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The boy who is thoroughly spoiled at home is likely to
have a somewhat rough time when first he goes to a big
Public School—and so it was with young DicRy Nugent.

THE FIRST CHAPTER

The Expected Minor
UGENT ! ”
* Hallo ! ™
“ You're coming down to footer ?”

Bob Cherry was looking in at the door of
No. 1 Study. Bob was in football garb,
with a coat thrown round him, and a con-
siderable length of bare leg showing under
the coat. He had a football under his arm.

Frank Nugent, who was sitting on the
table in the study, with a letter in his hand,
looked round and shook his -head. Bob
stared at lum. |

“Can’t!”

“ Rats ! ” said Bob Cherry warmly. © What
do you mean by can’t ? We're playmg the
Upper Fourth this afternoon, and I suppose
vou don’t want the Remove to be licked *
We want you at outside-right, and you've
cot to play. Come on!”

“Can’t!”

*You can moon over your blessed billets-
doux another time,” sald Bob wrathfully.

(

“ Get oft that table, before I yank you off ! ”
“(Can’t! This s a letter from home =
“Oh!” said Bob, his expression changing.

“ Not bad news, 1 hope ? ”

Nugent grinned.

“ That’s according. I've got a minor
coming to Greyfriars. You've heard me

speak about young Dicky. He’s coming
here.”

“Well, let him come. Let ‘em all come.
I tlon’tj'see that that’s any reason for missing
the footer.”

““ He’s coming this afternoon. The mater
wants me to make much of the young noodle,
so that he won’t miss home, you know. I
shall have to give up the afternoon to it. No
good doing these things by halves.”

" Look here,” said Bob thoughtfully.
“T1 tell you what. Sit him down on the
footer ground to watch the match. How
could he want anything better than ‘that for
a half-holiday ? ”

“1 don’'t know when he's coming, either.”
Nugent shook his head. * He may be along
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plexioned finger beckoned to Nugent.

“The esteemed Wharton wishes
vou to arrivefully appear upon the
footer ground, my worthy chum,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
Nabob of Bhanipur. ** And youhave
not vet changefully donned your
honourable football shorts and
esteemed boots.™

“ Tell Wharton I'm sorry I'm not
playing.”

H The ratfulness 18 great,” said
b:* Hurree NSingh. " The esteemed
1 Wharton told me to bring you

“ 1 should be very pleased to stand him a feed, Wharton,”
disappointed
(See Chapter 1.)

said Billy Bunter, ““but I have been

a postal order. I'm stony!”

anv time in the afternoon. There's one thing
1,?0'{1 can always be sure of about young
Dickv—he will turn up in the wrong place,
at the wrong time, and get into mischief of
some sort.”

“ Nice for his major.
come, you won't.”

And Bob Cherry marched ofi down the

Well, if you won't

passage. Frank Nugent looked at the letter
again. It had arrived at Greyinars that

morning, and that was the first intimation
he had received that his young brother was
coming to the school. The matter had been
mooted at home, before, he knew ; but his
mother had been loth to part with little
Dicky. Dicky was a spoiled lad, wilful and
troublesome, and his mother’s darling. He
caused Frank all sorts of bother during the
holidays ; but Frank was very fond of him
o]l the same. But Dicky at Greyfriars—that
wag another matter ! ‘
A dark-complexioned
in at the doorway,

face glimmered
and a dark-com-
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dragfully by the ears if you did not
come walkfully.”

Nugent laughed.

“ Tell him I'm sorry

“Sorry be hanged!” execlaimed
Harry Wharton, bursting into the
study. * Come on, you young ass !
We want you ! ™

“I've got a minor

“ I don’t care whether you've got
a minor, a major, or a whole chro-
matic scale!” exclaimed Harry.
* Bless your minor! Come down
to footer!”

(4 But 22

“We can’t spare you. Temple, Dabney &
Co. are turning out in force, and they’re 1n
aood form. 1 can’t spare you. Now, don’t
arcue with your football captain. Get into
your things and come down.”

“I can’t,” said Nugent, with a troubled
look. ““Imust waitfor Dicky. If hearrived,
and I wasn’t ready to look after him, he
wouldn’t like 1t.”

“ Well, suppose he didn’t 2

“Well, you seec ”  Nugent hesitated.
“ Dicky expects to be looked after. He's
rather—er—rather exacting. I don’t want
him to have the sulks the first day he comes to
Greyfriars. 1 expect he will be 2 bit ratty
at my not meeting the train, though, of course,
the mater never mentioned which train it was,
and it might be anything between half-past
two and six o’clock.” ,

*“ Now, look here, Frank, you can’t waste a
whole afternoon, and mess up a Form match,
on account of your minor. Why, by your own

)
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showing, he may not be here till an hour after
the match 1s finished.”

"I know ; but he might—"

“Well, I must say you're a soft ass,” said
Harry. “Your minor wouldn’t think of
spoiling your half-holiday that way, unless
he was a selfish worm, and I suppose he isn't
that. Now, look here, I'll ask Bunter to look
out for your minor, and you can come and
play. Bunter will be hanging about doing
notlunr_{, and he can look u[tf:r the kid, mul
explain to him, stand him a feed at the tuck-
shop, and bring him down to see the footer.
Your minor will be all right.”

\ ugent hesitated.

“ Well, I suppose you're right,” he remarked.

“Of course I am. It rmll}' isn’t  fair,
Frank, to leave us in the lurch like this. |
could play Russell in your place, but he
wouldn’t be nearly as good. And the Upper
Fourth are going to give us a good fight this
afternoon, too.”

Nugent slipped off the table.  He seemed to
berelieved at having his mind madeup for him.

“Right you are!” he exclaimed. ™ Of
course, I want to play—you know that. You
speak to Bunter while 1 get into my things.”

And Nugent ran upatmh Harry Wharton
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went down to
the Close. There was a tlmughtful frown
upon Harry’s brow.

"I don’t quite understand Nugent,” he
sauld at last. ** He seems to worry a lot over
his minor. Of course, he ought to look after
th kid, but

“From what I have heard our esteemed
chum remark at varying times, I fancy that
the worthy Dick is a spoiled darling of his
respected mamma,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “ He displays the sulkfulness if
he thinks he is neglected.”

“Then he wants licking,” growled Harry,
naturally wrathful at the idea of one of his
best wingers cutting the match for fear of sulky
looks from a' spoiled boy. * Irank’s too
jolly good-natured.”

* Isay, you fellows——

Wharton halted, as Billy Bunter came up.
Bunter was bhukmg t-hrough his big spectacles
with an expression of unusual seriousness on
his fat face.

:)

(

“Good! T was looking for you, Billy.”

“Oh, really ! I suppose the same 1dea has
occurred to you, then,” said the fat junior,
with an expression of great satisfaction.

“The same what ? 7

“The same idea. I hear that Nugent 1sn't
playing. I shall be quite willing to take the
position of outside- I‘l"’llL for the match this
afternoon.”

Wharton stared at him, and then burst into
a laugh. The 1dea of the little fat unwieldy
Owl of the Remove in a lform match was
distinctly amusing. Billy Bunter blinked at
him with an irritated air.,

" Blessed 1if I can see anything to cackle
at ! he exclaimed. * I suppose that’s what
vou were thinking of 27

“Ha, ha! No!”

“What was 1t, then ?”

“ Nugent is playing. We shall ]1.'1\'13 to
deprive oursclves of your valuable services,
Billy.  Of course, we know the use you would
be in the match.”

“ Well, I rather fancy myself as a winger,
you know.”

* The tancifulness of the honourable Bunter

Bunter on tl1-=

Nugent tapped ‘ shoulder. “ Mind
you don't miss my minor,” he said, then added:
“ And if you blue the cash without h1m I’ll give

vou the licking of your life!?® (See C!upffr 1.)
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is terrific. We should certainly win, because
our worthy opponents would suffer too much
from the laughfulness to be able to kick the
ball.”

“ Oh, really, Inky

“No, I'm not looking for recruits, Billy,”
said Wharton, with a laugh. * I was looking
for you, though. Nugent has a minor coming
thisafternoon. Now, will you wait for the kid,
look out for him, you know, and——"

“ Really, Wharton, I'm afraid I shall be
too busy this afternoon to look after kids,”
said Bunter, with dignity.

“ And take him to the tuckshop

“Eh?” said Bunter, showing a kecener
interest in the matter.

““ And stand him a feed

WAhl

“ And then bring him down to watch the
footer.”

“T should be very pleased to stand him a
feed, Wharton, but I've been disappointed
about a postal-order, you know. I'm stony.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You young ass! Of course we're stand-
ing the tin.” '

“ Now you’re talking,” said Bunter. * Of
course, I shall be sincerely pleased to look
after Nugent minor. Nugent’s a chap I like,
though he never can understand that a ollap
with a healthy appetite requires enough grub
to eat. I’ll take charge of Nugent minor, with
pleasure. Hand me over a ]}ound, and

“T1l hand you half-a-crown.”

‘“ Oh, really, Wharton! It’s no good being
mean, you know., Besides, the kid will be
fecling lonely, the first day he’s at Greyiriars,
and there’s nothing like a good feed to cure
that lonely feelmrr Better make it a
pound.”

“Do you think I'm made of money, you
young duffer? Half-a-crown will stand a
very good feed for two, and if you don’t llk{,
to take it on, I'll look for somchody else.”

““ Of course, I shall be glad to oblige you,
Wharton,”

“ Well, here's the half-crown,
ton, tossing the coin to Billy Bunter.
wou're to wait for Nugent minor,
blue the tin till he comes.”

Punter blinked at him indignantly.

* said Whar-
** Mind,
and not

(
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“1If you think I'm not to be trustcd with
half-a-crown, Wharton &

“ Well, do as 1 tell you.
Frank!”

Nugent came out of the house.
Bunter on the shoulder.

“Mind you don’t miss my minor,” he said.
“ He’s a chap just like me in looks, only
younger—nearly thirteen. He’ll be going
into the Second Form here. Wait about the
cate, and you're bound not to miss him.”

“All Tight.”

" And mind you don’t blue the cash with-
out him.”

“ Ol, really, Nugent ! ”

“ If you do, I'll give you the licking of your
Ilie—remember that,” said Nugent -im-
pressively ; and he walked on with Wharton
and Hurree Singh, leaving the fat junior
blinking indignantly.

Hallo,

here's

He tapped

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Bulstrode is Leit Out

a WHARTON v
~ Bulstrode, of the Remove, came up'
as Harry reached the {football ground.

There ‘was a hard and dogged expression
upon Bulstrode’s face, and 2 glance was
sufficient to warn Harry that the buliy
of the Remove was looking for trouble.

Harry faced him quietly.

“Well 27 he said.

“ You're not playing me to-day ? ”

“The list of players was posted up this
morning,” sald Harry. “I'm not playing
you.”

“Why not ?2”

“ Because there are better players in the
Form,” said Harry quietly

The young captain of the Kemove was not
given to mincing ‘his words.

Bulstrode gritted his teeth.

“Better players!” he said. with a sneer.
“ Mark Linley, I suppose—a factory hand.

He’s a better player, is he—that scholarship
fellow 27

“Much better.”

““ And that worm Hazeldene 27

Wharton was silent.

“ Hazeldene's better, ch ?
savagely,

)

" said Bulstrode
" A fellow that dare not stand up



to a charae. Yon know he's nothing Iike my
form. I know jolly well why you're playing
him instead of me, too!"”

“I may as well be plain about it, Bul-
strode,” said Harry. “ You can play better
footer than Hazeldene—when you like. But
Hazel is a trier all the time, and you're not.
If you think you're neglected in the field, ard
don’t get chances enough, you play carelessly,
and let the game go. I've noticed it lots of

{ NS

““And so have I,” said Nugent.
practically gave &
came away to Friar-
dale Roverslast week,
Bulstrode, and you
can’t deny 1t!”

Bulstrode flushed
darkly.

“Wharton and
Cherry were keeping
the ball, and never
gave me a chance!”
he exclaimed. * What
was the good of my
slogeing away when
I never got a chance
at the leather 27

‘That's just it,”

“You

said Harry. “ You
fancy you’re being
passed over unless

vou get the ball all
the time. You're
never content unless
youre playing to the
callery. A player’s
business 1s to back up
his team all the time,
and not to think of
himself. Hazel does that, though his form
isn't as good as yours, and he’s worth more
in the team in consequence.”

“Then I'm out—for good. 2

“I don’t say that. I'll give you another
chance later, but not in a Form match. If
you g t an attack of the sulks, and threw the
came away, the Upper Fourth would be
crowing over a victory.”

“Well, I suppose it wouldn’t be much good
my playing, as you fellows are in a conspiracy

(

Bunter blinked at the Jad in a friendly way. “I

suppose you're Nugent minor,” he said.
Chapler 3.)

. how!

to keep me in the shade all the time ! ™ said
Bulstrode furiously.

“ If that’s how you look at 1t, can you pos-
sibly expect me to put you in the team ?
You're as good as asking me to let you in to
wreck the match.”

“Oh, you can't take me in!” said Bul-
strode. ““ Do you think I don't know why
you're playing Hazeledne ? It's not because
he's any good.”

Wharton'’s eyes glittered.

“Then why 15 18%"”

' “It's because of
his sister Marjorie,”
saldd  Bulstrode sav-
acely. “*Because 2

“That’s enough,
Bulstrode !

Harry Wharton
walked on to the field.
He did not want to
row with DBulstrode,
but it was as much
as he could do to keep
his hands off the bully
of the Remove.

Bulstrode glared
after him with a
savage scowl.

Before Harry
Wharton came to
Greyfriars Bulstrode
had been captain of
the Remove, and his
fall always rankled
in his breast—some-
times more, some-
times less. But now
the smart was keener
thanever. His uncer-
tain temper made 1t impossible to play him ina
match of any importance : but Bulstrode was
far from recognising that fact.

“ By George,” he muttered, “T’ll make
them sorry for shoving me out like this some-
The cads! They all follow Wharton
now ; they used to follow me. They think
more of that factory fellow than they do of
me now. By George!”

“I expect they’ll get licked, Bulstrode,”
sald Snoop, the sneak of the IYorm. * I'm

( See
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pretty certain they’ll get licked. Temple,

Dabney & Co. are out for scalps.”

Bulstrode scowled at him.

“ Who wants them to be licked ? ”

“ Why, I—I thought—-—" '

“ Well, you’re a worm ! ” growled Bulstrode.
“ T want the Form to win, of course. But you
know jolly well I ought to be playing.”

“ Of course you ought,” agreed Snoop—who
knew very well that Bulstrode oughtn't.
“ Wharton knows that very well, and so does
Nugent.” |

“ I’ll make them sit up for i1t somehow!”
sald Bulstrode.

He stood gloomily by the ropes, looking
upon the level space of the football-field.

The two teams were turning out there, the
Remove 1n red shirts, and the Upper Iourth
in blue. Both teams looked very fit. The
Upper Fourth, of course, were an older team,
and on the whole larger and heavier ; but the
Remove were hard as iron, and mm splendid
form from incessant playing.

Mark Linley, Bob Cherry, Nugent, Tom
Brown, of New Zealand, Harry Wharton, and
Hurree Singh made a half-dozen 1t would
have been hard to beat.” Then there were
Hazeldene, Micky Desmond, Ogilvy, Morgan,

and Treluce.
Harry Wharton glanced over his eleven

with a pride that was quite justified.

Blundell, of the Fifth, a big, good-natured
fellow, was referceing the match. The whistle
went, and the Upper Fourth kicked off.

The football match started with plenty. of
£c O.J!

gBqutrude stood watching it for some time,
his heart with the players, and a scowl on his
face. He longed to be playing, and his eyes
“hardly left the ball. Then presently he turned

away.
Snoop, who was still beside him, yawned.

““ Gets a bore, doesn’t it 2

“No!” grunted Bulstrode.

“Well, it’s not much good watching a
game you can’t playin.” said Skinner. * Who's
coming for a trot in the woods ? ”

“ T’ not ! 7 said Bulstrode.

“ Nice cheerful chap you are this after-
noon ! ~’ said Skinner. '

“0Oh, rats!”

“ I say, you fellows-——

“Oh, clear out, Bunter!”

“ Yes, but I say, you know—"

Billy Bunter blinked doubtfully at Bul-
strode, keeping out of the reach of his arm.

“ I—I say—it’s important.” |

“ Oh, buzz off! I've no money to lend
you 4 |
* You see, Nugent is—is going to give me a
licking 2 “

““ Serve you right, I dare say!”

“I think you ought to stand by me, Bul-
strode,” said Billy Bunter. * You know, vou
used to be captain of the Remove. You
ought to—to put down bullying, you know.”

Skinner burst into a laugh. The idea of
Bulstrode putting down bullying struck him
as funny. But a new gleam was in Bul-
strode’s eyes.

For Bunter and his woes he did not care a
rap ; but if he could use him as a weapon
against the chums of No. 1 Study, Bunter

would be useful.
““What’s the row, Bunter ? >’ he asked more

amiably. .
“You see; Nugent minor’s coming this

afternoon =

Bulstrode started.
“ Nugent minor 2 Never heard of him!”

** Frank Nugent’s young brother, you know.
They left me to wait for him, and—and take
him to the tuckshop; and advanced a half-
crown to stand him a feed ¢

Bulstrode burst into a laugh.

" Ha, ha, ha! I can guess what has become
of the half-crown!”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode

“You’ve blued it; and you want me to
lend you another to make it up,” said the
bully of the Remove contemptuously. “ Well,
you can ask somebody else ! ”’

““ But—but, I say 4

“ I've got nothing to give away

*“ Oh, really, Bulstrode, I hope you don’t
think that I’m the sort of chap who would
take money gifts from anyone, even if they
were oftered. I don’t want you to give me
ha'f-a-crown, of course. I hope I've got,
sufficient pride to 1eluse it even if you offered
1t.”

Bulstrode lovked puzzled.
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Snoop lit his cigarette from_Bulstroc
raised by Bunter from the fire, ming
ing wits by far the more pleasant,

22
““ What on earth do you want, then ?
12
“I want you to lend me half-a-crown,
said Bunter, with a dignified accent on the
word “lend.” “I'm expecting a postal-

. 22
order to-mght—— g o
““ Same old postal-order ? asked Skinner

sarcastically. :

““ No : another one,” said Bunter obtusely.
“ I've been disappointed about several of
them lately ; but this Is & dead cert to-mght,
vou know. I was thinking you might lend
e half-a-crown off it, or else give me the five
shillings—it will be for five shillings—and
then take the postal-order when 1t comes.

. & SrtoNG ekl
That will be simply cashing 1t In ady 11:151,. 4
“ Qure to come to-night, of course ? saic

Snoop.
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e's, and Dicky Nugent followed his example. The smell of cooking,
ed with the odour of tobacco ; to the boys the agreeable smell of cook-
but they would not have confessed it for worlds. * (See Chapter 4.)

© Well, there might be a little delay—but
to-morrow morning, at latest.”

“ Oh, all right ! ™ said Bulstrode.

Bunter’s eyes glistened.

“You’ll cash it 27

“’(Certainly !

“Good! Hand 1t over

“Oh, I didn’t say when!”

“Eh?”

*“ It's certain to come to-morrow mornin
a' latest 2 ”

“Yes, certain

" By the eight o’clock delivery, I suppose 2"

" Exactly ! ”

* Then you’re sure to have it by—say, a
quarter pa.t eight ? ” |

" Absolutely ! ”

)
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“ Good ! Bring it to me at a quarter-past
eight to-morrow morning, then, and Il
oive you the tin.”

Skinner and Snoop chuckled, and Bunter
blinked at the Remove bully in dismay.

“But I want the money now, Bulstrode,

to treat young Nugent when he comes.”
% Ratg'1 "’

“ Look here, I'll pay you a shillin interest

32

on the loan

“Shut up!”

“ Kighteenpence

“Get out!”’

“ I—I must have the money, you know ! ”
said Bunter, pulling at Bulstrode’s sleeve,
as the burlv Removlte turned to watch the
gam~ again. “ Nugent will 11{3]1 me &

“ Serve you jolly well right !’ |

““ Well, I think you ought to interfere, you
know.” |

“ Rubbish ! ”’ .

“You see, it’s rather important about
meeting Nugent minor, as Nugent 1s playing
{footer, and I S

Bulstrode started, and a new gleam came
into his eyes.

“By George!
Nugent minor ?

What sort of a kid 1s
en't seen him.”

“ Look here!’” said Bulstrode. “1If he
comes before the game 1s over, bring him to
me—or, rather, come and tell me, and I'll
look after him.”

“ You'll stand him a feed ? 7

£c ‘i"es '! 23

Bunter looked relieved.

“ Good! If you feed him, I don’t see that
Nugent can complain. I’ll wait for him, and
come and tell you at once.’

And Bunter, much relieved in his mind,
sauntered away.

Bulstrode broke into a chuckle. Both
Skinner and Snoop looked at hlm curiously.

““ Blessed if I see the joke !’ said Snoop.

«“ You will later,” said Bulstrode. * Il
make those rotters sorry they left me out o
the match l)dmrp I’'m done with them—and
Nugent minor !’

‘ Phew ! Nugent minor !
Bulstrode grmnu].
“Yes. rather! A kid coming strange to

(

the school, you know—he needs looking after.
I'm going to look after him. Perhaps Nugent
will wish I had played footer instead ! ”

" Oh, hang!” said Skinner. * You're not
agoing to berrm raguing a new kid—a Second or
Third Form fag, Bulstrode ?

Bulstrode gave him a savage look.

“ Are you going to stop me?”
manded.

Skinner made a hasty step back.

* Oh, no, I shan’t interfere! But

* Who said I was going to bully him 2’

“ Oh, I thought '

© Well, I'm not. 1 shan’t touch him.
coing to look after him, that’s all.”

“Oh, I see! It's a jape.”

“ That's 1t!”  Bulstrode snapped his
teeth. “ A jape—and about the best jape we
could work off on that set of plaster saints
in No. 1 Study. You'll see!”

he de-

I'm

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Nugent Minor Arrives at Greyliriars

HAT must be Nugent minor! ™
It was Billy Bunter who uttered
the words. He was standing at the gates
of Greyfriars, looking out into the road,
and slowly munching milk-chocolate—the
remnant of the feed he had spent the half-
crown upon.
A boy was coming up the road; but the
short-sighted junior did not see him until he

[

was quite close at hand.

