmed if he bad known,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Well Meant,

ODD looked round for Dutlon in the dormilory.
kinner grinned as he saw the Duffer approach the
deaf junior Dutton had never even I;Lr:::u'l.lE of Todd's
. eastenee, aod had esrtainly expressed no desire to soo
him. Skinner had simply desired to bring them together to
see what would happen.” Between the Duffer and the deaf
youth, the interview was likely to be funny, Bkinner thought,
Algnzo Todd tap Dutton on the shoulder, as he sat on
the bed taking his boots off, and Dutton looked up,
* Hallo " he said,
Tue Maexer Lizpary.—No.
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“You're the new fellow, Dutton, I supposei” Todd re-
marked.

vk Eh ?T?

*You're the new fellow I"™

* What did you say i

“ ¥ou're the new fellow.”

“Rude fellow, am 1% said Dutton, turning red, * What
do you mean? If you're looking for a thick sar, you're jolly
near getling one.”

Todd looked astonished. ] ‘

“ Pray do not be offended,” he said, “I had no intention,
1 ailmife you, of calling you rude fellow, You misundec-
stood.

* Made of wood, ie it? Your own head may he.”

1 did not savy »

“Run away and play, you checky ass!
mgﬁ::[l?” exclaimed Dutton angrily.

" What's a lie 7"

LE] i—l L

“ Liar yourself, then,” said Dutton. “ Let me alone! I
don’t know you, and if gnu*ru thinking of japing me because
I'm a new aé), vou'll find that I'm a tough customer,”

Todd’s jaw dropped.

The fellows were all grinning, but both the juniors were
getting a little too excited to take anv notice of that.

' 1—=I reslly fail to understand,” said Todd. ** My inten-
tion 12 simply to be obliging, Skinner saye that vou want Lo
see me."

“Of course I've had tea. What aboutb it ¥

* Skinner zays——"

*Who's slkin and bone 7’

“0h, degr——"*

“ Well,. of all the cheek ! exelamed Dutton. 1 never
saw you before, and you come ap and insult me like this
Take that **

And ho jerked round the boot he had just token off, and
caught Todd a clump on the side of the head with it.

Alonzo staggored back, more astonished than hurt.

* Oh, dear! he gasped. :

Dutton dropped the boot, and kicked off the other, and
then put up his fists, and danced up to the Duffer of Grey-
friars in & pugilistic attitude,

:: :lé"'i’m-.r,: ’then, put up your hands I" he exclaimed,

* Put up yvour fsts!™

* But—"

“Are you going to put up veur fsfs?"” roared Dution,
determined to show the whole grinning dormitory that he
was not to be imposed upon, or made fun of by anybedy.
“I'm jolly well going to lick you.”

i But_'_ll

What de you

* There's ona for your nose.”

Tap !

Dutton’s knuckles came hard upon Alonso’s nose, and (Lo
ﬂrg:]e 1Eriars Duffer staggered back. His hands sawed the air
wildly,

There was & shout of encouragsment from the juniors.

hey were not sorry to see a tussle beginning.

“zo 1t, Duffer ™!

“ Lam him, Dutton "

“I'll be wyour second, Toddy!”
heartily. “ Off with your jacket i

& Bt 1

# Give him socks ™

(17 But 1@

“You can't back out now.
You'll have to lick him."

" Bite—t

“ Let himi come on !’ shouted Dutten, dancing and brand-
ishing his Asts, hiy muraﬁ? rising to almost sublime heighis
az he realised that Todd did not want to Sght. * This way !
11l give him the licking of bLis life }"

i il:un'ah 533

“Go it, Dution!"”

“ Buck up, Toddy ™

[ Bu! LR

* Coma on!"

“ Here, hold on!™ exelaimed Huarry Wharton, who thonght
the matter had gonc quite far encugh, and who had no
desire to ses two fellows pounding one another for nothing,
* Stop that, Bulstrode! Toddy, keep back.™

“Certainly! I have no desive to fght. My Uncle
Eenjnﬁlin said that a boy should never figlt wijhout good
Ccougo. -

* Btand back, Dutton!™

*“ Mind your own business, Wharton i shouted Bulstrode
angrily, ** Keep out of this,”

kE R‘ﬂ-tﬂ [T*

* Look herg—-""

exclaimed Pulstrode

He's dotted you on the nose.

g.hlﬂl‘m & Co.
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'" They're not Eﬂin%tﬂ ight for rothing,” ssid Harry
quistly., * Look hcre, Dutton, it was & misunderstanding.,”

““Eh? Whe's a gander?”

iE h;t ITT

o aré you ealling a rat?”

11 didn't!"" stammered Harry. * I said it was o mis-
undt:;:;atanding. Todd was only wanting to be friendly with
¥l

s HnthinF of the sort.”

“ What

“1 never zaxd 1 would.”

* You—you would what?"'

“1 never said I would lend him an]ything.”

“I—I never said anything about lending. I said Toddy
wantod to be friendly ! yelled Wharton.

“ Oh, he's sending, is he?" said Dutton. * What's he
sending for?"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the Removites.

Dutton put his hand to his ear, _

“ What "did fwu say? Bpeak distinctly, but don’t shout,
I hear better if you speak in ap ordinary voice,”

“ Todd was being' friendly "' shricked Wharton,

 Wanted to catch me bending, did he?  I'll show him.”

* Friendly, friendly, friendly ! raved Harry.

“Yes, I hoar you. I'll teach hun to catoh anybody
bending, Let me get at him!" And Dutton broke away
and rushed at Todd.

Ha seized the unfortunate Duffer of the Remove, and they
wera whirling round in combat in 8 moment more.

The Removites ohtered them on.

Todd was getfing angry now, snd he was hitting back;
but both of the jumors hit the air chiefly, and there was not
much damage done.

“ Goat, Todd IV

“ Baste him, Dutten!”

In the midst of the uproar the door opened, and Loder, the
prﬂf-&gﬁ looked in. He scowled at the sight of the exoited
CROWI.

“ This what you call going to bad? bhe demanded. * I'vo
come to put the light out."”

“ Cave !

The jumiors scuttled to the beds, and Dutton and Todd
stagpered apart. Loder came into the dormutory, still
frowning,

" Now, what's this row about!"” he demanded, only sorry
that _he had not caught Wharton fighting instead of Todd
and Dutton, for neither of whom he cared & rap in aty way.

* He insulted me!” gra.ap{-.d Dutton,

“I duwdn’s!”” panted Todd., **He misunderstood, I think
ho must be insane.”

I shouldn't wonder!" grunted Loder.  You'll take fifiy
lincs cach.”

" Oh, dear!"

“ Mow get to bed. Mind you show those lines up to-
marrow, too. You hear me, you new whelp—what's your
natne

“ No, it certainly wasn't.”

 Bh—what?"’

It wasn't & gpame.”

* What are you drivelling about? What's your name?”
“"i; wasn't & game. I wes going to lick him, He insulted
e

“Ara you mad?™
_ “ I don't carc whether it'a sad or not. I'm not going to be
ingulted by s chap like that,” said Dutton.

“ Is thero anything wrong with this kid?" asked Loder, in
vonder, too surprised by Dutton’s random answers to be
ﬁng‘?_,i' with him.

“ He'a deaf,” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, I see. What's his_pame?”

“ Dutton."

“ et to bed, Dutton.™

“If you mean that my head i3 like mubtton—-"?

* Gereat Seott ! gasped Loder. * Get into bed, you young
sweep!” ho roared.

“w'ml. suppose it 1s cheap, What's that got to do with
inde.

Loder gasped again,

M Get him to bed, some of you,” he said. T can’t talk to
him. My only hat! I should hke to be that fellow's denvest
chum—I deon't think,"

And the prefect extinguishied the light, and loft the dormi-
tory, leaving Dutton fo get into bed in the dark,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Wun Lupg's Great Loss,

HE Remove chuckled loud and long in the darkness,
while Dutten undressed and serambled into bed. The
new boy was likely o be a trial in some respects, but

_ . there was no doubt that bo added considerably to tha
gaicty of Greyfriara. -

The chuckles died away at last, as one by ons the
Removites settled down to aleap.

TeEE Muioner Linrary.—No.
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-:Elﬁt there was one who did not sleep, It was Alonzo

Ho had been considerably shaken up snd excited by his
encounter with Dutton, for one thing, and did not feel much
inclined to settle down to slecp. But he also bad his promise
to Bulstrode on his mind.

He had to stay awake to perform that little favour for
Wun Lung. Ho had slid a pair of strong, sharp scissors under
hiz pillow ready, and he only weaited for the little Chinee to
ba fast asleep.

As tggd clock rang out the hour of eleven, Alonze Todd sat
up in bed.

The dormitory was still and silent. There was & sound of
heavy breathing through the silence of tho night, and a low,
unmusical snore from Billy Bunter's bed.

* Ars you fellows aslsep?™

Todd asked tho guestion in a low voice.

There was no reply.

* You fellows asleep?'

. He spoke in a londer tone this time. Thers was no sound
in reply, but the regular bresthing of the slespers.

d put one leg out of bed, and groped under his pillow
for the scissors. ¢ found them, and stepped right out,

“ Wun Lung "

No rﬁiﬁE.

* Wuan Lung, old chap!™

Still silence.

Alonzo was reassured.

Ha Etﬁpfﬁd quistly towards the bed ocoupied by the little
Chines. There was a glimmer of afarlight in at the high,
uncurtaimpd windows of the dormitory, and Todd had ample
light to find his way.

o reached Wun Lung's bed.
The little Celestial was fast asleep.
His pigtail, which he always 7:?1: uncoiled at night, lay

lnose on his pillow, Hke s snake winding down into the
bedelothes, ) i

Wun Lung was soundly asleep. He did not stiv as the
Duffar of Greyiriars bent over him. The Duffer opened ths
scissors, and felt their edge.

Then he took the pigtail in his left hand a few inches
from Wun Lung’s head, g .

A couple of strong snips of the scimors, and the Celestial
apjfﬂndaga came off in the hand of the destroyer.

he Duffer smiled with satisfaction.

‘* How pleased he will be!"” he murmured.

He threw the severed plﬁ:.ml under the bed, and
back to his place. He t ed himself in, and
minuted ho was asleep.

Wun Lung slept soundly on. -

Alonze Todd slept all the more soundly, for having laim
awake late that night. He did not open his eyes when the
rising-bell began to clang through the morning air.

1t was the zound of a wild yell that awakenod him,

Hg sat up in bed.

The morning light was streaming in at the high windows,
and the ris.ing-h-e-%l was clanging out its final clang inhar-
moniously.

“ Dear me!"” said Todd, rubbing his eyes, "I am certain
I heard someone call out. I wonder what it wasl”

e was not left long in doubt, . .

Wun Lung hed leaped out of bed, and was waving his
hands in despair, and uttering cries of grief that rang through
the dermitory.

“ Oh, oh, oh! My pigtzilea! Oht”

“ What on carth’s the matter?" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“* My pigtailee,™ ] o

““What's the matter with your pigtal?”

“ Zonce.”

““ What!"

‘' Pigtailea gonec! Oh, oh, oh!"

And the little Chince sat down on the edge of the bed, and
rocked himself to and fro; the ?gctug'ﬂ of grief and despeir,

The juniors gathered round him in surprige. .

They did not know in the least what to malke of the little
Chinee for the moment. But & look at his head revealed the
fact that the péngtmi was indead gone.

There was the stump of it left, and that waa all.

“ My only hat!’ exclaimed Bob Cherry, Fancy a chap's
pirtail coming off like that," .

“* Must have been a false ome,'” said Bulstrode, with =
shake of the head. * A genuwine pigtail couldn’t come off,”

“ That's it," agreed Snoop.

O No falsee—no falsce! Leal piglail™

+F H’;ﬂ-tﬂ [T*

* Pigtailve glow on head."

““Then how did it come off?"' asked Tom Brown.

“ Jome lascal cutfee,”

“Eh! Who did it, then!” demanded Harry Wharton.

The little Chines shook hia head.

13

A Bplendid School Tﬁo of Harpy Wharton & Co.
By FRANHK RIEHA'EDEI.

crepk

in a feow



14 THE BEST 3> LIBRARY D&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3> LIBRARY, *3i*

“ Mo no savvy." o

“ Vau don’t know who did 13"

i No savvy.''

£4 Th-en_-_ll.

“ Cuttes while Wun Lung sleepee.t

Harry Wharton's brows contracted. 5 o

“Someone must have cut it off I he exclaimed, * What
a rotten, cowardly trick! There will be a row about this,
and I shouldn't wonder if the fellow was expellcd.” =

Alonzoe Todd zat in his bed petrified,

Heo had been the victim of endless japes, but he was always
ready to be victimised agwin, and he always realisad, too late,
that he was being done )

He realised now that Bulstrode and Snoop had besn having
him on, and that he had done the worst thing possible for
poor Wun Lung,

His first impulse was to announce the truth and ask Wun
Lung's pardon. Buf the little Chinee was clearly in no moed

to pardon. He was as angry as he was sorrowful. And
Haﬁ'r}r';}’iﬁ?rt{:n's words struck a chill to Todd's heart.
xpe
He had meant well—but who would believe it? Whe

would credit that he had been so egregious an ass as he now
realised that he had been.

He saw that ho was not suspected. Bulstrode and Snoop,
of course, would be silent for their own sakes

odd said nothing.

After all, Eﬂtuﬂg into 8 row would not restore the severad
pigtail to Wun Lung's head, and the Dufer of Greyfriars
determined to remain gilent—at least, until he had had time
to think the matter over and decide calmly what to de.

Wun Lung was rocking himself to and fro in despair.

Some of the fellows looked sympathetic, but the greater
part of them took the matter as a joke. They could not
realise the importance of the thing to the Chinaman.

“Don't worry!” said Ogilvy,  *“ It'll grew again, you
know. "

" Oh, oh, ch!"

Emide?i we sll have our hair eut rezularly,” said

H:::r an. ‘' It"s nothing, when you get used to it, look you.”’
h, oh, ch!"

“1t's a rottén shame,” szaid Nugent angiily. “ The cad

}Fhﬂ did it ought to be cut by every decent chap in tho
ar

“?'arhap it wasn't anybedy in this Form,” Snoop sug-
ted. “ It might have been some japer from the Upper
ourth, or the E%m]l.” i o
* Well, there's pretty certain to be an maquiry, and I don't
envy the cha‘il if he's found out,” said Harry Wharton.
im%uc:::’ up, Wun Lung—you'll grow ancther in time, you

w
‘But Wun Lung refused to be comforted,
He rocked and moaned, and did not dress, or make any

movemant to prepare himself for go down, One by ons
the. juniors Iag the dormitory, tilf 1.‘:;‘::.111;;.51

i Dutton and Harry
Yoe boasty " said Dutton I full W
8 stly 1" mai u . “"I'm awfu scrry, Wun
.!;hul;g. c;}q_chap. I wish I could find the ::-ha% tha.tF did it,
at's sl}.

-l Gh' nh ﬂh I'r
;.:E!“ 1;:. 'ﬁ"; “El;*t;iilﬁir'. ié vou like I”
utton s dormitory. H Wharton
the little Chines on the H-I'lﬂ[‘:lliﬁ[‘,r e o clapped

kn" B1’mk up, Wun Lung, old chap! You'd better dress, you
oW’

:' My pigtailes! Oh, oh!”
‘It's hard lines, but—I say, couldn't you get a dummy
one to wear?” ssid Harry, struck by a bright idea. “Or

perheps you could fasten the old one on again.”
Oh, oh =

Wharton looked round in hopes of finding the severed pig-

tail. He soon discovered 18 under Wun Lung's bed, and
picked it up.

‘" Here you are, Wun Lung!"

