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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
A Little Joke on the Nabob,

TCK. tick. tiglk !
Br. %Elﬁh, the master
of the Remove at Grey-
friars, looked puzzled.
The Remove—the Lower
Fourth Form—had just come
into their class-room, and the
boys had taken their - souts,
when that loud and aggressive
tiek, tick, ticking ! fall upon the
oars of the Form mastor,
Mr. Quelch glanced up at tha
elock, but the sound evidently
did not procced from that. t
was & strident tick that could
2 only be made by a cheap, Ger-
man clock, But where was the
clock ¥

Tick, tick, tick!

Thae clouds gathored on Mr.
WJucleh’s brow. The boys of the Remove were trying not to
rin, but without much success. Harry Wherton, Boh
herry, and Frank Nugent, whe sat at the same desk, fooked
round towards Hurres Jamszot Ram Singh, the Indian chum
of the Lower Fourth. The dusky jumior was opening his
books, and scemed unconscious of the growing merriment in
the class.

Tick, tick, tick!

“ Boys "

Mr. Quolch's voiee was d&nﬁ and sevore.
all attontien ot once. and the
Jamset RBam Singh locked up.

‘ The cless wern
grins died away. Hurreo

Ne. 17.

“ Boys, someone has introduced a clock into the class-
room !

The juniors sat silent. Bob Cherry sttempted to make
signs to Ilurree Bingh, from whose direction the tickin
secmed to proceed. '%‘he Indian chum did not comprehen
them, but Mr, Quelch did.

“ Cherey 1"

Bob gave an inward groan.

“ Yao sie?" .

" What were you making signs to Hurree Singh for?"

Il h, nothing in particular, sir!"

“ Hurron Bingﬁ It

“1 am here, sir !

“¥es, I can see that you are there !" said the Form master.
“Ts it you, Hurree Bingh, who have introduced a clock inta
the class.room " :

“I, sir? Certminfully not, sie "

“You can hear the clock ticking ™

“ Yoz, sir. I ¢an hear the clockiul tick with the perfoction
of clearness,” said Hurree Singh, in his unique and beantiful
English. “1 cannot account for the proximity of the
spund."”

“ It scoms to come from your desk,” said the Form master,
looking at him suspiciously.

“ Cortainly, sir; it docs so seem,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur, looking puzzled. ““ But as T have not introduced
the honourable elock inte the respected and esteemed class-
room, [ attribute thiz secemfulness to the delusion of the snare
and trick of the imaginative [aculty "

Mr. Quelch coughed, and the Remove grinned.

“ Boys, toll me ot onee where that clock 131"

Thoro was no roply. - cpnas

'I‘ A clock, eapecially one with such a hideous tick:
only

can
have been introuced into the class-room for an absurd
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E'Irc:!” sa1d Mr. Queleh zeverely, **7T insizt upon that clock
vng produced immediately !

But the clock was not produced.

*The sound comes from that desk!"™ szaid Mr. Quelch.
“1s it wvou that have the clock, Bulstrode, Hazeldens,
Skinner ¥

* Mo, sir!"’ said three voicos.

“ Then it must be vou, Hurree Singh 1"’

“T astured the honourable teacher, sahib, that the elackful
timekeeper 15 not in my esteemed possession!” said the
nabob, " Can I do more than make the truthiul statement
with the open heart and the elear conscience ¥’

“ Come out befare the class, Hurrce Singh!”

The nabob rose to hia foot,

“IE I may speakfully address a word—2"

“Stand out here!”

“With the greatest respectfulness, honoured sahib, T would

oint out that the standoutfulness is an implied doubt of my
ﬁ:}mi-ur.ahlvzs word !"' said the Nabob of Bhanipur, gently but

rmly.

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Myhat!” murmured Harry Wharton, “Inky ought to
bave a first prize for nerve, and no mistake !

“ Stand out here, sir !™ roared the Form master.

“*1 shall be very pleased to oboy your ludicrous reguest,
after having pointed out 3

“Will you come here "

Y Certainfully, sir !

And Hurree Singh wallked out before the class,

Ticks tick, tick!

The ticking had not ceased for a moment, and i accom-
penied Hurree Singh as he moved. When he stood before
the class, the ticking was still close to his person. The
Remove burst into®an irresistible gigele, It wans evident
that the Nabob of Bhavipur had the clock about him, and
equally evident that he was quite unaware of the fact.

Mr. Quelch fixed a terrdfying glonce upon him.

“ Hurree Singh-—'""

I am here, sir, awailting vour honoured remarks with
cilremely great attention !

"* ¥ou have brought a clock into the cless-room, and denind
doing sg—"

' Please excuse me, sahib! A XNabhob of Bhanipur does
not lie!” said Hurree Bingh, with great dignity, I have
stated with the plainness of ‘the teuth that 1T did not bring
any clockful timekeeper into the honourable class-room !

"Why, you—vou—— Cannot you hear the ticking now,
sir, where you stand ¥

' Yes," zaid the nabob, looking round him with a puzzled
expression; I can certainly hear the ticking, and it seems
to proceed from the immediate vicinity of my honourable
person, but I assure you-——-"1"

“Tuarn out your pockets [

= Tl:nfat commandful order seems again to imply a doubtful-
Ress O :

“ Turn out your pockets immediately ™

The nakob slowly obeved.

From the pocket of the loose jacket he wes wearing he
produced a eheap, tin German clock, of the alarum variety.
Everybody but the nabeb had known it was there by the
way the pocket safrged.

The nabob’s expressien of amarement at the sight of the
cloek made the Removites roar.

“ Dear me !’ murmured Hurrce Singh.  “ This is certain-
fully 2 elockful timekeeper, and it was in my pocket !

* Hurree 8ingh——"

Taek, tick, tick!

“If you plaze, sir—"

Micky Desmond, the joker of the Greyiriars Remove, rose

EIE his place. Mr. Queleh turned a freezing glare upon
111¥L.

“You may sit down, Desmond !

“If you plaze, sip——-="

“"You may sit down, Desmond !

“Yes, sir!” said the undaunted Micky., “But if you
plaze, sir, it was I who put the clack in Hurree Jampot's
vocket, sirl"”

*Oh, I sec!™

" You sce, sir, he's the Croeodlle, so I thought——"

- AMr. Quelch locoked at the Irish juntor, as though wonder-
ing whether he had taken leave of his senses,

“1e 13 what, Desmond ¥

" The Cgocodile, sir!™

*Th E--l'i_ie Crocodile

“ ¥es, sir; and so I thought I'd put the clock into his
1“?“131‘:'!% L, But I didn't know he'd come into the class-room
with it,

* Desmongd——--"

“May I zpeak, sir#' said Harry Wharfon, ° Desmond
means that Hurree Bingh is going to take the part of the
{rocodile in a representation of ' Peter Pan. which we
are giving in the vacation. You know, sir, the Crocodile

“ROUGHING T !”
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has swallowed a cleck, and it ticks wherever he goes, and
warng the pirate eapinin that he i= coming.”

Mr. Queleh’s face relaxed a lirtle.

“Indeed, Wharton ! But that is no excuse for—"

““ Hegorra, zir, and I niver thought Hurree Jampot would
bring it into the class-room!”

“ Stop that clock at once, Hurree Singh, and put it under
qour desk P’ said Mr. Queleh. 1 will take your word,

esmond, and overlool: the oceurrence.”

“ Hure, and [—"

“ You may sit down !’

“Have I the permitiulness to return to myv honoursble
seal, sahibi"” asked Hurree Singh.

“ Yoz !” rapped Mr. Quelch.