Then even the Owl of the Remove could not
fail to recognise the likeness to Frank Nugent.
The lad was a couple of years or so younger
than Nugent, and he had the same handsome
face, the. same blue eves; but the face was
both weaker and more wilful in expression.
A stranger could have seen at a glance that
the boy was the spoiled child of a fond mother,
and that he was accustomed to having his
own way, and very petulant when he did not
aget 1t
He looked a little tired, doubtless owing to
the walk from the village after a long railw ay
]Uurnf-y, as he halted at the gates nf Gre) rfriars.
[ say, 1s this (Jrf'}’[lliu'b 7?7 he asked,
speaking to Bunter, in a voice that was very
like Frank Nugent’s, but softer and more
musical.
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Bunter blinked at him in a friendly way.

“Yes!” he said. “I suppose you're
Nugent minor ?

“T'm Dick Nugent.”

““ Nugent's young brother. Good! T was
looking for you.”

The new boy looked at Bunter. He did
not seem particularly mmpressed by the Ow
of the Remove.

“Oh!” he said.

“ Yes, rather ! Nugent asked me to. I'm
Nugent’s chum,
you know.”
3§ ‘i Oll ' 22
“We're great
friends,” sad
Bunter.

“Oh! Where's
my brother ?

*“ He’s playmg
footer, and he
asked me to meet
vou, as he had
something else to
do.”

A flash came
into Dick
Nugent’'s eyes.
Bunter’s way of

putting 1t was
certainly rather
unfortunute.

“I thought
somebody would
be at the station,”
sald Dick.

“Yes. I dare
say 1t was too
much trouble for
Nugent to come,”
sald Bunteragree-

across the table.

ably. ““I would
have come 1if I'd known your train. lave
you walked 2

“ Yes.”

“ Where’s your box ¢ ”

" They’re going to send 1t on.”

“Oh!” DBunter’s interest in the box

ceased. There might, or might not-be eatables
1 1t, but in any case the box was out of reach
for the present. ** I suppose you're tired ? ”

Nugent minor glared up at his brother,

“Why can’t
asked Dicky irritably. (See Chapter +.)

- ?_. _ ~uzent sullenly.

Dick ST iend of mine wapgg
], you s¢c¢: By the way__
¢ 7 der the circumstanceg
. ted about a posty)_

"ot standing You a feqq

order, or 1 8

myself.” ed.
] dmftt wa’ ]]‘ 1{'{;11 a bit short of cash, by,
i1y

“ Ahem - I've got a postal.
order coming by
the first post iy,
the morning.
Could you IL‘ITII
me a few bob ¢
b3~

S No—

“ Oh, really—

“I'd better geq
my brothep.
Where's thea
footer field ?

“Come this
way, 8said
Bunter.

DiC]C Nugellt
cave him a .
bious glance, an(
then followed hip,
into the Closo.
Bunter led the
way to the tucl;-
shop, and Digl
followed him iy,
He looked aboyt
him 1n surprise,

“I want to see
my brother ! }a
exclaimed.

“All right,
You sit down here and have a lemon-squas),
and I'll tell ham.

4 0Oh, all right!”

Dick " Nugent sat down on one of the
little chairs, and Mrs. Mimble provided
the lemon-squash, and Billy Bunter hurried
away.

A minute later he was pulling at Bulstrode's
sleeve.  The sccond half of the football mateh

wio stared at him

1)
vou leave me alone ?
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had long commenced, and DBulstrode was
watching 1t keenly.

He glanced down 1rritably at Bunter.

“ Let me alone, confound you! ™

‘““ Oh, really, Bulstrode! Youtold me i

Bulstrode’s expression changed.

*“ Has young Nugent come ? ”

éé '&Tesiﬂ‘i

“Oh! Whereis he?”

“ In the tuckshop.”

“Good! Come on, Snoopey.”

And Bulstrode and Snoop walked away from
the football-field. Bunter hurried after them,
his little, fat legs going like clockwork to keep
pace with Bulstrode’s stride.

‘“1 say, you fellows i

“You buzz off ! ” said Bulstrode angrily.
““ You're not wanted!”

“Oh, really

“Get out! ”

““ Under the circumstances, Bulstrode, I
shall refuse to come to the tuckshop with you,”
said Bunter, with dignity.

Bulstrode grunted, and strode on with
Snoop. They reached Mrs. Mimble’s little
shop, and found the new junior ﬁmslmw his

Jemon squash.
Dick Nugent looked up eagerly as they

came 1n.

He was feeling a natural sense of loneliness
on his first day at the big school, and the very
number of the boys he saw in all directions
only made him feel more solitary himself. He
was anxious to see his brother, and he was
disappointed when he saw thatthe newcomers
were strangers.

But Bu_lstrode came up to him at once with
a friendly air. Snoop did not exactly know
what Bulstrode’s game was, but he was
willing to follow the bully’s lead in everything.
That the Remove bully meant to be really
kind to the new boy was impossible, and Snoop
would have smiled at the 1dea.

“Hallo! You’re young Nugent, 1 sup-
pose 27’ said Bulstrode genially.

- “Yes,” said Dick.

“Your brother’s busy—playing footer,”
said DBulstrode. “I'm going to look after
you a bit. Of course, you can’t expect a
chap in the Remove to cut a footer match
because he’s got a minor coming to the school.”

Nugent minor’s eyes gleamed resentfully.

b thlﬂlx he mlﬂ'ht have spared me a
minute,” he said.

N Oh I’'m going to lﬂok after you!”

" Are you a friend of my brother’s ?

Bulstrode chuckled.

“Yes, rather! We're awfully close chums
—ain’t we, Snoop ? ”

“ What-ho ! ”’ said Snoop.

“You come along with me, young ’un
said Bulstrode, slipping his arm through
Dicky Nugent’s. * I’ll show you round a bit.
I dare say you’re tired ? ”

“ Yes, a little.”

" Then come up to my study, and we’ll have
tea and a jaw—and something else. Smoke 2 ”
Nugent minor looked at him in surprise.

"Smoke! No.”

o Oh Isee! You’re a ninny, eh 27

No, I'm not. My father said I mustn’t
51110Le here. He sald boys got into rows for
it at Greyfriars.”

“ So they do, if thev tell the masters,’
grinned Bulstrode ; ; “ but we keep mum, you
see. Bless your soul, Loder, the prefect,
smokes in his study lnmaelf and makes the
fags fetch him cigarettes from I'riardale.”

Dick’s eyes Dpenul wide.

“ Does he really ! ”’

“ Yes, rather! Come along and don’t be a
chump.” "

Nugent minor accompanied Bulstrode from
the shop. As they crossed the Close towards
the School House, Mr. Quelch, the master of
the. Remove, met them. He stopped.

“ A new boy, Bulstrode ?°

“Yes, sir,” said Bulstrode, very civilly.
“It’s Nugent s young brother, sir. I'm look-
ing after him a b1t as Nugent’s playing footer
this afternoon.”

“ Very good,” said Mr. Quelch.
very kind of you, Bulstrode.”
on.

Bulstrode exchanged a wink with Snoop,
and they went into the School House. In a
couple of minutes they were in Bulstrode’s
study, and the Remove bully closed the door,
Bulstrode shared that study with Hazeldene
and Tom Brown of New Zecaland, and as both
of them were playing in the IForm match there
was no danger of interruption.

“ That 1s
And he passed
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“Now, then, Snoop, get teal”™
strode.

“ Right, you are,” said Snoop.

The door opened, and a pair of spectacles

eclimmered 1n.

“1 say, you fellows

“Get out ! " roared Bulstrode.

“ But—Dbut I say, Bulstrode, if you're going
to have a feed, you'll want me to help, you
know! I'll do the cooking——"

“Rats ! ”

“ And light the fire. I like lighting fires.”

Bulstrode hesitated a moment.

“ Oh, all right ! ” he said. ™ You can make
yourself useful for your grub, if you like.”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode! That’s not a nice

way of putting it, you know.”
~ “Oh, shut up!?”

“It’s only your little joke, I know——

“ Will you light that fire ? 7

“ Oh, certainly with pleasure ! ”
Owl of the Remove set to work.

said Bul-

72

And the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
A Dangerous Acquaintance

NL‘(‘:E}CT minor sat in Bulstrode’s armchair,
with a decidedly discontented expression
upon his face.

He was receiving an amount of attention
unheard of in the case of any boy coming into
the Second Form at Greyfriars—a Form con-
sidered as infants by the Remove, and with
whom the Remove as a rule had nothing to do.

He did not suspect, so far, that Bulstrode
had any wulterior purpose to serve—he was
not hikely to suspect that yet.

But the unusual attention he was receiving
made no impression upon him. He was new
to public schools, and did not fully under-
stand what 16 meant to be chummed up with
like this on his first day by fellows in a higher
form.  And he was so accustomed to being
made much of wherever he went, that he
would have taken it all for granted in any
case,

His manner implied so plainly, as he looked
round the study, that he expected to be
looked after and waited on, that Bulstrode
hardly had the patience to go through with the
little game he was playing. He was greatly
mcelined to box the new junior’s cars and kick

him out into the passage to shift for himself.
He would have done so, too, but for the know-
ledge that his original plan would cause more.
discomfort in Study No. 1. He could not
strike a harder blow at Harry Wharton & Co.
than by leading Nugent minor into his own
ways and manners.  I'or that reason, there
was an agreeable smile on his face whenever

lie looked at the new boy.

-

“You can see the footer field from the
window here,” he remarked. * Like to look *?
I’ll point your brother out to you.”

Dick Nugent rose, and crossed to the
window.

It was an inspiriting sight, the active
figures on the football-field in stern struggle
for the mastery, amid a cheering crowd.

But it only brought a dark look to Dick
Nugent'’s face.

“ There’s your brother, kid—he’s on the
ball now.”

“Yes, I can see him.”

“ He seems to be having a good time, eh ?
He'’s great at footer ! ™

“ Mother said he would meet me this
afternoon, and look after me my first day
here,” said the boy, his lower lip quivering a
httle. |

Bulstrode laughed.

" Oh, he’s too busy, you know !

“ He oughtn’t to be too busy,” said Dick
passionately ; “and I’ll jolly well tell him so
when I see him !” .

* Well, you're a kid with spirit, anyway |
said Bulstrode. * But I suppose you’ll be
pretty well under the thumb of your major.”

Nugent minor’s eyes flashed. -

“ You will see that I’m not.”

“ Good for you!” said Bulstrode.
will be ready in a few minutes now.
cigarette while you’re waiting ?

Dick Nugent hesitated for a moment.

“ Of course, if you’re afraid of what your
major will say, don’t do it,” said Bulstrode.
“1 don’t want to get you into a row with
your brother.” ,

Dick bit his lip.

" My brother’s got nothing to do with jt—
he's not my master. I'll have the smoke with
pleasure.

* Here you are, then.”

/

“Tea
Have a
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Bunter strove to tear himself away from his chair,
only to find that he was stuck fast! (See Chapter 5.)

Bulstrode unlocked his desk and took out a
cigarette-case. He opened 1t, and displayed a
row of cigarettes, and selected one himself.

“ Smoke, Snoopey 7

“ Thanks, I will!”

Snoop selected a cigarette, and lhighted up
with Bulstrode. Dick Nugent followed his
example. |

““ Smoke, Bunter ? 7 . |

Billy Bunter blinked round-from the fire.

““ ir—no, thanks, Bulstrode.”

““ Oh, don’t be a spooney !”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode, 1t 1sn't that, you
know! But, you see, I don’t want to do
anything to spoil my appetite, you know,”
Biily Bunter hastened to explain. *° Smoking
spofls the appetite, and I want to keep mine
all right on an occasion like this.”"

¢ Oh, get on with the cooking, porpoise !

A smell of poaching eggs mingled with the
odour of tobacco. To the nostrils of the boys,
it was by far the pleasanter smell of the two ;
but they would not have confessed to that for
worlds.

““ Like the smokes ? ”’ asked Bulstrode.

* Ripping !’ said Snoop. -

12

3

“Oh, jolly good!” said Nugent
puffing awav. “ Spifing | ”

“Hallo, the game’s over!” said Snoop,
clancing out of the window a little later.
* The Remove are yelling like mad, so I sup-
pose Wharton’s lot have won.”

“1 don’t care much.”

“ Nor I. Pass the cigarettes.”

“Here you are. How long is that grub
going to be, Bunter ? 7

* I'ive minutes longer, Bulstrode,” said the
iat junior, turning a red and perspiring face
from the fire. " The eggs are getting on a
treat. Did vou say vou would l:ke me to cut’
down to the tuckshop and get some jam tarts?

* No, I didn't.”

“Or some more cake? The seed cake’s
all right, but 1t occurred to me that Nugent
minor might like some sultana cake. Mrs,
Mimble has a new sultana cake going to-day,.
and I shouldn’t mind the trouble of going to
the tuckshop at all. I'd do more than that
for a fellow I hke.”

“Shut up, then!”

“*Oh, really, Bulstrode

~ deatl ™

* I say, you fellows, there 1sn’t much jam in
the jar =

“ Do you want a thick ear, Bunter 2 ”

“18h ? Certainly not! ™

“Then get on with the cooking, and hold
your jaw !”

Bulstrode had his eyes on the door now,
Now that the football match was over, he
cxpected Nugent to look for his minor, and as
many had seen the new boy with Bulstrode,
he would not be long m getting directed to
Bulstrode’s study.

At any moment, in fact, he might enter the
study, and Bulstrode was quite ready for him.

The Remove bully particularly wished
Nugent, minor to be smoking when Irank
came, and he tried to get the junior to accept
another cigarette. But Dick declined.

“ One’s enough,” he remarked, throwing the
stump of the first one into the grate.

“Try one of this kind.”

Nugent minor shook his head. As a matter
of fact, the cigarette had made him feel a little
uncomfortable inwardly, and the fumes in the
study made his head ache. He would not

IMINOTr,

-5
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have confessed as much for anything; but
ic firmly declined to smoke further. The
Remove bully had to give 1n.

“Tea’s ready !’ announced Billy Bunter.

“All right ™

Tap!

It was a knock at the door.

“(Come in!” said Bulstrode, with a grin.

The door opened, and Frank Nugent
entered. He sniffed a little quickly as he
caught the odour of tobacco, and looked round.

“ Russell says he saw my young brother
come here,” he said. ** Oh, here you are,
Dicky! I'm glad to see you at Greyfriars.”

“So glad that you left 1t to somebody else
to meet him,” sneered Bulstrode.

Nugent coloured.
“That’s not your business, Bulstrode.

Come on, Dicky. I was playmg footer. I
asked Bunter to explain to you. It was an

1important match &

*Oh, it’s all right!” said Nugent minor.
“I’'m comfy enough.”

“You're coming with me ?

“ Nugent minor’s going to have tea with
me,”’ said Bulstrode.

And Dick Nugent nodded. |

““I’'m going to have tea here,” he said.

Nugent looked perplexed.

“I want you to meet my friends,” he said.
“We were going to get up a bit of a feed 1n
our study to celebrate your coming.”

“We're doing that,” said Bulstrode.

Nugent turned upon him hotly.

“Hang you, Bulstrede! What's
httle game ?

“I haven't any littlé game,” said the
Remove bully airily. * I.saw the chap come
m, and I thought his. major- might huave
looked after him a bit i

“You know I had to play!”

“ Lots of fellows would 'have taken your
place.” | : .

*“I shan’t argue that with you, Bulstrode.
There’s one thing I know jolly:well, and that
1s that you don’t mean my. minor.any good.”

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.
“ If your minor likes to be ordered out of

the study by you, I don’t care,” he said.
“ But if he’s got the spirit of a mouse he’ll
stay.”

your
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“him full on the jaw.

“I'm going to stay!” said Nygent minor.

“Dick, old chap, I want you to come,”
sald Nugent.

“Why can’t you leave me alone ?” said
Dick irritably. “ I'm all right here, I suppose.
They are standing me’ g {eed, and I'm
hungry:” °

“We've got a feed going on in No. 1.”

“Well, I've promised.”

Nugent stood perplexed. He fully under-
stood Bulstrode’s motives in chumming up
with a Sccond-form fag like this, but he felt
1t was uscless to attempt' to explain to his
minor. At a hint that he was being taken
care of, Nugent minor would have flamed up
at once.

“I wish vou'd come, Dick.”

“ He won’t come ! ”” said Bulstrode. “ You
can go back to Wharton. If you couldn’t cut
a footer match for your minor, you can’t
cxpect him to cut his friends for vou.”

“I'm not speaking to you!”

“ Well, this is my study, and I suppose
I can say what I like in it ' 7 said Bulstrode.
“Serve up that grub, Bunter !

“ I'm scrving it up, Bulstrode. These eggs
are done to a turn = 5
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Bulstrede reeled back as Tom Brown's fist caucht
Hazeldene and Dick Nuggnt
looked. on calmly. (See Chapier Gs)
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“So you're feeding here, too!” exclaimed

Nugent scornfully.

Bunter blinked at him.

“ Oh, really, Nugent! I suppose you don’t
expect me to refuse when a chap offers to
stand me a feed 2 ”

“ Hardly ! ”

‘“ I never really get enough to eat. I've got
a9 delicate constitution, and I have to keep
it up with plenty of good grub. I'm not likely
to refuse Bulstrode’s invite.”

“ And leave us to have ours,

3

drawled

Bulstrode. “ I'm looking after Nugent minor
at present. You can’t force hum to leave my
study if he doesn’t want to. He’s not the

kind of Iad to be bullied, I take 1t.”

Dick Nugent’s eyes flashed.

“T won’t go!” he said. “ Look liere,
Frank, you’ve left me alone long enough—
you can keep 1t up a bit longer!”

“T couldn’t get away, Dick.”

Dick’s lip curled.

“You couldn’t, or you wouldn't,” he said.
““Idon’t care! I didn’t want you to. I only
want to be left alone. Bulstrode has been
very decent to me, anyway.’

““ He doesn’t mean' you well.

“ Oh, rats!”

Frank’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“ Look here, kid, you'd better come- with
me!” he exclaimed. * These fellows have
been smoking here, and that’s against-the
rules of the coll.”

“I've been smoking myself,” said Nugent
minor coolly.

His major gave a start.

“You've been smoking | ”’

“Yes. Why shouldn’ 617"

“You did this, Bulstrode, you cad!”
exclaimed Frank, turning furiously on the
bully of the Remove.

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

‘““ Are you the kid’s nurse ? ” he asked. -

“Tea’s ready ! 7 said Billy Bunter.

Dick Nugent pulled his chair up to the
table. Bunter had lighted the gas, and the
tea-table looked wvery cheerful, the whole
study bright and cosy in the firehght. Nugent
stood 1n the doorw ay with rrloom}f face.

‘““ Are you coming, Dick ?”” he said at last.

Dick shook his head irritably.

This

c3
e

“No: Im not'l”

Nugent said no more. He shut the door
and walked away, his brows wrinkled gloomily,
and his hands thrust deep and hard into his
pockets.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER |
Billy Bunter Sticks to His Own Study

¢ A,‘.\‘YTHING up ? 7
“ What's wrong ? 7
" Wherefore the extreme worryfulness of

the honourable Nugent’s esteemed brow ?”
The three questions were fired at Frank

Nugent as he came into No. 1 Study in the
- Remove passage.

There was a decidedly worried look upan
Frank Nugent's face and his three chums
looked at him i1n some surprise. He had left
them in good spirits enough ten minutes
before. . *

“ Found your minor'? ”’ asked Wharton.

Nugent nodded.

“ He’s all night, I suppose 2

[ ND.:’ '

“Phew! What's the trouble 27

“I don’t know that there’s anything to
bother about,” said Nugent slowly. ** But—
well,. young Dick’s chummed up with Bul-
strode.™

*“ Bulstrode ! ”’

“Yes: and he's having tea in his study
now. They’ve been smoking, too.”

- Harry Wharton frowned.

““What 1s Bulstrode’s little game, then 77
he exclaimed. “ What does he mean by
chumming up with a Second-form fag?

- He was far more likely to bully him.”

Nugent smiled bitterly.
¥ 011 1t’s one up against us, of course !
“ But why not bpmk to hlm, and tell him

to come here ? 7’ asked Bob Cherry, who had
come into No. 1 to tea, and to make the
acquaintance of Nugent minor. °° I suppose
your minor will do as you tell him, or take
your advice, anyway.”

Nugent shook his head.

“He won’t.”

“ Have you asked him ?”

ik YES‘:!

“And he won’t come ?’

“That's 1t.”

'!!'
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Bob Cherry whistled.

“ *If I had a minor who wouldn’t go, do you
think I'd wallop him—yes, what-ho!’” he
murmured, 1n parody of an old song.

" The wallopfulness should be terrific!”

" No good,” said Nugent. *‘ Dicky expected
me to be waiting round for him—and I didn’t
even know what train he was coming by. I
might have cut the footer match for nothing.
I wish I had cut it now.”

“ Nonsense ! ” said Wharton quickly.

“ You’re wrong; you couldn’t cut it. Your
minor ought to
understand ; if
he won’t un-
derstand, make
him.”

“l can’t
start his career
at  Greyfriars
with a licking
on the (first
afternoon, I
suppose,” satd
Nugent., “ Be-

And Nugent grinned, and jammed the kettle
on the fire.

It was not so cheery a tea as the juniors
had intended it to be, although they had laid
in an unusual supply of good things in honour
of Nugent’s minor.

Nugent was worried, and his chums sym-
pathised with him ; and then, there was the
prospect of trouble ahead for Dick Nugent.
From what they had heard of him, so far,
the juniors could not help thinking that a few
lickings would do him good; but they felt
concerned on
Frank’s ac-
count. Frank
Nugent was
the kindest-
hearted and
best-natured
boy at Grey-
friars, and le
felt a thing of
this kind more
keenly than
any of the

sides, youdon't others  would
know Dicky. have done.
He’s a spoiled ‘The chums
kid. He’s al- of the Remove
Wa ySs been !lﬂ.d ﬂlll]DSt flIl-
looked after 1shed tea when
and made the door was
much of. He cautiously
expects the opened, and g
same here"’ fﬂ.t: fﬂCB and a

PHatlliha - e . vave 4 tremendonys ~ PBIT Of spec-
d1sa ppointed, ?ulé:_’e%wg]iim;ngdigaﬁlﬁﬁgtﬁigd??n?f?ii:tzﬁ}d Et’ﬁg?edwt:i: a rend- tacles glim-
then.” ine sound as Bunter’s carments parted, He was free at last! mered 1n.

“ Yes ; but ® (See Cimph‘r 7-) “I Say, you
Bulstrode 1is fell o ws—-—>

fooling him, and making much of him, just
as he expected, you see, and filling his silly
head up with false ideas. I'm afraid there
was trouble in store for Dick in any case,
but with Bulstrode making a fool of him,
he’s bound to run up against rocks. Well,
I suppose it can’t be helped; I've done
all I can.” .