The little Chines took it with & burst of tears, and moaned
over it. It was the first time Wun Lung had ever beon seen
to ery at Greyimars, and it affected Wharton strangely. He

went quietly from  the dorrmitory, leaving the unhappy
Celestial alone,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Io Class,
MR. QUELCH glanced down the Hemove table at

breakfast that morning. One place was empty; the
place that should have heen filled by the little
Chinea.

Mr. Quelch locked inguiringly at Wharton.

““Where iz Wun Lung, Wharton?'" he asked.

** He ha=n't come down vet, sir.”

Y Not ill, 1 hﬂ-,[,'ra.”

' Oh, no, sir!

The Remove-master frowned.

* Then why is he not down?

Wharton hecifated

“*The fact is, sir, sonw rotber—ahem —I mean, some
fellowe cut off his pigtail last night while he was asleep, ard
he's awfully cut up aver it."

Mr, Queleh almost jumped from his seat,

“ What? Do I hear you corvectly, Whartoen? Someone
has cut off Wun Lung's pigtail "

* Yeg, sir”

“What an abominable outrage?’ excluimed the Remove-
master. * Is the perpetrator known?i™

““ Mo one knows who it wes, siv. Wun Luong wag usle-a.[r,
it geems, and didn't know it was done till he woke up this
morning.’’

“Tt is infamons " exclaiimed Mr. Quelch, whose face was
quite red. "I can promise the bowv, whoever he was, that
ha will be expelled from Greyfriars. There can be no
excuse for such an act of wanton wickedness, Bulstrode !

The Remove bully started.

“ Yas, sirl”

“ Stapd up!"

Bulstrode stood up.

His heart was beating {ast, but he contrived to maintain
an outward appearance of perfect conlness,

He had expected a " row " to fellow the outrage, but he
had not guite expectad Mr. Clueleh to take it so seriously as
this. ;ZPBut he felt pretty safe. He had noi done it; a I
hizd been msleep at the time.

* Bulstrode, did you cut off Wun Lung's pigtail?"

“ No, sir”

“You assert that?"

" Ves, sir”

“ Do you know who did?’

“1 was asleep all last night, siv. I did not wake up till
the rising-bell went this morning,"” replied Dulstrode,

* Have you any idea who might have done it?"

It might have been Bunter, sir,” said Bulstrode, with an
air of great reflection.

The fat junior jumped.

“1t Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

“ Bunter! Why Bunter?®”

* Bunter sometimes gets up in his sleep and does things,"
eaid Bulstrode, with perfect coolfeszs. ' Fellows have joked
lots of times about cutting off Wun Lung's pigtail, and the
1dea might have got into Bunter's head when he was sleap-
walking. f eourse, I know Bunter wouldn't do it con-
sciously, But it's such o rvotten trick to play that I can't

Explain, please.™
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“ How pleased ke will be!™ murmured the slmple-minded Alongo Todd, taking the sleeping Chinee's plgtail In

his left hand.

A couple of strong snips with the scissors, and the Celestial's appendage came ofl in the hand

of the destroyer.

believe oy chap in the Remove would do 16: that's why 1
suggest that Bunter might have done it in his sleep.”

* You declare that you did not do if, Bulstrode ¥’

" Certainly, =sir.”

“ Very woll; T found you ill-using Wan Lung yvesterday,
and I punished you severely. I know you have a spiteful
and revengeful nature, Bulstrode. I cannot help suspectin
that you may have revenged yourself in this cowardly an
underhand manner!"”

Bulstrode set his lips.

““*¥ou do me an injustice, s’

“1 hope I do, Bulstrode, h:-r our own sake; but if I do,
vou have only yourself to thank for it. I assure you that
the matter will be strictly investizated, and the puilt of the
right person will be brought to li oht; and tiat person will be
expelled from the school without merc}i”

And Mr. Quelch sat dewn again, very much perturbed.

Alonzo Todd was in a state of terror, and Bulstrode and
Snoop were feeling very uneasy, though determined fo deny
a%r_} thing if Todd should -implicate them. Tt would be hard

rove that they had plotted to get the Duffer to play that
f.rn: on Wuan Lun% at least, to prove that they had done
mora t]hnn make o harmless joke which Todd had taken too
seriously.

After breakfast the fellows discussed little besides YWun
Lung's great loss. It was known that the littls Chineo had
eaten no breakfast; and that showed how deeply he took {he
matter to heart, for as a rula Wun Lung could keep his erd
up with Billy Bunter at the table.

When the Remove went into their class-room Wun Luong
did not accompany them. The little Chines had apparsotly
obtained permission to cut meorning lessons,

Tue Maiower Lispazy.—No. 128.

But when the morning’s work started, snd Mr. Quelch
came in contact with Dutton, the juniors scom forget Wun
Lung.

Mr Quelch had seen Dutton the previous day, of cowmse,
and hed made the discovery that he was very enf; but he
had hardly realized what an obstacle that would be to BASY
work in the class-roon.

The juniors were anticipating Dutton's first morning in
closs with gieat expectancy.

" You will construe, Dutton,” szaid Mr. Quelch, glancing
at the new boy, and making & sign to Harry Wharton to
Cease,

Wharton sat down.

Dutton was locking straight before him, and he continued
to :gln s0, without taking any notica of the Form-master's
WOTCE,

Mr. Quelch pointed to him,

* Dutton I"' he called out,

Dutton moved his head.

“ Did you address me, siri"’ he asked.

“Yes Kin eqf construe, from where Wharton left ﬁl’."r

Il“"I have fried fo dress 2s neatly as possible, sir, that is
atl.

3+ “"hﬂ-tll’j

* It was not ot all my intention to try to appear like a
toff, T assure wouw."

“ A s what?

“ A toff, pirt”

(T Tﬁﬁ.?.r
th;;ﬁﬁh sir. You remarked that I locked hke & toff, I



16

Mr., Quelch breathed hard through his noss.

“I ou to construe from the point where Wharton
ledt off 17 ga exclaimed, *' Eindly t.u‘.ul:ﬂ your book and go
on I

“ Cartainly, sirt”
Dutton left his place and walked towards the class-room

0T,

Mr. Quelch stared after him, slmost petrified. Dutton had
almost reached the door before the Remove-masPer found
kis voioe.

¥ Dutton " he shrieked.

Dutton turned back.

Y Yasrsirl”

" Where are you going?”

“0Oh, 1 don't ound, sir. 1 shall be glad of a run In the
cloga, whether the wind's blowing or not.”

The class chuckled joyouely.

* Where are you going?’ Enwlpd Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, going? I'm going out, sir, as you

“I—T told you?”

* Hold me? 'Thera’s no need to hold me, sir,” said Dution,

ma. '

in wonder. “ I'll take m{( place if you say the sir.
m“ DFF me!" gasped Mr. Qualcl::. “I did oot tell yom

4]
. lgutlmn looked purzled, and took out his wateh, looked at
it, and glanced at the Form-room clock over the hookease,

“It 13 not slow, sir,”” he said. * Unless my watch is
w the clock is exactly right.”
“B my soull The boy is terribly deaf! Go back to

ﬂﬂ:ﬁlﬁgﬂ. utton |

* What made you think wore to leave your place?’
[bawied Mr. Quelch. o T ?

" ¥ou told me to take my hook, sir.”

ha!"' roared the Remove

Mr. Quelch frowned the juniors into silence.

**I told you to take your book, Dution.™

“ What cook, sir?”

“ Book " shrieked Mr. Quelch. “ Book! Construe!™

* Yes, air; I do like stew, but—-""

Mr. Queleh looked for & moment as if he would explode.
Then, with a happy inspiration, he seized the chalk, and
chalked & word on the blackboard:

“ CONSTRUE

Dutton blinked at it

“Ob, eir, I understand,” he said, “but would you mind
ieﬂmt m ;r;rhy you told me to take my hook, just now "

l: i | {'g::]-; - i L
& — ST
g o I vou to take your book

“I told you—" Mr. ich broke off, and whiskal
round the chalk again to the blackboard and wrote: 1
hldoj]v::u to fake your, book.* :

iy I soe, sir,” said Dutton. & My book! T understand
dp:l;!?ﬁ now, sir. No need to shout, sir—I'm only a trifie

“ Bless my soul!” murmured Mr. Quelch. * Only a triflo!
Bless my soul !" L

d Dutton took his place and construed.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Buistrolle Knows Nothing.

UN LUNG was inconsolable.

His pigtail had been severed, and he was in a
tailless state, and, like Rachel of old, he refused to
ba comforted. |

. He did not turn up at lessons at all that day, remaining
in ‘a?:luamn in his study most of the time, in a state of great
grief.

The only fellow he talked to was Hop Hi, his miner,
E:p little Chinee of the Second Form, and chwum of Nupgent

inor;

Wun Lung and Hop Hi falked in a slrange tonguc
unknown to the G::ey?rinrs fellows, and sumg of ?’ﬁa feliows
found & curious inferest in listening to the mysterious
syllables, which meant nothing to them,

Hop Hi was %mba.:hly trying to comfort Wun Lung, from
his expression, but, if so, he did not succeed in his object.

Wun Lung was not to be consoled.

Mr. Quelch had duly reported the matier to the Head,
and Dr. Locke, justly angry, had ordered that the matter
should be strictly investigated.

Two or three ‘Il'l:sll:::aws, whom Mre. Quelch suapected to he
capable of the trick, were closely gquestioned, and Bulstrode,
3noop, Skinner and Stott had to give acconals of themselves,

But thehmlntﬂd, with steady looks, how they had slept

Uila

soundly all through the night, and had kuown nothing about
T;; }:E#.GHET EEMRT.——H-:}. 123,
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Wun Lung's loss till the morning, when his howls announced
it to the whole dormitory. . ,

Bulstrode went further, even, to cover his retrent in cass
of any injudicious chatter from Alonzo Todd.

He ﬁpofw on the matter with great apparent franknesa.

“Thore have always been jokes about cutting offi Wun
Lung's pigtail,” he said, in answer to the Head. “I'vo
threatened to do 1t m;gaaff. by way of & joke. Of course, 1
should never really have dreamed of touc inf it

**1 hope not, Bulstrode,"” said the Head, looking at him
keenly. “*It was a dastardly cutrage.”

Ef te 8o, sir.”

“ And you did not touch Wun Lung1”

“ Cartainly not, sir.”

* And you did not incite another boy to do so "

“Oh, sir.”

The Head rapped his Lknucklos on the desk sharply.

* That iz not an answer, Bulstrode.”

* But—"

“ Did you, or did you not, incite another boy to cut off
Wun Lung's pigtail 7' exclaimed Dr. Locko aternly.

“ Certainly not, eir,” said Bulatrode, desperately deiven
to the lia direct; and, for the moment, he wished he had
nevor meddled in the matter, for Bulstrode was not the kind
of follow, in spite of his faults, to like telling a lie.

But it was too late to think of that now.

“ Very well, Bulstrode.”

“"Zome fellow may have taken the jokes on the subject
serionaly, and fancied it wounld be a1 good jape to cut off
the pigtail, sir; that's sil," said Bulstrode.

““Huch a joker will not long ramain at Greviriars, when ho
iz ones digoovered,” said the Head. * You may go.”

And Bulstrode wenb.

3noop metb him in the passago, and ther exchanged a grin,
but rather an uneasy one. Doth of them were fecling
nervous.

*“I never expected all thie bother about the matter,” said
E;ampi “Ihat a fuss to make over a bleased heathen’s
pigkail.”

Bulstrode grunfed.

“Lot of rot, I call it,” he said. ' But the Head seems
ﬂ_@tern}inied to get to the bottom of the matter., Well, let

un rip,”

“ Bomething might come ouf, you know,” said Bnoop

uneastly.
“ Let it."
“ But hun{; it all, Bulstrode—"
“Weo'ra all richt. I'm only too jolly glad, under the

circumstances, that we had nothing to do with it,” said
Bulstrode.

Bnoop stared.

“ Nothing to do with it?"" he murmured.

“ Exactly.™

“ But—but we—"

“ We were joking about Wun Lung's piglail, T know, and
that duffer Todd may have taken 1t serously, that's all,™
ga1d Bulstrode. “We never had the faintest idea that ho
would go and do anything of the sort.”

Snoop could only stare.

“ Remember that,”” said Bulstrodo coolly. It will be
uscful to know, In case Todd should blab, and we should
ot called up before the Hepd.”

“*Yeoc-es."”

“ As for Todd—hallo, here he iz!"

Alonze Todd came up to the two raseals of the Removoe
a3 they came out into the Close. The Duffer of Greviriars
was looking very worried.

T say, this 1s bad,” was s epenang remark.

“Whal's bad?"' asked Bulstrode.

“Aboul Wun Lung's piglail"

“ Yeos, isn't it,” said Bulstrode with a nod of assent. *“It's
awfully rough on the heathen, though I think there’s a lot
of Fuss b&mg made for nothing, 1 wonder who did it."

“ 30 do 1" romarked Snecop. It scems to be a mystery.”

The Duffer stared at them,

A mystery ! he repeafed,

" ¥Yas, isn't it?"

“The Head has been questioning me"” gaid Bulstrode.
“71 awsured him that I hadn’t the faintest idea who had
played auch a fool's trick."

“The faintest idoa ™"

“Have you "

“Have I gasped the Duffar.

“Yes, Do you know who it was?"

“YWho it wasz?"

“ Blessad 1if he wn't understudying a middy poarcot again,”
exclaimed Bulstrode, * Look here, Toddy, you look a2
if you knaw something about the matter.”

“Ha jolly wall does,” said SBnoop. **1 shouldn't wonder
if he's the guilty party. T won't give you away, Toddy,
bt you'd bolter be careful.”

A Splendlda Bechool Tale of Harr

Wharton & Co.
By FRANK RICHARDS.



Alonzo shinply stagprered.

“W—w—what do you mecan ¥’ he gasped. * Do you moan
te say you've forgotten?”

“ Forgotten what 37

“Telling me that Wun_ Lung suffercd from headaches,
nnﬂ I‘:HI:"#E] pever Le relieved till his pigteil was cut off,”

“And you said that he wanted it cut off. only he had
promised not to ask anybody te do it or {o do it himself.”

Bulstrodo rubbed his nese thmnghtfu]l}:{‘.

“I've got sorae faint recollection of hearing Snoop make
a joke like that,” he romarked.

Y Oh, no, you haven't,” said Snoop, with a dangerous look.
It was only a joke, of course, but it was you who said if.
We may as well have that clear.”

“ Leook hers, Snoon

“ Tt was you, Bulstrede.”

“Well, well, it was just a joke,” said Bulstrode hastily,
freling that a dispute with Snoop then would not have the
offeet he desired upon Todd. **Qf course, you never took
that yarn seriously, Toddy ¥

" But I did,” sard Teddy helplessly. * Mow waa 1 to know
that you were telling me lies, you know 77

Bulstrode turned red.

‘ %m !; he mmﬂ' lie if t the truth d

*Yoeoa, 1 sup it was a lie if it wasn” truth,” sai
Todd: My Uaale Baniamin saye— '

** Bless your Tincle Beniamin, You——'

“I thonght you meant what vou said, and T teld you what
I was going to do," excloimed Todd, indignantly. “It was o
very cruel joke to play, ¥ou knew that I was going to cub
off Wun Lung's pigtail.”

Bulstrode aﬁrugget.!. his shoulders.

My dear chap, yvou're dreaming.” he said.  * Ilow should
I kngw that you would be such o silly ass?”

I suppose I was rather a duffer,” said Todd doubtiunlly.
*“¥'m always being taken in by zome roiter.”

* Sowre what

“It was a 5ill;’l;r thing to do, anyway,” said Tedd. * You
made me do it

“If wou start felling thet varn about me—
Bulstrode threateningly.