* 1 thank you with the hearty gratitude! It was quite
without my knowledge that I brought the clockful time-
keeper into the esicemed elass-room.’

“Yez, I understand. Go back fa vour place!”

1, therefore, offer the terrific apologies—""

* GGo back to vour place ! roared the Form master.,

“ Certainfully, sird?

And the nabob returned to his desk. The class were

gigg[ing joyously, but the gigwle died away as Mr. Quelch
too dup a pointer with a businesslike air and glanced
I'Ouand.

The lesson proceeded in the midst of an owl-like gravity.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Is Generous.

v AST lesson, and a jolly good thing, foo!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, sz the Remnove left the class-room that
gfternoon. " Nothing more for a week !
“Ripping I"" said Nugent,

“The jovfulness of the cecasion iz terrific I’ said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *"Aand all the mﬂrnfu1}¥ because we
are going to enjay such an exceedingly happilul heoliday at
the dwelling of the esteemed Wharton,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 hope wvou'll all have a pood time!" he remarked.
“ Anyway, we shall be able 10 dig up some fun, and the
‘Poter Pan’ show will be a success, I think.”

“ (Oh, rather1*?

““The ratherfulness is terrificl”

“We're off first thing in the mﬂrninﬁ,” Herry Wharton
remarked. * There are the boxes to pack, and all our props.
to” put together, We shall have to take care to get the
costumea down safely to Wharton Lodge”

“Tryge ™

“ And no more of your funny tricks. Micky."” said Harry,
with & warning look at Desmond. ** There might have been
a row over that clock to-day.”

“ Bure, there was a row 1" said Micky, with & chuckle. “T
Ei}'er };:Eurd a machine make a fearful row like that clock

efore !

“T1it's all the beiter for the part,” said Harry Wharton.
“The tick has got to be heard whenever the crocodile comes
on the stage, and so it will have to be loud enocugh. [it's
o bit roucons, I admit 1™

“The raucousness 1= terrific.-—-""

““I say, you fellows—"

“ Inky will make a ripping Crocodile, and his chivvy won't
have to be seen, so that will save all the trouble of making
him up.”

“T sav, you fellows—-

“1'd like to squeeze in time for another informal rehearsal
this evening—-—""

* 1 say, vou fellows—-""

“ HFallo, Billy! Were you speaking”

“Yeos, I was,” zaid Billy Bunter, in an agprieved tone,
blinking at the chums of the Remove through his big spec-
tacles. “I've been trying to speak for about ten minutes.
It's & rather important matter, too.”

“Oh, go ahead I’

“What I think is—-"" begen Bob Cherry.

“1 say, Cherry, do let me spealk "

“{h, go on, Billy ! Cut it short.”

“I really don’t see any reason why I should cut it short,
Cherry, when I am speaking upon a moest important
matler—-""

“Will you come to the point, or shut up?" bawled Dob
Cherry.

“Yes, certainly, Cherry. T am coming to the point as fost
as I can; but you keep on interrupting me, and—-"

* You're wasting time, ass!”

I should be sincercly sorry to waste time. What I waa
thinking about is this -I'm E:-:p{‘:::tiug a postal-order by the

first post to-morrow morning—
There was & general grunt from the Removitess  They
knew all about that postal-order which was always coming
for Billy Bunter, and which never seemed to muateriulise,
“Oh, get off that!” said Nugent. ‘ Now, I—
“1 say, Nugent, do let me finish. I'm expecMng a postal-
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prdor to-morrow morning, and I thing we ought to have a
T’FI““E spread to celebrate the holiday, you know. Man
schools don’t have any vacation at Whitsun, and so I thin
the occasion ought to be celebrated in some way, and I
should like to stand a feed to all of you—:"

 "Bure, and now yow're talking!" said Micky Desmond.
"We wont't savy no.”

“Certainly not!" said Bob Cherry. Tt shall nover he
said that Robert Cherry, Fequire, refused a [eed when it waa
frea of charge.”

“You can depend upon us, Billy,'" said Nugent.

“The dependfulness is terrific.” I shall be happy to coma
and feedfully eat with the honourable and esteemed Bunter.”

*Quite s0," said Hazeldene.

Billy Bunter blinked ot Harry,

"Will you come, ton, Wharton 7

“Cortainly ' said Harry Wharton, “It's very kind of
you, Billy, and we shall all be pleased to come.””

“Not at all,’”” said Billy Bunter modestly. “I have had
8 jolily good many feeds from you fellows, and it's really
time 1 stood one. I should have done so belore, you know,
only there has been some delay in my postal-drder coming.™

“Yeas; we've noticed that,” said Bob Clierry,

Hatill, it's all right now.”

“The all-rightfulness is great, and everything i3 garden-
Fully lovely I said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

““ That's settled, then.”

*Right " said Harry Wharton.
study, and—--"

“ Just & moment, Wharion.

TWell, what 15 17

“We shall be in a fearful hurry tn the morning, as we
|1a}'e to catch an early tram, especially as we have to mect
Miss Hazeldene first. Perhaps it would be better to et ithe
feed over this evening instead of to-morrow morning.”

“Good wheeze,"” said Nugont heartily,. “I'mm protiy
peckish now, az a matter of fact.”

Do you think it's a good idea, vou chapsi'™

“Yes; rather.”

“Then, there's one more poinf. T'm stonv until T get my
postal-order to-morrow morning. I one of vou chops will
stand the bill, I'll settle with you then.”

“When?"

“When my postal-erder comes

Harry Wharton laughed, buot the rest of the Bemovitos
glared at Billy Bunter as if they would have eaten him.

“You young rotter " roared Bob Cherry. * Do vou meoan
tnlsa_ﬁ'*that you're inviting uz to a feed, to pay the bill our-
salves i

“Oh, no, Cherry; nothing of the sort! I only mean that
I can't settle until my postal-order comes, and so—--"

“Oh, rata! Cut off I

“Come along ™" said Harey Wharten, laughing.
ought fo have known Billy boefter.”

“ But I say, you fellows —- 2

O, soat !

“To tell you the truth, it wasn't wholly hospitality that
made me ask you. I want a feed myself,” said Billy Bunter,
with engaging candour.  * Il settle up the whole bill when
my postal-order comes.”™

“Oh, rats ™

“1 say, I'm hungry !

“*Then, po snd enl coke !

And the echums of the Remove wallied away.

Billy Bunter blinked after them disconsolately through his
big spectacles, which had enrned him the name of the Owl
in the Greyiriars Remove,

“1 really think they are rather selfish,”” he murmured.
#1 should have expeated better treatment from Wharton,
considering that he relies upon me for my services in the
Brramatic and Operatic S8ociety, It would really be a good
wheeze bir refuse to fake the part of Nibzs in *Peoter Pan,’
unless T am better treated in the way of grub.  IHalle,
Hoffmann ! T say, Felfinann 1"

Hoffimann, the German junior, stoppeod.

“Wat s 1t tat you vant, Panier?? he asked.

“ Can you change a postal-order for me, Hoffy '

Hoffmann felt 1o his poclkets.

“I tink I change it if it not too pig.” he replied. I
Eﬂ.‘lllﬁf! you if [ can, Punter. How much is the postal-order
or

I expect it will be for fen shillings."

Hoffmann stared at him.

“Ach! You expect! How yvou not know !

“¥ou see, the postal-order hasn’t come vet' explained
Bunter. *I'm expecting it by the first post in the morning,

pod—-—""
Hoffmann let the fall back
pocket.
“I tinks, Punter, {at you-—"
“ O, it's quite all right " Bunter hastened to assure him.
“The postal-order 1s coming by the first post, only I want o

feed this evening, and— Hoffmann -~ Hoffmann !
But the German junior was walking away.