" Let’s have tea,” said Bob Cherry, as the
only  practical suggestion to be made under
the circumstances.

began Billy Bunter, in an ingratiating voice.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Tubby ! »

“ You haven’t finished tea, have you?”
sald Bunter. “ I felt that I ought to come
and have tea with you, you know.,”

“Oh, rats | ”

* It’s the fact, Bob Cherry. I'm sincerely
sorry to see you doubting a chep’s werd like
this. Look here, as Nugent made so much fuss

about my having tea with Bulstrode, I de-
cided to come——-"
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Nugent stared at him.

“Eh? Idon’tcare where you have tea!”
he exclaimied.

“Oh, really, Nugent, you seemed very
annoyed about 1t 4

41 AES ! 3

“So I decided to come and have tea with
you {fellows,” said Bunter, blinking at the
chums. “ I hope you've left something for
me.”’

‘“ Has Bulstrode finished tea ? *

“Oh, yes! ™

““And you decided to come and have tea
with us as soon as there wasn’t anyvthing left
to eat in Bulstrode’s study ? 7’ suggested Bob
Cherry sarcastically.

“Oh, really, Cherry! I think a chap
should stand by his chums, you know. I
thought you would be fecling lonely without
me.

“You needn’t have worried.”

“Well, you see 2

“ If that was your only reason for coming,
you may as well get back ! ” remarked Nugent.
“We don’t feel at all lonely.”

“Scat ! ”

Bunter did not * scat.”
study and closed the door.

“ I believe in a chap sticking to his chums,”
he remarked, taking a seat at the table.

‘“ Especially at meal-times, eh ? ”

“I say, you fellows, I hope you haven’t
absolutely cleared the table,” said Bunter,
blinking round discontentedly. “I might as
Well have stayed with Bulstrode.”

““ Quite as well.”

““ Are they jam tarts your side D[ the table,
Bob Cherry 2”7

o See 1 said Bob.
over ¢ ” _ :

“Yes, please.. Ow! Wow!?”

Bob Cherry passed over . the jam-taris,
deftly planting onc on Bunter's nose and
another on his chin.

‘“ Any more ?” he asked.

“Ow! DBeast!”

“Well, you asked me to pass them!”

Bunter muppcd the jam off his fat face.

“I think you’re a beast, Cherry. 1 think
Whart,nn ought to kick you out of the
study.”

He came into the

“Shall T pass them

“action.

* My dear Bunty, if I kick anybody out of
the study, 1t will be a certain fat porpoise ! ”
sald Wharton.

*“ Oh, really, you know

“Well, I think I'll get along,” said Bob
Cherry, as Bunter started on ham and bread-
and-butter. “ I’ve paid in my time to see the
animals fed at the Zoo, but it 1sn’t a thing you
want to see twice ! ”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Bob Cherry crossed to the door. There,
he paused, and taking a tube of seccotine from
the shelf, he squeezed out the whole of its
contents upon the seat of the arm-chair. It was
Bunter’s habit to slide into that chair after a
meal, and keep possession of it.

The, chair had been purchased by a whip-
round among the chums, so perhaps the fat
Junior thought it was a fair division for Harry
Wharton & Co. to purchase the arm-chair and
himself to use it. At all events, it never secmed
to cross his mind that anybody else might
like it.

Nugent grinned faintly as he saw Bob's
It was too late to stop him, for the
sake of the chair, so he said nothing.

Billy Bunter cleared off all that was left
catable on the table, and it was with a some-
what slow and heavy motion that he finally
rose. He had travelled through a very geml
meal In Bulstrode’s study before coming to
No. 1.

“ You haven’t had enough ! 7 said Wharton
anxiously. * There’s still the crockery, and
then you might start on the tablecloth ! ”

** Oh, really, Wharton—--"" '

“ Or the coals, or the coke ! ”

“ I don’t see why you fellows should always
be joking about my appetite,”’ said Bunter.
“ 1 don’t eat much, as a rule! I’m not greedy,
but I like enough! T always think that,
cnough’s as good as a feast | I think I'll take
a rest now !”

And he sank into the arm-chair.

The juniors grinned and quitted the study.

Billy Bunter soon dropped off to sleep;
indeed, some of the Removites said that he
always went into a comatose state like a boa-
constrictor after a meal,

How long he slept he did not know, but he
was awakened at last by the sound of a door

73
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opening. The study was in darkness. Bunter
blinked at the faint, red glow of the dyng fire,
and tried to rise from the charir.

But he could not rise.

The seccotine had quite hardened by this
time, and the seat of his nether garments was
stuck fast to the seat of the chair.

In amazement in finding himself, as 1t were,
held down by an unscen hand, Billy Bunter
strove to tear himself away from his chair;
but in vain—he could not rise, and his efforts
only resulted in dragging the big chair off the
rear castors for a moment. Then it crashed
down again, and Bunter collapsed into 1it,
gasping.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
A Row in Bulstrode’s Study
UGENT minor smoked another cigarette
after tea in Bulstrode's study, to the
secret amusement of the Remove bully.
He was just finishing when Hazeldene came

( 300
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Very red in the face and very indignant, Bunter stalked along
the Remove passage, the table-cloth draped gracefully about
him and hiding the extensive rent in his nether garments. A yell
of laughter rang from end to end of the corridor as the juniors
sichted him. “ Hallo. hallo, hallo ! ™ roared Bob Cherry.

“Is this the ghostof Greyfriars!” (See Chapter 7.)
in. Hazeldene and Tom Brown, the New
Zealander, shared that study with Bulstrode.
Hazeldene sniffed at the smoke, and grunted.

“What the dickens are you up to?” he
exclaimed. * What do you mean by turning
this study into a blessed tavern 2 ”

*“ Oh, go and eat coke ! ”’ said Bulstrode.

“Who's this kid 2”7

“That’s Nugent minor.”

Hazeldene stared at the new fag.

“Oh! I didn’t know he had a minor. Pity
the kid’s major doesn’t look after him better
then. He’ll make himself sick.” ;

“ It 1sn’t so long since you used to cadge
cigarettes from me,” said Bulstrode, with g
sneer.

Hazeldene reddened.

“ Perhaps; but I don’t do it now, and J
object to this rotten smoke in my study !
How can I do my prep. with my head in a foo
like this? " 3

“ Oh, don't ask me conundrums | **
)



“ Brown will make a row when he comes in.”

““ Oh, bother Brown!"”

At thdt monient the sturdy young New
Zealand junior came in. He sniffed, or mther
snorted, as he scented the smoke.

2 Hallo ' Who's botlm:mrf me ? ”’ he ashed
cheerily. *“ And who'’s nmlunw this mess in the

study ? lelv Bulstrode, you ought to have
more sense !’

“ Mind your own business !

“I think 1t 18 my bumnm wlmn you 're
turning my study into a tap- room 1 exclaimed
the New Zealander indignantly. “ If you wans
to play the giddy goat, ao 1nto one of the hox-
rooms, or sneak out mto the tool-shed !

“T'll smoke where I like! ™

“ What's this kid doing here 2

“He’s my guest.”

“ Smoking, too!”

“Why shouldn’t he ?

“It’s Nugent's s young bmthpr
dene. * Bulstrode is 9

“ Mind your own business, \asclum &

““T was going to say iz

“Shut up!” .

“Look here, Nugent minor,” said Tom
Brown seriously, “ you're playing o
aame ! That will make vou ill, :111{1 you'll n*nt
into a row if you're f{)und out !’

““ Shut up, Brown !

‘“ Rats, Bulstrode! Do

" sald Hazel-

you understand,

kid ? The prefects here are awfully down on

kids smoking, and you’'ll be called up before
the Head if you're caught.”

“T don’t care ! ”” said Dick Nugent.

Brown stared.

“You’'ll jolly well care when you ‘re up
before the beaks,” he said drily. * You'd
better chuck that cigarette mm the- fire!

“T won't !’

“ You won’t smoke in my study,” said Tom
Brown quictly.. ™ If a prefect came along at
this minute we should all be in it, and all’ get,
into a row.”

“My guest will do as he likes m my
quarters,” said Bulstrode. '

“ They're not your quarters ; they re mine
and Hazel’s, too—and this silly young ass
shan’t smoke here ! ” said Tom Brown firmly.
““ Put that cigarette on the fire, Nugent minor!”™

ats !

(

mug’s -

Tom Brown did not waste any more time in
words. He dropped his hand upon Nugent’s
shoulder. Bulstrode immecdiately grasped him
by the arm and whirled him away.

FFor a moment the two juniors faced one
another with blazing eyes.

Nugent minor rosc to his feet. Snoop
quictly stole out of the study. Hazeldene
looked on, with his hands i his pockets.

““ Let him alone,” said Bulstrode.

* I tell you he shan’t smoke here.”

“ And I say he shall.”

“Then it’s between us.’

“ As you like.”

Tom Brown pushed back his cufis.

“ Come on, then!”

Nothing loth, Bulstrode ** came on.”

In a moment the two sturdy juniors were
hammering away furiously, while Nugent
minor and Hazeldene looked on.

Bulstrode reeled back from a sweeping

right-hander, and muttered something between
his teeth. He rushed savagely {forward.
received without heeding a couple of smare
blows, and closed with the boy {rom
Taranaki.
- He fully expected to overbear the New
Zealander by superior strength, but in this
he did not succeed. Tom Brown was slighter
than Bulstrode, but he was more active, and
he seemed to be made of iron.

He gripped his arms round the bully of the
Remove, and they staggered to and fro in
straining effort, but the New Zealander did
not go down.

Gasping and panting,
fro in the study:.

“Go 1t!” said Hazeldene.
on Frozén Mutton ! ”

Tramp—tramp—tramp !

The two juniors had now forgotten every-
thing but the contest, and they struggled on
with flushed faces and flashing eyes, heedless
of the noise they were: mulunw and of the
fact that there was a senior’s study below their
tramping feet.

It was Bulstrode who reeled back the first,
under the grip of the New Zealander. He
struggled furiously to recover his ground, and
hurled Tom Brown back against the 'table.

There was a terrific crash.

fhcy rceled to and

‘Two to one
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The table went flying, and the load of
crockery crashed on the floor, smashing right
and left.

“My hat!” ejaculated Hazeldene.

Tramp—tramp—tramp;

Thm Brown’s boots tramped in the fallen
crockery.

There was a sound of hurried footsteps n
the passage, and the door of the study was
flung open.

Wingate of the
Sixth, the captain
of Greyfriars,
burst into the

room, with an
angry face.
“You young

sweeps!” he
roarcd. ** What's
the meaning of
this row 2

He stared n
amazementat the
broken crockery
and the over-
turned table.
Then, seizing the
two juniors 1n his
strong hands, he
wrenched them
apart.

He hurled Tom
Brown upon one
side and DBul-
strode upon the
other. The Re-
move bully went
spinning against
the wall.

“Now, what
doesthis mean ?”
said Wingate.

Tom Brown gasped.

“It’s all right——"

“ All right, 1s it 2 By Jove, it won't be ail
right for you!"” '

““ I—I mecan we were only fighting.”

“Only ! ” said Wingate, grinning in spite of
himself. “Is that really all? You weren't
making enough noise to waken the Seven
Sleepers as well, I suppose 2’  He broke off,

' (

aside.

Frank Nugent sent Gatty and Myers and Todd reeling
“ Hands off my young brother!” he said grimly.
(See Chapier 9.)

as he sniffed the smoke in the air. “Who's
been smoking ¢ "’
Wingate looked round angrily. His brow

contracted darkly as he caught sight of the
half-smoked cigarette in the hands of Nugent
MInor.

“You! Who are you ¢! ” he exclaimed.

“ ['m Dick Nugent.”

“Oh!

Nugent minor ?  And you’re smok-

ing, ch 2"
Nugent minor

was silent.
“Throw that

cigarctte into the

fire.”
It was on the
tip of Dick’s

tongue to refuse,
but something in
Wingate’s man-
ner made him
obey In spite of
himself. The
oftending cigar-
ctte fizzed in the
fire.

“ You're a new
boy here, and
perhaps you
don’t - know the
ropes,”” said Win-
gatesternly. “ 'l
let you off this
t'me. If you are
caught smoking
again I'll give you
the licking of

your life, so re-
member. What
do you Lower
Fourth fellows

_ mean by allowing
a fag to smoke in your study ?

The Removites were silent. Bulstrode was
not likely to state that he alone was to blame,
and the others did not care to throw all the
blame upon him, though it would have been
only the truth.

“You'll takea hundred lincs each,” said Win-
gate, “and I shall keep an eye on this study.
You'll show the lines before bed-time to-night.”

07 )



The juniors exchanged lugubrious glances.
“You get out, Nuﬂ(.,ut MINnor.

you’ll soon be in hot water,” said Wingate.
And he quitted the study.

Bulstrode burst into a laugh.

“Well, }-'ou’ve got off best, young Nugernt,”

he remarked. “ You'd better go. That chap

18 Wingate, the captain of the bChDO], and he’s

not to be arrrned with.”
And Dick Nuﬂ*ent nodded, and went.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Rough on Bunter

UGENT MINOR paused in the corridor after
leaving Bulstrode’s study. He was
feeling a little dismayed and uncasy.

In Lhe first place, the smoking had made
him feel-a little uncomfortable inside. Then
he had been turned out of the study without
a friend to lean upon. He was in a strange
place, and Bulstrode apparently did not mean
to trouble his head about him further. The
boy felt despondent, and he would gladly have
seen his brother at that moment, but he dld
not know where to look for .LTH”CH’G major.

He glanced up and doéwn the passage In
search of someone who could direct him. A
junior was coming down from No. 13 Study,
at the end, and Te was a junior_of such a
peculiar appearance that Dick Nugent looked
at him with great interest. His curious com-
plexion, his 1Jigtail, and his clothes showed
that he was a native of the Flowery Land.

He looked at Nugent minor, and smiled a
bland smile as he passed, and Dicl was
encouraged to speak to him. | ,

“ Isay,” he exclaimed, ** you speak lingush,
I suppose 27

The little Chinee &toppcd, and grinned.

“ Me speakee lipping,” he said.

““ Blessed 1f T know what that means.’

“Me Wun Lung.”

“ Wun Lung,” said Nugent minor.
don’t mean to say that’s your name ? ™

Wun Lung nodded.

“ That my name, allee light.
name in China.”

“ Do you know my major ? ”

““No savvy.”

“You

Velly good

( 3

You'd .
better go and find your brother and get him

to cmplaln to you some of the customs here, or -

" His name’s Nugent—Frank Nugent.”
V\ un Lung smiled intelligently.

" Me, savvy. Flank Nugent—ve Ily a00d
chap.  You blother ¢’
“Yes, he’smy major.  Where's his study 2’

Wun Lung pointed to the next to, Bul-
Etm(lv
lhat studee,”
You savvy 27

“Thanks!”

Wun Lung nodded, and went on his way,

he sald ““No. 1 Studee.

“and I\unent minor knocked at the door of
-NoO. IStud

It was next door to Bulstrode's,
and Dick w ondered if the noise of the conflict
had been heard by- Frank and his friends
through the wall. There was no answer to his
tap, and he opened the door. All was dark
within. ; , |

Nugent minor made an irritable movement.
His brother was evidently absent from his
room, but as the boy turned away he heard a
noise 1n the study, which showed that somecone
was there.

It was a crash as of a chair falling down
and then a voice followed, in gasping tones.

" Ow—ow ! I say, you fellows——"

Nugent minor stared into the gloom of the
study. All the light he could sece was a faint
red glow from the dying fire in the grate.

“ Hallo! ™ he said. “* Who's there ¢ 7

“I—I say, you fellows Oh! I—I
don’t know what’s the matter! I can’t get
up—I'm stuck to the chair, or else my spine
1s fractured. Light the gas, will you ? ”

Nugent minor groped his way into the study.
He felt m his pockets for a match, and
scratched 1t on the wall and lighted the gas.

The light shone upon a most curious scene.

Billy Bunter was sprawling in the arm-chair,
gasping like a newly-landed fish, and blinking
n blank amazement through his big Rl’lLC[JGl(‘b
‘\urreuL minor stared at him.

““What on earth are you doing ? 7 he ex-

claimed, recognising Bunter.

“I—I can’t get up!”

“ Why not ¢ ”

“I—I don’t know!” gasped Bunter.
“ Something’s wrong, somchow! Gimme o
hand, will you, and tug hard, and perhaps I
can get out 2 7

“ Blessed if I can see why you can’t get up !

)
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“ Oh, lend me a hand, and don't |
jaw ! 7 said Bunter. e
He held out both his fat hands.

*ﬁ—\—.

Nugent minor grasped them and SRR

cave a tremendous tug.
Billy Bunter gave a howl.
. T )
“Ow! Not so hard, fathead !
X ,”” grinned
You told me to pull,” grinnec
Dick Nugent.
“Ow!?”
Bunter’s feet were on the floor, and Nugent
. . - r
minor was dragging him forward. The arm-
chair jerked off the floor again, hanging on to
Bunter.
“Ow—ow—ow ! ”’ |
There was a rending sound, and Bunter's

garments parted, and the chair crashed on
the floor.

“Oh! Oh, dear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent minor.
“You were stuck to the chair.”

Bunter blinked round at the big fragment of
cloth adhering to the seat of the armchair.

“ Oh—oh, really, so I was. I—I don’t
know how it came about. 1 i

““Ha, ha, ha!” ,

““ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!”
“Ha, ha, ha! You'd better go and change
your things,” chuckled Dick Nugent, * You'll

(

||'I'I

“ Rescue Remove shouted Nugent at
the top of, his voice. The cry was not
unheard ; Harry Wharton came m at the
doorway at the head of three or four
Removites. Without stopping to ask ques.
tions, they rushed into the conflict. (Sce

find it rather draughty
that.”

“Oh, dear! Somebody will have to pay

comng  about like

33

for these trousers !
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bunter twisted round to get a view of the

torn place. It was very extensive. The fat

junior blinked indignantly at the chuckling
fag.

I say, Nugent minor, go and get me some
other trucks from the dormitory.” £

“Ha, ha, ha l”

“Ill give you a licking if you don’t stop
that row!” roared Bunter. *“ You con-
foundedly checky fag!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

Bunter swung his hand round to box Digk
T : ’ : Y : " 3 -
Nugent’s ears. Nugent minor easily knocked

1t aside, and quitted the study, still Iaughjng'
almost hysterically.

300 )



“Here, I say, come back! DBeast! How
on earth am I to get to the dormitory to
change ? 7 gasped Bunter in dismay. “ Hang
it ! I wonder who played that trick on me ?

I—I shall have to get changed. Anybody
might come n.”
He went to the door, and paused. Suppose

he met Mrs. Kebble, or—horrors of horrors |—
the Head’s wiie ?

It would never do.

He looked round the study in the wild hope
that a coat or a covering of some sort might
have been left there, which he could don to
hide that patch of tell-tale white.

But there was nothing—nothing but the
tablecloth.

There was no help for it. Bunter took the
tablecloth, and wrapped it round him, a good
deal like & Red Indian wrapping himself in
his blanket, and left the study.

He hoped to steal quietly up to the dormi-
tory unobserved ; but he had no such good
fortune. The hybterlcal laughter of I ‘Eugcnt
minor had attracted attention, and a dozen
fellows were looking out of their studies.

The effect can be imagined when the fat
junior came stalking along in the tablecloth,
aracefully draped round his stout person.

One wild yell of laughter rang from end to
end of the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter, very red and very indignant,
stalked on, the end of the tablecloth trailing on
the linoleum behind him.

Bob Cherry, Mark Linley and Wun Lung
looked out of the end study, and yelled at the
sight.

"¢ Tallo, hallo, hallo!”’ rmred Bob Cherry.
“Is it the ghost of Greyfriars ?°

‘“Ja, ha, ha!”™

07 t-]lc White Chief of the Blackneck
Indians.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Velly funnce. What you tinkee 2 Ha, ha,

'I.‘I

ha
““ Beasts |’ growled Bunter. ° Get out

of the way. Why can’t you let a chap pass,

Skinner, eh ? I want to get up to the
dormitory.” _
“But what’s the matter ?”’ exclaimed

Snoop. ‘ What are you trotting round in a
blessed tablecloth for 2 *’

( 310

“Mind your own bhusiness.”

And Dilly Bunter mounted upon the
dormitory stairs.  Ogilvy stepped behind
him, and jerked at the tablecloth.

It unrolled, and came away from the fat
person of Billy Bunter—and the secret was
revealed. There was a fresh roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!l?”

Bunter bolted up the stairs, followed by
fresh yells. He came down in ten minutes and
a new pair of trousers, looking very red and
indignant, and was gr{:etud with shricks of
merriment.

" Well, Bunter does take the cake!?”
grinned Bob Cherry, in No. 12. “ He told a
yarn about sticking to his own study, and I
thought I'd help him stick to the arm-chair, at
least. Ha, ha, ha!”

And the whole of the Remove roared over it
with the exception of Billy Bunter. Bunter
alowered and sulked. But nobody minded
Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
In the Second Form

G;ﬂ"r\', of the Second IForm, came into
the Second Form-room with a porten-

tous frown upon his face. The Sccond Form
at Greyfriars had no studies, and they
i their prep. in the IForm-room under the
cye of a master. The IForm-room was also
their common-room, for in the junior common-
rooni Sccond IForm fags did not receive much
consideration. ‘\"ow George Gatty might
have frowned pc}rtentoubly anywhere elm_
and no one would have noticed it. The frowns
of a fag would not have been observed in the
slightest degree in any other part of Grey-
friars. But in the'Second Form-room it was a
different matter. For Gatty was the biggest
fellow m the IForm—Dbig enough and old
enough to be in the Thl['{l 1 not past 1t—and
so his frowns were of creat consequence in his
Iform. And when he came in {frowning, a good
many fags looked anxious.

“ Anything wrong, Gatty ?

“No!” grunted Gatty.

(14 O!l ! 22

Gatty pushed a small fag out of a chair
by the Form-room fire, and sat down himself.
His frown grew more portentous, and the

)
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dispossessed Second-Former did not venture
to make the shghtest objection to that
tyrannical and high-handed proceeding. He
was only too glad to escape getting a cufi n
cxchange for his chair.

‘ There’s a new kid here ! 7 said Gatty.

“Haven’t seen him,” said Myers. “ Not
in our Form ¢ 7

“Yes.”

“Name 27

“ Nugent.”

““Nugent. minor 2’ asked Myers, with
interest. “ I've. heard that Nugent of the

lemove had a young brother at home.”

" Nugent minor.”

“ Then 1t’s Nugent's brother ? ”

“ That’s 1t.”