Todd shook his hea.(f

“T should not think of mentioning your name if anything
eame out,” he zaid. I hope I am an honourabie chap.
aly Unele Benjwnin always told mo never to tell tales
under any circwmstances. [ don't knoew whether I ought
lo own up to the Head” '

“ 1 shouldn’t,” said Bulstrode more placably. He wos con-
siderably relicved by Alonzo's determination to follow his
Uncle Benjamin's advice in this particular. “ What's the
good of saying nni;thmg now ? The Head won't believe that
you were such a blessed jugging; he'll sack you, ¢3 sure as 2
gun.

“ That would be o terrible blow to my parents,” said
Alonze., “It would cause me the most profound regret lo
bring such a trouble vpon them.”

Bulstrode gprinned.

“ Then don't do it.
wo'd better not know ;
can help it. We—"

S Pry up ! muttered Snoop.

He made o gpesture towards the door. A youth was leaning
there, against the wall, reeding a paper which concealed
hiz face. The voung raseals observed him for the Brst {ime,
ancl 8 chill went f.%lmug{l them as they realised that the
junior must bave been within bearing all the time,

¥

" began

And don't tell s about it. cither—
it's safer. Don't jaw at all, if you

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Secret Safe.
UCLATRODE
Ha loocke

rafed his teeth,
nt thie junior leaning against the wall.
The fellow was in ctons, and the paper he was holding
up to resd concealed his face; it nught have been any
of a dozen fellows, and Bulstrode had no idea who it was,
But one thing was certain: fhe hoy had been standing there
within easy ear-shot, and he knew as much as he conid bo
told of the guilt of Bulstrede & Co. In his mind's eve,
Bulatrode saw himself betrayed, called before the Ilead, and
oxpelled. For if one fellow knew thoe truth, it was nob
likele to remaio long a secret from the rest of the Foru;
and then it was guite certain to leak, sconer or laler, to
the ears of thoe masters.
“ Hang it !" muttered Bulstrodo,
“ Ha's heard ' gruated Snoop.
“Wha is 1£ 7'
“ Plogsed if I know !
“Oh, dear ! said Todd. “It's all up now I
Bulstrode elenched his hands.
“1'll malke him keep shut up, or smash him ! he said.
“ Coma on. and let’s see who it 151"
‘They walked quickly towards the jumier, Todd hanging
Tur Maerer Lisnsnz.—No, 123,
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Lack a little. 'Todd wanted his secret to be kept, but he
did not mean to be involved in any bullying or brutality for
i:he urposa. But Bulstrode was ready to go almost ahy
enzih.

All that could be seen of the junior was & pair of trousers,
a walistcont and Eton jacket, two hands, and the cover of
* Pluck *' held wide open.

. Th; Junior seemed to be still reading; yet he must have
eard !

Bulstrode reached him, and still the paper waes not
lewered, and the junior did not imake ony movement. Thera
was something unnatural about his quistness.

The burly Removite spatohed the paper down.

“ Don't come that game with mel” he growled.
been listening !

“Whoat ! reat Scott! What '

* Dutton ! exclaimed Snoop.

Plutton stared at Bulstrode in astonishment. He evidently
Lad not the faintest idea why the remove bully had snaicked
hiz paper away.

Bulstrode scowled at him savagely.

“You've been listening "' he exclaimed.

(14 FJ-I':I '?-1‘:‘

Snoop ecaught Bulstrods by the arm.

“Tet him alone!” he said. * Shut up, Bulsirode!™

“What do you mean?"

::Eﬁnﬂf vou understand? He's deaf ™

““ He can't have heard 1™

“* By George !

Dutton stared at them. He was completely puzzled.

“"What are you up to? he exclaimed. ' What do you
mean by snatching my peper away like that, Bulstrode ?'

“0Oh, sorry ! said Bulstrede. “It was only a joke "

&l W}'Evl:l,E o n‘ﬂke i.:u-

“ A joke!" roared Bulstrode. i

“Cloke? What on earth are you talking about?”

“Tt wazs a joke !”

“1 don't care whether you're sorry you spoke or not;
what I’'m talking about iz your snatching my paper away,”
said Dutton. * If it’s your idea of being funny, ‘ynu'ra right
off-side, that's all I’ve got to zay. Give it me!’

‘" Here you are|” .
: Dutton took his poaper, and smoothed out tha crumpled
eaves.

“You didn’t hear what we wero saying?" asked Bul-
astrode.

i E]'I ?11

“Ihd you hear enything of what wo were saying ¥

o Whu?; pleying ¥ 2 e

“* What we were saying, ass?”

“ Mansenge !V

::}?hat‘f” d tell he cl lay 1

t'a no good telling ma the chaps are going to play foot.
bhall in this weather 1" said Dutton, ** Grfcket, if you like"

UMy hat ! murmored Bulstrode, " It's proetiy clear that
he can't have heard. What a lot of hapduinm he must cause

“You'vo

ji:l the family circle at home. No wonder they've sent him
'E:T‘E E” I
“Fh! What are you saying "

“ Oh, it"s fine weather ! said Bulstrode.

“‘There's no heather here, that I can ses.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“What are you cackling at?"

*You, you chump ! 2

“Oh, all right!"” said Dutton. “T'l] take you on, if you
like. What are we to jump over, and do you propose a high
jump or o long jump ™

“Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Snoop.

“My only hat!"” =oid Bulstrode. * We're pretty sale, I

think 1" ) ;
Dutton put his hand {o his ear.
“Lh? lhat’s that? Bpeak clearly, and I zhall hear all

right. Don’t shout "

“Ha, ha, ha " +

Bulstrode and his companions walked away, leaving
Dution surprised and puzzled.

‘ Jolly lucky it was that deaf ass there, and not anybody
elze,” grinmed Bulstrode. *“ Better leep your mouth shut
in future, Toddy. It's safer ! .

And Alonze Todd nodded without speaking, and walked
away alone. He was very much worried in his mind.

ITa was sorry for Wun Lung, and sorry for what he had
done. It was not likely to do much good if he confessed; he
felt that. He did not want to be either expelled or flogged :
and was his explanation kikely to be credited? He ised
that it would be hard to make cthers belisve that he had
been so exceedingly simple.

1i ho had been direetly
different matter, He woul

estioned, it weould have been a

pever have told an unbmt!erm

ﬁ?mn & Co.

1 Tale of Har
By FRANK RIC
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Buistroda had done. But he hed not been questioned. He
was known to be such a kind-hearted and gobd-natured
fellow that no one would have dreamed of suspecting him
of playing a cruel trick.

ut the secret weighed upon hiz mind. .
. Mr. Quelch had snnounced to his Form that ihe culprit
was given that evoning to confess in, and that if he declined
to do ao, investigation would begin in earngst in the mora-
'.n%. Most of the Remave felt uneasy about it. .

rue, the fellows who were inmooont wonld have nothinzr
to fear; but there was no telling whab an inguiry might
lead to, or what stern measures might be faken if the gunity
party were not dizcovaered.

*The rotter onght to confess,” Bob Cherry remarked, and
the Remove agreed with him; but the * rotter”™ himself
apparently did not; for no confession was forthcomang.

Meanwhile, Wun Lung was still moping. 5

He remained ﬂulit.nri'fi, brooding ovar his losy, and talking
to no one but Hop Hi, and then always in the ﬂl:ra.ngﬂ
%:ng[ﬁag&a of hiz mative land, incomprehensible to anyone who

- L.
ﬂg—_larry Wherion bogan to feel a little anxious about the

inee,

“*He'll ba getting into a bad state of health if he doesn't
buck up,” Harry remarked. * SBomething ought to bs done.

; at him now "

The chums of the Remove were going in to tea after
ericket practice, They caught sight of Wun Lung standing
under the trees, leaning sgainst an old trunk, his eyes
staring straight before ﬁim., and his fsce pale and worn.

here was no doubt that the loss of his pigtail was preying
H-H(H.IIIF on the Yittle Celestial’as mind.

“ TLot's spoak to him, anyway,” said Nugent.

They crossed over towards the little Chinee. Wun Lung
did mnf:-l'almk up, or give any sign of being aware of their
approach.

arry -tapped him on the shoulder., Then he raised his
almond eyesd. :

" Buck up. old son ! said Harry comfortingly.

Wun Lung whimpered.

43 Hil pigtailead" he mormured. * Cuttee off.”

“I¢'ll grow again, you know."

Wun Lung shook hiz head hopelessly.

* No glowea soonee.”

“Look hers, you can’t mope round like this!” said
Nugent. ** Buck up, or you'll be getting seedy, you know.™
Hi" Tl;ha geedyfulness will be terrific,” murmured Hurreo

ngh.

Wun Lung only shook his head.

. “Don™t brood over it,” said Harry., “It'l mﬁv again
in time. Come mow, come in to tea with us, and cheer up!”

Another shake of the head.

* No cheeles up, till find the lascal who cuttee,” said Wun

u'El

“And what will you do to him!" asked Harry, a littla
ninrpedgj' the exprossion that bad suddenly fashed into the
quaint litktle Qriental face.

“Me payes out !”

“Here, hang it!" muttered Nugent. *None of your
Oriental business, you know, What are you going to do?”

* Cuttos off head "

“ What 1" -

The chums stared at him aghast.

“Cut off his head!" ejaculated Wharton. * W
young ass, do you know what you're talking about?
not in China now, you know.’

Wun Lung grinned faintly.

*'No cuttee hesd off —cutiee off head!” he explainod,
tzpping Wharton's curly hair with his hand to mnke his
ueamag clear,

Ea;r}.rrdraw & broath of IE’ILEIQL A

» 4 86€; vou tnean you'll cub his hair

“Cuites all off 1* . °

"“Ha, ha!l” chuckled Nugent, as Wun Lung's meanin
dawned upon him, * A Roland for an Oliver, you know.

roe!  He means that he’ll shave all the hair off the chap's
boad—ie that it, Wun Lung "

The littla Chines nodded.
“ Bhavea all off, makes boldeo

+ ¥ou
ou're

* Alles lightee !" he said.
—alle samee Chinea! Makes hin sit up, What you
v S juliy will

nd sorve him jo W right," exclaimed Wharton.
i’;]i.-m:rlt h:ﬂ;u, Wun Lung‘? if you eﬁn find out the chap, we'll
JEEI wong &

‘}A‘{lm light."

“ Mow coms in to tea.”

Wun Lung shook his head; but when the ohuma left him
he was looking more cheerful. He had worked out his
acheme of vengeance in his quaint Oriental mind, and, with
the promised aid of the chums of No. 1 Study, ha would be
able to carry it oud—if he could discover the oculprit!
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Dutton does nof Mean 11!

R. QUELCH wore an oxgeedingly stern countenance
M the following morning, when the Remove came down

to Lreakfast. Wun Lung took his usual place at the
table, looking very downcast. The juniors looked
rather uneasily at their Form-master. Nugent whispered to

Harry Wharton that he had his Brutus look on, and Whar-
ten nodded; and the Remove looked. out for squalls. )

Nothing happened at breakfast, however, It was not Lill
tha Remove were in their Formt-room that the storm burst.

M. G%lucl{:h. looking more like Drubus than ever, stood
facing the expectant Form, and the juniors waited in silence.
-7 have sn-mathin.‘g of i:ﬁpartanca to say before leszons
begin ‘this morning,” said Mr. Queleh, and his eyes, which
the juniors had often compared to gimlets, ran over the clasa
keenly. "It refers to the outrage committed the night
before last in the Remove dormitory. You are al aware
that Wun Lung's pigtail was cut off by some unknown
dastard during the hours of darkness.”

The Remove certainly knew that !

“The culprit has not confessed,” zaid Mr. Quealch.

_As o matter of fact, the Remove knew that, too. But they
did not venture to malke any remark,

“ Neither has he been dizscovored,'” satd the Form-mastet.
Tt 15 now time to take severer measures. I ecall upon the
ba}' to stand up and confess!™

‘Noble offer,” murmured Bob Cherry. I can sse the
ch&%‘atandmg up to jump at it—I don't think !"

“The don't-thinkfulness is terrific!" murmured the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

Mr. Quelch waited a few momeonta,

“Wall 1" he satd, at last.

Thero was no reply. ]

“I appeal to the boy, for the last time, to confess," said

o Form-mastaer.

Dutton rose in his place.

* Cortainly, sir!® he said.

Thero was a general craning of heads to lock at Dutlon.

Mr. Queloh stared at him, too, guite blankly. No one ex-
pected a confession from Dutton. No one had dreamed thag
the new Removite had been concerned in the affair at all

“Dutton ™ exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“* Yo, sir!"

* It—it was you!” 2 :

* Decidedly blue, =ir,”” said Dutton, glancing out of the
window. “It is a fine morning, siv, and the sky iz usually

blue on a fine mormng.”

“ What?' )

;II sléﬂul!d'i'e't wgzger _iIf]it’.-ﬁl‘:nL this gftﬂgmn. certainly”

r. Quelch gaaped. 10 Remove gigeled.

* Fancy it being Dutton !' murmures Nugent.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“ It wasn't,” he said.

“But he's confessed.™

* He's mizsunderstood. He couldn’t have heard what Quelch
whs saying.”

f ﬂh ‘I;H

Mr. Quelch came a pace nearer fo the class, and fixed his
penetrating gaze upon the deaf jumor. Dution’s face was
qguite placid and calm. He certainly didn’t look like a fellow
who had just confessed to an act for which he might be
expelled from Greviriars,

“ Dutton, stand out here.”

“ I hope it will remain ¢lear, sip"

“Stand out hers,*

“ Oh, aic!l"

“ Will you bber me?"

* But—but 3 it allowed to feteh beor heore, sir?”

“ Ha, ha, ha !"" yelled the Remove imvoluntarily.

Mr. Queleh froze them with a look.

“ Clome out hers, Dutton." )

“ Yes, sir, I will cortainly fetch the beor if you fell me, but
whore shall I go, and—and shall I take a jug, siri"’
The Form-naster pgasped for breath. HHe boeckoned to
Dutton, trusting to the langueapge of signs instead of repeating
hia words, Dutton understood that. He came briskly out
bofore the almost convulsed clazs. The attempt to suppress
their desire to laugh was causing positive pain to some of
the Remove. B e

“Now, Dution, you lhave confessed to commitiing thet
mwa%'dij outrape upon Wun Lug:." satd tho Form-master
gternly.
:;.Eﬁ? Excuse me, sir, 1T did not guite catch what you
ﬂ.l P

“You cut off Wun Lung's Fjg:t:-ji.”

“ Certainly, sir. I do not think there is likely to be a gals
myself, but if you say so—"

‘ Thd vou cut off Wua Lupg's pigtal?™

80Ok, sib ™
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= Well?

“I may be a littls deaf, =ir, but I never expected to hear
m? Form-master tell moe I ovght to be hung,” said Dutton,
I am surpriced, siv!™

The Bemove yelled with Javghter. Mr, Quelch turned his
gimlet eves upon them. But it was useless. The juniors
sinply could not help it. They yelled, and yellad again, and
rocked with lavghter, and the Form-room rang with it.

“ Bilence 7 exclaimed Mr. Quelch, banging his desk with
a cane writh a crack that rang through the reom like a rifle-
Ehﬁ i;ﬂilﬁnce g o e

The langhter sputtered away in pasps at last

The Remove-master, with 3 refyaq?:d face, turned to the
deaf junior again,

" Button, listen to me carefully,” he said, bawling to make
his voice heard. " Now can you hear what I say?”

' Perfectly, sir. I can always hear if p&olp]e speak clearly,
gir. There 13 no need whatever to shout am & little hard
of hearing, but I am not what would be. called deaf.”

“ Bless my, soul, Dutten! Am I to understand that you
have confessed to cutting off Wun Lung’s pigtail or i it a
mistpke 1"’

It Yﬂﬁ: ﬂaﬁﬁ”

ST i e

“I am quite willing to take any nessage for you, sir, and
1 -:;-?rtnmly will go and fetch the heer if E;:uu wilarh me io do
50,

“DBeer! Boy—"

* Any time you like, sir.”