“ Really, everybody is awlully inconsiderate I murmured

“ROUGHING IT!"

“ Now, lot'a get to the

There's one thing more.”

(1] “‘a

money info his trousers
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Billy Bunter. “I meant te bo mri generous when my
postal-order came, but I think I shall have to reconsider mﬁﬁ
intentiona. It's no earthly being genercus in a selfi
world like this. Halle! Iz that you, Meunier? I say,
Meunier '

The French Removite stopped.

* Vat you say, Buntair " ]

* Can you lend me ten bob till Why, he's gona, The
beast is worse than the German beast! "They're all beasts.
1 think thiz is o beastly place. Well, I sup I'd better
ge’;uﬁ.lﬂng to the study, and seo what kind of & tea they've
g .

And Bi!lg Bunter, with a dissatisfied sigh, wended his way
to No. 1 Btudy in the Remove, where the chums were
rehearsing * Peter Pan.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Interrupted Rehearsal,
l'I,‘ had besn Nugent's idea, in the first place, to reprosent

“ Peter Pan,’” but the-suggestion had not been readily

adopted. Whe Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Comn-

E&n}', consisting of the chums of Study Mo, 1 and (wo
or three other fellows in the Remove, had had a try at a
thrilling drams called ** By Order of the Tyrant'; but the
groat dress rehearsal in the Remove.-room had ended in &
gcrimmage, and ' By Order of the Tyramt” had conse
aquently been dropped, Nugent's idea was revived, and
** Peter Pan'' was adopted, and since then, zs Bolb Cherry
put it, they had used no other.

[ eourse, 1t was not easy to assign the parts. There
never was an amateur dramatic company in which every
individual member did not consider himself entitled to play
the title role; and the Wharton Dramatic Company was ne
exceplion to the rule .

In the present case, each of the juniars was willing to take
the pari of the pirate eaplain instend of that of Peter Pan;
and Harry Wharton, as general manager, had to come down
heavy with the hand ef authority.

Poter Pan was reserved for Harry himself, and Bol
Cherry was contented with the part of Captain Hook.
Nugent had to be satishicd with the role of Great Big Little
Panther, iliec Indian chief; while Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was unamimously assipned the role of the Croeodile—that
agrecable amamal whe, having devoured one nrm of Captain
Heaok, was always on the prowl looking for the rest of him.

Billy Bunter had claimed successively the parts of Peter
Pan, Captain Hook, Great Big Little Panther, and the
Jrocadile, and had bad to be content with that of Kibs, &
member of Peter's band.

He consoled himself with the reflection that he would be
on in the flying act, and that in a scene of that kind there
was room for a fellow of real geniug to distinguish himself.

Micky Desmdnd—whose asmooth face and musicad, Irizh
voice made him easily take a feminine part —had the role of
Tiger Lily, the Indian maid. Wendy was to be played by
Hazeldene's sister Margoriﬁ.

Hazeldene was (Gentleman Btarkey, and Harry had taken
the two foreign juniers into the company also—Hoffmann
hmnia; MNana, the dog who put the children to bed, and
Adclphe Meunier taking the part of Tinker Bell.

Meunier had entered into the thing with all the vivaecity
of his Parisian nature. He had taken a bicycle bell to use
for giving the well-known “tinkle " ; and when he was prac-
}i:-;im_.:, the buzzing of that bicycle bell rang through Grey-

riars

The cast, so far, used up all the members of the Whartan
Ciporatie ﬂmnpﬂeni’: for the minor parts, there would be
fellows at home who could be called upon. Harry could not
iuke half the Remove home for the Whitsun holiday, and
he would have needed to do so to take a full cast for
“Poler Fan,'" » . '

Harry had just been reciting his speech in the children's
bed-rooiy, when Billy Bunter arrived in the study.

“Hallo! You're just in time,”" said Bob Cherry. “ You
E}T begin now, and you'd better do all the speeches of thae
sids.

“I'm joly hungry —"

“What the dickens does that matter? We're going off to-
morrow merning, and this iy our last chance of & rehearsal
before we go.”

. “ﬂ;hﬂtﬁ all very well, but when are we going to have
pa

“ Blow the tea I

“Um afraid my constitulion will suffer if wa don't have

fea at the proper time. Nothing is so unhealthy as meals
at irregular times.”

, = There's a cold sausage in the cupboard,” said Nugent.
“Jam it into his mouth, and then he can make his spesch.”
. "How can he make a speech with & cold sausage jammed
tnlo his mouth 77 '

“Well, I'll do my best,” said Billy Bunter, going to the

3
vuES 1y,

Whanrto d
RIGHJﬁlHﬁ‘Ei. his Chums,



¢ THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ©= THE "BOYS' FRIEND™ 3™ LIBRARY.

cupboard, and immediately commencing operations on the
sausage, and then attacking some ham and tongue. *“*I'm
sincerely sorry if I keep you waiting.”

S You'll be gorrier soom,” said B:ﬁ: Cherry darkly. "I'll
give vou one minute before I start on you."

“ Really, Cherry—=—"'

“ Oh, shut up, and be quick, ass!’

Elly Bunter opened his mouth to make an indignant
reply, but on second thoughts filled it with ham instead.

Boh Cherry looked in earnest, and there was no time to
be wasted.

Buzz-z-z-z-2!

The juniors started at the sound of a wviclent ringing of
8 bicyele bell in the corridor.

**It's that sss Meunjer——"

Buziziziziz !

Bob Cherry opencd the door and glared out into the
passage.

* Meunier——"

“ Me voici,” replied the French junior cheerfully.

Buzuzuzuzuzuz!

“ You ass, keep that bell gquiet——"

“J1 am Tinker Bell——"

i AE‘S—_’}

*Ze bell rqu ven I approach.,” said Meunier ob-
%i}:natel . 1 play ze part to ze life. I zink you ze ass,

erry.

“¥ou villain, you'll have the prefects on your neck in a
minute il you make that unhﬂ‘l)y row here. Thore have
been complaints already.”
&l [:11':-]‘-“—'-"
“ Bhut up
Buzuzuzuzuzuz !
Cherry caught the French youth by the shoulder,
and yanked him bodily into the study.
" Now keep guict, or I'll rub your head in the grate!™
he exclaimed.

:‘iziﬂk zat I rubs your head in ze grate first, 8herry!"
sg——"

“1 tell youu—-—"
“ Cochon——""

“ Bhuttez vous up!”™ yelled Bob Cherry, in & new and

original variety of French, “ Heoldez le tongue. Keepez
votre mouth shut!™

“Ha, ha, hal” rooared Nugent.
Meunier!"”

“I understand not——"'

“Oh, be quiet, all of you!" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
*Let's ret o business——""

"1 zink——"

“ Shuttez vous up! Hguaitez vous down! Rais!™

“1 zink——"

g }%{1 falke’zj,” gald DBob Cherry. * Non jawez-vous!”
ziglim——

““The jawfulness on the bothful sides is terrific,’’ said the
nabob. " Buppose that Bob Cherey and the honourable
TFrenchful youth are gagged with the handkecchiefs for a
shortful tima? That wuufd give us a restiulness.™
“Well, they need it,” grinned Wharton., * [ say——""

g wWewWow -wow |

__The sudden barking of a dog in the passage interrupted
the discussion,

“My hat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. '* What's that? It
can’t be Gosiing's mastiff got into the house surely.”

“ Bounds like L™

Y Bow-wow-wow ! QGr-r-rr!”