" When did he come 27

“This afternoon, during the footer match
between the Remove and the Upper Fourth.”

““Odd that we haven't seen him,” said
Todd.

Gatty smote his knee with his open palm
with a crack like a pistol-shot.

“ It’s easy enough to explain that,” he said.
“ Young Nugent has been toadying to the
Remove—crawling to the Lower Fourth.”

“Thecad!™

* The worm ! ”’

“He doesn’t seem to know that the Second
Form at Greyfriars exists,” said Gatty, with
growing wrath. ‘“ He doesn’t know that we
don’t allow fags to erawl to the Lower Fourth.
My hat! We shall have the Remove fagging
us soon.”

“He ought to be taught a lesson,” said
* Myers, solemnly.

“ Let’s look at him !’ suggested Todd.

“Well, that’s a good idea,” said Gatty,
rising again. “He was having tea, and
smoking 11 Bulstrode’s study when I heard of
him, and he can’t be there all this time, I
should think. Let’s go and scout for him,
and bring him here, and explain to himthe

proper position of a new boy in the Second
Form.”

“ What-ho !
The Second-formers, ripe enough for
mischief, and accustomed to following the

lead of.Gatty, entered into the plan with
great zest.

A dozen of them followed Gatty and
Myers and Todd from the KForm-room in
search of the delinquent who had been guilty
of the hemous sin of crawling to fellows in a
higher Form.

As luck would have 1it, they came upon
Nugent minor as he came away from the
Remove passage to look for his brother.
Nugent, as 1t happened, was in the gym.
with Harry Wharton, and Dick had not yet
succeeded in finding him,

The fags surrounded the new boy in a
twinkling. They knew at once, of course,
that this must be Nugent minor.

The new boy glanced at them without
alarm. He did not know the intention of
Gatty & Co. yet.

“1 say,” he exclaimed, * have you seen
Nugent of the Remove ?2”

“Yes,” said Gatty, grimly.

“ Do you know where he 1s 2 ™

=X en”

“Where, then 27

' In the gym.”

“ Where 1s that 2 ”

“ Come along ! ” said Gatty sweetly, link-
ing his arm 1n Nugent minor’s. “ I'll show
yvou where you're to go.” ;

" Thanks,” said Nugent minor, wondering
a little at Gatty’s effusiveness, and at the
chuckles of the other fellows. “Is that the way?”

" Come on.”

And the grmning fags marched the new boy
straight to the Second Form-room. Nugent
minor looked round him in amazement as
he entered 1t. He did not know much about
FForm-rooms, but he knew that this could not
be a gymnasium.

“What do vou mean ?” he exclaimed.
“Is this a joke ? I &

He made for the door. Gatty slammed it
shut, and put his foot against it. Then he
grinned 1n the face of Nugent minor.

“ Not just yet,” he remarked.

*“ Let me get out!”

“ Not muc¢h.”

Nugent minor looked round wonderingly
upon the grinning faces. ~Some of them were
quite cruel 1n expression, too, especially

Gatty’'s. It dawned upon Dick Nugent’s mind
that he had fallen among foes,

( 811. )



Bunter opened the door of Mr. Quelch's bed-room ;

Dick Nugent looked round the well-furnished apart-

ment. ‘“ Good !’ he exclaimed. ‘I shall be com-

fortable here, 1 think!” Billy Bunter gcrinned.
(See Chapter 10.)

But he was not afraid. A passionate anger
rose in his breast—the anger of one who had
always been petted and coaxed, and had had
hitherto no experience of bullying.

“What’s the game ? ” he exclaimed hotly.
“What do you mean ?”’

“Don’t you ask questions,” said Gatty,

loftily. “ I’m the captain of the Form—the

Second Form at Greyfriars—and I'm boss
here. You understand that ? ”

““ Idon’t understand anything of the sort

Gatty’s brow lowered.

“Well, I shall have to teach you, then.
It’s for me to ask questions, Nugent minor,
not for you. Your name’s Nugent ? ”

“Yes,” said Dick gloweringly. .

“You’re coming into the Second Iorm
here 2

““ Yes, I suppose so.” e

“We’re the Second Form.” -

“TI don’t care who you are.”

'?J

““ Cheeky young cub,” said Myers. * Punch

his head.” -
Nugent minor clenched his hands.
““ You’d better not ! ”’ he exclaimed.
Gatty laughed.

“I suppose vou would lick me?™ he
remarked, towering over the new boy. And
the Second Form shouted with merriment.

Nugent minor cast a longing glance towards
the door.

“No, vou can’'t get out yet,” sald Gatty.
“You've got to go through it first. You’ve
been crawling to upper form fellows, and
currying favour with Bulstrode, the worst
bully in the Remove—a form we don’t
approve of, anyway.”

*“ Hear, hear!”

“ T haven’t. Bulstrode asked me to tea.”

“It’s all the same. Now, you’ve got to go
down on vour knees and beg the pardon of
the Second Form for having had tea with the
Remove.”

“I won't!”

“You won’t! Do you know who vou are
talking to 2 ” |

“1I don’t know, and I don’t care. I won’t
beg anybody’s pardon. ILet me out of this
room. You're a set of cads ! ”

* Phew ! ” said Todd.

" Good!” said Gatty, unmoved,
him!”

*“ Look here

" ’Nuft said. Collar the young cad!”

A dozen hands scized Nugent minor. He
struggled desperately, but he was powerless
against so many. He struck out {furiously,
and kicked and scratched in his passionate
rage, and Todd staggered away with a
swelling nose, and Myers wore a red streak
down his check.

Myers jammed his handkerchief to the
scratch.

*“ Blessed wildecat ! ” he exclaimed.
at this!”

“ Down him!”

“Sit on him ! ”

+ Nugent minor was borne to the floor
under the weight of a dozen juniors. He
still struggled wildly under them.

“Nice boy!” said Gatty. * His people
must love to have him with them in the
family circle—I don’t think! Got him tight!”

“Yes, rather.”

“Yank him up.”

Nugent minor was yanked up in the grip
of so many hands that he could not move a

*““ Collar

23

“ Look
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limb. Angry faces were looking at him, and he
returned their looks with defiant anger.

“You cads ! ” he yelled.  “ Lemme alone.”

“The {rog’s-march first,” said Gatty
meditatively. ¢ After that, we'll see. C(ave
it him twice round the room.”

“ Hear, hear!”

Aud round the long IForm-room went
Nugent minor.

He still struggled, but feebly, in the grasp
of half a dozen pairs of hands.

Right round the room he went—once, and
twice, and then the Sccond-formers halted
with him, and bumped him on the floor. He
was looking decidedly dishevelled by this
time, with his hair untidy and his collar torn
out.

“ Now then,” said Gatty, “ to your knees.”

“ Go and eat coke!”

Gatty chuckled.

“You've got to beg the pardon of the
Second Form for cheek, and for sucking up to
the Remove. Are you going to do it ?”
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“ All right! Round you go again.”

“ Help ! yelled Dick Nugent. :

The fags laughed and hooted, but as 1t
happened the cry was heard—and answered.

Mr. ‘
of the bed he heard the sound of steady breathing.
‘A burglar! (See Chapter 12.)

Quelch's heart beat quickly.  From the direction
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“ Pray .do not point that gun m my direction!’
said the Remove master, as he led the way tcwa s
his bed-room. (See Chapier 12.)

There was a slam as the door was thrown open,
and Frank Nugent looked into the Form-room.
The fags halted in dismay
““ Nugent major!”

THE NINTH. CHAPTER
: . Foes with the Form
FRANK NUGENT took 1n the
at a glance.

He stode into the midst of the startled
fags, and gave Gatty a shove that sent him
reeling to one side, and Myers a push that
sent him reeling to the other. '

Then he dropped Todd with a thump on
the chest.

The other fags released Nugent minor:so
quickly that he bumped forcibly on the floor,
and crowded back.

Nugent stood over his young brother with
flashing eyes.

““Hands oft ! ”” he said grimly.

Dick Nugent staggered to his feet. He
looked ragged and torn and dusty. TFrank
stepped closer to his side.

“Keep with me, young ‘uni?® he said
softly. |

And Dick nodded.

)
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There was a threatening howl from the fags.
For an upper form fellow to interferc in the
private quarrels of the Second Form was
absolutely intolerable. It was as if a Fiith-
former had interfered in the disputes of the
Remove. The whole Remove would have risen
as one man against it. Nugent did not look
at the matter quite in that light just now, as
was only natural, as it was his young brother
who was being frog’s-marched.

The fags came crowding round with hoots
and yells.

“ Get out of our quarters ! ”

“Yah! Remove cad!”

“Outside ! ”

“ Kick him out ! ”

L1 4 Yah ' :3

“Q"ucrent s eyes gleamed upon the fags.

“ Stand back ' he said peromptorllv

“ Rats!” exclaimed Gatty hotly. *° What
are you doing in our IForm-room, you Remove
cad ? Get out, or we’ll throw you out !

** Better come with me, Dick.”

“ All right,” said Dick sulkilv

There was a roar.

“ You're not going to take him nway

“Yah! Down Wlth the Remove !’

“ Rush them !’

“ Give them socks'!

And the fags came crowding on.
clenched his fist hard.

“Youll get hurt if you don’t keep off,”
he said warningly.

“Yah!”

“Stand back!”

“Yah! Rats!”

Nugent hit out as Myers and Todd hustled
him. Todd went down again, and this time
he stayed on the floor, and Myers fell across
him.

Nugent caught his young brother by the
arm and dragged him to the door.

“Come on, Dicky—quick!”

“ Collar them ! ” shrieked Gatty.

And he led a furious rush.

‘The Second Form crowded round Nugent
like locusts. He hit out in earnest now, and
three or four fags rolled over, but they were too
many.

Fighting desperately, Nugent was borne
down by the rush, and Dick went down with

(
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Nugent

1

him, and over both of them swarmed the
victorious Sccond IForm.
“Sit on them!” ronred Gatty.
“Rescue Remove ! ” shouted Nugent, at
the top of s voice. “ Wharton ! ]nLy | Re-

move ! Rescue!”™

The cry was not unheard.

Three or four Removites, among them
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram
oingh, came in at the doorway, and, without
stopping to ask questions, rushed into the
conflict.

Then the tables were turned.

The fags were hurled right and left before
the doughty blows of the Removites, and
Nugent and Dick were promptly rescued.

But Gatty & Co. rallied, and Harry Wharton
thought 1t only prudent to hurry the rescued
ones to the passage and get them away.

A volley of yells and morkmﬂ jeers followed
them from the Second Form-room.

“Yah!?”

“Cad!”

“Worm!”

Most of the remarks seemed to be hurled
at Nugent minor, though he hardly realised
1t at the moment. He was too breathless and
confused to realise anything clearly.

The rescuers hurried them down the pas-
sage, and halted out of sight of the door of
the Iform-room, which was crammed with
Jeering fags.

“What on carth have you been rowing
with the babes for, Frank ? ”* exclaimed Hnrry
Wharton, in astonishment.

Nugent gasped for breath, and mopped his
damaged nose with his handkerchief.

* They were rarrrrlnrr young Dick.”

“Oh, Isce!’

“Have they hurt you, Dicky ?” said

Nugent, turning anxiously to his young
brother.
“Yes,” said Dick sullenly. * It doesn’t

. matter.”

“1 came in the instant I heard you

calling.”

“1t’s all right.”

“ How did you come to fall foul of them ? ”
asked Nugent, with a worried look. He
realised what a bad beginning his minor had
made 1n getting on with his Form.
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They accused me of crawiing to
“Oh! On account of that
I suppose ?”
“ I suppose so.”

“It’s awkward,” said I'rank, after a pause.

they're your IForm; you've got to live with them— soies

sleep in  their dormitory to-night.”
Nugent minor looked alarmed.

“Have I? Can’t I sleep somewhere else 2

“No; it’s impossible.”

“1 suppose I could come with you ? ™

Nugent shook his head.

“No;the Forms have separate dormi-
tories.”

* Look here, I'm jolly well not
going to be shut up with that
crew !’ exelaimed Nugent minor
hotly. “ I haven’t come here
to be bullied.”

“Well, it’s not my
fault, They all hate
Bulstrode, because
he’s such a  beastly
bully, and your chum-
ming up with him
was very unfortunate.
They mnaturally
think that you're
colng to sneak to
Bulstrode. You
shouldn’t have done
1t.”

“How was I to
know 7 ”’

* Well, T asked you
(o come away from
his study.”

* If you had met me when I came Ishouldn’
have gone there. But I'll go there if I like!
Bulstrode is the only fellow here who has
treated me decently, anyhow,” exclaimed Dick
Nugent passionately.

““Bulstrode can’t protect you from the
Second Form, and he wouldn’t take the
trouble if he could,” said Nugent quietly.

*“ I'shall speak to the Head.”

“What do you mean ? .That’s sneaking.’

“Well, I'm not going to be frog’s-marched
in the dormitory to-night, as well as in -the
IForm-room this evening,”” said Dick hotly. "1
don’t see why I should stand it.”

the
feed with Bulstrode,

Remove.”’
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“Come forth, or 1 fire!"”
shouted Mr. Prout, levelling
- the weapon. There was
no answer, and Mr. Prout
tried again. “ Wretch, thisis
your last chance = come
forth!”” Still no one came
forth. Mr. Prout's eye
gleamed and he pressed
the trigeer. Bang! (See
- Chapler 12.)

“ You must make 1t up with the Second
Form somehow,” said Nugent slowly. * You
can let them know that you're not going to
toady to Bulstrode, you see; and—and I
suppose you have something to eat in your
box ? Mother will have shoved in something
geﬂd.ll :

“ Yes, there’s a good feed.”

“Good! You can stand a feed to all the
Second Form, after lights out, and make your
peace with them that way. They’ll chum up
to anybody for a feed.” :

“ 1 don’t want to make my peace with
them,” sald Dick Nugent, between his teeth.
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““ They’ve jumped on me like this for nothing.
I won’t go an inch out of my way to get into
their good graces.”

“ Now, don’t be a young ass

“ If that’s all you've got to say to me——"

““Do you want to be cut by your Form ?”

“1 don’t care!”

“Don’t you understand, Dick ?
always be at hand to protect you. I

Dick flushed crimson.

“I jolly well don’t want you to protect
me. I can take care of myself.”

And he thrust lhis hands deep into his
trousers’ pockets, and walked down the pass-
age. Nugent called after him.

“Dick!”

But Nugent minor did not turn his head.

22

I can’t

22

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Bunter the Catspaw

HARRY WaARTON pressed his chum’s arm
as Dick Nugent disappeared round a
corner of the passage. Nugent glanced at him
miserably.

“ Don’t bother, IFrank. It can’t be helped.”

“He’s been spoiled at home, you know,”
said Frank wretchedly. “He can’t under-
stand. If he begins with the Second Form
like this, why, they’ll make his life.a misery
to him. A fellow can’t live on fighting terms

with his Form.”

“ He’ll come to his senses in time,
Mark Linley.

Nugent nodded, and strolled slowly away.
He was feeling very despondent. It seemed
impossible to get on good terms with his

32

said

younger brothcr or to make Dick Nugent

understand - w hat was necessary at Grey-
friars.

Skinner, who had been one of the rescuing
party, and had listened silently to the talk,
burst into a chuckle. Skinner was the practical
joker of the Remove, and his chuckle showed
that some new * japﬂ > had entered his head.
Harry Wharton looked at him quickly and
‘suspiciously.

“What's the joke 2’ he asked.

““ Nothing ! ”* said Skinner.

He ]aughed and walked away. He went to
Bulstrode’s study, and found the bully of the
Remove alone there. Tom Brown and Hazel-

dene were gone out. Bulstrode was not
looking very good-tempered, and he glared
rather than looked at Skinner as he came in.

“Hallo! Been having accidents ? 7’ asked
Skinner, glancing at the pile of broken
crockery still on the floor.

* Vg ] ¥ arowled Bulstrode.

“1 say, I've got a good wheeze on——

“ Go and boil it ! "

“It’s up against No. 1 Study

“Oh! Go ahead!” said Bulstrode.

Skinner grinned at the sudden change of
tone. He lowered his voice as he went on :

“ You know there’s that new kid, Nugent
minor -

" Yes,” said Bulstrode, grinning.

“ What do you think of him 2 *

“* Oh, he’s a cough-drop ! ”’

“ He's at daggers drawn with all the Second,
and he’s afraid to go into the Second dorm.
to-night to go to bed,” said Skinner.

“ I'm not surprised. Judging by what I've
seen of him, he’s about the last fellow in the
world to have an enjoyable time in the Second
Form.”

“Well, he swears he’ll s]eep somewhere
else, and not 1n the dorm. at all.”

*“He can sleep on the roof, for all I care,”
sald Bulstrode, with a yawn. * Blessed if I
care anything about his sleeping quarters.”

* That’s where the jape comes in. Suppose
you suggested to him—I hear you're on good
terms with him—suppose you suggested to
that he should sleep somewhere else 2 You
remember a little trick like that I played on
Harry Wharton when he first came to Grey-
friars-:?2 Well, it would be a howling joke to
get Nugent minor planted in the Head’s bed.”

Bulstrode gave a roar.

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”
£ You'll do 1it,
eagerly. —y

““No, I won’t,” said Bulstrode emlly “ You
know jolly well that Nugent minor is just the
chap to blurt out the whole story to the

then 27’ said Skinner

Head, and I should get a licking then. Set
him at it yourself.”

“ Well, you see

“ There’s Bunter,” said Bulstrode. ‘ Take

Bunter. Give him something to feed on
and flatter him, and you can make him do
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Mr. Quelch and Monsieur Charpentier bent :md peered beneath the bed, while the war-like Mr.

Prout remained Kkneeling, his rifle at the ready!

anything for you. He'll jape Nugent minor.”

“Jolly good idea!’ agreed Skinner;
and he immediately hurried off in search of
Billy Bunter.

Bunter was not hard to find. Skinner
discovered him looking dolefully into the
little window of Mrs. Mimble’s tuckshop.
He clapped the fat junior on the shoulder,
and Bunter blinked round at him,

** Oh, really, Russell i

“ Hallo, Bunter! Like some tarts ?”

“Oh, is it you, Skinner? Yes, 1 was
just thinking I should. Mrs. Mimble has
some new tarts in, and she won’t let me have
any till my postal-order comes. " If there's a
delay in the post, I shan’t get it till to-morrow
morning. I'll have some tarts with you
with a great deal of pleasure!” |

And they went into the tuckshop.

(

(See Chapter 13.)

- Skinner stood half a dozen tarts, which
disappeared at a wonderful speed down
Bunter’s capacious throat.

“ I say, this 1s awfully decent of you, you
know ! ” said Bunter, blinking at Skinner,
as he masticated jam tarts. '

“Oh, that's all mght!” said Skinner.
“I was awfully tickled by that new idea of
yours ! ”’

“Which one?” asked Bunter. “I'm
simply full of new 1deas. The fellows in my
study are awfully jealous of me on that
account, as I daresay you’ve observed.”

© Of course 1 have! I mean your idea of
japing Nugent minor. It is your idesa, isn’t
1t ? It's so funny that I thought it must be ! *’

“ Oh, yes, of course ! ”” assented Bunter.

“ Nugent minor swears he won’t sleep
in the Second dorm. to-night,” remarked
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“lt is zat he is in ze bed ! exclaimed the French master.

“Ciel! Itisagarcon!” (See Chapler 13.)
Skinner, as he helped himself to ginger-pop.
‘** Thav makes 1t easy for you. If you told
him the Remove-master’'s room, for instance,
was a private room prepared for him by
order of the Head, he's quite gull enough
to believe 1t.”

Bunter chuckled and attacked his last tart.

“You're such a keen chap, Bunter, that
it would be casy for you to take anybody
in,” Skinner went on. * It’s really hardly
fair on Nugent’s minor ; but, after all, a jape
is a jape.”’

““That’s 1t,” assented Bunter.
a jape.”

“ And the cocky. young rotter deserves
to be taken down a peg.”

““Yes, rather! He had the cheek to laugh
at me when I was stuck to the chair in my
study,” said Bunter. “ He -stood there
cackling.”

“Then I should jolly well jape him,
~segpecially as you’ve thought of such a ripping
wheeze for doing 1t ! ” urged Skinner.

“And I jolly well will!” said Bunter.
““ Did you say another tart, Skinner ? "

Skinner did not appear to hear the question.
He strolled out of the tuckshop, and Billy
Bunter followed more slowly.

“ A jape’s

Bunter prided himself upon his
keenness, and, as he had no parti-
cular regard for the truth, he
naturally sometimes succeeded in de-
ceiving people. But he was, as a
matter'of fact, one of the ecasiest of
fellows to deceive. His conceit was
too great for him to see when he was
being fooled. Added to that, his love
of flattery was great, and he liked to
appear in the public eye. If he could
get the credit of any other fellow’s
1deas, he never hesitated. It was the
easiest thing possible for Skinner to
pull the wool over his eyes.

Billy Bunter strolled thoughtfully
out of the tuckshop, looking for
Nugent minor. By this time the fat
junior really thought that 1t was his
1dea to play that jape upon Dick
Nugent, and he was chuckling over it
ata greatrate when heraninto the very
person he was seeking in the passage.

Dick Nugent had been up to the Remove
dormitory to wash oft the stains of his tussle
i the IForm-room. He had not cared to
venture to the Sceond Iform dorm. In case
the enemy should be there. It was getting
very near bed time now for the junior forms,
and Dick was feeling nervous.

He was keeping a wary eye open for Second
Form fellows when Bunter ran into him.,

*“ Oh, really, Ogilvy!” exclaimed Bunter
peevishly.

“Youfatass!” growled Dick.

““ Is that you, Nugent minor ¢ ”

“Yes, you owl! What did you run into
me for ?2 7 '

“ I'm sincerely sorry,” said Bunter smoothly.
* 1 was looking for you. I hear that you are
to have a separate room to-night, as the
Head does not want you to be ragged by the
Second Iform in the dormitory.”

Dick Nugent drew a deep breath of relief.

“Good!” he exclaimed. ‘I hadn’t heard
of 1t, but I shall be jolly glad of it! Where’s

T'!?

‘the room 7 ”

“ I'll show you, if you’ll come with me,”
sald Bunter. ‘‘Of course, you'd better not
go there now, or the fags may come routing
you out. Better wait till the Second Form
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have gone to bed, and then sneak in, See ?
The prefects don’t all know you've joined
the Second yet, and they won’t be looking
cut for you. This is the place. Look m.”

He opened the door of Mr. Quelch’s bed-
rOONL.