Me. Qu:-l]ﬂhthmsrﬁlkhia hand ﬂe‘er his fu&eham‘!- Hea Lad
PECOUTSE e chalk again. e scrawled hastily on the
blackbeard, d

* Did you cub off Wun Lung’s pigtail ¥’

Button stared at the chall: guestion in blenk amazement.

* Certainly nat, sir?"

Cholk again. i

* ¥ou have econfessed to doing =0."

“ Oh, sic!™

" Did you not do it 7"

“ Mo, sir,”

“Then go back to your place ™

" Certainly, sir. But—"

Mr. Quelch waved his hand commandingly. He had had
quité emough conversation with the deaf junier. Dutton,
looking perplexed, resumed his place in the class, and the

wove beeame grave agein as Mr, %uelch frowned and
addressed them. The incident which had made them se
hilarious had not amused Mr. Quelch, and all the Formn
felt that there was trouble to come,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alenzo Owns Up,

a E will now return to the matter in hand after this
ridiculous intervuption,” said Mr. Quelch, with =
frown that quite banizhed any desire fo laugh on
the part of the Removites. I have appes

the hoy who cut of Wun Lung’s pigtail to confess,

him ene rmors opportunity of doing =o."’

Hea paused,

Fhere was 1o answer,

* Very well,” smid Mr, Quelch, eompressing his lips a little.
“*The boy dves not choose to confess, %h&t the culprit belengs
to the Remove is quite clear to me. You will therefore listen
to the decision I have come to, in consultation with the
Head. Until the culprit is discovered the whole Form will
be punished.”

A quick breath ran through the Remove.,

The announcement was not un cted. It was really the
only thing that could be done if the masters were determined
not to let the matter drop, as evidently they were.

“* Until the culprit confesses or iy discovered,” went on
Mr. Quelch, in measured tones, “*the whole Form will be
detained on zll half-holidays and will ke detained in the
class-room for one hour after the usual time of dismissnl in
tho afternoon.””

Tha Remove simply gasped.

“ My hat!” ejaculated Wharton involuntarly.

““Did you speak, Wharton?' said My, Quelch coldly.

Harry rose in his place, with a determined expressien on
his face. He was Form-captain, and it was for him to spenk,
if mghud:,r_ did. And now or never was the time.

“*Yes, sir,”” ha sai

“ Well 7

“ We have the second innings of a match with the Upper
Fourth to play on next Wednesday afterncon, sir,”" he =aid.

“I amn sorry for that.™

*We can't very well seratch it, sh——"

“ I am afraid there is no alternative, Wharton,*

* But, sip—="

My, Queleh made a gesture imposing silence.

“I have stated my decision,” he said. **1 know that it fall
heavily upon the innocent members of the Form, and I am
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ed to
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1 X3
rosioay, o IMaguel
sorry for it. But you must all ses that thers ic no other
FESOUITe left io me. A serious cuirage has been committed.
The guilty perty refvscs to confess, and cannot be discovered.
It is left to you yourselves to make the discovery. 'The guilty
Egrt;,- mwst be known to some of you—perhaps ta many. Let
im be exposed er induced to eonfess. That is all I can aay.
Until the truth is known the whele Form will be detained as
I have stated.”

“ But, sipm—

*That 15 enough, Wharton. Ft is uzeless to proloeg the
discussion."

Wharton sat down.

The Remove went through their lessona that morning
heavily encugh.

Fow hed any ides a5 to who the culprit was, and no ewe
believed for s mement thet he would confess and take the
serions consequences of his ack. 3

1 the fellow had been generally known uﬁuh!iﬂ opintom in
the Form, if not & sentiment of honour, would have compelled
Ivima ¢ own up.

But he was not knewn.

Tt looked as if the pertod of detention for the Hewmove
might extend over the whele of the term without the frwth
ever coming oub at all,

It was a g

loomy prospect.

The idea of having cricket mmtehes eaneelled, cycle raoes
off, and all other arrangements for the aftermecns and kal-
holidays seriously interfered with, was emough to strike
dismay to the Form. . 3

When they came out after moming Jessons they collected in
F]nﬂmy groupa in the Close, discussiog the blew thad hed
allen upon the Form. ] : : 3

They agreed without a dissentient voiee that it wan
“rotten,'” but me-one could propose what ought to be dome
under the circumstances.

f the fellows scowled &t Wun Lung, rather un-

HSome o
ren;}nahly regarding him as the cause of thesr troubles
“What did the Eleased heathen want to wear a blessed

pigtail at all for?’ demanded: (_?'ih’jh “ It's all his faolt.,™

“ Faith, end ye're right !’ said Micky Desmond. * Ilt‘rﬂlﬂ'ht
to have been cut off long ago, the haythen _5pt]pa-e1'1!’

** Oh, that’s rot I’ said Harry Wharton crisply. ' The fsult
is the chap’sy who eub it off. We ought to find him out some
how, anqlrzaka hmi':: mi:n “rf, 7

** How'll you make him?"’ . ]

“Hend him to Coventry, or rag him bald-headed,” said
Wharton. **If there's ever a time for ragging, I think this
13 it. Hut we don't know who it was.’’

“ And we're not likely to knew,” said Bulstrode. * The
chiap, whoever he is, will have sense encugh to keep it dax,
I suppose.™ .

! r::-t.uu looked at him, and walked away without replying.
Ho could not help suspecting Bulstrode. Nugent sud Bo
Cherry strolled with him, and the chums discussed the matier
without being able to shed any light upen it. Alonzo 'I‘qdci
came oot of the Housze, and caught sight of them, and hurried
after them. . ;

" Will you stop & mionute, Wharton{*” he said. *'I want to
speak to you'

Tha chums stopped.

" Go ahead ! said Harry., .

The Duffer of Greyiriares hesitated. He was lecking viry
worried and troubled, and the chums could’ see that ha Bad
sonmiething on his mind :

L | waﬁt to ask your advice about somdthing,” he star.
mered, at last.

Wi G{} -H.-l'I'E-E.d 1o ] ‘ . . ‘

“ It's—it's about what Quelch said this mﬂrnmri. ' mmid
Todd. " We're poing to be detained for all the half-haidays
till the—the rl:a]p owns up.’”’

“(lan't be helped,’” said Harry. " It's worss for us than
for you, as you're not in the cricket eleven.'

“But—hbut suppose 1 knew whe——""

“* Phew! You know the chap!™

* Buppose [ do?

“Then tell us,” said Harry., * You can’t tell Quelch—that
would be sneaking—but you can tell us, and we'll jolly scon
make the rotter glad to own up™

* P-p-perhaps he izn't o r-rrother,’’ stammeved Todd. .

“* Oh, m mﬂ well iz " said Bob Cherry. ' No decent chap
would cut off a Chinaman’s pigtail. It's & serious matter to
a Ulinee.” : 3

" E}ut-b-hut lve may have intended it as a—a favour.™

“ Eh 7"

",Eﬂum‘-'ﬁﬂ& he thought that Wun Lung wented it off, apd—
aml—""

“ Nobexly eonld be idiot enongh to think so.™

Tadd turned very red.

* Really, Cherry £)

Harry Wharton gave a stark,
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i Was it you ! he exclaimed.

“Yos," stanamered the Duffer.

The juniors stared at him.

“*You! You!”

£f YE’B. 1___‘”‘

“ What did vou do it for!"” demanded Nugent. “ I should
never have suspected you of playing a dirty trick like that.”

“I—I didn't mean it for s dirty triek,” stammered the
Duffer. * Bulstrode told me——""

*“0Oh!” exclaimed Wharton, * Bulstrode wag at the bottom
of it, of course. I guessed that from the first!"”

“ Well, it spems that I misunderstood him, you keow," said
Todd miserably. * But he and Sncop tpld me that Wun Lung
suffered from headaches, and would never be cured till his

ghail was cut off—and that ho had promised somebody in

na never to cut it off, or to ask an ¥ to do it, so—s0 if
it was done, it had to be done without hiz knowledpe.""

* Bulstrode told you thati’’ )

“ And you were ass enough to believe it !

“¥You chumpi”

“ Well, I—I didn't know ke was

rather, joking |

“Yes, he 8
maan you to tm

ing, you know—or—or,
for he says now that it was all & joke, and he
me to take it in earneast.”
_tftg.t now,"" ﬂﬂid Wh?lri:ﬂn, “ But heﬁ-rdid
it In earnest. 1L was ey # U un
Lupg—heozuse he dered not touch him himﬂi?,gl!hemu
had caught him once. You ass!”

“ Youn cheerful chump!" said Bob Cherey.

o B | iuiapnm I was a bit of an * gaid Todd, “But
look here, I'm not going to let the whole Form suffer for me.
I'm goiog to own up.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

Y That's the only thing you ean do.” he said. * Butvif you
ﬂ.l:?la.m to Mr. Quelch how it was, ha?h undpratand, perhaps. '’

‘I can't mention Bulstrode’s name. It would be sneaking,
1 uppees. -

Well, perlmps it would.”

1 ghall have to face the music, I suppose,” said Todd rue-
ful!a;b ‘ It's rather hard, when I only méant to be obliging
all time."”

“ You'ro a jolly lot too obliging, sometimes,” said Nugent.
*It's & habit you've got to g-u%:hl ?:-ﬁ:ﬁ of." =

“*“You chaps advise me to own up to Mr. Quelch?" gaid the

or slowly.

* Yea, rather!”

“I1—1 suppose T must.™

“We'll bear witness that you're s silly ass,” said Wharton
thoughtfully, *It's only fair that %wlch should know what
a chump you are, so that he won't think you meant to play a
i trick on the ee,”

d smiled in & rather sickly way.
“0Oh, all right " he said. “ Will you eome with me?"
;'-‘ga’;_'ll ﬂ?me."

nd the four juniors made their way to Mr. Quelch's & i
where they found the Rumuru-mastar?r $ Ay

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Scot Free.
(13 ELL?"I‘
w That monosyllable, which My, Quelch secmed to
fira at them like a pistol-shot, was not encouraging.
The juniors were considerably damped in apirits as
iha?r stood in the study, under the eyes of their Form-raaster.
H‘ If you please, sir, Todd has somethiog to toll you," said
ATTY.
“Oh! About the Wun Lung affair "
‘: oa, gir." i Dol
Olt MAY Prooss o

“ Thank you so mur':h‘, sir," said Todd.
1 out off Wun Lung's p:,g‘tai’l.”

Mr. Quelch jumped.

““ You!" he gjaculated.

“Yeu, sir.'’

The Remove-master seemed scarcely able to believe his
gars. e stared at Alonzo Todd.

At Yﬂlt-_?’ﬂl! out off Wun Lung's pigtail, Todd "™

* Yoa, if you please, sie.”

“ And—and you dare to cone and tell me in this barefaged
manner!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

' You—you told me to, air.” .

" Ah, yes! I certainly commanded the culprit to confess,”
said Mr. Queleh, more calmly, * But—but this effrontery——
No matter! Tt was you?'l

* Yes, gir.”

“Why did you do it? But I necd not ask you that. Bo
oruel & trick could only have been done by & boy with a really
baﬁl ];ua;,urf.-. "i"‘ﬁu will follow me to the Hesd.’

uf, Sipee——

Tar Maioxer Lisriry.—No. 123,
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“ If you please, sir,

¥ No move,” said the Bemove-master, riging. ** Come with
me."’
““ If you pleasc, sir,” said Wharton, ** Todd had an explana-

tion to make, if you will be kind enough to listen bo him, sie.”

“0Oh, vory well!" said Mr. Quelch shortly. *' Make your
explanation, Todd, I shall certainily be interested to hear
what it in."”

1 = o LN

i {'f c:::,lé;*?antﬂ! to be obliging, sir.

M n me to maka

Uncle Benjamin a.lwnﬁn impressed u : _
myselt useful, and to—to be obliging, sir, and I promised him
that I would."”

Y Are you insane, boy 1'°

“I—I hope not, sir.”

“¥You do not mean to say sericusly, ¥ suppose, that you
thought you would be obliging Wun Lung in cutting his
pigbut off; Todd 7" cjaculated Mr. Quelch, ;

*Yeoa, sir. It was through a follow saying something for a
joke, sir, which I took in parmest. I understood that Wun
Lung suffered from headaches, which could only be cured by
his pigtail being cut off. Bo I cut it off, six. I assure you
thal?lg only meant to be obliging."”

Mre. Quelch looked hard at him.

“* It seems incrodible to me, Todd, that any lad of your ago

g0 unspeakably stupid!” he oxclaimed.
“We'vo come to bear withesa for him, sir,” ssad Harry.
Wharton. *The whole Form knows Todd to be an awful

“ Any chap who has & yarn to tell that nobedy clse would
believe-always tells it to Todd, sif,” said Wharton, * He'll
i}rﬂm{ anything. I beleye he's the biggest duffer that ever

v air."

Mr. Quolch paused.

_ “ Do you believe, then, Wharton, that Todd was deceived
i the way he declares?”’ he asked slowly,

** Yes, sir, I quite beliove Todd."

“ It is very extraordinary.”

“ Yea, sir. Todd is an extraordinary duffer—oxcuze me."’

Mr. Quelch | his lips. _ _

“¥ou say that this extrgordinary deception was practised
u% you by another boy, Todd?" he demanded.

as, sir.”

“ What was his name #"'

Todd heatated. c

“Come, come!” said the Remove-mastor
“Tell me his name."” : ;

“ I promised not to mention it, air."’

1] Iﬂdﬂﬂd. !:H'

* Bosides, sir, he was only joking. e hos assured mo
since that he was only Jﬂking‘“m d no intention of being

taken seriously in the ma

Lirusguely,

I.
; “Oh! ‘Wharton, kindly fetch Bulstrode and Wun Lung
mr‘e"l’

* Yes, siv"

Harry Wharton left the study, and returned in a few
minutes with the bully of the Remove and the little Chiner.

Wun Lung looked as impassive as usual, with the excep-
tion that the ﬂmmy expression was still on his face; and
Bulstrode's looks showed that he was striving to conceal his
alarm.

Mr. Quelch pave him a sharp look as he entered.

“Wun Lung,” said the Remove-master, ' Todd has con-
feased to having cot off your pigtail the night before last.”

Wun Lung started back.

His almond cyes opencd wide, and he looked at the
Remove-master, and then a$ Alonzo Todd, in smazoment,

“ Me gleatly ’stonished, sil,”" he murmured.

“ You did not think it was Todd "

“ No, dir, me no tinkes—me no tinkeo now."

“ Come, you do nobt think Todd would confess {o an un-
truth 7'

* Me no savvy” )

‘“Todd's statement is cerbainly true,” said Mr. Quelch
“ Bulstrode, I understand that Todd was led to do this thing
by the representations of & boy wuch more cunning than
himself, who wished to be revenged upon Wun Lung, but
cleverly managed to throw the risk of the deed upon a simpler
follow.”

Bulstrodo turned crimson.

“1f Todd has been saying anything about me—"" ha
began. :

::gﬁﬂ has not mentioned your name.”

“Todd doos not wish to give me any information, as ho
vogards it as dishonourable to speak,” said Mr. Quelsh, * but
I gucssed fhat vou were the boy responsible.'

‘" Roally, sir, that i3 a little hard on me.”

“ Did you suggest to Todd that Wun Lung suffercd from
heada&!;em which could only be relieved by his pigtail being
cut off ¥
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“ I, giri"

“ Yea, you b E-lm't prevaricate, Bulstrode.™

“ LCertminly not, sir. I had no intention of prevaricating,
saicd the Remove bully, his cuuragr: rising 23 he saw t
nothing debnite con! p-r:uembt:,r known against him, z3
Alonzo Todd had not spoken.