" "I{B:;' -?;ﬂvt:, i 15! smid HMarry Wharton, “ Let’s have a
m (R —

“Keep the door shut,” said Billy Bunter nervously.
I say, you fellows, that dog's dangerous, you know. Don't
open the deor™

“Sure, and ye've afraid, ye gposscon——"

* Nothing of the sort, Desmond. There are very few
fellows braver than I am., DBut it's no good running un-
nEecessary risks——""

There was a bang at the door.

""There he is, you see. Don't open the door.?

But the door opened of itself. ?['hﬁ broad, prinning face
of Fritz Hoffmann presented itself to view.

Bow-wow-wow "

“You ass!" exclaimed Hazcldene.
Gosling’s mastiff pot inte the house™

Hoffmann chuckled.

“1 vas Nana te tog,"” he explained. *'I parks mit mein-
self to keep up te character, pecause I vas Nana te tog.”

“What does he mean by Nana te togi” exclaimed
Dunter. ' Are you off your smlly rocker, IHoffmanni”

“*1 vas Nana te tog——"'

“"He means Nana the dog,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
g, Y But Nana so't supposed to bark in the passapes at
Greyiriars, Hoffy, s0 you can keep quet out of doors.”

“ROUGHING IT!”

“You understand that,

“We thought it was

Another Tale of HmWhnrtan and his Chums,
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“I tinks I keeps up te character——"

“Good; but draw a line somewhere We don’t want to
have the prefects down on us. Thev're not too fond of
this study now."

“ Bow-wow-wow "

" Burnzuzuzuzuz I’

“Ach! SBtop tat row, Meunier"”

“ Bherman ass! I vas Tinker Deli™

“¥ou vas vun wdiot to make such a fearful row mit &
pievele pell, I tinks™

“¥ou vas Bherman pecg——"

“Yat you call me——"

‘' Sherman pecg——""

“T tinks I t.ra.gl you for tat——-"

I zink zat no Bherman peeg able to trash Frenchman."

“TI soon show you—-—""

il I E[nk-“'—"

The German and the French junior rushed at one snothoer

with simultancous accord. But the chums of the Hemove
rushed belween.

Harry Wharton seized the German junior by the collar
and slung him away, and he bumped against Bunter, and
the two went to the floor together. '

Bob Cherry gripped Meunier by the shoulders, and
dragpcd him down on the hearthrug, and eat on hiz chest.

“ Now then, wou silly bounders, keep quiet!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, " If sou want to row, go into the gym,
You're not going to row in this study.”

“[ trashes him-——"

i | Ipuuishes him——

“Will you shut up——*

“I say, vou fellows, where are my spectacles?  That
utter wliot Holfmann hes knocked them off, and I'm afraid
they will be trodden on. 1f thfr are broken 1 shall expect
you to pay for them. [ say——"

“'There they are, under your nose, ass!”

“&o they are, Nugent,” said Bunter, picking up his
sp-ctacles, and putting them on. " Fortunately, they are
not broken, If they had been, 1 should have expected——"

“Let me get at tat French pounder—'

“ Let me get at zat Sherman peog——"

“You silly asses. we'll sling you both out if you don't
shut up!' exclaimed the exasperated manager of the
Wharton Qperatic Company. *' Do you think we are going
to have two members of the cast punching one another's
headg———"

“Zat 15 all ver well, bug——"

“DBut I trashes tat——"

“ Bherman peep——""

* French peast——"

The two juniors wriggled themselves lonse, and rushed at
each other again, They were locked 1n a terrible embraca
tho next moment, and went reeling and trampling  round
the study.

Y Chuck them oul!” showled Bob Clerry.

“ Dut with them !

The chums of the Remove laid violent hands upon the
struggling aliens. They were hurled towards the door. At
the same moment the door opened, and Wisgate, the cap-
t{ti[l i]f Grﬁrfriul‘ﬁ, Iﬂﬁ]’i{!‘[,t iri.

“What 1s all this thundering row sbout? Ow——"7

Hoffmann and Meumer, still struggling furiously, bumped
right into the captain of Greyfriars, and sent lum eeeling
acrosa the passage. Wingate brought up against the oppo-
sile wall, and the two juniors rolled at his feet. The cap-
tain of Greyfriars pasped for breath,

“¥au ;r..-nuug”rasr;alﬁi" he roared. ““ What do you mean

18
¥

by this? J——
“Ach! 1 tink——"
“Chel! I zink——"

Whatever Meunter or Hoffmann might tink or zink, they
didd not stay to give 1t utterance. Without wasting o
moment they took to their heels, and vanishad down the
piessape. wingate looked into Stady No. 1 again.

" There has been too much row in this study!” he ex-
claimed. “I've had complaints from all sides. You ecan
ro info the common-rogm till bed-time. Off with you, and

I'll furn_out the gae™
“But I say, Wingaie——"
“Don't say anything, Cut off 1"
did But ¥

" Look here, do you want to be sent to bed at onee!™
cxclaimed Wingate angrily.

No; bat——""

" Cut off, then i

Thera was no help for it; the juniors had to obey. They
filed out of the study, amd the gas was turned out, and the
last rehearsal of " Peter Pan' was thus cut short abraptly.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

0ff for the Holidays.

BRIGHT =unny June morning!

Briglt apd sunny, too, were the [aces of the Grey-
friars juniors, as they came out of the house to mount
into the brake which was to bear them to the station

at Friarvdale

At Friardale they were to take the train, but before doing
go they would be joined by Hazeldene's sister Marjorie, who
was to change there to join her brother and the party lor
YWharton Lodge.

The brake had rolled into the green old Close, and cdrawn
up before the Bchool House. Cosling, the porter, was
busy carrying down bags and boxes. There was always a
week's vucation at Greyfriars at Whitsuntide, an ipstifu-
tion naturally very popular at the school., The Wharton
Operatic Company were going off a little carbier than the
rest, and a crowd had cesembled to ses them go

Billy Bunter eame outk with a lunch-basket slung over his
shoulder. The fat boy of the Remove did not mean to risk
petting hungry in the {rain,

Gosling, the porter, came down the steps with a big
trunk on his shoulders. Gosling always made the most of
his work, for the sake of exciting sympathy and getting
tips, and he affected to be hardly able to deal with the
trunk.

“Is it very heavy, Gosling?’ asked Bob Cherry, with a
evmpathetic tona in his voice, and a merry twinkle in hi3

A

*“iawlally 'eavy, BMrostzr Cherry!" gaspod Gosling.

“Shall 1 belp you?”

“Thank vou kindly, sir.’’

Bob Cherry took hold of the trunk behind.

** Now, then, make an effort, Gossy!™

“It seems ‘eavier than hever!” gasped the porter. *1
can't pit it along!™

The juniors standing round chuckled gleefully,

It was not surprising that Gosling eould not pet the trunk
along, for Bob Cherry, instead of helping him, was holding
it back with both handa.

“Oh, make an effort, Cossy!' said Dob Cherry en-
couragingly, ' ¥You're nof o weak man, you know. You'd
be guite strong if you <didn’t drink so much.”

“Wot I says 15 this 'crp—=—""

00, make an effort!”

“You hain't a-"elping——

“I'm helping now.”

Bob Cherry gave the trunk a push, and the porter went
stoggering forward. Then he pulled 1t back, and Gosling
atopped.

“You don't srem o be getting on, Gossy.™

“You yvoung himp!”