The Remove-master's room was a very
comfortable and cosy apartment, with a.bed

in an alcove in the wall, and very well fur-.
nished. Dick Nugent looked round the room

with great satisfaction.

“Good!” he exclaimed. 1
comfortable here, I think.”

Billy Bunter grinned as he thought of the
scene that would ensue when the master of
the Remove came up to bed and found a
SNecond Form fage asleep in his room.

‘Yes, it's a decent room,” he said.
course, this isn’t permanent, you know ; yvou’ll
just have this room for the present.”

* Yes, I understand.”

“You'll have to bunk with the Second
IForm later, of course.”

“ 1 jolly well shan’t, unless they treat me
decently ! said Dick Nugent, frowning.
“ I'll write home to my mother to take me
away!”

Bunter chuckled.

“Jolly good idea!” he agreed readily,
as Dicky looked at him suspiciously. ** Don't
you be put upon ; I wouldn’t.” '

"I don’t mean to be.”

Bunter closed the door and led the new fag
Lway.

“Don’t tell any of the Second where
vou're going to sleep,” he said. * They'll
rout you out, as sure as a gun, if you do.”

“ I'll be careful.”

“ Don’t tell anybody, in fact. It’s safer.”

Nugent minor nodded, and Bunter left
him in the passage. As soon as he turned
the first corner, Billy Bunter stopped to
chuckle explosively. He was still engaged
m emitting mysterious gurgles and guggles
when a heavy hand fell upon his shoulder,
ancd he jumped. .

““ Oh, really, Bulstrode 3

““What are you snortling about ? - asked
the voice of Tom Brown.

“Oh, is it you, young Mutton ? It’s all
right ; I was thinking of a joke, that’s all,

he

shall
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You can mind your own business, you know.”
“You've been playing some mean trick
on somebody,” said the New Zealand junior.
** Oh, really, Brown :
Tom Brown shook his head and passed on,

- He knew that it would be quite useless to

attempt to get any truth out of Bunter.
The fat junior burst mto renewed chuckles,
and he was still caclhinnating when the
Remove went up to bed and he joined them.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

Nugent Minor IMakes Himself Comfortable

BI-:H-'I‘IM i was Jooked forward to with great

keenness by Gatty, Myers, Todd, and
the rest of 'the Second Form. 'As a rule,
they hated. bed-time, and would gladly
have risen in revolt against the laws that
sent, them to hed half an ‘hour earlier than
the Remove and the Upper IFourth, and
abolished them. - But as that was impossible,
the fags generally went to bed grumbling,
with the worst grace, and indemnified them-
selves by lighting candle-ends after lights-
out and pillow-fighting” in the dormitory,
or reading by ‘the light of bicycle lanterns.
And ‘when they were caught in these playful
occupations by watchful prefects, there was

Mr. Quelch grabbed the boy by ihe shouiders
heaved him out of the bed. Nugent minor
as he struck the floor. (S:‘:‘ Chaph:r 14_)

aid
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weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth
in the Second-form dorm. But their ways
remained unaltered, and probably would
remain so for ever. But the reluctance with
which the fags usually went up to bed was
conspicuously absent this evening. They were
keen on getting to the dormitory.

And it was all on account of Nugent minor.

The Remove had snatched Nugent minor
from the wrath of his Form like a brand from
the burning, but it had served the new boy
1ll. For if there was anything the fags could
not possibly forgive, 1t was 1nterference
in their rights and liberties by members of a
higher Form. |

For the Remove to venture to interfere
in their internal disputes was outrageous,
and as they couldn’t make the Lower Fourth
‘“sit up 7 for it, they meant to take 1t out
of Nugent minor.

Had the boyv been a little more sensible
and reasonable, and been willing to profit
by the adviece and experience of his elder
brother, he might yet have made his peace
with the Second. But the spoiled son of
fond parents was only likely to make matters
worse by every word he uttered and every-
thing that he did.

And the Second IForm greeted the prefect
who announced bed-time without the sup-
pressed groans and growls that usually
greeted him. It was Loder of the Sixth, and

Loder, being a bully by nature, rather liked -

cuffing and kicking reluctant fags who
hesitated to go to the dorm. on the very
mstant.

But even Loder had no excuse for bullying
to-night.

The Second were quite ready for bed, and
they marched up to the dormitory without
a word, without a murmur.

Loder stared at them in surprise, but he
was glad to be saved trouble, and he herded
the fags oft to bed, turned out the lights,
and left them, without thinking or caring
what the reason of their unusual tractability
could be. |

Loder had mnever even noticed that there
was & new boy in the Second that day ;
or, if it had been brought to his attention,
he had forgotten 1t. He had more important

things to think of-—a game of poker with his
worthy chums Carne and Walker 1in his study,
for instance. Walker and Carne were walting
for him, and Loder wasn’t likely to waste
much time on the Second Form. The privi-
leges of a prefect were very useful to him,
but the duties of the post were not much to
his taste.  He performed them just well
enough to keep up appearances, and that
was all.

But 1 the Second-form dormitory the
strange peacefulness was broken as soon as
Loder had turned his back and closed the
door.

Gatty sat up in bed and struck a match,
and lighted a candle. Half a dozen other
fellows followed his example.

(atty glared up and down the dormitory.

" Where's that new chap ? ” he demanded.

“ Blessed if I know!” Myers remarked.
““ He never came up to bed.”

" He’s not here, Gatty.”

“ His bed’s ready,” said Gatty, “and he's
not here. What on carth does it mean ?
I was going to speak to Loder about it, but
I knew he would guess there was something
onif I did.”

“ The kid’s hiding away somewhere,” said
Todd. “ He knows what's in store for him.”

" But he can’t stay up all night.”

“Oh, no! Depend upon it, he’s hanging
about waiting for us,.to go to sleep, so that
he can sneak in quietly without our noticing
him.”

Gatty chuckled. The explanation scemed
to hum a very probable one.

“Good ! ” he said. * That’s it, and no error.
Put the lights out and keep quiet, and
he’ll come in.” '

And the dormitory was plunged into
darkness again.

It was very cold, sitting up in the winter
night, and the Seccond-formers lay down
again and covered themselves up, with the
natural result that they dropped oft to sleep,
one by one, Gatty being one of ‘the first.

Mecanwhile, Nugent minor, as we know, had
no intention of coming to the Second dormitory
at 2ll, if he could help it. He knew very well
that a ragging awaited him there, and cven if
Bunter had not so kindly come to the rescue,
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he would have tried to avoid going up with the
Second.

He remained quictly out of sight while
the Second Form went to bed, and then he
made his way to Mr. Quelch’s room.

He lighted the gas, and closed the door,
and looked round him with an air of great
satisfaction and relief.

The room was very cosy and the bed
looked inviting to the fatigued jnuior.

Dicky Nugent had been through a great
deal of excitement and exertion that day, and
he was very tired.

He undressed, and
tumbled into bed, il
turning ocut the gas,
and in about five
seconds after his head
had touched the pillow
he was asleep.

He slept the sleep

of faticue and healthy = I
youth, and a gun fired it
within a yard of him N f
would probably not 1Y
have awakened | .5

him. - .: "! |

While he was sleep-
mg  soundly in M. ; B/
Queleh’s bed, his g ! |
major was thinking . ‘
about him, and won- ;
dering how he was get- )
ting on in the Second
dormitory. Nugent
was playing chess with
Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh in  the junior
common-room, with Harry Wharton look-
ing on, when the Second went up to bed.
Nugent saw Loder come down, and after that
his mind seemed to wander from the game.
He left his king in check two or three times in
succession, and was finally checkmated with
ease, and was still going on to move after the
mate. It was evident that his mind was not
i the game,

“ The esteemed wits of my worthy chum are

Bunter—before Mr. Q

wandering,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur, in

his soft, purring voice. ** What is he thinkfully
reflecting upon ? 7

H.A.

Nugent grinned faintly.

‘1 was thinking about my young brother,”
he said. * He's gone oft with the Second, and
I’'m afraid there will be a row in the dorm.”

“I was thinking the same,” said Wharton,
with 2 nod ; *“ but I don’t know about inter-
fering, I'rank. It’s better to leave a chap to
ficht his own battles, except i the case of
bullying. Your minor has put up the backs of
the Second by chumming up with Bulstrode,
and they won'’t rest till they’ve ragged him.”

“T know, but—"

“You can’t always
save him. If they let
| , him alone while you’re
' il . there, they’ll start
agaln assoon as you're

“ 1f—if you please, sir, it wasn't me,” stammered
uelch had a chance to speak.
(Sr‘t-‘ Ca’mﬁ!rr 14.)

I‘I B | gone. It dependsupon
e Dick to make his peace
SO with the T'orm. It’s
- . up to him to do i,
| you know.”
'; Nugent
worried.
Bt “Yes, I know: but
: he won’t do it. You
% don’t know Dick. He
' wants to be looked
after, and made a fuss
of ; and they won’t do
that in the Second.”

“Ha, ha! I should
say not. But they will
knock some of the non-
sense out of him,
Frank, and that will
do him a lot more
good in the long run,”

“Yes; but—but I can’t bear to think of
his being ragged by those rough young
rascals, after what he’s been wused to at
home,” said Nugent, with a troubled look.
“ He’s a decent kid enough, you know, if—
if he weren’t such a young ass. You’'ll like him
when you get to know him, Harry.”

- Wharton had his doubts about that, but he
did not say so.

“He hasn’t really had a chance,” said
Nugent, “ and he’s as obstinate as a mule.
He'll kick, you know, and that’ll make thines
harder for him. I suppose it might be better in

looked
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the long run for him to fight his battles out,
but—but I think I'll go—-"

He rose from the chess-table.

“ Well, have a look and sce if there’s any-
thing going on before you go into the dorm,”
saild Wharton. “ Call us if you want help.”

“ Right-ho ! ”

And Frank Nugent ascended the stairs.
He stopped outside the door of the Second
Form dormitory.

All was quiet within. There was no gleam
of light from under the door.

The fags were evidently quietly in bed.
Nugent drew a deep breath of relief. He
returned to the junior common-room, and
met the inquiring looks of his chums with a nod.

*“ All serene!” he said. *‘ There's not a
sound, e\cept a snore,”

“Good !’

And when the Remm ¢ went up to bed it was
still *“ all serene.’

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
On the War-path.

MR.- QueELcH, the master of the Remove,

opened- his bedroom door at half-past
ten that night. He knew where to find the
matches—or he usually did. But as he put
his hand to the table beside the door for them,
he did not find them in their usual place. He
regretted then that he had not brought up a
candle with him.

““Dear me ! ”” he murmured. “ This is most
annoying. Someone has taken my matches.”

He groped into the room, and groped over
the table. He murmured something under
his breath as he heard the inkpot fall over, and
some papers go rustling to the floor. Then he
went out of the room, descended the stairs
again, and came up with a lighted candle.

By that time Mr. Quelch was not in the
best of tempers. He had reached a time of
Jife when ascending stairs was no light matter
to him.

He was looking pink as he came mto his room
again. He wished very much to know who had
taken away his matches. He did not guess
yet that the person who had moved them
was sleeping within a few paces of him.

Mr. Quelch lighted the gas, and proceeded
to divest himself of his coat.

»

The bed, as we have said, was in an alcove in
the wall, and partly hidden by a curtain.

The master of the Remove did not observe
that 1t was occupied, nor was he likely to
observe it till he went to step in. .

But suddenly, as he took off his coat, he
stopped, and gave a start.

A sound. of deep and steady breathing had
struck upon his cars.

Mr. Quelch stood quite still, the coat in his
hands, his heart beating. He could scarcely
believe his ears for a moment, and he listened
intently to make sure that he was not mistaken.

But there was no mistake about it !

There was a steady breathing in the room,
and 1t came from the direction of the bed.

In a moment Mr. Quelch saw it all.

His matches had been moved by the same
person whose breathing he could now hear—
a burglar, who had hidden himself under the
bed ! |

There was nodoubt about it. From where he
stood Mr. Quelch could detect that the breath-
ing came from the bed, but whether above or
below it he could not tell ; but he naturally
thought at once of somebody under the bed.
That anybody belonging to Greyfriars might
be sleeping in his bed never occurred to him
for a moment. That was far more improbable
than a burglar.

Mr. Quclch stood quite still, listening, for
several moments. Then he quietly put on his
coat again.

The deep, steady breathing showed two
things. TFirst, that the burfrhn had lost all
caution and was not careful to conceal his
presmwp second, and consequently, that the
wretch had fallen asleep under the bed.

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly:.

A burglar under the bed mirrht be a danger-
ous customer to tackle, especmlly if he were
armed ; but by falling as]eep he had thrown
himself into the hands of the law, as 1t were.

Mr. Quelch quietly L\tmgmshed the gas,

so as not to alarm the burglar by a hght if

he should awaken, and stepped softly from the

- TOON1.

In the passage he paused a few moments to
consider,

The point now was to capture the burglar,
and it was necessary to bring such a force

( 322 )



TR
e
LI "

F--lr'.t:l-ti Tt .l- -
P iv 3 .’l" 4

-
e

A
et

! a
W
L '
L [
L

LN ]
AN

-"I

4
. |'1.ufﬂ‘

Dick Nuecent struceled furiously : the perspiration ran down his face, making streaks in the black
of the burnt cork. But, despite his efforts, he was hoisted high and marched forward, the Second-

formers swarming round him, yelling and hooting.

against him that he would not venture to
struggle, or to use his revolver, if he
had one.

Mr. Quelch thought of Gosling, the porter,
but shook his head. Gosling was a long way
off, and he was not brave. Then he thought ot
Mr. Prout. Mr. Prout was master of the Fifth,
and a great sportsman, and always kept two or
three guns in his study. He occupied a great
deal of his spare time in cleaning his guns, and
at the same time would relate stories of b}g
game to anybody who would listen. Fellows 1n
the I'ifth who wanted passes, or who lmglu’t
done their impositions, or wanted to get mnto
favour for any reason, would listen hypocritic-
ally to these yarns of danger by flood and field,

and would be awfully impressed by the bravery
of Mr. Prout.

(

(See Chapter 16.)

Mr. Prout, as a man of war and an owner of
deadly weapons, was just the man to deal
with the burglar. Mr. Queleh descended at
once to his study, and tapped at the door. He
entered, and found Mr. Prout there, reading
a book dealing with big game in America.

The Fifth-form master glanced up with
a nod.
*Sorry to disturb you, Prout, but——"

“Not at all,” said Mr. Prout, waving the
Remove-master to a chair. ** On the contrary,

I shall be delighted to have a chat. I am
just reading in this volume &

“Yes, but &

“ That the number of buffaloes shet in the
Rocky Mountains 4

* My dear Prout——"
* Iixcuse me, Quelch, but this is a deeply
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mteresting subject. When I was i the Rockies
m 95 e

“ There 1s @ burglar in my room ! ” said Mr.
Oudch hastily. W Then Mr. Prout started with

“When I was i the Rockies m ’93,” the
Remove-master knew from .\peuencv that
only a sudden shock would stop him.,

Mr. Prout started.

“ A burglar 2’

(11 "}_Tes']}

“ Inyourroom ?

““Yes, under the bed.”

““ Good heavens! Did you see him 72”7

““ No, but I heard him breathing. He must,
I think, have fallen asleep there. As I was
alone and unarmed, you may be sure that I
did not try to get to close quarters with him,”
said the Remove-master drily.

“ Quite so, quite so ! 7’ exclaimed Mr. Prout
jumping up, forgetting all about when he was
in the Rocky Mountains in 1895. “ I am glad
you came to me. I will load my rifle ;

““Ahem! I was thinking that a fircarm
might frighten the ruffian into surrender,”
said Mr. Quelch. ““ Unloaded, however, in case
of accidents.”

Mr. Prout smiled superior.

““ My dear Quelch, suppose he has a revolver ?
Suppose he fires ? It will be necessary in that
case to wing him.”

“ To—to what 2 ”

“ Wing him,”
bloodthirsty look.
}TEt 22

““Dear me!” _

“Of course, I should not kill him,” said
Ar. Prout. “ Not if it could be avoided, at all
events. I might wing him in the arm or
]eg.?.l

““ You—ryou are sure of your aim ? ”’

“I have shot buffaloes on the plains of
Texas, grizzly bears in the Rockies, lions in
South Africa

“ Yes, yes; but——"

“ Rely upon me, Quelch ; I will make sure of
the wvillain.”

Mr. Prout was all excitement now. Whether
he was really as great a hunter as his stories
on the subject would imply, or not, there was
no doubt that he was keen enough. He took
down a rnifle from the wall, and unlocked a

““I have never shot a man

said Mr. Prout, with quite a

drawer for cartridges. Mr. Quelch watched
him in some uneasiness as he loaded.

There,” said Mr, Prout, "1 am ready
now. Lead on.”

“ Pray do not point that gun m my direc-
tion,” sald the Remove-master.

Mr. Prout laughed.

"1 assure you, Quelch, that I am not likely
to have an accident with firearms. You would
be quite safe if I levelled the rifle point-blank
at you.”

" I--I would rather you did not, however.
Pray come on.”

They quitted the study.

Mr. Quelch dropped behind the Fifth Form-
master 1 going upstairs. He wasn’t afraid of
the burglar, but he was decidedly afraid of
Mr. Prout’s rifle. If the Fifth Form-master
had stumbled, he might have killed the
Remove-master ; and Mr. Quelch did not
desire to end his days in that manner.

They reached the door of the Remove-
master's bedroom, and Mr. Quelch stepped 1n
quietly and mlxghted the gas.

" Good ! said Mr. Prout.
escape now.”’

Mr. Prout dropped on one knee, and levelled
the rifle with depressed muzzle to command
the space under the bed.

“I shall have him covered now,” he re-
marked. *° You may wake him up and drive
him forth. If he will not come, I will fire.”

" But—but—but

o It’c; all night,” said Mr. Prout, with a
smile, ** This is a nmrrnzme rifle, and the first
Ldlhldf‘re 18 blank.,”

But——]mt 1f there should be some mis-

L

** He cannot

take i
“Stufi ! I never make mistakes with fire-
arms. If I m: ‘Ld[}. mistakes with firearms, my

dear Quelch, I should not be here to tell the
tale. When I was in the Rockies in 795 22

“ I will arouse the villain, then.”

““ At once.”

Mr. Quelch bent beside the bed and rdised
the edge of the coverlet. His heart was beating
hard, and he was very excited ; otherwise, he
would probably have noticed that the sound
of breathing did not come from underneath.

Jut his mnul was full of thoughts of the
burglar now.
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“ Come out ! >’ he exclaimed.

“(Come forth!” =aid Mr. Prout threaten-
inely.  ““ Come forth, scoundrel ! Mind, I
have you covered, and my finger is on the
tricger. Come forth!”

There was no reply from the burglar.

“ Come forth, or I fire!” shouted Mr.
Prout.

No answer !

** Then A

“ Pray do not fire, Prout. You see

“It is the only way. He must be awake
now, and you cannot venture under the bed
to drag him out. He probably has a kmfe.” -

“Yes: but 7

“T1 had better fire.
chance—come forth ! ”’

And still no one came forth.

Mr. Prout’s eve gleamed along the barrel,
and he pressed the trigger.

Bang !

1)

Wretch, your last

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER

Not a Burglar
B.—x}:f:‘. !

The report rang through the house,
and rolled Dback in a thousand echoes.
The room seemed full of stunning noise, and
the smell of gunpowder. Mr. Quelch jumped
almost clear of the Hoor. '

* Oh, dear ! 7" he gasped.

In spite of Mr. Prout’s assurance, he could
not help having a lurking fear that the cart-
ridge might not be a blank one. Mistakes do
happen.’

The Tifth Form-master smiled the grim
smile of a great huntsman.

* Come forth ! ” he shouted.

The sound of breathing had suddenly ceased.
As a matter of fact, the bang of the rifle had
awakened Nugent minor, and he had become
aware of the fact that there was a light in the
room, and two men there, and a smell of gun-
powder. ,

Startled and terrified, the new boy held
his breath, not daring to move, or make
the faintest sound, as he lay in the bed.

“ Come forth!”’ shouted Mr. Prout trium-
phantly.

He clicked the rifle in a business-like manner.
The next cartridge in the magazine was loaded,

(

and Mr. Prout was ready for the burglar.

But still the burglar did not come forth.

“Goodd heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“lasten !’

“What 77

“T cannot hear him breathing now.”

“Oh, he is keeping quiet on purpose, of
course.”

Mr. Quelch was quite pale.

“ T only hope that you did not make a mis-
take with the cartridges,” he murmured.
““ Heaven forbid that you have killed the
wretched man!”

““ Good heavens, Mr. Quelch ! ”

“1 can hear no sound.”

“T never make mustakes with firearms.
When I was in the Rockies ik

“We must look.”

“ Undoubtedly. 1 i _

“(Ciel ! Vat 1s 1t zat 1s ze mattair 2 » asked
a voice at the door, as Monsicur Charpentier,
the IFrench-master, looked in. * Vat has
happen viz itself 2 ”

“ There’s a burglar under the bed ! ”

“(Ciel ! 7

““ Mr. Prout has fired a blank cartridee to
frichten him out,” said the Remm"equ;ster_

““ He refuses to stir, however.”

“I zink zat you pokes him viz ze poker.”

“Ah! A good idea! ™

Mr. Quelch stepped to the grate and took
up the poker.

He poked under the bed. He was half afraid
of finding a dead body there, in spite of Mr.
Prout’s assurance that he never made mis-
takes with fircarms.

But to lis surprise the lunges of the poker
encountered only space. '

He lowered his head at last, at the risk of
damage from the hidden burglar if he should
be waiting with a bludgeon for such a chance
and peered under the bed. It was very (1&1'1\:.

and shadowy there; he could see nothiner

but 1t certainly seemed to him that the space
was vacant.

Mr. Quelch was amazed.

““ Monsieur Charpentier,
candle here,” he said.

“ Ou, oui! Viz ze pleasure ! *

And Mossoo brought the candle. and
lowered 1t to the floor, and both Gf, them

pray bring the
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peered under the bed, while the war-hike
Fifth Form-master remained kneeling, with
levelled rifle, ready for eventualities,

*“Ciel 1

“Dear me ! ”

Monsieur Charpentier and Mr. Quelch
uttered those exclamations simultaneously.
For the space under the bed was vacant;
there was no burglar there.

Mr. Quelch and Monsieur Charpentier rose,
staring blankly at one another.

“ Well ¢” said Mr. Prout.

“ There—there i1s no one there ! ”

“What!”

“1 can see no one.”

“ But—but——"

“Ciel 1 7

* What is i1t, Monsieur Charpentier ?2 ”’

“It 1s zat he is in ze bed ! exclaimed the
I'rench-master, springing from 1t.
“ Look ! ” -

““Good gracious!”