Y Well, answer mo, Bulstrode,” smd Mr Guelch sharply.
“ Did you suggest this action to Todd?

“ Certainly not, siv. Some joko mig‘ht have been made
about Wun Lung having bem}acr:{iea threugh wearing that silly
sgiail--1 don't remcruber—but certainly Todd must have
woen an awful oss if he thought I meant e was to cut it
off. He conpot say—"'

** He says nothing. I am guecstioning you”

“ I am imnocent, sir.”

Mr. Quelch was bafffed.

He felt in his heart that Bulstrede was gui[tr—that— lie had
obtasined a cowardly revenge upon Wum Lung gotlin
Todd to act as & catspaw. DBut he might be mnst-n. en—and,
in any care, there was ne f. Bulstrode was too cool to
be likely o comvich htmaﬂ My. Quelch did not see how he
n-ns fo ta punished. Clear preof would be wanted before he
could report & boy to the Head for severe punishment. In
Bulqtmde’:. case, the clear preof was certainly neot forth-
COI S

“1 har&I:f know what to do in this matter,” said Mr.
Quelch, in marked tones. “ Todd has been the vietimr of &
cunning and umserupulous boy, whoever he is, whether it IE
Bulstrode or not. e acted with incredible folly, but fo
not wickedness, You do not think jcumh? Wun Lung,
Todd would willingly hove injured you?”

Wun Lung shook his bead

His ayes blazed upon Bulatm&e for & moment with a fierce
menace, but only for a moment. The next he was coal and

guiet agelin.
** Me likees Todd. He fool, but he no

" Mo, sil,”" he zaid.
bad.”’

* Then iiﬂﬂ do not desire hix punishment ™

Mo, stl, Me no wantee '

“¥ou may go, Tedd, You understand, Wun Lung, that
tt i3 impossible for anyone to be [mnuh-ed: in this aatiar,

tlrer the very peculiar eircamsiances, unless it is

* Allea light, a1

" Wharton, you may inform the Remove that, simce the

truth is knewn, tlu- &etﬁntmn i3 rescinded.”

*“Thank you, sir.’

“ Tt ia yn urtmmt& that the -:ul;ioot in this matter must go
unputnished,'” said king directly at Herry
Wharton. gt 1 trust th-i.tr :f learn the trus:

1 3 « Bemove
identity of the boy whe has mmer& all this trouble the ly
will show him & proper mbnm;:l-t, and i & way that he will
not be abla to misunderstand.’

And, with & goesture, Mr. Quelch dismissed the uu.lm'm

ﬂutﬂlde in the pa:]ﬁugﬁ,: Bulsirode walked gquickly away ;
Nugent paused, and 1 d significantly at Harry Wharton.

“ He knows it was Bulstrode,” he remarked.

“That's cartiain, Frank ™

" He can't punish him—'t

“But he wants us to.'”

“ Exactly,” said Bob Cherry.

Har harion set his hips.

* Awnd we're going to,” ho said quiethy.

e —

TRE SIXTEENTE CHAPTER.

Not to be Lnsalied.
“¥ 'M so sorry M
] The Pufler made that statement with great sarnest-
ness, and ha tapped Wun Lung on the shoulder to
emphasise his words, Tha little Chinee gave him a
peculiar look.

“ Allea light,” he said

" thlﬂr I‘hzg rg}nﬂ}' awfull 1r3',” sard Teodd.
wmeant to obliging, yoa . fiad

“ Allee light.”

“My Uncle Penjamin elways impressed upon me to make
myzelf useind, and I always iry to, you know.”

f Alles hght."

“I really thought it would bo a great favour fo you,
cutting off your pigtail, you knuw.”’ anid Todd. *“It would
het:;; great comfort to me to know that you do not feel angry
with me.

“"Me no angly with you,”™ “ 41
Bulstlode's fault.”

“ But he was only joking, and—"*

“ Wun Lung shoolk his head.

" No ]ﬂhe:r. You only fool; Bulstlode logue.™

"Oh, I-I'm not exactly a feol, [Fou Enow,” said Todd.
“T—I believe what people sap—0"

" You gleat fool I'*

“Oh, you know——"

“ Gleat Tathead fool,” said Wun Lung.

Tue Mieysr Lisganz.—N
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“I only

said Wun Lung.

rsnamn, Che [ IMagmet”

Enﬂ eheat fathead focl, me shavee youl heed like biliald

{'ﬁ_h jan

“VYaou gleat fool, me no shavee, BMe payec cut Bulsilode.
Yo savey?”?

And Won Luap walked away.

Tedd. rubbed hia nese thoughtfadly.

" Wall, I'm serry it happened, am] I'm glad I'va eons
vinced Wun Lung that I was not to blame, he murmoured,
“ [ rather think he'll be spiteful about it.'

There wasn’t much dcubt on that point, to judpe the
lock on Wun Lung's face as ho went in quest of ry
Wharton & Co. He found the chums of the Remove talkimg
together in the gued., and twitched Harry's gleeve to draw
hie attention. e stucdy captain of the Remove looked
down at the little Celestial.

““Abh! T was expeciing to jee you, Wun Lung,” he sand.

“You plomise kelpece me,”™ pard Wun Luong, his alwand
eyes glowing. * You helpee me punizsh Bulatlode. ‘What
you tinkee 1™

“ Certainly.”

" We, were just felkicg it aver,” sald Frank Nugent.
“ Wo're g‘mnig.' ta have him up before the Form, and make

o

1m answer for it." _ _
"“Lipping " said Wun Lung. " When Bulatlode punished,
me fasten on p;gtaul&a again, What you tinkee? New ane
t.n.km':: long time glow."
“ You turn up io the Form-room in a quarter of an llﬂ'lr,
satd Harry. “We'll bave Bulstrode there by that time.*
“Velly good!™
The word was passed round among the Remevitem .
All of them knew by that time how .the matter had hap-
pened, amd the hand {’.ulatmde hed had im . The Paffer

of Grey[r;ara had raised himself in the opinien of his F’ﬂm-

o T
[ . |
ponE ]

fellows by his pluck in owning up to Qwalch theugh
they a!l langhed heartily over his almpllc ‘allewing
Buldrode #o use himt ay s catapew., But agmeﬂ iht.

‘Bulstrode had acted badly, ani tﬁlt the little Chines was

entitled to make him *‘sit up *’ if it could pessibiy be dowe.
But how was it to ba done? That was t'lr-a

WUnder ordinary circumstances, such s thing would have Boen

followed a fizht between the two; but & Bght beiween
the burly Bulstrode and the diminutive Chinee would hate
been absurd. Wun Lung could not avenge his sewered

pigtail by being Enocked into & coekod had ar well,

The idze of makmg Bulstrode um&r for hin conducf to
the Form was approved by almost all the Remeove,

Scveral fellows went in search ef himy, bret ho wee ‘na-'.
easily found. Ja had udged it winer to Eeep eunt of -dight
as much as possible til matter hod had tinoe tfi‘r
over. Harry Wimrtnn & Co. did not mean {o be
however. They had promised their zid to the little {ﬁmeﬁ
and they nieant to keep their word

“ Bulstrode ™

“Where's Bulstrode ¥

" Anybaody seen Bulstrode 2V

"' Beon Bulstrode anywhere 2™

8o the inguiries went an.

The passages and the studies were draws hlank, m«ifh
ﬂmggmn -room and the gym. The Hemeva hﬂl} was kot
io LOETE

“ He's Lkeeping out of ﬂght cr. purpose,” said Harry

Wharton, with a frown, someona Dust hm‘n feen
himg, surely.”

" oen Bulstrode, Putton [™

B ¢

“ Have you seen Bulstrode?

“ Certainly.”

" Weall, where iz he 7

M Eh!™ gaid Dutton, putting hia hand fa his ear snd
leaning forward a little. ** Speak more cl-eu!;r, will you?
Mot Jonder—elearer {M

“Where is he ™

“He? Whot'

* Bulatrode.”

“ Cortain 3 1!'31:;11 like. But where iz«.the load "

“The load!"” gazped Nugent.

“ Yes, Hﬂw can 1 heI,p dynu carry your load, if i€ ian't
here? Are you . r&ohmg‘?‘

“0Oh, my word!”™ groaned Nmnt " Phat did T start
mkm ‘him guestions -:ar‘*" We weren't talkimg lbuut & load,
ulstrode! He's gone! Have u HT'EIB m 7

He W*EH I suppose the Beans woul lu:-ett! fast in
this weathor,” agreed Dutton.  * Thv&:j' ﬂuah;i; to ba well
watered before the sun is up, of course "

Nugent almest collapsed. i
dl“;i:‘,;arr:r me away ! he murmured. ' Cazry me homd to

ﬂ t

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eh? What did you say?** "
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“Tt's all right."

¥H3ee me to-night? I suppose you will,” said Duthon,
fooking puzzled. * I suppose you're pretty certsin to sce
me to-night, Nugent. I really don't understand what you
are driving ut. Don't go away, you know, Kaepeat what
you said, will you, and speak a littla elearer. Not louder.”

“ Have you seen Bulstrode ' shricked MNugent.

- Dutton flushed, and suddenly lashed out with his right,
and Nugeni staggered book from nn exceedingly forceful
tap on the nose.

& sat down with & bump in the grass.

“My hat!" he pasped, “ He's mad!
that for?"

* Held on, Dutton, vou azg—""
BTN teach him to call me a toad " said Dutton, brand-
ishing his fista, “Toad, am I? Clome on, then, and the
toad will lick you! Gebt up! Come on! Toad—heyt
Como on, and see if I'm a toad.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 don’t see anything for you follows to cackle at. T'm
E?tﬁ’?mg to be called a toad by anybody, I can tell you

ak !

“Ha, ha, ha! Nugent didn’t call you a toad—""

“Eh? What's that about g road?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

% Look hera—""

Hi_..t%?nl: staggered to his feat.

He held 8 handkerchief to his nose and that handlkerchict
wag showing thick streaks of red. The tap on the nose
had had effect.

*The blitherig idiod!" sputtered Nugent.
gap while I hig him 1"

“ Here, hold on, Frank—-""

“T'm gﬂiﬁ to smash him "

* But——

“ Howd my gap, you mas!"

Wharton dragged his chum back.

“Don't be an ass, Frenk., He thought you were saving
something you weren't'” ;

“I dan'd gare,” roared Nugent, sputtering. “ Loog ad

h‘j d !H

“Ha, ha, ha!”

a T SN |

. Hn,jr . g?}:’l cackling idiod

“ You shouldnt call me & toad, then,” said Dution.

:: -'ifl:tu howling ghump—7"=
.. At's a mistake [” bawled Wharton. * Nugent asked you
' P i ¥ F

» I sea! ¥ co 't he speak plain, then "

“Ha, ha! He did.” !

4% Eh ?!F

“0Oh, rats! Come on, Nugant!”

And Nugent was dragged away, still mopping hiz nosa.

What did he do

““ Howd my

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

The (ullty Party!

i ULSTRODE ¢

“There he ia!™ :

" Bulstrode! You oan hear plain emough. Stop 1"

., ., Half & dozen Removites had caught sight of Bul-

strode, in the Cloisters. The Remove bully was walking
away rather quickly; but he could not pretend not to hear
tha shouts sent after him. They could have passed unheard
by no one but Dutton.

He paused and looked round,

He looked just a little alarmed as the juniors closed
voynd him, but he assumed a manner of bravado, which
did not deceive Harry Wharton & Co.

“What do you want?"* he asied.

Wharton's reply was laconie.

1] Yﬁu !F!ﬂ

Bulstrode began to bluster.

“ What do you mean] What arc you getting at?”

(11 WE “"ﬂ-nt ﬂu,”

“ What for "

“To come to the Form-room."

“The Form-room! What on carth for i

“To mect the Form."

“ You're rotting, I supposs.”

“MNaot at all. You've got to explain

" Explain ¥

* Blossod if he isn't picking up Todd's way of parroting,”
grinned Nugcntu “ Don't waste vour breath like that, man:
come emlong.”

“I jolly well sha'nt come if I don't chedse,” said Bul-
o s d

ou will come," sal arry Wharton.
“ Who'll make me ™ v
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¥ OWrs will™
“ Look hore-—""
me on ™
Bulstrode gritted his teath,
“I won't, then!”
:;.'f}iii!+ you como ™ gaid two or throo voices,

*Collar him "
Bulatrode sprang back.
“ Hands oft 1 l%:m-:is' off, ¥ say, or—""

“Collar him !

And the Remove bully was promptly collared.

He had no chance to struggle. His arms wers prasped
and hold fast, and he was walked off towards the School
House in the midst of a crowd of juniors,

He scon stopped resisting, Somebody was already pro-
posing bo give him the frog's.aarch, rnd Bulstrode did o
want that at all. He did not wank to be more humiliat
than he was already. The fealing in the Form was evidently
-;gn:iuab him, and Harry Wharton & Clo. quite held the uppec

and,

*What do you want with me?” he asked sullenly. *I'lI
coma in if the Form wanis ik, You can take your paws
off 'mo."”

* Yery woll.”

Bulstrode was released, but the juniors kept round him,
Wharten did not mean €2 allow him a chance o bolt

“I1t's about Wun Lung,” said Nugent. * You know jolly
well that you puf the Duffar up to cutting off his pigtail "

“That's Todd's businesy.”

““ And onrs, too.”

“Tf you're going to make a row over that— "

“Wa are,” said Harry Wharton quictly,

And “Bulstrode relapsed into silence.

He was walked into the Form-room, and as zoon as it
was known that ho was thero the greatee parb of the Remave
came crowding in, A3 soon as most of the Form were
inside, Harry Wharton ordered the door to bo locked.
Locked .it-was at once—a proceeding that the Remove bully
viewed with considerable alarm.

“I supposa thia i3 all o foltén jape,” he growled. 11l
maka some of you sib up for it presently, too,"

“ Rats [

“ Loak here—""'

“Let hun alone!' exclaimed Skinner. ™ What docs %
matter about the rotten heathew’s pigtail, anyway "

Wharton turned on him in a ﬂa;a.?i.

Y Bo you were in if, too!" he exclaimed sharply,

Slkinner started back at onoe,

B: Oh, " no,” he said; “I—I knew uothing about [t

l_'! ——

“Thes hold your tongue.'”

“ Look hers, Wharton—""

“8hut up ! said Bob Cherry, giving Skinner a push on
the chest that sent him stapgering away; and Skinner
judged it wiser to keep on the ouler circle of the crowd after
that, He was willing to speak & word for Bulstrode, il that
was any wuse, but he waa nobt of the stuff of which herces

are mado. Whon he saw Lhat feeling ran mtrongly against
the bully of the Remove, he was ready to talo o i';ac seat
at once.

“Now, then, Bulstrods,

. it's gllrutt,v clear that you'ro
rasponsible for Wun Lung losing his wool,” Harry Wharton
began, “ Todd, come and apin your varn.™

“ Really, Wharton, I don’t want—"'

“It fsn't a question of what you wanb, but 5f what wa
:’{;&1%" said Wharton criaply, “Come and do as you'ra
vl fa. I8

id Hu‘t—?’

“Bring that witness forward.” said Wharton, frowning.
“IF he doesn't immediately tell the teuth, tho whole beuth,
and nothang bub the trath, pinch him till he does.”

COh, I—=E"H tell you all aLauﬁ ik, of courae ™

“(:p Aahead, then."

“You ace, Bulstrode waa just rotting me—-""

“Of course he was, and you were mug enough fo fall
inlo the frap*

“ Heally, you know——'

“Toddee pgleat muggass,™
guickly."

*“Oh, il right !

And Alonzo explained how Bulstrode and Bnoop had in-
duced him to cut off Wun Lung’s pigtail. A roar of laughter
preeted the oxplanation. That anybody could be fuﬁw
enough to be made a catspaw of so easily was astounding:
hut the Remove knew Todd. He had been taken in many
timer by Himsier atorios than that.