“ My hat! Hark at him, you fellows! That's what he
calls geatitude for a helping hand " exelaimed Bob Cherry.
“(atech me helping him again ™

“Wot ] sava iz this "are——""

“Oh, get on! You're lnzy, that's what's the matter with
rou, Gossy. D'l pive you one more shove, and then you'll
iy b manawe it yourself”

Ancd Dol Cﬁﬂrr}' pave one more shove, and Gosling stap-
gered, and the box went with a crash on the stone steps. It
crashed from ono step to snother, and burst open as it
touched the ground. Shirls end collars and other articles
woere disteibuted.

“ My word,” gasped Gosling, * you've done it now ™

“You've done it, you mean!"” said Bob Cherry. **1 never
saw such a clumsy ass in my life! Fortunately it isn't my
box. I should be tempted to kick you severely if that were
my box, Gossy."

* Weot I says 15——"'

“It's my box, though!"” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
" Cherry, you ass o

“ Blame G-:}E.F‘ I gave lum o helping hand !

“¥ou ass! Pick those things up, you fellows!™

Tha articles were eramined into the trunk again, The lock
was broken, but the lid was jommed down and fastened with
a strap, and the trunk wa< lifted inlo the brake. Other
trunks joined it, and the juniors took their seais in tho
vehicle, and the driver gathered up his reins. Gosling stood
looking at the brakeful of juniors very expressively.

“ No pood, Gossy,” said Bob Cherry, in a chiding voice,
" You can't expect a tip after busting up o fellow's trunk in
that reckless way.”

[ should say notiully,”” taid Ilurree Singh. * Tho reck-
lessiess of the esicemed Goshing is ouly cgualled by the
erumsonness of his honourable nose and the watoriness of his
rﬂ&-l]::entﬂd eye. I atiributo his clumsiness to the drinkiulness
of hiz boastly habits.”

** You wuug warnrinks '

Harry Wharton lavghed as he drew s half-crown from hia
pocket and tossed it to the incensed porter.

" There you are, Gosling!”

The porter's face cleared at once. Half-crown tips were
not common at Greyfriars, even wmong the [ellows of the
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Sixth.,  Gosling stowed the coin inte his waisteoal-pocket,

atd was comforted.

“Thank you kindly, sirt You're a gentleman, vou arel"

“The adiniration of the worthy Gosling is cheap at half-a-
erown,' said Hurree Jamset Ham Siogh. “ I imagins thqt
the esteomed Wharton would have become a nobleman in his
catimation for the trifling sum of five shillings."”

The driver eracked his whip, and the brake rolled off
Loud cheers from the Remove followed it.

Harry Wharton's face flushed a little, and his oyes
sparkled as he listoned to them, and waved his hand in reply
to the waving caps of the Removites.

He had not been long at Greyfriars, but what a changa
had come over himseli and his prospects even during the
short pericd of his career there,

It was safo to say that, on his first coming to the school
there had not besn a more unpopular fellow ot Greyiriars.

Even Hazeldene, once called the ead of the Remove, had
not been so heartily disliked by his Form-fellows aa Wharton,
the ' outsider.”

Harry Wharton had won the affection and the reapect of
hiz comrades. He had won it by first winning a victory over
himself. Bomotimes, )I'Jarhaps, the old obstinacy, the old
uncertain and wayward temper showed itself, and scomed to
hint that the passionate nature was still thers, but slumber-
ing. But Harry was pﬁ;im]ar now, and was hailed almost
unanimously as captaim ol the Remove,

Something like moisture cante into his eyes a3 he waved
his hand to the cheering Removites, It was not many wecks
since those same veoices had been raised in lnssing a
derision.

The brake rolled aut of the gates of Greyiriare, and the
shouts died away, Under the green branches of overhanging
trees they rolled on towards tﬁe country village, nestling at
the {oot of the hill amid rich orchards and cornficlds,

“ Jolly weather, and a jolly cccasion altogether,” said Bob
Cherry. “I say, Wharton, 15 my necktie straight?’’ i

Harry - Wharton stared at his chum for a moment in
astonishment. Bob Cherry was mnever known to  care
whethor his necktie was straight or not; end, as a matter
af fact, it seldom was straight. Bob could no more keep hia
necktie straight than he could keep his cap from going on
the side or the back of his hend. . .

*Well, ne” said Wharton, ‘*it isn't straight; but as it
nover is, that necdn't bother vou, Bob., It locks all right—
anc like you”

Daob laughed uneasily. )

“¥ou might give it a shove for me,” be zald.

“Oh, I'll do that ™ said Nugent, and he took hold of Bob's
necktic and gave it o shove. : 2

“Thank you, Nugent!" said Cherry. *"Is it all right
now !’

Harry Wharton laughed. . ,

* That's according to how wdu want it,"”" ho replied. ™ It'a
not &o straight as it was before, now.”

Bob Cherry turned red.

" NWugent, you beast

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent. !

“ 11l chuck you out of the brake, tf you atnrt‘hmn funny
with me!” growled Bob Cherry. * Put it straighi lor me,
Wharton, there's a good chap.” .

Harry Wharton put the offending recktie in its place. It
was dooabtful if it would long stay there, however.

“That's better!” said Bob. * Thank you, Wharton! I
hate an uniidy chap, you know."

Harry stared, as weil he might. _

“(Oh, don't you eatch on? chuckled Nugent. *Bob is
i.hiukfing.; ol Miss Hazeldens, whom we're going to meet at

tha station.”

“Oh, I zeel™ Wharton comprchended at last Al
tight, Bob, old chap. I'll give your necktie ancther shove
befere we ot out of the brake.”

T ]I.E.-, hn, h?l-t” ;

Bob Cherry's eolour deepencd.  Dut the reminder that
they were to moeet Marjorie at the etation was not lost on
the juniors, Each of them, with the exception of Hazeldene,
made furtive cfforts to make himaelf look a little more tid
than usual. Hurres Jamset Ram Singh tock off his sill
fiﬂt, and gavo its glossy surface an e¢xtrs polish with his
sleeve.

“1 say, Inky,” said Billy Bunter.

The Indian was alwavs polite. The other fellows did not
nlways listen to Bunter, but the nabob's courtesy was never
known to fail.

“1 am listening to your addressful remarks, my worthy
chume, ' he said,

“Would you mind lending me your hat!”

“For what purposs, my esteemoed Bunter?'

“ 1 want somothing to rest my feet on,” said Bunter, whose
iil_rlg fat iﬂg‘ﬂ were dangling from the sczat.  ** If you wouldn's
mind——"

“ My worthy Buntasful chum, the request seems to me to
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savour of the terrific cheek," 2aid the nabob, as he restored
his silk topper to his head.

“ 1 think you're very selfish,” said Billy Bunter. * You
don't seem to carc if 1 get tired in the legs."

* My esteemed Bunter, you have made me tired on many
occasions, and 1 have not complaimed,”” said the nahob.
“ But if you wish for a rest for the feet, why not put down
your esteemed [unch-basket !

*Well, T want it every now ard then.”

“ Ha, ha, ha roared Bob Cherry. “ He's been diggin
at i1t already, and it's not an hour since breakfast. It wi
be l.-mptly by the time we take the train.”

* Really, Cherry—=>"

“ Well, there i3 your own hat, my estcemed Bunter,"” said
the nabob, taking off the bowler-hat Billy Bunter was wear-
ingr, and dropping it ameong the myriad feet in the brake,
* You will fincd that all right.”

“You'll spoil my hat!” howled Billy Bunter. ** Cherry,
take your great hoof off my hat! Nugent, if you kick my
hat like that, I shall punch your nose. I shall havo to buy
& new hat now out of my postal-order when it comes "

“Ha, ha! Didn’t it come this morning, after all®'?’