Mr. Quelch dragged aside the curtain.
Nugent minor was revealed sitting up in bed,
with a pale and scared face, and startled
eyes.

He stared at Mr. Quelch, and Mr. Quelch
stared at him. Monsicur Charpentier gave a
sort of crow of astonishment.

“Ciel ! It is a garcon!”™

“Dear me! Who—what——"

“It 1s a boy. It is not a burglar. It is
zere has been a mistake. Ciel ! ”

Monsieur Charpentier’'s face relaxed into a
crin.  Crimson was slowly covering the
countenance of Mr. Quelch.

He understood now what an egregious
blunder he had made. Monsicur Charpentier,
arinning, shipped quietly from the room,
many smothered chuckles proceeding from
him as he went down the passage. Mr. Prout
sprang up, and rushed towards the bed. His
fgce was a study as he saw Nugent minor.

"¢ Gr-gr-great Scott ! ” he gasped.

‘“Boy ! ” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a voice
of thunder.

““ This 1s the burglar, Mr. Quelch ? ”

““ There—there appears to have been some
mistake,” said the unhappy Remove-master.
‘** I—I certainly thought there was a burglar
under the bed.”

away

zat

(
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Mr. Prout grunted. He put his gun under
his arm, and stalked away. A great many
fellows had gathered in the passage, attracted
by the report of the fircarm., They looked
curtously at Mr. Prout, who was very pink
as he strode away, without vouchsafing a
word to anyone. Mr., Prout was a great
sportsman, and had a keen hankering after
adventures ; but they never seemed to come
his way. Irom the time when he had shot
Wun Lung’s kite, to the present, he had never
found an occasion worthy of his great abilities
as a man of war.

Mr. Queleh remained alone with the new
junior. His face was erimson, his eyes spark-
hng with anger. He felt that he had made
himself look absurd, though really he could
not blame himself for the mistake. How was
he to have guessed that a fag of the Second
Form would have the amazing impudence to
go to sleep 1n his hed ?

And Nugent minor had not simply lain
down there, either—he had gone to bed. Mr.
Quelch now observed his clothes, and saw the
collar of his pyjamas round the junior’s neck.
And he had certainly been fast asleep.

Nugent minor had evidently settled there
for the night.

Mr. Quelch stood looking at the boy for
some time in-silence. He really did not know
what to say.

Dick Nugent was recovering from his
astonishment now.

He was not pleased at being awakened and
frightened in the middle of the night, and his
look was growing as angry as Mr. Queleh’s.

“ Boy,” said the Remove-master at last,
“ what are you doing here 2

“ I'm sleeping—or was, till I was woke up,”
growled Dick. *‘ What’s all this row about ? ”’

el 3{_)? ! 22

I want to go to sleep.”

And Dick settled down again, with his head
on the pillow, and drew the bedclothes up
round his neck.

Mr. Quelch was almost petrified as he viewed
this proceeding.

“ Boy,” he gasped—*‘ hoy | Who—who are
you ? ”’

“I’'m Nugent minor.”

“ What Form do you helong to ?

)!
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“Second,” said Dick sleepily.
- " You—you How dare you go to sleep
I my room ? ”’ roared Mr. Quelch. * You-——
you are a new boy at this school, I presume ?°
Yoy »

“ It is customary here to address a master
as “sir,’ 7 said Mr. Quelch, with a dangerous
”lmm i his eye.

“I'm sleepy.”

* Get out of that bed.”

“ I want to go to sleep.”

“Why are you not in the dormitory with
the rest of your Form ? ” asked Mr. Quelch,
as muc-h perplexed as annoyed.

“I don’t like them. I’'m not going to sleep
n the dormltorv

1

Eh ?” said \Ir Quelch, scarcely able to
belleve his ears. ** What 27

“ I wish you'd let me go to sleep,”’

Dn:-k 1rr1tf1bh
" Boy !’
" Oh, don't bother!”

- Bm’ bov are you mad ? Get out of that
hed at once !’

“ Shan't!”
Mr. Quelch simply staggered.

said

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Bunter is Given Away
NU[‘T‘\TT

minor secttled his head more

comfortably on the pillow, and closed
his eyes. Mr. Quelch stared at him speech-
]{‘fhhl}" for 2 full minute. He was too as-
tounded to do anything else. Then he woke
to action.

With one stride he reached the bed. He
orasped the bedclothes with both hands and
dragged them oft the junior. Then he grasped
Dmk Nugent by the shoulders, and dragged
him off tllc bed.

Nugent minor rolled on the floor with a yell.

"You rotter!” he rmred. “ Lemme
11[::110.‘ What d’ye mean ?°

“I never came across such a boy in my
ife before!” exclaimed the Remove-master.
* Dress yourself at once, and leave thisroom !”

= Lawvon’t 12 '

““Go at once to the Second Form dormi-
tory.”

* Shan’t!”

Mr. Quelch gasped.

suppose ?’

“The boy must be mad !’ he murmured—
““ absolutely mad! Nugent minor, do you
know who I am 2 T am a Form-master !

“Idon’t care!”™

“ You have never -been to school before, 1
said Mr. Queleh, controlling his
temper admlrttl}lv

“ I’ve had a tutor,” growled Dick Nugent ;
““and I jolly well won’t stay here, either! I
don’t like the place. I'm going to sleep 1
that bed!”™

“ Boy, this 1s my room !’

“I was told I was to sleep here.’

““ Oh,” exclaimed the Form-master, scenting
a junior joke, ““ you were told so! Who told
you ¢ "’

““ I forget hisname—a fat chap n spectacles.
He said that the Head had arranged 1t,” said
Dick. “ Why shouldn’t I sleep here if I
want to 2

“It 1s my room. I will speak to Bunter
about this in the morning. You must go to
the Second Form dormitory at once. Put
on your clothes, and I will take you there.”

Dick Nuge nt looked at the Remove-master,
and met his arim eye. 1t occurred to him then
that he had better obey.

Slowly and sulkily he put on his clothes, and
then Mr. Quelch took up the candle, and led
the way to the Second Form {lumutort.
Dick followed with reluctant steps, and
scowling, sullen face.

Mr. Quelch opened the door of the {101'1111-
tory.

** This 1s the place,” he said. “ T will show
you a light to bed. Mind, I shall overlook
your outrageous conduct this evening, because
you are a fODllSll and 1110\1191-1(311(:0(1 new boy,
and have evidently been the victim of a trick.
But nothing of the sort must occur again.
There 1s your bed. Get 1n.’

And Nugent minor got in.

Mr. Quelch closed the door and returned to
his room. Nugent minor grunted, and settled
down. A sleepy voice came from Gatty's
bed :

“Is that you, young Nugent ?

“Yes !’ agrowled Dick.

“You're jolly late!”

“That’s not your business ”

Gatty snorted.



RO
Wingate gasped as he saw the black-complexicned stranger.

“ Wh—who are you?
for? "’

(See Chapter 106.)

“You young cad! We were going to put
you through it to-might. but I'm too jolly
sleepy to get up now. It must be past eleven.
What on earth have you heen doing all the
time ? 7 |

No reply. _ |

“Was that Mr. Quelech brought you in ¢~

“Find out! ”

““ Have you been licked 77

“ Oh, don’t bother!”

“Very good!™ said (latty grimly. 1
won’t bother—I'm too sleepy at this time ot
night. I'll talk to you in the morning, Nugent
minor.” _

And he went to sleep.

his example.
He had been saved, after all, from the

ragging prepared for him by the Second Form,
though only for the time. On the morrow
the fags were likely to make up for lost time.

On the morrow, too, a humorous youth in
the Remove was to be called to account.
When the Lower Fourth came down that

Dick Nugent followed

What are vou rigeced up like this

morning  Mr, Queleh  beekoned to
Billy Bunter to follow him to his
study. Bunter did so, in some
alarm, which 1Increased when he
saw  the  Remove-master  take up
a cane.

"I you please, sir, it wasn’t
me, " stammered Bunter—a little pre-
viously, so to speak.

Junter, what was not vou ? "

“ l—1 mean, sir, 1 didn't do 1t.”

" You did not do what ¢ 7

T 5

“The fact 13, Bunter,” said Mr.
Quelch severely, “ 1 have learned of
the trick you played a new boy vester-
day. You induced Nugent minor to
o to bed in my room, under the im-
pression that the Head had so ordered
1t.”’

Jilly Bunter’s jaw dropped.

T Oh, sir! You see "

" Did you, or did you noft, . tell
Nugent minor that the Head had
arranged for him to sleep in my
room ¢ 77 thundered Mr. Quelch.

" You sece, sir £

“ Do you deny it, Bunter 2 7
. “ No-0-0-0; not exactly, sir.”

“Then you admit 1t 2 7

“Oh, no, sir!?”

“ Bunter, you must do one or the other.
If you tell me a falsechood, Bunter, I shall send
you to the Head to be severely punished.
Now, did you play this trick on Nugent
minor ¢ 7

“ I—1I suppose T did, sir.”

“Ha, I thought so!
hand !'”

" If you please, sir

“ Hold out your hand. T shall give you
six euts.  Not so much for a joke upon a new
boy, though that is very reprehensible, but
for your impertinence in using my room for
the carrying out of a joke.”

And Bunter had three on each hand, and
he went out of the Remove-master’s study
wrigging like an eel. _

* I—I say, you fellows,” he gasped, as he
joined Harry Wharton & Co., ““I’'m hurt !
That beast Quelch can lay it on! I say,

Hold out your

23
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that young Nugent is a worm—a sneak—a

mean rotter!
Frank Nugent coloured angrily, and took

hold of the fat junior by the collar and shook
hiim.

“Ow!  Oh, really, Wharton! Chuck 1t
If you make my glasses fall off, they'll get
broken, and you will jolly well have to pay
for them!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Oh, is it you, Nugent! Stop it!”

“ Then shut up about my minor!” said
Frank angrily.

“Well, it’s true,” said DBunter, jerking
himself away. *‘ I've just had three on each
hand from Quelch, and 1t hurts.”

“ What’s that got to do with my minor ?

*“ He sneaked to Quelch!”

“It’s not true ! exclaimed Frank angrily.

“ He's a beastly little sneak ! 7 said -Bunter.
“My hands hurt like anything, and all
through that young
votter. I really told
him to go and sleep
i Quelch’s room from
kindness of heart, be-
cause I know that the
Second would rag
him.”

" What ! ” |

“ I dare say Quelch
made 1t warm for him
when he found him
there, but that wasn’t
my fault. Besides, he
ought not to have
sneaked.”

* Serve you jolly
well right for play-
ing such a trick on my
minor,” said Frank.
“I've a jolly good
mind to give you a
licking myself !

Billy Bunter re-
treated 1n alarm.

" Here, hold
I'm hurt!”

“ Oh, get away ! ™

And Nugent looked
s0 angry that Bunter

on !

Nugent minor

(

kicked out furiously at Wingate's shins.
Greyfriars staggered back in pain, and Dick Nugent broke away,

oft at top speed.
329 )

promptly got away. Irank’s face was over-
clouded, and his lips were tightened.

“It's rotten!” said Harry. *“ 1 suppose
the kid blurted 1t out, you know. He
couldn’t have meant to sneak.”

Nugent nodded without speaking, and
went slowly into  the dining-room. His

minor was likely to prove a thorn in his side
at Greyfriars, that was growing pretty clear.
Billy Bunter was in a state of flaming indig-
nation, and he was not likely to make a
secret of the delinquency of Nugent
MINOTr.

" Hallo, Fatty,” said Gatty] of the Second,
disrespectfully, as he came upon Bunter in

the passage, twisting his fat hands. * Been

catching it ? 7

Bunter glared at him through his spec-
tacles.

“Go and eat coke, you young  beast!
Nice set of sneaks you fags are! Yah!

The Captain of

darting
(See Chapter 16.) bt



If Nugent minor were m our Form we'd
squash hm1!1”

“IBh?” said QGatty
that about Nugent ?”’

““ He’s sneaked to Quelch.’

“My hat! ”

“ He gave me away to our Form-master,
and I've just had eight on each hand,” said
Bunter pathetically. *° You ought to make
it warm for him.”

“Well, youre such a har,
said Gatty.

““ Oh, really, Gatty

“But I'll jolly well look into 1t!” said
Gatty, wrinkling his brows. “ If the young
cad’s a sneak as well as all the rest of what
he is, we’ll make the Second Form too hot

to hold him!”
Whereat Billy Bunter was comforfed.

quickly. * What’s

9

you lknow !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Called to Account

NUGE."I‘ major looked out for his minor
after morning school. IHe was very
worried about Dick, and he did not
quite know what to do with him. Dick’'s
business was to make his peace with the
Second Form : but Frank felt that he would
not succeed in doing 1t. Ile had only suc-
ceeded in setting the Second against lam.
The ‘sneaking” of which Blll}’ Bunter
accused the new boy, would make matters
worse, too. Nugent found his young brother
in the Close alo:w looking decidedly down-
cast and moody.

Dick glanced at him, not very amiably, as
he came up. He was lonely, and glad to see

his brother, as a matter of fact, but he was

in a bad temper, and full of irritation.

““ How are you getting on ? 7’ asked IFrank,
assuming a cheerful manner.

‘“ Rotten! ™

“ Any more rows ? 7’

éé Nﬂ ! 23

“T hear that there was trouble last night.
I thought you were in your dorm., and 1t
seems you had gone to Quelch’s room.”

Dick’s brow darkened.

“1 was sent there by a fat cad playing a
trick.”

““ You told Mr. Quecleh who it was ?2 7’

for your good.

“Yes: he asked me.”

Nugent looked worried.

“ Bunter was caned for 1t this morning,”
he said.

“Serve him nght !

“Yes; 1t serves him right, true enough,”
assented Nugent, ** but it won’t do, you know.
You oughtn't to have told the Form-master
that 1t was Bunter sent you there.”

" Why not 77

" Because 1t was sneaking.”

““ He asked me.”

“ I can't help that. You mustn’t give a
chap away to a master, whatever he’s done;
it’s called sneaking here, and it makes the
fellows wild.”

"1 don't
not.”’

" What I mean is the Second will be more
du'ﬂ.‘n on you than ever if they knuw' and

11111{11* isn’t likely to keepit dark.”

“ 1 don't care.”

* I wish I could make you understand things
better, Dick. You won’t get on at a school
like tlhis till you try to bea little more reason-
able.”

"1 don't want to get on here,” said Dick
bitterly. ““I don’t like the place. I don’t
like the people. TI'd rather go home.”

“ It's rough on you at first ; but you’ll get
to like 1t.”

“1 don’t think so.” :

“ Anyway, as you've got to stick it, you'd
better make up your mind to make the best
of 1t,” urged Nugent.

Dick shrugged his
patiently.

“ I'm going to write to mother to be taken
away.”’

“What's the good of
demanded Ifrank hotl 7

care whether theyre wild or

shoulders 1im-

worrying her ?
“You're sent here
You dﬂn't want to worry
mother with your rotten little troubles.

You'll find 1t all n&ht 1f you only try to be a
little reasonable,”

Dick’s lips set obstinately.

“ I'm going to do as I like,”” he said.

“Oh, very well, ]]lE&SB yourself ;
acting like a u}ward that’s all |

“ That's enough,” said Nugent minor,
thrusting his hands deep into his pockets.

1t's
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“ Quite enough. T don’t want you to stand
by me. Let me alone.”

Nugent breathed hard.

"I will let you alone,” he said. “ If you
want anything of me after this, you can come
and ask for 1t.”

"I shan’t come, I promise you.”

Nugent walked away. His face was clouded
as he ]onmd Harry Wharton & Co. for footer
practice. His chums knew what was troub-
Iing his mind, but they did not speak on the
subject. They could say nothing that would
be of any comfort.

After his major had left him, Nugent minor
remained alone. He was feeling miserable
and depressed, and he could hardly restrain
his tears as he thought of home and the
comforts there, and contrasted them with his
present surroundings. The first .days at
school are rough enough to many boys, but
Dick Nugent's ways made them rougher to
him than was usually the case; and This un-
conciliatory spirit made it probable that

matters would become worse instead of
better.
He was leaning against the wall, moodily

enough, with his hands in his pockcts the
shouts from the distant football field jarring
on his ears, when he was spotted by Gatty
& Co., of the Second.

The crowd of Second fags came up with a
rush and surrounded him. Dick drew his
hands from his pockets and looked at them 1n
ala.rm

* What do you want ? ”” he demanded.

" Here heis!”

“ Here’s the cad ! ”

"Sneak ! ”

“Rat!”

“ Look here,” exclaimed Dick fiercely,
“you let me alone! 1 don’t want to have
anything to do with you! I'm ]'olly SOTLY
1 ever came to this rotten school.”

“ Hark at the cad! ™

" Collar him ! ”’

Gatty and Todd, and two or three more
scized the new 1)0} He was hurried and
hustled away in spite of his struggles. W hither
they were taking him he had no idea, or for
what ; but he guessul that it was for some-
thing deeidedly unpleasant to himself.

(

odl

The Second-formers crowded into the tool-
shed with their helpless victim, and jammed
him down upon a wooden bench two or three
of thcm holding him there.

“ Now, ]xEG]ith“ " sald Gatty threateningly,

“ Shan't ! "

“You cheeky young cub, you want a
lesson ! 77 said the chief of the Second Form.
" Some of you get a rope.”

“ Good.”

etmego!”

“ Rats!”

“1 tell you I won't stay here!” shouted

Dick Nugent, struggling furiously. *“ You
]‘uds}‘ Let me go! I'm not going to stay
lere.”

“ Your mistake—you are.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tie his legs to the bench.”

And in E:l}ltL of Dick’s resistance, his legs
were tied to the wooden bench, and he was a
helpless prisoner. He gasped w1th rage.

“ Now, where's that chap, Bunter 2 de-
manded Gatty.

““ He's not here.”

“ 1 told you te fetch him, Todd.”

“ He said he couldn’t come unless there
was something to eat,”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" The fat porpoise—he—why, here he is!”

The fat, spectacled face of Billy Bunter,
of the Remove, looked in at the door of the
tool-shed. He blinked at the excited Second-
formers.

“ I say, you fellows

“Comem!”

“But I say, 18 1t a feed ?
join you with pleasure. I never get enough
dinner, as you know. If you “want any
shopping done, 1I'm not too proud to lend a
hand, though }Ul_l re only inky little Second
Form fags. 1

Todd and Myers seized him by the arms
and ran him into the shed, and slammed the
door. Billy Bunter blmLed at them 1n some-
thing like alarm.

 J—T say, you fellows

© It’s all right,” said Gatty, ““ we only want
you as a witness. There’s nothing to eat .

" Then I'm smcerel} SOITY, but 'm
I can’t stop——"

)

1

If 1t 15, T'll

b

afraid



“ You've got to stop. Hold him !’

“What-ho!”

“Oh! I—say,youfellows, you know

" Did you send this young ass to bed in
Quelch’s room last night ¢ 7 demanded Gatty,
putting on a ferocious frown. '

“ Certainly not. I—I1

“ You told me you did.”

“ Well, as a matter of fact, perhaps I—I
did.” , -
“ You did. Remember, ‘witness, to speak
the truth. the whole truth, and nothing but
the truth: as what you say. will be taken
down to be llb('d in cevidence against—against
Nugent minor.’

““Tt was only a jape.”

“We're not:going to bother about that
You've accused \utrenn 11111101‘ of f-'-neakmrr
That’s what we re getting at.’

“Oh, I sce!’ S‘ll{l Bunter areatly relieved
to find that he could not be accuscd of any-
thing. “ Yes, it was a jolly good jape, and
nmy idea from start to finish. I thought 1t
would be a lark to send him to snooze in old
Quelch’s bed.”

“ And he gave you away to Quelch ?°

“Yes — told tales like — like — like
beast.”

“Do vou admit it, Nugent minor ? ”

“ Go and eat coke!”

* Finished with me ?

1)

d

asked Billy Bunter

anxiously. I want to see a chap who was
going to lend me sixpence. He might for-
cet 1t.”
s i . i s aninal
Yes: kick that rotten Remove amma
out.” |
“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

BIH) Bunter was promptly kicked out.
‘ Now, Nugent minor, do you admit your

guilt 27

“Rats! ™

“Do you own up ? 7’

‘““ More rats.”

““ Look here, you young cub

“ Let me go!’

Gatty held up his hand.

““ Guilty or not guilty 7™

““ Guilty ! 7 chorused the fags.

“ Good! TFasten the door, so that none of
those Remove cads can interfere, and we’ll

sentence him and execute him,” said Gatty.

(

22
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER
Nugent Minor’'s Punishment,

ICK NUGENT wrlm‘rled in the bonds that

held hnm to thL wooden bench. But it
was in vain that he strove to loosen
himself. He was tied too tightly, and he

could only sit there and await the judgment

of the curious court established by the Second
Form.

He was alarmed. but less alarmed than

enraged. His face was perfectly white with
anger, and his eyes were blazing. He was
helpless 1in the hands of the fags, and they
clearly meant to show him no mercy.

“ Prisoner,” said Gatty, * you are found
cuillty of crawling to upper form {fellows,
cheeking your form, and sneaking to a master,
You're going to be put through 1t.”

“Rats!”

“Where's the burnt cork 7 ”

“ Here you are.”

“Good! Hold his hands!”

M}Ters and Todd hung on to Nugent minor’s
arms. Gatty, with a (,lnml\ of burnt cork, pro-
ceeded to blacken the unfortunate prisoner’s
face all over.

This done—with qta,rtlinrr results in the way
of changing Nugent minor’s d,ppea.muce—-thw
dra'rg._,ed off his jacket and wailstcoat, and
substituted a ragged old coat in their plaw
The old coat was one worn by Gosling, the
porter, when he was doing rough work 1n the
wood shed. It was about a dozen sizes
larger than was necessary for Dick Nugent,
and- full of holes and smothered with dirt and
grease.

Dick’s eyes burned through the black on
his face.

““You beasts! " he gasped. “ You cowards! ™

Gatty laughed.

“ Think that will do, you kids ? ™

“Well, he looks very pretty.”

“Ha; ha kol

** Nugent minor, are you ready to go down
on your knees and beg the pardon of the’

Second FForm for being a rotten outsider and
a tale-bearer.”

““Ratg 1'”

" Very good.
him out.
m 4

)

Open the door and yank
He's going round the buildings
procession, to show the School



A strugeling form was projected through the doorway of Wingate's study—it was Nugent minor.