Bulstrode listened in siullen silence.

He had cever expected the matier to come home ko him
in thia way, or he might have postponed his reveogo upon
Wun Lung for a more favouralble opportunity.

Wharton lookad round as Todd concluded.

gaid Wun Lunp. * Sposkea

A Splendia gehcol THig of BATRR SEharven & Oo



“Where's Snoop ¥ he asked.

“Qpnoop! Sneopevy! Snoop !

Bat Bnoop was not to be seen. .

9noop was wise in his generation, and he had made it a

oint to give the Forfa-room a wide berth 22 he found the

move assembling there with Bulstrede and Wun Lung.
It -E.rmlzld have required a very long search to unearth Bnoop
Juat Ehen. 2

“}ea's not here,” said Dob Cherry, after a look up &nd
down the class-reom.

* Oh, never mind Snoop ' exclaimed Nugent. * He was
only Bulstrode’s toady in this, as in everything else. Let
hma go.”

“ Nugent's pight.”

“ Bulstrode was the hoad cook and botile-washer,” said
Tom Brown. " Never mind Spcop. Now, let Bulstrode
answer for his giddy sins.”

“ What have you got to say, Bulstrode '

" Go to the deuca l”

*“ Thanks! Anything elsei*

i Nﬂl 11 :

Wharton raised hiz hand. ; ;

“ You do not deny the truth of the witness's stalementsM*

"You know I don’t,”” said Bulstrode savagely. “JX had
to be careful with Quelch, but I'm not afraid of you"

“You told that rotten yarn to Todd to make him cut off
Wun Lung’s pigtail ¥’

“Just as you like,” said Bulstrode, with a shrug of the
shoulders. “ ¥ou'ro doing sll the talking in this acf, and
Fyou can go on.”’ S

“¥You did that Because you were afraid to cut the pigtail
off yoursclf, I suppose.’”’

Bulstrode Iaughed harshly.

** Afraid of what—that Chinee dwarf?"” _

“Na,"” said Wharton tiuretl_r.r. “of being expelled. Yeu
wanted to revenge yourself on Wun . and-you wanted
somebody elve to take the rizk of being kicked out of Grey-
friars for it."

Bulstrode bit hia lip. |

Wharton turned to the junioras.

* ¥ou see how the case stands,’” he satd. " All you [ellows
form the jury. but I don’t think there ean be much deubt
abont the verdict. Bulstrode put Todd up to this—a sérious
gutrage, as you all know, He meant Todd to be punished
for it, il anybody was punished. Now, Todd was a silly
asa—" .

“ Hear, hear "

" But that doesn’t exense Bulstrode.
him all the worse, for havin
a mll;
guilt b 3 A

“Guilty ' said the juniors in chorus,

A Good 1

“ Rats!” zaid Balstrede,

'"The question is, what compensation is ta be made to
Wur Lung? He's lost his pigtail, and Todd came very
near getting something in the neck. Now——"

“ Let them fight it out,” suggested Stott.

There was a general Iaugh.

M I'm ready ! suid Bulstrode, with a grin.

Wharton shook his head.

*A fight between Bulstrode and Wun Lung is out of the
queetion. Bulstrode could lknock him to pieces with one
hand. I suggest that the punishment be Ieiitj to Wun Lung,
and that the Form beck him up in inflicting 1t

* Hear, hear !

“ ook here—" beran Bulstrode.

Wharton held ap his hand.

" Bilence ! Btand fotward, Wun Lung !

And Wun Lung, grinning now, stood forward.

Where are you, SBnoop ™' .

Io fact,” 3 makes
imposed on the simpleity of
asa—an ¢xtra specia -ailig'if ass, Now, Bulstrode's
‘ingg_clearly establishod—"

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Close Shave.

ULSTRODE made a movement towards the duor. Beb
Cherry and Frank Nugent took him affectionately by
o arms, and stopped him.
“ Not just yot,” said Frank.

" Let me go, hang you !

" Boma other time, dear hoy.™

Wun Lung stopped before Bulstrode, and his almond eyes
ﬂﬁiﬁt—iiiatﬂd a8 he fixed them on the face of the Remove
= i | s

“‘Eu]‘aﬂmfa cuftea off Wun Lung'a hail,” he said; * Wun
Lung cuttes off Bulstlode's hail allee sames,™

There was & shout of laughter.

“ Good !

“*Tit for tat!”

“A Rolend for an Oliver™

“HGet your hair cut, Bulstrode

" Ha, i;a, ha 1*?

Bulstrode turned crimson. .

“1f you think I'm going to stand anything of the sori—"
he began.
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“You am’,’" gaid Wharton.

ONE
PENRY. ’]

[ 28 I"""I""""‘"‘ ,

“You've had Wun Lung™ topknet off, You can’t
grumble.”

H:I tﬂj] Fnu____,_‘l:l ;

“Bhut up! Are vou ready for the operstion, Wun
Lun

?i’
o itl&a leadee.™

* Then begin.”

AL light" ) . _

Bulstrode made & desperate wrench to tear himself frec,
End' sprang towacds the door. A dozen hands were upem

I t' #. ] [ L]
Iﬁ;wg dregged back, panting, and Sghting like a wud

t.

- Eet me go, ang you!” he shouted.

“ *Nother time, chappy.”

“Hord i t"

b ng, L::E: your hair cut fike & good bay, Balstrode™

:: Fair Elﬂyﬁ;ﬁlﬁu know." '

o f‘?.i;;?ék :ﬁim on 3 [Eurm,” said Harr “1§ he

i i t & rop& roun
w?i'lhté iﬁ&piﬂﬂ.ﬂmmﬁsg Wl igtfud- dewn o & form.

There, three or fouxr pasrs of hands held him fast, and
Wun Lufg came up grinning, The little Chinee had taken
a pair of seissors from his pockeb. )

 All leady !’ be exclaimed.

“ Go ahead I

e thered d cagerly

TG S8 '

T oagh justice, but it wae justice, Bylstrode hed
been responsible for Wun Lugg's Joss of his hair, and E'.ﬂ;
sirode was to lese his own by the banda of Wun Lumg:
Nothing could be fairer, and it was an ides that uppealed to
the Hemovites. %t was E;;.i,ny t-?'f well as just.

trode s with roge. .

Elgahhad ?*nﬁ:ﬂﬁ {h?cﬂl':? silky hair, which he always paried
carafully, and of which he was considerably proud.

To have it hecked off by the Chinea wan too awful for
worda. What would he ldok like when the Celestiak was
ﬁnlilahﬂg?dh dsred to think

E :; a -

H: n::.rde ﬂnf more desperate effort as the little Chimes

came towards him wﬂ:!é the gleaming secissors in his hand.
j oWk REAln. ;

E“H*-ﬂ!;?],“;?]‘ ,m;'::; pss!” said Bob Cherry warningly.
“ Vou'll get cut, you know."”

“* Hang jou b

“ Quiet 1"

“ Rottern! T'1] livk the lot of youl” .

“ Going to lick the whole Form at once, ot one fell swoept
asked Tom Brown,

** Ha, ha, ha!" . :

# Look here, Wharton, if you let that Chinese beast teuch

i¥

Wharton.

him."

“ ¥ou've only got yourself to thauk for it.”
“PN—=1'11 amaﬁ you [

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. ,

“T'Il meet you in the gym., with or wi g;}irnveutmy
time vou like, and you know it,” he said. * Jf Wun kun
wWere {pig enough to tackle you, you should mest i‘um; but 1
he were big encugh to take care of himself, you d has let
him alone.

“Me cuttee now,”

Bulstiade struggled agal -
t u alm. )
*”ﬁiﬁi ﬁmr th;‘ ﬂa?s Bob Cherry. “ Ha'll f;ﬂt Lis head

eut instead of hizs hair if he deesn’t keep still| Hold on!

1've got a cord in my pocket.”
“* Good 1"

The cord was produced, and Bulstrade found himeelf tied
down to the form, his handa secured to hiz pides.. It waa
impoesible for him te struggle now., Wun Lung called to
Toggfﬂwlm came up grinning, asd held the bully of the
Remeve by the ears, to keep his head in poeition for the
operation. i : :

Wun Lung laid the scissors on the desk, and then drew a
little case from his pocket. The juniors watched hini with
interest, wondering what was commng.

Wun Lung opened the case, and took out a safety razor, a
stick of shaving-soap, and a shaving brush.

There was & general exclamation. n

“ You'ye not ching to shoave him, Wun Lung ™

“ Mo shavee [V

(1} But_r‘r

" Bhavee head.”

“¥Ma, ha, hal? . : ]

Y 0h, draw it mild!" said Wharten, “ Hang 1! ¥You
h]]ﬂw—-—-«-—”. E

Splendld School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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“ He cutles off allea miy hail.”?

* Yes, but—" =

s Hﬂt cuttes off allee his hail.”
u —

“You plomise."

“ Yes, Emmiaed. but——""

“ Me holdea you to plomiss.”

“Well, it's your own fault, Bulstroda; you should have le
his topknot alone,” said Harry Wharton. * You'll have to
face the music now." ; .

- Wun Lung brought forward o basin of water, which he
had placed in the Form-réom ready, He had evidently
thought out the schume of shaving his enemy’s head.

Ila started first with the scissors. ! 1

With a deftness that a professional barber might have
envied, he snipped off Bulstrode’s hair, cutbing it very close
‘to the head. o=

The Removites looked on grinning.

Bulstrode scon bore a etriking resemblance to a convict
fiewwly released from prison, and the fury in his face quite
hore out that character, .

EHI:_IP. anip, snip, went thﬁ BOISS0TE.

“He, ha, ha !"'

The hair fell thickly round Bulstrode’s shoulders.

His face was a picture of rage. But the little Chines did
'nn:‘pven lock at it. His attention was all given to the hair-
outking.

“My only hat!" ejaculated Bob Cherry. “1 must say
Bul?{md& is ﬁmﬁinning to look a regular brote!™

“Ha, ha, hal" :

B‘" Dh'& ang you, I'll make vou sorry for this!" anarled
trode.
he last lnr{{g of hair had fallen, and the scissors could
do no more. un Lung laid them down on the desk.

Then he took up the shaving-brush, dipﬁﬂ[ it in water,
snd commenced to lather the head of the bully of the
Remove, )

He rubbed on the soap and lathered it with the brush, till
Bualstrode's head was & mass of svapy foam.

* You—you Chiness beast !" gasped Bulstrode.
Xow |

Whether b
dabbed into
was silant.

Wun Lung lathered on.

Then at last he laid down the brush and picked up the
safety razor. There was no danger of cuttiog Bulstrode
with thiz iosirument as there might have been with an

iNATY TAZOT. )
It ghided over Bulstrode's head, in the Chinee’s active
hand, and the Remove bully gasped as he felt it through the

m;rLe ! .
h"h Inavﬂ off " he yelled. “Btop him! Wharton, stop

i

Harry tapped Wun Lung on the shoulder.

“Hold on, kid !" he exclaimed. *“ Don't you think you've
done encugh 1" ‘

Wun Lung shook his head obstinately.

" He's lost most of his hair, you kaow"

" Me losee all"'

" Yes, but—" )

:: Eu%aﬂada losea all, too. What vou tinkee ™

u _'_'___IF

“"You plomise.™

Wharton drew back.,

““ You'll have fo stand it, Bulstrode. It's only fair, and I
promised to stand by Wun Lung so long as it was fair play.”
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“ You'd better take it quietly.”

Bulstrode did not take it quietly. :

But that made little difference ; he took it all the same.

The razor glided over his head to and fro, with a skilled
hand puiding i, and the remains of his hair dropped off in
the lathered soap.

The little Chinee worked patiently. If he had been & pro-
iessional hairdresser, working for a high fee, he could not
have been more careful.

Wun Lung washed off the lather, and then towelled the
hkead. Then he threw down the towel with a Frin.

“ Allee light,”’ he snnounced. *' Me finished.”

“0Oh, T'll pay you out for this!" groaned Bulstrode.

The Removites gasped as Bulstrode's head was exposed to
view. It was bald!

The surface of it was almost as smooth as the surface of
2 billiard ball. Here and therc streaks of hair were leff.
That was all.

Bob Cherry snipped E‘hruu%l:t the cords with his penknife.
Bulstrode rose free from ths form. =
&

He made one spring, like s tiger, at the liftle Chinee.

LT I_I_

‘accident or not the shaving-brush had been
is mouth, and the Remove bully gasped and

wasg swung back the ready grezp of Harcy Wharton.
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The captain of the Remove stepped in front of him.

“ None of that!™ he cxclaimed sharply. “If you want
anything of that sort, I'm ready. You're not gowng Lo
touoh WUn L™ | engs

e guivar Wi T

T maquyﬂu all sit up for this, some time!'" he hissed,
and he strode to tha door, unlocled it, and stamped out of
the Form-ropm.

—

THE KINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bald-Headed Bulstrode.

" 00D heaveas !

Me. Capper, the master of the T
utterad that exclamation, aos he met
the passage. ]

The smooth, hairless haad of the burly Removite attracted
his attention at once, and he stopped and stared at it
blankly.

o “’Eat—wha.t—whﬂ is that 1" he exelaimed.

Bulstrode only snarled.

“Bay! Stap!" exclaimed Mer, UaPper.
does that mean? You are Bulstrode '

* YVae, gir.”"

“ How came your head in that state ¥

“J—I've had my hair cut, sie."

“Deoar me! Do you mean to say that the barber was s»
reckless as to cut off all your hair, and leave you com-
plately bald 1" exclaimad Me. Capper.

“Ta it very bad, ‘Sir]:" i

“PDear.me! It ia shooking 1"

Mr. Capper passed on, and smiled to himself. Bulstrods
certainly looked extremely absurd. The bully of the Re-
move was raging inwardly ; but it was useless to relate tho
facts to the master. He looked ridiculous enough as it was,
withont confessing that he had had his head shaved as a
punishment by his Form-fellows. -

Bulstrads went up to the dormitory to change his collar,
which had been soaked in the process of shaving. Ho
changed it, and remained in the dormitory some time, won-
dering what he should do. ; T

He did not care to show himself in public in his present
ctate; yet there was no avoiding that for lang. Afternocon
lessons would soon be commencing. and though he could
dodge dinner, he could not dodge leasons.

o decided to keep out of doors as much as he could.
Thare he could wear his cap, and kesp his bald head out of
sight.

E‘What to do in the class-room he had no ides. .

He had left his cap downstairs, and he quitted the dormi.
tory o descend in search of it. Monsieur Charpentier meb
him in the passage. The little Frenchman was going down

to dinner, but he forgot all about his dinner at the sight of
“Ceil!l Is zat you, Bul-

ar Fourth,
lstrode 1n

" Whal—wht

& bald-headed youth of fifteen,

“ YVat "' he exclaimed, stopping.
strode 7"

“ Yeg " growled Bulstrode,

“ Vat is ze mattair "’

¢ Nothing, sir.” _

* But—but vour head [

“ It's all right, sic.” . \
“ft iz zat you have no hair upon zo head, mon garcon?
wsrclaimed the CFrench master, ** Vat have happon viz zo

tete—za head.”

* Nothing. sir,” I

:' i]ut T {llmir lli i?az. aill gc-;::‘ viz iﬁsa{lf.”

*I've had a rather close harr cul, siv. :

“ Ciall I ziok zat it is ferry closs, Bulstrode. I _'e_:mk zat
you vas entitled to ze big damages from zat barbair.

“ Vas, air.” , ]

Bulstrode ran on downstairs, lepving the littla Frenchman
holding up his hands in astonishment. _

Hs took his cap from the hall, and went out into the Cloze.
The Remove had gone in fo dinmer, but Bulstrode did npt
feel inclined to join them. He could not wear his hat in
the dining-room, and he did not feel inclined to appear
without it. .