" No; it seems to have been delayed in the post,” said
Billy Bunter, as he recovered his hat and brushed it with
his sleeve. " Never mind, it will come in very useful after
the holidays, as we are sure ‘o go back to Greyiriars stony.”

The hrake halted outside the little country station of
Friardale. Harry Wharton Jooked at his wateh.

“ Miss Hauzeldene's train comes in in five minutes,” he
renuirked. Ours dozsn’t leave for nearly ten. We shall
have plenty of time.  Will you fellows see to the luggage
while I go over to the other platicrm and wait for Mies
Hazeldene's train ¥

Hob Cherry grinned. )

“I was just thinking of amsking the same question,” he

remarked.

“Curigus!”” laughed Nugent. **So wag I!"

" Faith, and it's meself ihat was going to do the same
thing " exclaimed Micky Desmond. " We'd betther all go.™

Harry lnughed, .

“I suppose so.  Jump dewn 1"

The juniors alighted from the brake. The luggpage was
conveyed to the platform and labelled, and the chums crossed
the station to wait on the other platform for Miss Hazel-
dene’s frain o come in.  They stood in a hody waiting, and
Bob Cherry ﬁrﬂpt&d for his neccktie.

I zay, Wharton. i3 my necktie straight? he whispered.

Iarry glanced round,

" No IV

And he looked up the line again.

; 'l‘l‘."."cll, you might give it a shove,”” said Bob reproach-
ully.

*There you are!™

“Is it all right now?”

" Ripping I

Bob Cherry twisted fo get a view of his secktie in a logk-
ing-glass over an automatic-machine. Bunter was at his side
m a moment,

" roing to get some chocolates, Cherry?  It's a very %.?Od
mlea, in case vou got hongry in the train, you know. ou
can pet chocolates aned butterseofich and chocolate cream n
this machine, as well as seent and cigarettes. I'll carry them
all for vou if you like, I don't mird in the least.” 3

Bob Cherry pushed Bunter aside, and squirmed in his
aitempt to view the troublesome nocktie in the tiny plass,

“1 say, Cherry—""

“(0h, shut up !

“If you want some chocolates—"

“ I don’t, asst™ - _ :

“Well, I do. I've only gob silver, so will "_.lzpu give me
sotng pennies, I say, Cherry, ard you deaf? Will you lend
me some pennies?” bawled Bunter.

Thoero was a seream of the train-whistle down the line.
Bel Cherry turned hastily away. and Bunter remained look-
ing at the aulomatic-machine with an extremely diznppointed
expression. A peneral movement of interest went through
the group of jumors. The train was rushing into the station,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
En Route.

2 ARJORIE "
M A sweet, girlish face was looking from & car-

riage window., Hazeldene dragped the door open,
and thers was a rush of the juniors towards the carriage.
Bul lfhﬁy sleod back te allow Hazeldene to assist s sister
fer akight.

The girl smiled sweetly at the jumiors, and shook hands
with them all in torn. ﬁdu[phe Meunier was bowing lo the
platform in his excessive Parisian politeness, and Bob Cherry
gave him a dig in the ribs that made him gasp,

“LCiel! Yy yvou poke me for?” muttered the French youth.

"ROUGHING IT !"

“Have you got a pain?"' demanded Bob Cherry.
* Ze pain? Certainly nct.” ] "
" Then what are you twisting yourself up like that for?

“Cochon! 1 vas bowing viz myself to ze lady!”

“Oh, I see! Do vou E'Twu:.-a bow like that?? asked Bob
Cherry curiously.

+ Aih'aj'ﬁ_. in Paris—la belle Paris.”

*“ And don't you ever bust anything?"’

Adolphe did not deign to reply to this frivolous question.
Mﬂrjﬂ_rm was already walking away with Harry Wharion on
one side, and her brother on the other. Bob Cherry
followed, looking rather wastful. . i

I say, Nugent,” he whispered, " do you think il's notice-
able about my necktie??

Nugent grinned, :

"'-fj dear chap, it's all right. If it's a [ittle crooked, it
matches your features better, you Lkoow. They're not
designed according to artistic rules.”

Bob Cherry turned red. ;

“Oh, let my features alene!” he growled, with such
unusual tartness that Nugent looked at him again very
curiously, .

“Hang it, Bob! You're not getting raily over a litila
chaff, surely?" he said.

*{Jh, ne! I didn’t mean to be ratty.
old chap—h'm—-" .

Bob Cherry broke off, hiz ecolour deepening to crimson.
Nugent looked at him with something like alarm,

* Wihat's the matter, Bob? Are vou ill¥"

“No, of course not! You know I'm never ilL"

“Then what's the matter?”

“ Nothing.™

They walked on in silence. Harry and Marjorie woere
chatting in cheerful tonea. Of all the faces thera, only Bob
Cherry's usually sunny countenance was anything like grave,
Nugent looked at him out of the corner of his aye.

“1 say, Bob, what's the matter, old chap? Have you
been eating something that’s disagreed with you?®”

**0Oh, rats!” snid Bob Cherry tartly. And Nugent, more
and more surprised, gave 1t ap.

Tha juniors reached the wp-platiorm. The train was nob
vet in. They waited for it, chatting cheerfully in the
hri‘ght June morning. ) L

““1 have been studying the part of Wendy,"”" said Marjorie.
“1 don’t know how I shall do it, of course; but I am very
nearly letter perfect now.”

“I am sure it will be a succe:s—Wendy's part, at least,”
said Harry. ** It was too bad over the other play, after you
had the trouble of learning up your part. But it led to too
many rows, and we had to take * Peter Pan® instead,”

Marjorie smiled.

FOLLOW THE GREAT SOLDIER'S EXAMPLE

But, I say, Nugent,
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“1 was gla-:l of the changa. *“Peter Pan® ia ever 5o much
better, and I like Wendy's part very much. I suppose you
ara Peter Pan?"’

“Yes," zsaid Harry.

The train was signalled. DBob Cherry rave a grunf, and
Nugent looked quickly at him. He was surprised by the
saambre look on his chum's face,

| "'?uu‘m quite right, Nugent.” said Eob, with a forced
augh,

1 believe I usually am,” said Nugent, with a grin.
i;%%t what are vou referring te at the present moment,

o

“0Oh, I was thinking of your remark about my fentures.™

Nugent colourad,

“I was only joking, Bobh, 1
What do you mean
geriously ¥

“I'm not,” said Bob Cherrr. *“ Its frue, you zee. I never
waid a banuty, or elever either, like Wharton, for instanece.
He's good-looking, isn't he?”

Nugent glaneed at Harry Wharton, as he steod talking to
Marjorie. Certainly Harry looked very handsome, then,
with his athletic, well-proportioned figure, and his fine faco
rich with the glow of health, and a sparkle in his eves.

**¥es, he's a beauty,” said Mugent. ** Not bad-looking,
gayway; but I don’t eec that there's anything to grumble at
in that, Boh"

“1 wasn't grumbling."

“Then what the dickens do wou mean, anyway!" de.
manded the puzzled Nugent.

' MNothing.™

Tha train came in then, and the talk stepped. Harry had
taken first-class tickots for the whole party. He handed
Marjorie into the carriage, and the juniors followed. The
party pretty well filled the earringe. But just as the train
was starting, the door opened guickl}', and z portly gentle-
ms::r with & very red face and white whiskers essaved to
enter.

“: Sorry, ari_r, no room,'” said Hazeldena

“Thore are ten here alroady, and—"

“Boy, stand azide.”

“ Ratat"

The old gentleman turned the colour of a turkey-cock with
anger. He brought up a gold-headed heavy Malacea cane,
and gave Hazeldene a poke on the chest with the gold head
of i, and the Removite sat down suddenly in Billy Bunter's
lap, The old fellow jumped into the earriage, and a porter
slammed the door behind him.