The doorway was crammed with triumphant fags, and Wingate addressed them quietly. “ Thank

you! You can clear out!” he said. Then he turned to the boy on the floor. “T want to speak
to you, kid,” and Wingate’s tone was not unkindly. (See Chapter 17.)

how the Sccond Form deals with sncaks.” cast loose from the rope, and drageed out into

“ Hear, hear!” the open air.

“Ha, ha, ha!?” The winter sunlight was falling upon the

Dick gasped with rage at the thought of close, and nearly everybody was out of doors.
being marched round the Close with a black- The Second IForm was on the spot almost to

cned face, wearing Gosling’s old coat. But there  a man—or, rather, to a boy—and they crowded
was no help for it. He bad put the backs up  round Dick with shouts and gusts of laughter.
of the Second Form, and they were merciless. “ This way!” shouted Gatty,

"The shed door was opened, and Dick was © March!?"”
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“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Dick Nugent struggled furiously. The
perspiration ran down his face, making streaks
in the black of the burnt cork.

But many hands grasped him, and he was
hoisted upon the shoulders of Gatty and Todd,
and marched forward, his wrists and ankles
held by strong hands. | _

A vell of laughter greeted his appearance on
all sides.

“ My hat!” gasped Temple, of the Upper
Fourth. “ Who—what is that ? ™

“ Looks like a nigger,” remarked Fry.

““ Or a Christy minstrel.”

““ Oh, rather ! ” said Dabney.

“ My word ! 7 shricked Tom Brown.
young Nugent '™

“ Nugent minor! Ha, ha, ha!?”

One of the Second-formers had pinned a
card across the breast of the old coat Dick
Nugent was wearing. It bore in large letters
the single word ““ SNEAK ! ”

It was sufficient explanation to the on-
lookers as to what his punishment was due.

““ No business of ours,” remarked Temple.
“ And if he’s been sneaking, serve him jolly
well right ! ” |

“ Oh, rather!”

But Tom Brown thought diflerently. He
had not taken a liking to Dick by any means,.
But he was thinking of Nugent, with whom
he was very chummy. He ran oft towards
the footer-field to apprise the chums of the
Remove of what was going on.

The Second Form procession, avolding the
masters’ windows, marched on, and as 1t
happened, they skirted the football ground,and
arrived there soon after the New Zealand junior.

Tom Brown ran on the field, where Harry
Wharton and Co. were practising passing and
kicking at goal.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“ What's the row 77

“ Young Nugent—the Second are ragging
. him ! > exclaimed Brown breathlessly. 1
came to tell you, Frank ! ™

Feank Nugent Jooked worried.

““ What are they doing to him ¢ ”

‘““ Look—there they come!”

The footballers looked at the procession as 1t
came swarming towards them.

“It’s

Nugent's eyes seemed almost to start from
his head as he saw the figcure with the black-
ened face, and in the absurd coat, borne on
high before the uproarious procession.

“ Great Scott!” gasped Harry Wharton,
“ That’s not Dick Nugent, surely!”

“Yes, 1t 1s!”

“My hat!”

* The hatfulness it terrific!”

Nugent cast an appealing glance at his
chums.

" Stand by me, chaps ! ”” he exclaimed. 1
know Dick has brought all this on himself ;
by I can’t stand by and see it. I'm going to
stop them.”

* Right you are, Franky. Come on.”

*“ The readyfulness of our esteemed selves is
terrific to back up our worthy chum.”

And the Removites, leaving their footer,
rushed towards the procession, in football-
shorts, just as they were. Tom DBrown,
Linley and several others of the Lower Fourth
joined them, always ready to back up Harry
Wharton.

" Put that kid down !” roared Nugent.

There was a yell of defiance from the
oecond Form, strong i numbers.

“ Rats!”

“ Go home!”

“He’s a sneak ! ”

“Go and cat coke!”

And the procession swayed on.

“Come on!” saild Nugent between: hi
teeth.

And the Removites rushed to the attack.
The procession was broken up at the first
rush. |

It was not particularly agreeable to Nugent
minor, however ; for, as the fellows who were
carrying him staggered and reeled, he came
to the ground with an unpleasant bump.

Then the swaying and struggling juniors
trampled over him, and hLe was rolled over
and over, and a dozen or more fellows sprawled
across him.

The uproar was, as Hurree Singh would have
said, terrific.

The Second Form, though they had the
advantage of numbers, had no real chance
against the fighting men of the Remove; and
after a hrief scrammble they were scattered to
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richt: and left—all who were not scrambling
upon the ground.

But the tussle was hardly over when
Wingate, of the Sixth, came up, with a face
pink with anger, and cufling right and left.

“ What do you mean by making this row 2 ”
he roared.

“Uw! Oht™

“ Chuck 1t!”

i 1?':1]1 ! 3

Removites and Sccond Formers promptly
scattered. Nugent
minor satiup,
dazed and bewil- 1 o
dered. Hewaszso o
confused that he
hardly knew what
was happening.

Wingate ut- 02X
tered a gasp as he N
saw the black- |
complexioned
stranger.

“Wh-wh-who
are you?” he
gasped.

Nugent minor
scrambled to his
feet.

“"Who—who
are you ? What
does this mean ?
What are you rig-
ged up like this
for?” exclaimed
Wingate, grasp-
ing the new boy
by the shoulder.

Nugent minor
struggledsavagely.

“ Let me go!”’

o . )

“You are Nugent minorl”™.

“Yes! Leggo!” s
“Phen what do you mean by this {
“Legao | ” yelled Nugent minor furiously.
“Are you mad?” exclaimed Wingate

o e

in the erasp of the senior.

¥ }
angrily. *“ Do you know whom I am ?
“1 don’t care who you are! Let me
alone.”

Wingate’s grip tightened.

His face was very
angry now. \

ick Nuzent kicked and fought and yelled, but he was helpless
Dies S Wingate had said that it should
be a good thrashing, and he made it so.

“You will learn to care who I am in time, I
think, if you’re not kicked out of Greyfriars
too soon,”” he said quietly. “ Iam the captain
of the school.”

“Let go!”’

“You young fool, I—

Nugent minor kicked out furiously.

“Oh! " gasped Wingate.

He stageered back in pam. The savage
kick had taken effect upon his shin, and for
the moment he was helpless, and he released
the junior.

Dick Nugent
teok advantage of
the opportunity.

Hedarted away
at top speed.

THE
SEVENTEENTH
CHAPTER
Licked !

INGATE com-
pressed  his
lips hard. He was
in great pain. The
kick had been a
hard one 1n a ten-
der place. Iisface
went quite pale
for & moment.
But he was ag
much amazed as
hurt. He had come
i contact with
all sorts and con-

’

Y — | ditions of boys at

Greyfrairs, but no
one just like
Nugent minor be-
fore. ForaSecond
FForm fag to kick the captain of the school!
Winzate could hardly believe 1t, though his
leg was aching with pam.

The Removites had witnessed the scene from a
cistance, and Frank Nugent’s face was a study.
“He’s done it now ! ”’ he said. ‘

And the Nabob of Bhanipur murmured
that the donefulness was terrible.

“Come Dback, Nugent minor!” shouted
Wingate,.

(See C:’:-:.'ph:r 17.)



But the junior did not heed.

Wingate limped after hin for a few paces,
and then stopped, and called to the fags, who
were looking on from a distance w th %ared
expressions.

““ Fetch that young fool back !’
“ Bring him to my %tudy Ry

- &% Vs, \Vlnﬂntg &

g8 Bight—ho 1

“We’ll get him!”

So chorused the fags, cagerly enough.

Wingate, the rurrrrul but kind-hearted cap-
tain of Grm,*[rmra was the 1dol of the Lower
Forms. The fags felt more incensed against
Nugent minor for his treatment of “mﬁate
than for anything else.

" They entered into the chase with zest.

““ Your minor 1s in for 1t this time,’
lecered to Nugent as he passed him.

Frank nmde no reply, only looking worried.
But Bob Cherry put out a foot, over which
Gatty promptly tumbled, rolling on the
"rround

He jumped up in a fury ; but, secing Bob
Cherry’s fists doubled, he thought 1t more
prudont {o dash on after the Dthcr fags.

Wingate signed to Nugent to come to him ;

he =aid.

> Gatty

and the Remm'lte with a deeply overcast.

face, obeyed. The captain of Greyfnars
looked at him curiously.

“You seem to have a queer fish for a
minor, Nugent,” said Wingate. |

Nugent uodded nlonnnlv

= hope rou won't be hard on him, Win-
aate,” he :ald ““ He’s not a bad sort really
He can’t understand that he’s not at home,
that’s all. This sort of place is new to him.
He had a tutor at home, and did what he
liked.”

“Yes, I guessed as much But we can’t
have fags ]\mlﬂnrr the shins of the head of the
Sixth,” said ngate erimly.

““ Of course, he ought to be licked.”

“And he will be. You ought to take him
in hand a little, Nugent, and try to show him
the ropes. 1 found him smoking in Bul-
strode’s study yesterday. It secems to me
that he wants a lot of lookmrr after. and, as
his major, you ought to do 1t.”

“ T—I've tnied v

““ He’s in trouble with the rest of his Form,

too. They haven’t treated a new kid in this
outrageous way for nothing.”

“I—I know they haven’t.”

““What has he done ?°

““ He—he lct out to Mr. Quelch the name of
a chap who played a trick on him. He didn’t
mean to sneak, of course,” said Nugent
hastily.

Wingate’s brow contracted.

& ‘Wcll ]t was very unfortunate, that'’s all,”
he said. * You'd better keep an eye on him ; :
or Greviriars will be too hot to hold him-
soon.”’

And Wingate went into the House.

Meanwhile, the fags were hunting down
Nugent minor with a great deal of relish. Not
knowing the ground well, he had httle chance
of escaping, even for a time. He was soon
cornered, and the fags surrounded him, and
dragged him back towards the School House,
Td]lll} struggling.

This time the Remove chums did not inter-
fere.

It was 1mpossible to °
authority of Wingate,
school.

Nugent minor had to face the music.

Meanwhile, Wingate had met Mr. Quelch as
he entered the School House. In spite of

s
':;"":Ei-i N, : ~

“kick 7 against the
the captain of the
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Wine
clearly
Down
Minor's

ate’s ficure showed
at the window.
below, Nugent
croping  hand
tell on a round and
weavy stone.  He saw
ns chance to revenee
himself upon the Cap-
tain of Greylriars. (Sce
Cf.'.lph'r 13-)

himself, the Sixth-
former was lmping
a little, and the
Remove-masterstop-
ped to speak to ham.

“ An ..-1(‘(:1 dent,
Wingate *
€ Oh! no, :L;i['; H 111('1' ! th
“What—=a lkick 7 a Hﬂhl the

Remove-master, 1n surprise.
Wingate smiled. |
“Yes, sir. We have a new boy

here who 1s Hmnethmtf new in that lne.

He does not know ’rlmt the head of the

Sixth must not have his shins kicked.”

“ Dearme! Isit possible ? I suppose you
are alluding.to Nugent minor ¢’
“Yes: the new kid in the Second.”
“ A most peculiar boy,” said Mr. Quelch.
“ He slept in my room last night, and caused
me a great deal of trouble in getting rid of
him.” The Remove-master colmued at the
recollection of the ridiculous hurglar alarm—
an alarm that seemed more ridiculous than
ever In the broad daylight now. *°I hope,
Wingate, that you will lll!ll\L it clear to ham

tlmt such outragcous insubordination cannot
bL u”uu ed.”’

“ Yes, sir.”

C2

(W

Wingate went mto his study, where he
rubbed the bruise on his leg—and a big bruise
it wag, too.

He was still so engaged when a crowd of
fags came tramping along the passage, with
a struggling prisoner in their midst.

Gratty threw open the door of the study, and
put an untidy head and red, triumphant face
into the roon.

“ (ot him 1 ” he ejaculated.

“Herc heis ! ”

“ Here’s the cad !

“Shove him i !'"”

A strugeling form was projected through
the doorway.

Nugent minor staggered in, and fell upon
his hands and knees on the carpet, gaspin
for breath. The doorway was crammed with
trivmphant fags, many of whom had smears
of black upon their faces from Dick Nugent's
burnt-cork complexion.

“Thank you!” said Wingate
' You can clear out.”

Rather reluctantly Gatty & Co withdrew.
They wanted to see the interview. They,
crowded back mto the passage, but Gatty
kept the door an inch ajar, his eye to the
aperture.

* Close the door ! ™ rapped out Wingate.

(fatty reluctantly obeyed.

Nugent minor scrambled to his feet. He
looked a pitiable object. IHis blackened face,
and the old ragged coat reaching below his
knees, made him look utterly absurd. Wingate
h\ul his eyes upon him.

*“.I want to speak to you, kid,” he said, not
unkindly. * You are on the worst of terms
with your Form. You have kicked my shins :
but you don’t understand yet what that might
mean to you if I were hard. You seem to be ,
a wilful and obstimate young rascal, and
amenable to onl} one kind of persuasion—u
licking. I'm going to give you a licking, not
on account of this bl” brse, but for your own
aood.”

Dick eyed him warily and sullenly.

“ I won't be licked,” he said.

“ Your opinion won't be asked,”

quictly.

saldd Win-

cate, takimg up a cane. * Hold out your
hand.”

Dick put hig hands behind him.
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“ Will you obey me, Nugent minor ?

44 NO ! 23

Wingate breathed hard through his nose.

“Very well,” he said. “ You only make 1t
harder for vourself. You will have the hcking
all the same in a more painful way.”

He stepped towards the junior to take him
by the collar. Dick Nugent promptly dodged
round the table.

“ Come here!”

“Shan’t!”

Wingate paused. It was extremely un-
dignified in a big Sixth-former, captain of the
school, too, to chase a nimble fag round a
table. Wingate's temper was rising again. He
had been very patient with Nugent minor,
and it was not surprising that his patience
was failing at last.

*“ Nugent minor, come here.”

“1 won’t be licked.”

“T give you one more chance. If you put
me to the trouble of catching you, I'll make
this a licking that you won’t get over for
weeks.”

Nugent minor made no reply, but he stood
warily Wwatching. It was cvidently not his
intention to give 1n. |

“Very well,” said Wingate. “ You will
have only yourself to thank for what you
gct.ﬁ'!

“T won't be licked. I don’t want to stay at
this school,” said Dick. *I'm going to write
to my people to take me away. I hate the
place, and everybody m 1t.”

““ Will you come here ?

(14 NU I 3

Wingate said no more. He ran round the
table after the fag. Dick Nugent dodged
again, and Wingate, reaching across to seize
him, bumped against the table and sent 1t
flying.

YITlfere was a crash as a heap of books and
paper, accompanied by an inkpot, went to the
floor. The table rocked wildly.

But Wingate’s grasp was upon the fag now.

Dick Nugent struggled desperately. He
kicked and fought and yelled, while Wingate
fastened a strong grip upon his collar, and
Jashed him with the canec.

Wingate laid it on well, and every blow

brought a fresh yell from Nugent minor, who

was helpless in the powerful grasp of the
sCnior. |
Wingate had said that it should be a good
thrashing, and he made 1t so.
He gave Nugent minor a dozen powerful
lashes across the back, and then he jerked

him to the door of the study, and opened 1t.

“1 hope that will be a lesson to you,” he
said. ““ You will get it worse next time.”

And he tossed the yelling fag out into the
passage and closed the door.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER

Struck Down
1Ick NUGENT staggered to his feet.

He was hurt—very much hurt—and
the Second IForm fags, who had intended to
give him & further ragging when he emerged
from the captain’s study, felt that he had had
enough. He stood for some minutes leaning
against the wall, his whole form shaken with
dry gasping. They looked at him, and let him
alone.

“ Come on. said Todd.
gar's had enough this time.”

“ Right-ho !'” said Gatty.

And the Second IFormers streamed away.

Nugent minor was left alone in the passage,
quivering from head to foot, as much with
passion as with pain, and trying hard to keep
back the tears.

He glanced up savagely at the sound of a
footstep.

It was his major.

“I'm sorry for this, Dick,” said Frank
Nugent softly. “ It’s awfully rough. Come
along, old fellow, and i

“ Let me alone.”

“Dick!”

“ Can’t you leave me alone 2

Nugent bit his lip.

“ Oh, very well,” he said. And he walked
away. Dick Nugent looked after him with
sullen, glowering eyes.

The fag’s heart was burning with hatred
and malice and all uncharitableness. Towards
Wingate he felt a furious hatred.

All Ius thoughts were . dirccted towards
revenge upon the senior who had given him
that scvere, but well-deserved thrashing.

He went slowly down the passage, and the

“The poor beeo-
o
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orins and chuckles which greeted his
appearance reminded him of the absurd
ficure he was cutting.

He tore off the old coat, and threw
't upon the floor, and hurried away to
a bath-room to get the burnt cork
washed oft his face.

In the streaming hot-water he rub-
bed and rubbed, but it was long before
the black was off his face, and then
some traces of 1t still lingered round
his ears.

When he had finished, and looked
“into the glass, he saw a face dark and
sullen, with the eyes ginting, the
brows contracted.

He was achine all over from the
thrashing and the rough handling he
had received from the Second IForm
(ags.

He left the bath-room, and went
out into the Close; and to Iis relief
the fags took no further notice of him.

They were not done with him yet,
but they realised that it would be only
decent to let him alone after the hicking
he had had in Wingate's study. 1i
they had known what was working in
his mind, however, probably they would have
acted differently. The thrashing Wingate
had given him had been far from reducing
Nugent minor to a state of subordination.

He glanced up at Wingate's window as he
went into the Close. The captain of the school
stood at the window, which was open, watching
some football practice, his window com-
manding a view of the football field.

Nugent minor’s eyes glittered.

His eyes fell upon a big round heavy stone,
and he glanced from it to Wingate, and from
Wingate back to the stone again.

He stooped, and his fingers closed con-
vulsively on the stone.

The spoiled, passionate boy was not given
to calculating the consequence of his actions.
At home, he had done what he liked and gener-
ally his elders had taken great trouble to
placate him if he were annoyed. Now he was
thinking only of his revenge upon the captain
of Greyfriars.

He stood under the leafless elms, looking up

Loder loosened Wingate’s collar and tie ; Wharton bathed
his fuce.
then a deep voice sounded from the door.

matter here 27" Itwas the Head ! (See Chapier 18.)

Other fellows came crowding into the study:
““What is the

at Wingate, who was quite unconscious of tho
fag below his window, stone in hand.

Harry Wharton, who had come off the
foothall field, and was walking towards the
House, caught sight of Nugent minor, saw the
stone in his hand and the look on his face,
and guessed his tention. He gave a shout
of warning.

“Look out, Wingate!”

Wingate started, and looked downward.
At the same moment Nugent minor’s hand
ewept through the air, and the stone flew.

Wingate gave a sharp cry, and disappeared
into the room.

“ Good heavens!”
mad young fool : ”

He ran into the house, and up to Wingate’s
study. The captain of Greyfriars had staggered
away from the window, and sunk into a chair.
There was a dazed look on his face. A dark,
bruised mark was forming on his temple.

“ Wingate! You're hurt!”

“I—I—yes!” stammered the

criecd Wharton. * You

SCINOT, -
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rubbing his forchead with his hand. * I—I
feel stunned. Did that young fool throw a
stone at me ¢’

Wharton did not reply.

But no reply was nceded ; the stone was
lying on the floor, where 1t had crashed down
after striking W 111g:1te The captain of Grey-
friars essay ed to rise from his chair, but sank
back again. The concussion had almost
stunned ‘him, and the effort to rise made his
senses whirl.

“J—I—oh!”

Wingate lay limp in the chair.

Wharton’s face went white. He dashed to
the washstand in the alcove at the foot of the
bed, and seized the water-jug. He dashed

cold water into the captain’s face. Wingate
gave a shuddering breath, but did not open
his eyes.

“ What on earth’s the matter ¢ ”
Loder, looking in at the open door.
are vou dmn,ﬂ:, Wharton 2 ”

“ Wingate’s been hurt.”

“ Phew! Who did that 2

“ Somebody threw a stone.”

“ Great Scott! ™

Loder loosened Wingate's collar and tie.
Wharton bathed his face as he lay limp in the
arm-chair. Other fellows came crowding nto
the study, alarmed and curious. The prefect
waved them back.

*“ Don’t crowd round,” he said. “ He wants
air. Some mad 1(110..; has been thr omng stones
from the Close, and'he’s stunned.”

“ My hat ! ” said Loder. * I shouldn’t care
to be the chap who did 1t.”

“ Hardly.”

“ Who was it, Wharton ?”

“7T think W mrra.tn knows,” said Harry.

“ What 1s the “matter here ? 7 said a “deep
voice at the door.

The fellows turned round in surprise and
come dismay. A form in cap and gown stood
there. A pair of scarching cyes looked into the
study.

“ The IHead!”™

Dr. Locke looked into thc room.

“ What bhas happened ?°

““ Wingate’s hurt, sir,” sald Loder respect-

fully.
- Blc=s my soul | 7 The Head came into the

exclaimed

“What

study, the seniors, respectfully making way
for him, and stood looking down in horror
at the pale face of the captamn of the school,
with the big bruise on the temple. “ Who—
what has done this *”

“1t was a stone from the Close, sir.”

The Head glanced at the big round stone
on the {loor.

“Who threw 1t ?”

“Wharton says Wingate knows, sir.”

“ He’s coming to,” said Harry quietly.

Wingate’s eves opened. Ile blinked wildly
about him, and tried to sit upright. Harry
csently detained him.

“Don’t try to get up,” he whispered.
“ Stay as you are. Ynu’ll {cel better.”

“The young rascal ! 77 muttered Wingate
faintly. ** He “threw it because I licked him,
you know. He must be mad ! ”

“Who was 1t, Wincate ¢ said Loder.

“The new kid in the Second—Nugent
minor.”

*“ Bless my soul !

Wingate started. Ife had not observed the
doctor at his side. Ie glanced round at the
Head with startled eyes. ~

“Some of you find Nugent minor, and
bring him to my study, please,” said the Head.
“I am sorry to sce you like this Wingate.
Such an outrage i1s unprecedented—unheard
of. There shall be no chance of its repetition
at Greyfriars. The boy shall leave the school
this afternoon.

And the Head strode from the room.

Loder and another Sixth-former went to
look for Nugent minor. Wharton brought a
towel, and \erratu mopped his face dry. He
was very pale, and felt ::-10]1 and dazed.

“ Thank you, Wharton,” he said, with a
faint smile. “‘ I feel better now. You can cut.
Teil Nugent I’'m sorry his brother’s gcing. to
be kicked out; but it can’t be helped. We
couldn’t allow this sort of thing at Greyfriars.”