E-Iau went over to the tuckshop, and surprised Mrs. Mimbla
by esting & big meal thers, inatead of having his dinner.

Mrs. Mimble was surprised, but Bulstrede was & paying
customer, and she had no objection to make. Bulstrode did
nat leave the tuckshop till the juniors were coming out alter
dinners Most of them looked curiously at Bulstrode, Hir
cap concealed the baldmess of his head, but & glance showed
that the hair was gone, sl the same, for. Wun Lung
shaved carefully round and above his ears.

Bulstrode glared furiously at the Removites in return for
thoir plances. He did not speak to any of them. [lo wax
in such a deadly rage that he could have uttered nothing bul
torrents of abuse,

A Bplapdid %J;I:_n-}lgl Talo of Harey Whartqn & Co.



“ Looks sweet-tempered, don't hel!” murmured Bob
Cherry. *I don't wonder! It was rather rough on him—
though no more than he deserved.”

“ The roughfulness was great, but the deservefulness was
terrific,” -murmured Hurpee Junset Ram SBingh,

Wingate came out of the IHouse, and he pglanced at BEal-
strode. He noticed something = little odd end curious
tiough he did not quite see what 3% was. As it haﬂmngd a
gust of wind caught Bulstrode’s cap just then. and whirled
it off. Bulstrode made a cluteh at ib, and canght it—but too
late-—the sun was shining on his smooth head.

Wingate staggered back in astonishment ]

* What on earth does that inean, Bulstrode?” he exclaimed,
as soon as he could find his voioe, * How did you get your
liead into that state?’ i ]

Bulstrode jammed the cap savagely on his head agam.,

* 've had my hair cut!™ he growled. 3

“ You—vou've had vour hair cut—like thet !’

“ Locks like if, deesa’t 1t?” growled Bulstrode.

';Elutt-—but—w it for] Whe did it? Come, tell me the
truth I’

“ The fellows did it."

'L whf g1

“ Oh, 8 1ape, I suppoze.™

Wingate's brow grew stern. .

* Look here, Bulstrode, if the fellows have done a thing
like that for a jape, it will have te be inguired into. "That
means a fAogging. You had better tell me the ¥acts before
I repert it to the Head."

Bulstrode bit his lip. :

“ They fancied 1 was responsible for Wun Lung getting
his pigtail cut off," said Bulsirode reluctantly.

“Oh! And you were—eli”

“Well, youn see—-"

“ Come, the truth "’

“ Well, perhaps there was something in it.”

" Yes, perhaps there was,” said Wingate. "1 haven't the
slightest doubi there was myszelf. Youw've pot exactly what
vou deserve, Dulstrode.  I've heavd about that {ren Mr
Queleh, and as you've been cunning encugh to covar up your
tracks so that the masters can’t touch you. 'y glad you've
pot what you deserve from another =source, It serves. you
rigrin 7

%"'511{1 the captain of Greyiriavs strede on his way. laughing,

Bulstreale saw  him  tallking to o group of other Sixth-
Foroers o hittle later, aud they were u]'f lauglinge.

Two or threo seniovs zhvolled up to Bulstrade presently,
and asked him to take his cap off. Ha ccould not disobey
Hixth-Formers, and they locked at his bald head and grinoed.
FHe went indoors to escape this persecution, and kept on =
capr in the passapes,

Fut he was not destined to eseape. Luck was against him,
He styalled into the hbrary as the room where he was least
likely to bo disturbed, keeping lis cap on: and, as luck would
er:wr,- it, he found Mpr. Prout, the master of thie Filth Forar,

1B,

Me. Peont planced up from bis ook,

At the sight of a junior walking inte the libravy with his
cap on, the Fifth Form-caster started, and tuined pink with
anger.

* Bulstrode I he rapped ont.

The unfortunata Bulstrede stopped.,

“lff.r:;! ’I:.:;!m your cap off "

e Prouf made an angry resture,

“ Tnlke your cap off at once.™

Buistrade enwillingly obeyod,

ir. Prout gave a jump, and dropped fns ook as the bald
fwwad of the Remove bully wasz exposed to his view.

" Goodness gracious, Dulstrede!” he exclaimed, ' What
}inwﬂw begn domg to your head? How came 1t in this
siate?

Bulutrode faltered out the old éxcveer

“1've bad my hair cat, sic!™

“ Most carelesz of the bovber,” said My, Piout
greqeainl ! The man muost bave been infoxiented !
precelul 1?

Fulstrode retreated from the Lbrary to avedd further quaes-
tioning, The Fifth Form-master was evidently curivus about
Lha matter.

He rcireated inlo the Head's garden, a very quiet spof,
ta pass the time until afrernoon lessoms.  As forluno would
Linve 1, Mrs. Locke and her Litle dausliter Moily were walks
ing in the garvden,

Bulstvode came faca 1o fase with them on one of the garden
jaths.

; Ho stopped, turning red.

Ir mraply had to veise hie cap; 6 could pol possibly be
avoided. He dragged it slowly up from his head, and Mrs.
Locke uttered an exclamation, and little Molly & =shriek of

Fragrelnte
*Bless my heart!” exclaimed Mrs, Locke. " What bas
beecome of your hair, Bulsfrode
“ T—T'vo had it cut off ' stammered Bulstrode,
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; .miul ko ran off before Mes, Lozke eould question him
artiier,

Fuming with rage, the unhappy Leily of the Remove beat
a retreat to the Remove dormitcry, whers he remained
steiding to and fro like a wild beasl until the betl began to
rm&emt afterncon classes.

stopped at the sound of the Lell

What was to be done?

To show up in the classroom hefore a grinning Form with
Lis bald head, and to meet the cold, sarcastic pere of M
Queloh—be felt that he would almost face death rather than
that. But thers was no help for it.

_An iden darted mto the junior’s mind. He tneck a large
gilk mufBer foom: his box, and wrapped it round his head
aird neck, as if he w&rﬁ_suffe;infu' from a bad cold,

Hea descended the stairs, his face baming ved, in wwmrp con-
trast to the white silk mufiler bourd over his bead.

The Remove were already in their room, snd Mr. Quelch
was already noting the absence =f Balstrede, when he
entered, last, and went towands his place,

The Form-master stared at fom.

* Bulstroda! What have yon got yeur head bound uf in
that manner for? demanded Mr. Quelch sharply,

* M-my head, sir!”’ mumbled Bulstrode,

© Yes, Harve you had an accident!”

“ MNonng, el

* What is the matter, then!”

" I've & alight c-¢-cold, sir 1"’ stamunersd Bulstrode.

Mr. Quelch frownod
'* You shew no signs of having & cold, Bulstrode, Ei?ﬂyi
takc off that absurd bandage, and I will judge for m
whether you need it 1"

“ ©h, sirt I—" _

" You hear me, Bulstrodsa "

** ¥e-ce, sir; but—bhut——"'

“ Take thet bandage off et once!"

Bulstrode groamed inwardly, and the Removites drew a
qurck broath as his hand: wont up to untie the silk mufer.
What My, Quelch would say when he saw tha junior’s
head,- they could not guase. They could only wait and see.

] Eﬁ.‘-’tﬁﬂdﬂ slowly unfastencd the muifiler, and let 1t fail from
1is head.

Mr, Quelch utterad a ery of =urpriso.

“ Bulstrode ! What—what—— ¥You are completcly bakd I

The Remove gipgled. Bulstrode stood with downcast eves
nnd lis:urning {face. The Remove-master stored =t him
blenkly.

* What does this mean?' he gazped. ** Who has cut off
vour hair in this ridicalous manney, Bulstrode?'

“It's been cut off, sir.”

“* But by whom??

Bulstroda was silent. Mr. Quelch's eves roamed over the
grinning Form, They restad upon the face of Wun Lung for
o momant.

The truth dewned wpon him.

Hiz stern frown relaxed into a zmile. )

“Ah, I think I understand, PBulstrode! The Lower
Fourth evidently imagine thet you were more guiity than
Todd in the matter of sovering Wun Lung's ia;gtﬂ.jl, and you
bave boen punished by your Ferm-fellows. Is that et

Bulstrode wes silent. -

M. Quelch stared ot the bald head, and hizs mouth wmas
twitching ; the jupiors knew that he was trying not to lsugh,
and they scon saw that he would not succesd. The |
crane out, all the more irresistibly frouy the efforta to suppres

it.

* Ha, bha, ha '

The Remove took their cune from their Form-master,

A ronr of luwphter rung throush the Fosm-room.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bulsirode stood erimson and dionh.

“ Ha, ha, Lat™

Br. Queich calmed hinwself 28 luast, He made & command-
i pesture (o the elass, and the lagghter died away dn
clruck les.

“ Bulatrode,” said the Remave-master, as soon as he oowkd
command Dy voice—'* Bulstrode, you cannot teke your plese
in class in that siote. Besides, you =aye - in
of cntching a real cold. VYeu will o into sanatorium for a
Lime until your hair lus had time partially to grow. for
thiz occurrence, I sghall meke no inguiry into it, as T am
convineod thit sabstantial jostios has been dome. You can
take this note o the matron, Bulstrode.”

And for some time after that Bulstrode was mot zeen =t
lessons; but he was not missed very much.
THE EKD.
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An Awkward Predicament— Stanley Dare Plays a Bold
Game—The Eavesdroppér,

The stairs were very old, and more than once gave ouf a
oreaking sound, although Btanley Dare mounted them as softly
ag & cat mizht have done. It was a perilous undertaking he
was bent uwpon carrying out, for he was unarmed. And if
thess mien got him inte their power again they would ehow
him no mercy, although they were still ignérant of the faet
that he was & detective on the track of & murderer
whom he believed to be o momber of the gang.

On veaching the landing he could hear tha chink of glass
ingling with the hum of voices, and the scent of rank
tobaceo penetrated the atmosphere. The rogues were anjoy-
g themselves

The door of the room next to the one they occupied was
open. Dare entered the room, and noticed that there was a

oor of communication between the two roonw. The wood-
worlt was old and ehrunken. Through a chink in tha door

could sec into the noxt chamber. Five men wers soated
round o table, drinking and emoking. They were un-
masked. Latimer's double—or was it Latimer himself 7---
time alone would solve that mystery—was seated at the head
of the table.

“Bhall wa bring in the bisd that we have netied I asled
ene of the fellows.

“ ¥es; bring him in,” said Latimer’s double, known {o his
aepocintas as Jim Bargrave,

A man slipped from the room, and Bargrava at once
fastencd s rmmsk over his face. A few minutes passed: then

IE man re-entered the room, bringing with him Douglas

ayton.

4 Dare clenched his hands with somethiog like a gesture of

Bapair,

"1 feared it—I feared if, as soon as I heard what those
fellows eaid,” he thought., * What mad folly caused him to
do this? It is'the worst thing that could have happened,
end makes my task all the harder. Could he not trust me
g;iﬁ my best to prove his innocence? And how comes it
that he is here? Well, he must not be given up to the police
again now. I must do my best to gave him."

To make & resolve to rescue Clayton from these miscreants
was one thing, but to carpy out that resolve was quita
anothpr matter. His only chance was to play a bold game.
Had he been armed it would have boeg easier; but, in any
case, the young detective was not ono who was ever daunted
by difficulties.

Douglas Clayton had glaneed round the astemblage with
dismay written upon his face. When he had entersd the
housa a couple of hours previously, almost exhausted, a
Fugitive {rom justice, he had =upposed that it was un-
terianted, and would make an excellent hiding-place, Ha
bad no idea who these men ware, buf he did not like 4leir
tooks, and he feared that if they guessed who he was the

e of & reward would tempt thom to give him up fo the

j LiE
The firet words that Jim Bargrave spole convincod hi
that his fears were well fcrundadi; E o i
* Douglas Clayton, I believe "' said Bargrave, in his cold,
%ﬂrmg tones. “Wa are happy to see you here, I am sure
1t your visih is mtfﬂrtug:t& for souraslf. The palics will
mpise you; snd as we are law-abiding citizens, it will, 1 fear,
bp‘{:mr painful duty to give you up.”
‘¢ ¥ou will not do that?” exclaimed Clayton, who looked
BE Maexer Limniry.~No. 123,
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INTRODUGTION.

An undergraduate named Donglas Clayten, of St. Martin's Collags,
Cambridge, Is accused of the wmurder of o FEllow-andergraduate, and
Stanley Dare, assisted by Professor MacAudrew, takes up bis case. The
two working together soon discover the existence of a secret gapg of
despscadoes, and by following one of them up one night after a “iown
and gown” fight, Stanley Dare locates the headquarters of the gang—a
deserted house in Cambridge. He enters the howse with a skeleton key,
and heariog the sound of low woices, cautiously begine to mount the
Btairs,

(Now go oa wililr the Story).

pale and haggard. “I am innocent of the crime of which I
was accused. My innocence may very shortly be proved.
But I could not endure the thought {:Fyhﬂiug immured in &
prison cell like a common felon until the proofs wers forth-
coming, 6 I made my escape. Think le:a.l; you would do
yourselves under similar ¢ircumstances! ¥You cannot be zo
utterly devoid of human aympathy as to betray me I

Bargrave shook his head sadly, and a hypocritical smils
played about the corners of his mouth, which was visible
below his mask,

“ We have all heard theso protestations of innocence from
guilty man,” he said. ‘It is the sams ol cry. If, a8 vou
say, proofs are forthcoming of your innocence—and 1 hope
you iwill not ba grey-headed belore they arrive —there was
no need for you to make your escapa i"r{:m prison, or the
police-cells, wheraver you happened to be confined. And
you necd not fear being handed ovar to the tender care of
the peolics again, for, baing innooont as you assert, and the
proofe of your innocence——"

Douglas Clayton interruptad him with an exclamation of
fear and amazement. Mo scemed to have mnoticed for the
first time something familiar in the man’s voice. 1t was
Latimer's voleo in every tono and infloction.

“Who are you?" he cried hoarsely. * You have the
mannerisms, and you speak wilh the voice of o man who ia
helieved to be dead !

“ ¥Your vietim you mean, perhapa? enid Bargrave. * Ah,
I am afraid that iz only ths working of & guilty consciencal
Latimer is the man timj; FOU A/re ac:::usecf of having mur-
dered. I oan hardly believe that he will come to lifa again
to please you, although, no doubt, he wouwld be willing
enough to «o =0 woere it in his power, For myself, I can
only say that I regret my voice should remind you of youe
crime."”

The ialsely-accused undergraduate stared al Bargrave in
doubt and perplexity.

“Why are you masked " he cried out suddenly. © Tell
me that."

Stanley Dara was unable to remain any longer as a speo-
tator of thiz scene. Flo had a plan to oarry out, and there
was no time 1o be lost about if.

Ellppm?‘ quietly out of the room, he descended the etairs
fo the hall, In one corner he had noticed a large packing-
case, filled with straw and pisces of wood. His idea was ko
rawsd an alarm of Ore, and during the confusion endeavour
to get Clayton out of the house arain unseen.

Tt was the work of an instant to strike a mateh and fling
it info the packing-case. The straw began o blaze, and the
picces of wood to crackle almost immediately.

Dare ran hightly up the stairs, and just beforo he renched
the top he shouted, in a hoarse, disguised veice:

“ Fire—fire ! The house is on fire!"

He heard a confusion of voices, oaths, and exclamalions,
the noise of chairs being hurriedly pushed away, and tha
tramp of feet

With lightning guickneas he slipped into the room he had
rocenily quitted as the deor of the adjoining apartment was
flung open, and the excited men rushed out.

They did not need to ba lold what part of the houso the
fire was. The crackling of the straw and dry wood reachad
Lheir ears ak once, and the bright glare of the Bames already
lit up the hall,

“Water "' ¢nied someons,

steck ¥#1s thars any water on ths
premises
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There was not much, bat they managed to obtain a few
bucketiuls, and so get the fire under before the ancient wood-
work of the houeo iiself caught. While the gang were thus
engaged, Stanley Dare made his way into the adjoining
reoimt, in order to aid Douglas Clayton in making his escape.