“Hah!" exclaimed the gentloman with white whiskers.
“No room, hey? In my voung days boys stood up to make
room for thoir clders. Hah "

The tratn glided out of the station,
from Billy Bunter,

“ Vaseline, you ass, you've squaszhed my tarta!”

Billy Bunter had opened a bag of tarts the instant he had
eat down. Hazeldene had plumped on his knees and
sguashed them over his trousers—and Hazeldene's.

“¥Yaseline, I'll punch your head! Ow! Look at that!™

“It's mll that old bounder’s fault!” exclaimed Hazeldeno
wrathfully. * What does he mean by shoving himself into a
carriage where theroe izn’t room for him?®"' _

“Hah! In my young days boys made room for their
elders !

“It's no good ’te]ling us what boya used to do in the reign
of King George, sir,” said Nugent. ;

The old gentleman glared. e had certainly seen at least
gixky-five winters, but he did not date back to the days of
the Georges.

“Boy, you are insolent!™

“Well, you see, sir, vou're too numerous.'’

“In my young days—"

“You had no ri f:t to enter a ecarriage that was already
full, s8ir,”” said arry Wharton rvespectfully but Hrmly.
* But now wvou are hero you can have a seat.’

"I shall insist upon having a seat.”

“If we didn't choose m_ﬁim rou one, it wouldn't do you
much g{md ingisting," said Harry., " Squeeze up on that
side, kida!” X

“0h, rats!” satd Nugeat.
gide "

“Can't be did! I suppeose vou don't want to make Miss
Hazeldens uncomfortable?” ;

* Really, J——'" began Marjorie.

Nugent looked daggers at Wharton,

4 %{:-Durse not ' gxclaimed hastily. " We can sguoege
up on this side quite easily, or Hofimann ean gtand.”™

“ I not stand mit meinseli for any old shentleman mit vite
viskera pefore, ain't %

* Then Meuniep———"" ]

1 zink zat I prefer to sit viz myself on ze seat.”

" Well, if & couple of aliens can’t stand, it stands to recson
that we can't,” said Nugent. * Billy Bunter had Leiter sit
on the lunch-basket."

“T want to open it every now and then—"

“ Coutdn't you hove one good big tuck in, and then leave
it for a bat?"

“ROUGHING IT!”

I can't understand you to-day.
‘n}' taking a little bit of chipping so

Thera wags a wail

“You sgueeze up on that
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“ Really, Nugent, vou will make Miss Hazeldena (hink
that 1 am greedy.”

“* Which would be hard on you, of course,’
¥Wharton,

“ Really, Wharton—""

“ (Oh, syuceze up!” zaid Bob Chorry. “ There you auro,
sir, there’s room for you, if you can nake it do.” .

“In my young days bovs were always pelite te their
seniors.’ ] 2

“In my old days I intend to bo always polila to my
juniors, sir.” )

This answer rather took the white-whiskered gentleman
aback. He sat down and drew ont & newspaper, and com-
menced to read as the train moved on. On the other side
of the carriage Harry and Marjorie were talking in sub-
dued tones, ﬁe}h Cherry sat strangely silent, but the rest of
the juniors were in g buze of talk.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Stranger In,

said Ilarrs

L]

oys "

The gentleman with the copper mmplﬁ:iﬂn and the
white whizkera rapped ont the word a3 suﬁdcnly‘ a4
the popping of a champagne cork, and the Greyfriars

lads all looked round at him,

“Huollo! Hallo! Hallo!" said Bob Cherry, .

“Did you speak, sir?”" said Nugent, with demure polite.
ness.

“ Yeas, sirrah, I did?! I cannot read my paper in comfort
while such a busz of inane talk goes on in this carriage.”

“Mt is rogrettable and unfortunate that the talkfulnesa
prevents the reading recreation of the esteemed old codger,™
said the nabob, ** But the guestionfulnesa arises, 15 a rail-
wu::;l-f.;ﬁrrmge the proper place for the esteemed sahib to
refadal

“Borry, sir,” sald Nugent, “but we can't help your
troublea. You pushed }'Eul‘ﬂﬂif into a carriage that way
already over full, and you've only got youraclf to blame.”

“1 insist upon silenge!" i

“ To the insistfulness of the honourable sahib, we can only
reRI:; ratfully,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

El tl}-& juniors all replied:

11 |:|:|23 I"‘I

The old fellow grasped his malacca cane, and seemned
inchined to commit general aszault and battery upon the
spet. He caught the glance of Marjorie Hazeldene, and
coloured a little, and laid down his cane and his paper.

“Vary well,” he said, “if you must make o noise, I will
not read.' .

“ Really, sir, I think veu are o little anreazonable,’ said
Harry W;i:larmn guictly. **The carriage was full when you
antered, But apart from that, can you expect a parky o
travel without speaking a word, in order that you may read
a paper? lsn't it asking a little too much?” o

“*In my young days, bovs never spoke withput permission
in the presence of their elders,” rapped out the old gentle-
man,

“Then there's been a lol of improvements since your
voung days, sir,” said Nugent.

“A set of voung ruffians,” murmured the old
yoning his paper again. “A eet of voung

ings are changed after fifteen years in India!”
He was evidently anconscious of speaking aloud, and tha
uniors grinned at one another. He laid the paper aver his
aca to keep the sun off, and scttled back in his seat for »
nap. Bob Cherry's eyes suddenly twinkled.

He leaned across to Harry Wharton and whispered:

“1 gay, lot's give him somo more surprises, to show him
how things have changed since his young days.”

Harry grinned as he caught on to the joke at onge. Bob
Cherry took a matchbox from his pocket and put a couple of
marbles in it, and shook it up. . L

Thoe sound was very much {li!-m the rattling of dice in a
cup, and the old gentleman in the corner was observed to
give a staect under hiz newspaper,

 Highest number in three," said Bob Cherrw, * for half-a-
crown, mind.”

“I'm game,” said Harry Wharton.

Rob rattled the marbles, and pretended io throw. Ha
kopt his back partly turned towards the stranger, so that
the old fellow EEﬂuld not seo what kind of dice they were.

" Six!" exclaimed Bob. * There vou ara!™

Harry Wharton threw next.

“Fival”

“Thare you are again—double six!™

" That's F:}nd! My tuen—nine !

“Right !
“*Rata!l Oaly four!”

‘e won, kid ! Hand over the spondalicks
““ Here vou are, old zport ™

The old gentleman threw the newspaper aside, and glared

at the bova,
TURSBAY.

gf"mll_ernan.
© ooligans !
1

-

[
-

RIiC



8 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 5=~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND"” 3" LIBRARY.

“* Hallp, hallo, hallo!
Bob Cherry.

“* 1 was not, sir I roarcd the veteran from India.
not asleep! I see that you are gambling,
the improvements among boys in medern times?  Dut, mark
my words, sir! If you do not immediately ecaze that black-
guardly gambling, I will report you to the police at the
noxt station! Huh !

“0Of eourse, we expoet you to keep it dark, like an old
sport I'*

“ Seoundrel—-"

“ Hara, draw it mild 1"

“¥ou gambling young ruflians! I will have you fogged—
I mean—— DBy Jove, I'd have you Hogged if I had you
with my regiment in India!™

“ Rather lucky for us you haven't, then!” Bob Cherry
roemiarked eoolly,

** The rathorfulness 1s terrific 1"

* But, mark my words, T will report you !