Harry nodded sadly

“ I suppose not, Wingate.
on old Nugent.”

“Tell him I'm sorr v. But the kid will be
better away from the school j after the begin-

ning he’s made here, he would have an uphlll
time of it.”

Harry nodded, and left the study.

” said the IHead.

It will be rough
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
Expelled !

Dr:. Locke sat,. with a hard, stern brow,

waiting for the delinquent to be brought
before him. It was seldom that the Head
was angry; but he was angry now, and
very angry, indeed. The assault on the captain
of the school had been too outragcous for
pardon. Tt was not as if Wingate had been of
a bullying disposition, like Loder, for instance.
The captain of Greyfriars was rugeed enough
In some ways, and he never minced his words,
but he had a heart of gold. The fags wor-
shipped Wingate ; he was even more popular
with the * Babes ™ of the First and Second
Forms than with the seniors.

Nugent minor’s act would set the whole of
Greyfriars against him, from the prefects to
the youngest fag. And it had set the Head
against him, too. Dr. Locke’s procedure was
to be short and sharp.

He intended to send a telegram to Nugent,
minor’s parents, followed by a letter of explan-
ation, which, however, would be preceded by
the arrival of the boy himself at home.

Nugent minor was to shake the dust of
Greyfriars from his feet that afternoon, and
take the next train home.

Upon that the Head had already resolved.
It remained only to pass the sentence upon
the rebellious fag.

A tap at the door interrupted the Head’s
grim reverie. ,

“ Come in!” he said quietly.

Carne and Loder entered, bringing 1n Dick
Nugent between them.

The boy was not resisting. In the first place
resistance would have been useless and painful
to himself. At the first sign of it, Carne and
Loder had twisted his arms till he screamed
with pain. He found them very different
from Wingate. And after that sharp lesson,
he had come quietly. But, besides that, Dick
was a little scared now. IEven his passionate
and wilful temper was not proof against the con-
tempt and condemnation he saw in every face.

He realised that he had gone too far, and
he was inwardly decidedly uneasy.

His brow was sullen as he was brought 1n,
and stood face to face with the doctor, who
had risen to his fect.

L

Dr. Tocke looked at the boy searchingly.

The lad looked handsome enough, more
handsome, perhaps, because of the flush in
his checks and the sparkle in his eyes. But
all his good looks were marred by the sullen
frown on his face.

There was regret in the doctor’s face for a
moment. The lad might have been so very
different, had his training been different.

But 1t was no time to think of that now.

“ Nugent minor,” said the Head quietly—-
that quiet voice of his that was more impres-
sive than the loudest tones from anyone else—
“I have only a few words to suy to you.
Loder and Carne, you may go!”

“Yes, sir.”

The two seniors left the study. Dick Nugent,
cast a glance towards the door, but he did not
stir. He was not held, but there was something
in the Head’s stern glance that chained him
to the floor. |

““Nugent minor, I hope you realise the
seriousness of what you have done? You
hurled a heavy stone at Wingate

“He licked me!™

“ It was a cowardly and cruel act of revenge,
even if your previous punishment had been
undeserved,” said the Head, raising his voice
little. I am assured, however, that what
punishment Wingate may have meted out to
you, 1t was fully deserved.”

Dick was sullenly silent.

“Your action will be viewed with abhor-
rence by every boy at Greyfriars,” said Dr.
Locke. “ It will probably be for your own
comfort to leave the school. Because you are
go young, and because I can guess that you
have not had certain advantages of trainine
which fall to other boys, I shall not flog yoﬁ
before you go!”

Nugent minor started.

“ Before T go!” he faltered.

“ Certainly ! - You are expelled from Grey-
friars!”

Dick started again. He had wanted to leave
the school—passionately desired to be sent
home, to quit the place, and never see it again.

But now that s wish was granted

It seemed different somehow. It was one
thing to be taken away at his own request,
another to be turned out in disgrace,

3)
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There were the people at home to be faced.
What was he to say to them ? If he had written
to his mother, and she had persuaded his
father to takc him away, that would have
been all right.

But now he would have to admit that he
was kicked out—that he was sent home be-
cause he was not considered fit to remain at
the school. The thought made the colour
burn in his cheeks. _

He fancied he could already sece the ]nh'm"
and contemptuous looks, and hear the re-
marks of those who had said always that he
was a spoiled boy, and would never get on at

a public school.

The Head watched the boy's face, which
was like a mirror to the thoughts that thronged
within.

“Have you anything to
minor ? > he said at last.

“1—1 £

The boy broke off. What could he say ?
He would not beg for merey, that was certain.
He knew, too, that if he did, he would beg in
vain.

There was no respite for him. |

Anything he could say would not qltrr
what he had done, and he knew that therc
was no rescinding of his sentence. He relapsed
into silence. -

“T am sorry for this, Nugent minor,” said
the Head. “ A term or two at a public school
would do you more good than you can imagine
—if you had not made it impossible for you
to remain at Greyfriars. You have been
guilty of a cruel, cowardly act. I hope that,
on reﬂechun vou will be s sorry for what you
have done.”

Dick was silent. -

“ Have you anything to say ? 7

“I—I'm sorry 1 threw the stone,” sald
‘Nugent minor, with an effort “T—1 dudn't
mean to hurt him so much.”

‘““ You do not deny throwing it 2 ™

““ No, sir.”’

“ Why did you do it 2’

¢« Because he licked me.” -

““ You know that the captain of the %r'hnnl
has authority to punhh the younger boys ?°

‘““ —I suppose so.’

‘ Then I am to conclude that you might

say,

- his return
Nugent

have acted in the same wav if it had 1qu11 a
master who had punished you! ™ exclaimed
the Head.

\11rfL11t minor was silent.

You are certainly not fit to be at this
school,” said Dr. Locke. I am only sorry,
for your own sake, that I do not think that a
flogging would meet the case. You will go at
once and pack your box, and Gosling will take
vou to the station for the three o’clock train.
I shall wire to your parents, and write a
Jetter of full explanation. Your father will
understand that I cannot have the responsi-
bility of a boy of your mnature upon my
hands.”

Dick Nugent shivered a little.

His mother, he knew, would greet him on’
with boundless confidence and
affection, but his father

It was his father who had insisted upon his
going to Greyfriars, because his mother was
H]mllln“’ him. What would he say when the
boy returned on only the second day—in
deep disgrace ?

T ut it was too late to think of that now.

“ I repeat that I am sorry, Nugent minor,’
said. Dr. Locke. “ You may go up now and
pack your box !’

“Yes, sir,” aid the junior heavily.

And he left the Head’s study.

Dr. Locke remained with a troubled look
upon his face.

“There i1s good in that lad, with proper
training,” he murmured to himself; * but
he has come to Greyfriars too late. In any
case, I cannot pardon him now; he must
leave the school. I only hope he will have
better fortune elsewhere.”

Dick Nugent went slowly upstairs to the
Second Form dormitory to pack his box.
He opened the box, and then sat down on
the edge of 1t to think, and forgot all about
packing. His thoughts were gloomy enough.

After all, he might have had a good time at
(rreyfriars—if he had started there in a

different, spirit. How was it that everybody

F

and everything had gone against him ?
Was 1t all his-own fault ?

Home 1n disgrace !

* Dick!”

Frank Nugent entered the dormitory.
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Dick looked up at him with a dull, dogged
expression. Frank came over quickly to-
wards him, with an anxious face.

“What are you doing, Dick ?”

“ Packing.”

“What for 27

* T'm leaving the school

Nugent’s face lengthened with dismay.

“You don’t mean to say you’re expelled,
Dick 27

Nugent minor shook himself irritably.

“Well, T am,” he said. * There’s no help
for 1t now. I biffed
Winecate withastone,
and he seems to be
hurt more than I n-
tended. It can’t be
helped.”

“ It was a beastly
cowardly thing to do,
Dick!”

The boy clenched
his fists.

“What's that? "

“ 1t was cowardly
and rotten,” said
I'rank, without min-
cing his words now.
“ Wingate is one of
the best {fellows
breathing. If he had
been one of the
worst, stone-throw-
Ing 1s a dirty, cow-
ardly trick, anyway!
Do you know what
I'd do if you weren’t
punished enough
already ¢ I’'d give
you such a licking
able to stand !”’

Nugent minor stared at his brother, too
amazed to be angry. Frank had never to his
recollection taken that tone with him hefore.

“But it’s no good talking about that!”
said Nugent. “ You're expelled, and that’s
an end of it! I hope you're satisfied now.
You'll worry dad, and make mother miser-
able. All because you had to act like a silly
kid of cight instead of a fellow of twelve,
who ought to have had more sense.”

'H‘

Nugent minor started

that you wouldn’t be

‘“ Before I go?” he faltered.
expelled from Greyfriars!” came the stern answer. (See Chapler 19.)

“Ob, pile 1t on! " - said Dick bitterly. “ 1
admit I've been rather a fool! But every-
body has Dbeen against me from the
start ”’

“I wasn't against vou, but you wouldn't
let me help vou. The fags didn’t want to be
agamst vou. Why should they ?  You put
their backs up at the beginning, and wouldn’t
try to make your peace, though you could
have done 1t. Did vou think the fellows at a
school ltke this were going to pet and coax
vou as mother and Aunt Ada do at h¥me 7

“ Because you are so young, I shall not flog you before you go,” said the Head.

“Certainly !  You are

said Nugent hotly. * You must be a fool! »

Dick reddened. |

“Well, it’s no good jawing me now!”. he
said. “T dare say I'd act differently if I had
it over again. Now I'm expelled !

“ It’s rough—rotten rough !

“Ican stand 1t !”

“I wasn’t thinking of you,” said Fraplk
savagely ; I was thinking of mother ! *

11 011 ' 3)

“She thinks 2 lot ¢f you—why, T’'m Llanead

e Bl e Nt S M N i,

if I can make out! It will be a blow to her tq
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have you kicked out of school on the second
day. I—1 wonder if 1t could be ht(]]}l}[!d g

“The Head’s as hard as a rock !

“Yes; but Wingate. It's worth trying,
though it seems an awful cheek to think {'}[
EPCHLIII*" to him, but I'll try !”

Before Dick could speak
hurried from the dormitory.

again, Nugent

CHAPTER TWENTY
Good for Evil

ixcATE was sitting in his study, a cushion
behind s head, his face very pale,
and with an expression of pain upon it.
His head was aching ternbly, and he was
fit for nothing, either work or play. To a
fellow who never passed an hour indoors if
he could lielp 1t the inaction alone was tor-
ment, and he cowd not even read now. He
crunted as a tap came at his door, and frowned

as Nugent of the Remove entered.

Frank Nugent was looking very red and
uncomfortable, but he had resolved to. go
through with the thing. After all; it could do
little harm, if it did little rood.

\V]ng&tﬂ fixed his eyes on him.

“T don’t want to be disturbed,”
orimly.

i I"‘m sorry, Wingate.”

““ All right—get out ! ”

Nugent hesitated, with his hand on the
door.

“ Won't—won't you let me speak to you for
a minute 7y’ he caid.

“ Oh, come 1n, and get on, then!”

Nugent closed the door.

““ It’s about my minor.”

“T guessed as much.”

“ The Head has expelled him.”

“Good!”

“ He’s leaving Grevyiriars this afternoon.”

“ All the better for Grevfriars !’

“ I—I dare say 1t is, Wingate. DBut 1t’s
rough on his people at home—my people.
But—but I suppose I was a cheeky ass to
come here. I'll go.”

And the boy, with a miserable
to the door again,

Wingate’s expression changed,

““ Stay here !’ he said.

Nugent turned back.

he said

face, turned

'

L]

o
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“ Now, what did you come here tn say 27
asked the captain of Greyfriars, ™ It won't
do any harm to say it, at all events.”

“It's an awful cheek, under the circum-
stances "V

= (}ll. act on!”

“ It’s about young Dick—my minor. T—I
I—1 wi 1s going to ask you if—if you’d over-
look 1t,” ‘:hl]lllll(‘l(}d I\ugeut. “71 know it's
an awful cheek. I know what he’s done—he
ought to be skinned for it. 1 think I should
Iike him to have a flogeing. But—Dbut
Of course, I suppose 1t doesn’t matter to you,
but my mother 7

Wimgate smiled shahtly.,

“ But perhaps 1t does
sard.  ** Go on.”

matter to me,’ he

"1t will come very rouch on the mater if
he goes home, that’s all,” said Frank. * You
sce, he's been H]]LHID{]**—-'”

«y es, thav's preity clear.”

“ Mother 1s awfully fond of him, but he's
a Jearful worry to her all the time, all the
same ; and he puts the dad into bad tempers,
too,” sald Frank. I know jolly, well that
they’ll be happier at home if Dick is at Grey-
friars ; but, besides that, they take a lot of
pride 1n lum, and 1f he’s sent home in dis-
arace They—they'd feel 1t less if T were
expelled.”

Wingate nodded.

“ If you could lick him instead, \‘."ingato,
unrl let him off——"

© But the Head has sentenced the young
Iool | %

“Yes, I know, but—but if
speak to the Head——"
Nugent’s voice trailed away. Tt dawned
upon him what a colossal nerve he was dis-
playing in asking this of Wingate. If the
captain of ery{rmm had risen and bundled
him neck and crop out of the study Nugent
would not have been surprised or “offended.
He felt that he deserved it for his cheek.
But Wingate did not do nmthmtr of the
sort.

He sat qllltf'THflll and silent for a ful!

you were to

minute, lookingYat Ni 1igent, with a curlous
expression on his face. “Then he rose to his
{eet.

The motion brought a throb of pain througl;
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his Lead, and he had to grasp the table for
support, and his face went paler for a moment.

*Oh, I'm a brute to disturb you now,” said
Nugent remorsefully, *“ and it’s all that young
cad’s fault; but in an hour it will be too
late.”

“ I'll see what I can do.”

“ Oh, Wingate ! 7

“T'll go to the Head. Wait here.”

Nugent burst into incoherent thanks, but
Wingate did not
stay to listen to
them. With slow
and uncertain
steps the captain
of Greyfriars R
made his way to RN
the doctor’s AN
study.

Dr. Locke was
still there. He had
laid down his pen,
and was think-
ing, with a very
pensive expres-
sion on his face.
Wingate tapped
and entered, and
the Head looked

at him in surprise.

“Wingate!
You ought not to
be getting about
yet. I wish you
would lic down
for the after-
noon.”’

“Yes, sir. But
I wanted to speak
to you on an inm-
portant subject.” |

“Go (on. Take a chair.”

“TIt’s about Nugent minor, sir,” said
Wingate, sitting down. “ As I am the -
jured party, sir, you may think I have a night
to speak.”

“Go on.”

“ Could you possibly let him off, sir # ™

The Head started.

*“Let him off, Wingate —after what he has
done ? ”’

features.
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Di& looked up at Frank, a dull, dogged expression on his
“ 'm packing,” he said.
Nugent's face lengthened with dismay.

“I don’t mean to let him off entirely,”
said Wingate hastily. “ 1 mean, let him oft
being expelled. Of course, he ought to be
flogged.”

The doctor’s face was very serious.

‘“ It is generous of you to intercede for him
like this, Wingate, when yvou have suffered
such a brutal assault at his hands. If you
think that the boy may become in time
amenable to discipline ‘

“T think he

might have an-
other chance, sir,
if you are agree-

" =g - TR
j*l -r-r-:---:::_—:

e oo able. I shouldn’t
s like any kid to be
expelled on my
account, and—

and there's his
brother, who's one
of the best lads
in the Remove,
and his people,
too. I{ he doesn’t
amend 1 a week
or so, sir, he could
leave Grevirars.™

" Ah, yes, we
might arrange
that—a term of
probation,” said
the Head slowly.
“ 1 will say, Win-
gate, that I am
glad you have
spoken like this.
I could not do
otherwise than as

“I'm leaving the school!” 1 have done, yet
(Sec Chapter 19.) 1 shall not be

sorry to give the
boy another chance. I think his faults
are rather due to his home training than
to any inherent evil in his nature.”

** Then you will let him stav, sir 2 ”

“ For the present, yes, and we will watch
the result. You will let me know what you
think of the boy in a week’s time.”

“ Thank you very much, sir! ”

“Not at all. It is Nugent minor whe

should thank you; and sooner or later, 1
)
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¢ Couldn’t you possibly

the Head started. *° Let
he has

sir 2
Nugent minor

let him off,

'H

done

hope, he will come to see and {eel how much
he owes you.”

And the captain of Grevfriars quitted the
Head’s study.

He returned to his room, where Nugent was
waiting with a clouded face and a heavy
heart.

The junior looked up eagerly.

Wingate smiled as he clapped him on the
shoulder.

“ It’s all right, my lad ! ”

Nugent drew a deep breath. '

““ Wingate, have you got him oft 2 ™

ic XTES.JJ‘

‘““ He’s to stay at Greyfriars 7™

““ Yeg, on probation.  According to how he
shapes his conduct for the next week or two;
so the Head will decide. You had better let
him know it, and warn him to mind lis
p.sand q.’8.” |

““ Wingate, you are awfully good! I—I
don’t know how to thank you!” stammered
Nugent.

Wingate laughed.

“Don’t try! Get out now—my head
aches.”
And Nugent got out.
(

)
i)

asked Wingate, and
off, Wingate—after what
(See Chapter 20.)

eyes

THE TWENTY-FIRST
. CHAPTER
1INy A New Start
K “RK XPELLED!” said
¥ Gatty. * Well, you
" jolly well deserve 1t, I must
sav! If you hadn’t been
expelled we’d have ragged
you bald-headed!”

“What-ho!” said Todd.

“You'd learn that you
couldn’t biff old Wingate on
the napper with things,”” said
Myers. “ Why, you young
cad, you ought to be ashamed
of vourself ! I've a jolly good
mind to give you a lhcking
now myself ! ”’

“ Oh, let him alone,” said
Todd. ** He'll get enough.”

“Yes, that's so.”

Dick Nugent made no
reply to the remarks of the
crowd of Second Iorm
fellows in the dormitory.

Hewentonpackinghishoxwithaheavy heart.

The fags had tracked him to the Second
FForm dormitory,with the intention of renewing
their ragging, but they had learned that he
was expelled, and that news stopped them.
It was not * cricket ” to rag a fellow under
sentence of expulsion,

Nugent major came into the dormitory,
pushing his way through the fags. Gatty &
Co. walked away, leaving the brothers alone.

Dick looked up. There were tears in his
now. The unaftected satisfaction of

the Second Form at the prospect of getting
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rid of him had wounded him deeply. 1t was
not pleasant to be told that his departure was
as good as a whole holiday to the Form he
belonged to.

“It’s ell right, kid ! 7 said Frank abruptly.
“ Wingate has got you off ! ”’

“ Wingate 2 .

“Yes. He interceded with the Head.”

Nugent minor stood motionless.

“Wingate ? 7 he repcated again. * After
the way I treated him ! He asked the Head
to let me oftf 2 ”

e Y gt

)



“ Blessed if T understand it !”

“You'll get to understand Wingate hetter
if vou stay at Greviriars,” said Frank., * He's
the best fellow here.  Of course, vou're going
to be punished. You'll be flogged, and you'll
have to stand it.”

“TFlogged 2 7 said Nugent minor slowly.

. —

L

“Yes. But anything’s better than being
expelled. You've got a chance to get out of

this way you've got into. After a flogging
the fags will let you alone for a bit, and you
will have a chance to pull round. IKeep »
stiff upper lip, and try to be a man!”

Dick coloured.

“I'm sorry I threw that stone at Wingate,”
he said. “° I—I never expected him to speals
for me. He must be awfully decent.”

“I'm glad vou can see that, at any
rate.” |

* And—and T'm not to leave Greyfriars 2 7

“ Not if you behave vourself, and show that
you're worth heing given a chance.’

Nugent minor nodded without speaking.

The bell rane for afternoon lessons, and
Frank Nugent left his brother and went into
the Remove room as usual, but  Nugent
minor did not go to the Second. He was taken
into the Head’s study by Gosling.

Dr. Locke looked sternly at the junior.

“ Little as you deserve it, Nugent minor,”
he said, “ Wingate, the wvietim of your
I have

brutality, has interceded for you.

L

commuted your punishment to a flogging.
Groshng, you will take him up.”

And Gosling hoisted Nugent minor. The
bov did not speak a word. He took his
flogging—and a severe one 1t was—almost in
stlence.

When 1t was over he left the Head’s study,
and, to the great surprise of the Second-
formers, made his appearance in the clags-
room, but his unecasiness on the form, and the
desire he showed to stand up on every possible
occasion, showed them what had taken place—
that Nugent minor had been flogged after all,
Instead of being expelled from Greviriars.

After lessons, Dick Nugent hung about the
passages for a chance of seeing Wingate. The
captain of Greviriars had misged lessons with
the Sixth that afternoon, but he came out of
his study later, and Nugent minor met him
in the Sixth-form passage. Wingate looked
down grimly at the fag.

“ I—I want to speak to you,” faltered Dick.
“I—I want to say I'm sorry. I—I'm very
sorry I did that. I hope you'’ll believe me.
It was a cad’s trick.”

Wingate’s face softened a hittle.

“All rnight,” he said. * You
bother.”

And he passed on. Harry Wharton & Co.
came along, and carted off the new fag to
tea in No. 1 Study, and that afternoon marked
a new starting-point in the career of Nugent
ININOT.

needn’t
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Mr Paul Prout

( Master of the Fifth of Greyriars))

1 sing the praise of ancient days,
When 1 was fit and forty ;

And won a name, and boundless fame,
For being skilled and sporty !

When shooting bears within their lairs
I never used to bungle ;

I was the lord of sand and sward,
And monarch of the jungle!

Bold Robin Hood was not so good
A shot as ** Yours sincerely ™ ;
And William Tell did wondrous well,
But I should beat him—nearly !

My trusty gun has slaughter done
By Afric’s sunny fountains ;

On India’s plainsg, in wild domains,
And in the Rocky Mountains.

I've captured elks, I've fished for whelks,
Shot rapids—also rabbits ;

I've * bagged ” both seals and conger-cels,
I know their tricks and habits,

In rain or fine, in storm or shine,
In every sort of weather,

I've sallied forth, east, south, and north,
In quest of fur and feather,

The spoils of war (at lcast a scoro)
Are stuffed, for me to treasuro ;

Skin, scalp, and horn my walls adorn—
Inspect them at your leisure !

‘I’hough past my prime, I still find time
To roam with my repeater ;

IBut now slay hares instead of bears—
What pastime could be sweeter ?

The boys exclaim, * He's lost his aim ! "
It makes me most contrary ;

I'm just as skilled as when I killed
The prowlers of the prairvie !
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