But Clayton had not been left alone. Bargrave was too
canning 1o make such a mistake as that. One man re-
mained, keeping puard over the undergraduate with a
loaded revolver.

He turned round as the young detective entered the room,
andd, seeing that it was not one of his associates, cried out, in
a startled voice:

“Who are you? What do you want here "

“¥ou will apon find that out,” replied Dare. “I mean to
have the whole of your gang of thieves laid by the heels yet.
Drop that revolver I

Duu%]as Clayton had uttered a ery of joy on seeing Stanley
Dare, but st 8 warning glance from the detective he held his
ton

“ Drop that revolver I Dare repeated to the man.

The [ellow believed that Dare had friends outside, and for
th?t reanson he meant to do something to ensure his own
safety.

“T'1Il not drop anything !" he snarled.

Dare leaped upon him and flung him to the floor.

"1 want that revelver I he sard, as he wrenched it from
the miscreant’s_fingera.

There was a short, Berce struggle. Dare banged the
follow's head upon the boards, and with & groan he lay etill.
The young detective leaped to his feet. The ncise of the
scuffle had given the alarm to the other men, and they could
be heard hurrying up the stairs, and shouting to know what
was wrong. The fire had by this time been got under,

i Pake this'' said Dare, thrmhnghthﬁ revolrer into Clay-
ton's hands. ' We shell have te fight our way clesr of thia
gang of scoundrels I ]

“ﬁ am game to fight,” replied Clayton. * But you have
no weapon.'

“ This will suit me,” returned Dare. ;

The table of the room was a rickety affair, but the legs
were heavy and solid. P;.:ttmg his shoulder under the edge,
he upset the table, sending the bottles and pglaeses with a
orash ta the floor. 1t waa the work of a minute to tear out
one of the legs, just as Bargrave and hiz associates dashed

Ah, it's you—eh? Hang you!

into the room.

“* What is wrong? Tl
take care you daon't escape us thia time !

He was armed with a revolver, as wara two othiers of tha
gang, but before he could use it Clayton had got in a shot,
and Bargrave staggered back with & nasty wound on his
neck. It did not dieable him, however, for, with a furicus
ocath, he levelled the weapon again, and ﬁre-él twice,

One bullet ripped a hole in the student’s gown which Dare
was stifl wearing: but the young detective’s blood was up,
and in deadly earnest, meaning to do his opponents as much
harm as posaible, he rushed at them, dealing terrific blows
right and left with the table-lez—a most effective weapon at
olose guarters,

Douglas Clayton followed eloze at his heels, and they went
through the gane of thieves and murderers in no time,
bowling them over like ninepins, :

“ This way ! cvied Dare.

They ran down the stairs and out through the back door,
which was now open, into the grounds. A few minuntes later
thej}r were in the street. i

“"Where had I better go to now P"'said Clayton. “ I must
hide somewhere, for I will not again submit to be locked up
like a common felon 1 :

“ Tt was an unwise act on your part to break from prison,”
replied Dare. ' But I can’t find it in my heart to blame

ou, as I ehould probably have acted as you have done had
been in your position. You must trust yourself to me, and
I think I can smiugele you into college.’”

“ Into college? Empnﬂsihle Ly )

“ Mot at all, There hos been a big town-end-gown row,
and all the ordinary arrangements and regulations are, for
to-night, practically in abeyance. . Fellows will be refurning
into college right through the night. Here, put on my gown
and mortar-board.  Your face iz pretty well disguised
already with blood and dust, and as there are a good many
other fellows in the same pickle it will not excite remark.
That's right! Now for 5t. Martin's once again.”

# Ah, once again !’ echoed Clayton sadly.

» a ™ L] 1 L] L}

Stanlay Dare had been sueccessful in smuggling Clagton
hack into the college, and, what wes more, into hiz old
FOONIS.

The rooms had, of course, not been occupiced by anyone
elze, but had been Lept locked up ever zince Clayfon’s
arrest, the master having the ey in hig possession.

This did not trouble Stanley Dare in the least degres, ag
tlicre were few lochs which he could not open if he desired
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to do so, and the door of Clayton's old room proved ng
exception to the rule.

At ten o'cloek on the following morning he joined the
undergraduate in his old ?uirtﬁrs in order to discusa the
sitveation, and also to smuggle some breakfast in to him.

“There will be 2 hue and cry after me,” said Clayton,

after pgreetings were exchanged; " and the police will be
searching everywhere."
“There 15 3 hue and cry already,” replied Dare. " But

you are safer here than anywhere. ¢ police will not
dream of looking for you in your old reoms. Now tuck into
that breakiast, and afterwards I want you to tell me how
you managed to make yvour escape.” )

The ;_rmtn detective had sedured the door, having taken
2 g look round before entering the rcom. But as he
uttered the last words, o crouching figure that hod been in
hiding in an old cupboard oo the stairhesd, crept stealthil
along the passage and stooped down beside the door wi
his ear to the key-hole. i i

As he raised his heod for @ moment, the bright morning
light showed up his features. ] )

t was Sennitt, the gyp. His was a weird-looking face at
all times, but now thers was an expression of the mostb
ma]i?«nt cunning on it that the human features could
poasibly assume,

S=

Two Bundred Pounds Reward—The Colonel—Unmasked.

“The manner of my escape,” said Douglas Clayton, as be
finished his breakfast, * was very simple, and purely owing
to an accident.” ] i

“J have heard about the cab accident,” replied Dare.
“ But the police don’t seem to be very clear in their siate-
ments as to how you managed to elude them.” :

“The reason of that may be’' pursued Clayton, with a
slight smile, * that they don't wish to admit that they were
a bit careless in keeping watch over me. I been brought
up on two previcus occasions, as you know, before ¢
justices, and I had been too utterly down on my luck to give
them the slightest trouble. On this third occaston the magis-
trates had committed mo for tridl at the next mssizes.” °

“T know,” said Dare. "I was in court, but I kept in the
background, as I did not wané to be recognised.”

“ While waiting trial I was to bo lodged in the county
gaol,” went on Clayton, *“It is infamous thet en innocent
man should be made to suffer like this, bul the fact remains
that it i3 0. I was being conveyed to the geol in a four-
wheeled cab, two policemen riding inside with me. Bud-
denly, a3 we turned a corner, a motor-car ran into the cab,
and sent it flying over on its side. In the ensuing confu-
sion 1 slipped away, having extricated myself almost in-
stantly, and minglad with the crowd thet had collected.
Being dressed in my own clothes I escaped observation, and
after dodging in and out of a number of streets, I ﬁ’najlg
hid myself in that empty house, where you found me.”

“ And now you are here, back in your old rooms,” said the
young detective, “ you will be able to remain-here in sliatg
for & fow days, after which I shall have to find a fres
hiding-place for wou.” _

“How in the case progressing 7' asked Clayton anxiously,
Ty there any hope that you will be able to unrovel the
mystery of the erime, and that the shadow of guilt will be
lifked ¥rnm me, so that I may look my fellow-men in the
face again " 1 ;

“ There is every hope,’ replied Dare, laying his hand on
Clayton’s shoulder, “J am on the track of the wmurderer,
and he will not be able to shake me off now unless ha com-
mita a second murder, and I am the vietim.”

""E’i:ru know the guilty man, then!” cried Douglas Clayton
Sageriy. y

Stanley Dare did not answer at once. For 4 minute or
ni:ﬂm hhe Exagti:l in deep thought. Then he said slowly, as
thow wea Ing evary word i

o Iglrn-::—w the Enan, but I have no proofs yat that will hold
good in o court of law. Dut the net is closing round him,
{lavion, and he will nol cscape—he will not escape 1™

:; Vhat itéhhiﬂ name;‘” _— ¢ of d Lont

sennitt, <] v ayin & part of cavesdropper, n
with hiz ear asgglgtepnsylmgr:ﬂutd Ppress it ta the !ce:.?hole his
unpleasant-locking face becoming quite ghastly and b -
less, as it always did when he was excited, But, if he
axpected to hear an answer to the question, he was doomed
to disappointment.

“ 71 eannot tell vou his name,” #zaid Dare.

“ But you know it?" !

“Vas, 1 know it. But you will forgive me, Clayton, if,
for the prasent, I consider 1t bost to keep it to myself !”

Sennitt, the listener, rose to his feet and glided noiselesaly

“"l-'l'ﬁ:f.
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“T know now who our pretended Toronto skudent is," he
muttered. *‘It ia Stanley Dare, tho boy detective. And he
is harbouring a fugitive from justice.  That will put an end
to his career if it becomes known, and I thiok it is bouna
te leak out. Bound to! Because I shall give information
{0 the police, eithér to-night or to-morrow morning, that the
eapaped prisoner ig hiding in the college. There is & reward
of two hundred pounds offersd for his recapture, and there
ia no roason why the two hundred should not come to me.
It will be stranpge that I, of all men, should receive the
reward "

Uncongcious of this danger which threatened him at the
hands of the troachoroua servani, CUlayvton talked away quite
cheerfully of his future prospects, and of what a day it
would be when his innocence was established, and he would
be able apenly to opcupy hia old rooms once more, and not in
hiding as a fugitive from justice.

It was exactly tweuty-four hours later that Stanley Dare,
having been away for twenty hours out of that time, saw s
middla-aged gentlaman, of military appearance, atepping
briskly across the guadrsngle. Paget Grabam, and two
other undergrads happened to be crossing the oourt in the
opposite direction, and the military-looking man addressed
& question to them, which ssemed to eolicit from them some
expression of gurprise and commiseration, Dare strolled
up and joined the group, at the same time making a sign
to someone who was standing out of sight in a doorway.

“This gentleman,” said Paget, "has come hera to sece

Latimer, being quite unaware of the -~ recent tragedy.
Cologel '"—F getrflnnmd at & card which he held in hia
hand—* Colonel Ell

! iston was s friend of the family but did
not know Latimer very well, as he had not scen Eim since
ho loft Harrow."” :

“1 am sincerely sorry to hear the terrible news of poor
Latini.::r'a ﬂeﬁ,’ Eﬂid Exﬂi{tﬂl’!ﬂﬁ!h EElIiatq:: “I Bdnulgpma his

eople were cut up ink of writing a kbing 1ow’
gumr. If I may be permitted to do so, I ahould very E:muh
like to see the rooms which he ccoupied.”

# Aniothgr student is in possémsion of them now," replied
Paget. '“Mr, Stenley, here. But I am sure, Stacley, you
would have no objection to showing the colonel over the
rooms 7"

“1 regret very much,"” ssid Dare, “that I am quite unable

acoede to this pontlemdn's requeat. Let me ses, Colonsl
Elliston, I think you called him ™

Very considerable surprisa, and some indignation, showod
on the faces of the students af this, to them, extraordinar
want of courtesy on Dare’s part. The colonel shrugged hia
gl;nuidars, but just for one second a baleful look gleamed in

is Byes.

“Of course, under those circumstances——" ha 2
whon Dare sharply interrupted him. hegan

“ It 1s curipus that you should want to see Mr. Latimer,”
he said, * when you knew of his death as soon, if not sconer,
than any man in the college !

“dli”_bat. do you mean ! demanded the colanal.
mad

Paget and the othere nobiced with surprise that tha
“colonel” hed turned very pale. Blount and some more
undergrads. joined the group, sesing that something unusual
was taking place. Dare made a second signal to the unssen
man in the doorway, and then turned upon the colonal.

“ My meaning shall be made clear,” he said, as, with &

sharp, sudden movement, he struck off tha colonol’
At S T imn-t’ struck off tha colonel’s hat, and

grey wip and false
whiskeorsa.

Crica of amazoement
burst from the lips of
the students.

“Good heavens! It
i3 Latimer !" oxclaimed
Graham.

“ Not Latimer,” said
Dara. “MNor Colonel
Elliston. But a thief
and worse, whosa real
nama, I believe, is Jim
Bargrave, though he
has many alinges,”

“ You've baulked me
twice " hiszed DBar.
grava, for it was that
gimra-r seoundrael,
“Who are you, I
should like to know?
You are passing your-
aelf off as an under-
graduate, but no wun-
dergraduate breathin
oould get the better o
me &3 you have done™

“ Are you

‘nosdcsaion of him, and snatchi

“f will satisfy wour curiosity,” replied Dare. “I am
Stanley Dare, the duteotive !”

It ia difficult to aay who was the most surprised at thia
asnnouncoment. Bargrave or the undergrads. ; excepting, of
course, the trio who were " in the know." :

“ Btanley Idare! You!" cried Bargrave., ‘' What a blind
fool I've been! T ought to have guessed! Iang you! If
you think—" - ;

Ile paused abruptly, and stared over the voung detective's
shoulder. 'A police constable—the man to whom Dare had

been signalling—was approaching quickly.

** 3o that's your game, is it?" anarled
“ Rxpected you,” said Dare coolly.
am preparsd for your visit.™ :
Bargrave glanced wildly to right and left, but he realised
that there was no hops of escaps. Then a mad fury took
a life-preserver from his
coat-pocket, he aimed a terrible blow at Dore’s head. -
But the young detective was fully prepared for the attack,
and before anyone could intarfere,” the life-preserver was
flying through the air, and ched forward

TETAVE.
“ And, as you sae, T

Bargrave had pit
on hig face, n&nt}g trippad up by Dare, who had methods
of his own for dealing with these sudden rushes of an
opponant. .
Before the fellow could iip.!r. himeslf ::f the constable had
anapped the handeuffa on his wrists, and he waa a prisoner.
*You know who he is?" said Dare to tha policeman.
“Jim Bargrave, ex-coiner, thief, forger, and, speaking
gonerally, as vile a criminal as could be found in England.”
“IDid he murder Latimer ?" asked somoeone.
“ No " rafpiia-d. Dare; *but he was an aceessory, both
befora and after the act!™
Y What a fool I waa,’”" snarled Bargrave, *not to have
killed you outright when I had you down in that pit "
Dare shry hie shoulders contemptucusty,

“"I've heard all that before,” he said.

With the assistance of a oollege porier, Barprave was
marched off to the police-station, and from that moment his
cargor of crime was finished.

[ - - [ ] - ™ 5

Stanley Dars had gone to look for the professor, but, to
his astonishment, he was not anywhere to be found in the
collage. Dr. Golightly had not seen him since Breakiast.
Ho had oxpressed his intention of going to the Post Office
ko send off a tel dgram,. and said he was coming back immodi-
ately, but he had not returned.

Howovor, Dafe thought nothing of this at the timo:
though, wﬁen it came to threa o'clock in the afternoon,
and be was still absont, he bogan to feol uneasy, for he knew
the gang of desperadocs, finding thomsslves being graduslly
hom in, would be guilty of any atrocity to try and stay
the hand of the dreaded young detective who was hunting
them down.

And his fears were presently realised, for by the six

o'olock post that evening he received an ill-written lettor
which confained the following startling anpouncement:
. “Professor MuocAndrew is in our power. His lifo ia
in your hands. If you don't take any further action in
the Latimer murder casze, he will come to no particular
harm; but if you still persist in following it up after this
warning, his blood will ba upon your head."

This note was signed by the mark of the gang—the crosa

willttn tha diamond.

Stanley Dare did nob
doubt for a moment
ithat it was genuine,
and ha was sore
troubled to know what
to  da, Where had
thess  villains  oarried
the Professor to? Ha
must  Btill be somae-
where in the neigh-
bourhood, that was
cectmin.

Ho subjecied  the
paper on  which the
note was wrilten to a
closer  sorubiny  undee
a powerful lens, and to
hia joy made a . dis-
covery which might ba
regarded in the nalure
of a clue.
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