“Oh, we'll ehuck it, if you like!” said Bob Cherry,
putting the matchbox and marbles inte his pocket., " ¥eu
seemn to be a lob behind the times in India. Dhdn't boys
ever throw dice in railway-trains in your young days?"

Y Rats!” said Iazeldene, * There weren't any railway-
tramis 1n hia young doys! Ie used to fravel by stage-
conch 1"

U ¥es, my mistake! T suppose they get awfully behind the

times in Indin, too!” Bob Cherry remarked thoughtfully.
“Fancy a felww not knowing that it’s a common custom
for sthoolboys to play with dice for money |

“1Ie'll be surprised when he sces us drinking at the next
station ! langhed lHazeldene.

“Ilah! Doinking! I shall not be surprised!
ful—disgraceful 1™

“ ot a cigar about you, Wharton "

"T":Tn, I haven't ono Joft 1™

“Lan ;'i'{:-!.l l.‘.rbllE‘ﬁ m¢ with a eigar, sir?”’ said Bob Cherry
rospectfy ];,_. “L've left my pipe at home on my racing-
calendar '

“No, sir!” roared the Anglo-Indian. “¥ cannot oblige
j‘:}:.z_w:th a cigar ! Disgraceful! In my young days—"

Lot us listen respectfully, my worthy chums, to the
narration of the manners a:ncf customs of the worthy sahib's
voung days,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“ Certainly ! chorussed the juniors, * Please tell us about
the manners and ¢ustoms in your young days, sir "

But the kind attention of the Greyfriars Juniors seemed to
have the offect of drying up the sources of information
respecting the old gentleman's young days.

He glared and muttered, and retreated behind his news-
paper again, without enlightening them further, and the
ﬁumms chuckled as tho train swept on through the sunny

une landscape.

Harry Wharton and Marjorie resumed their diseussion of
the parts they were playing, and Bob Cherry began to buzz
2 tune on 4 En;mr and comb, and the rest of the juniors kept
time with their feeb; and so the Iast state of the Indizn
veteran was worse than his first, But there was no help for
it, and he endured it as best he could.

———

Weren't vou asleep?” exclaimed

T was
Is thet one of

Dhsgrace-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise.

It was the stetion for Wharton Lodge, and thers
was o bustle in the carriage as the jumiors heard the
porter call cut the name.

“Wa pet put here,” said Harery,

Bob Cherry threw open the door, and the juniors alighted
on the long plank platform of a country station, bordered
by grass and flower-beds,

Flarry assisted Marjoric to alight, being just a moment
Lefore Bob Cherry, wlio also wanted to render his services.

Harry locked up and down the platform..

expect fhe colonel will be here in the ear,” ha
remarked,  * Blessed if T know how wo shall all get into it,
though! Hallo, Jules??

A man with a straw in ithe ecorner of his mouth came up,
touchinge his cap.

* Woleome home, Master Harey I

“Glad to see vou, Julies! Is my vncle at the slation 77

“Yes, sir; he's in the ear, and I've pot the waggonctte
for the young gentlemen and the lugpage.”™

The white-wlaskered gentleman was ahghting from the
carringe now. He ﬁ:igumli. bo o povier to approach.

* Ho, there, 3R frasean 1

* You, cir?

“ls there a converanee at this station from Wharton
Lodpe ¥

Harry started.

“Yoes, sir; there's the colonel's motor,” saud the porfer.

“Good I' said the old fellow to himself. " Thank you I

i FERHERIDG E™

He was walking away, when IHarry stepped quickly
towards him.

** 1 beg your pardon, sir——'"

The old gentleman twisted his white moustache, and glared
ot him.

“ Do you want to spoak to me, boy ¥*

“Just a word, sir!"

“Ah, you wish to beg my pardon, I sn?pﬂm? Perhaps
manners have not deteriorated 50 much as I supposed stnee
my young days!"”

“1 cannot see that T have anything to be pardened for,
sir.,” said Harey., 1 was about to ask vou if you wern
going to Wharton Lodge, as I could not help hearing what
you said to the porter.™

“Hah! A confounded impertinent inquicry, by Jove I”

“Naot of all!” said Harey, flushing: I am Colonel
Wharton's nephew.”’

The old gentleman started.

“My old friend Whartons néphew 1"

“I am Harry Wharton,”

“Han! Then I shall be able to tell my old comrade
exoctly what his nephew 13 like at school, and what he
needs to correct him I execlaimed the old gentleman.

“ I may tell you—--""

“You may tell everything to your uncle, sir!” said the
other. 1 shall certainly not fail to report to him the
disgraceful scene of gambling in the earriage! It's my
duty, sir, and George Chutney never yet failed in his duty

to his country or his friend, sir! You can look out for
trouble I

1] ]311'[:-_"'”

George Chutney waved a bronzed hand.

“"Not & word [

And he stalked out of the station.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'd have been a bit more careful if T had known he was
a friond of the governor’s,” he remarked. “ But I can't
see that we were to blame.”

“Hea seoms fo be a rather unreasonable old gentleman,”
Marjorie remarked.

“Tha unreasonableness iz only equalled by the fler
ficrceness of his estimable and respectod temper I remarke
the nabob.

The juniors trooped out of the station. A waggoaette
was walting and a handsome Napier car, and baside tha
car was the tall, soldierly figure of Colonel Wharton, talking
to the chauffeur,

“ Wharton 1"

The colonel tarned quickly round.

“* Major Chutney! I am glad to sce you!”

The old soldiers grasped hands. Colonel Wharton Tooked
attentively at the beetrootlike hue of the visitor's face,

** Nothing wrong, I hope, Chutney 7*

" Yos, sir; cnnf&unde:iig.r wrong, by Jove, sirl” said tho
maioe.

“Indeed, what 158 1t? Al. here iz my nephoew !
down in the same traimn-——"

“Hah! In the same carriage, sir, by Jove ™

“ Indeed, then—""

“And I should not be doing my duty, sir, if T did not
report to vou the disgraceful—yes, sir, dizsgraceful—eonduct
of thiz lad who is not worthy to be your nophew I*

The colonel's brow darkened a litilo.

“TIndeed, major!™

“¥es, sir; indeed, by Jove I

“1 should be very sorry to learn that my nephew was
guilty of any conduct that could be called disgraceful 1" said
the colonel, rather coldly. * 1 fmagine there must be soma
mistalke.”

“*No mistake, sir! Under my very oves, sir, he was
gambling with dice with this other lad, equally depraved
with himself. I have no doubt !

Colonel Wharton’s brow grew very stern.

**Is this possible, Harry V"'

“Uonfound it, sir, I suppose you don’t doubt my word i
roarcid the major.

“ Not at all, but—"

“Buat 1 tell you——-"

h'“I suppose I must hear my nephew before I condemn

i

“ This lad has the dice-cup and dice in his pocket ! ax-
elaimed the major. * Produce them, sirrah—produce them !
o you hear ¥’

There was a twinkle in Ilob Cherry’s eve. The juniors
wero all grinning, and even Marjorie was smiling, but that
anly added to the major's exeitomaont,

“ Produce them, sirrah ! roared the major.

Tob Cherry hesitated.

“1f you have a dice-cup, Cherry, pray produce it at once 1"
anid the colonel.

*I'm afraid the major would be angry, air.”

' Mever mind ! Produce it!"”

Dok Cherry drew the matchbox and marblea from his
pocket, and held them out innocently to the colonel,

You camo
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‘ "i Eef_ﬂf young rufflans " murmured the Anglo-Indian, * A set of :,mu;tg hooligans! Things are changed

since my young daysi”

=i

“These are what we were plaving with, sir. T think the
major must have judged by the sound that they were dice,
but it was quite a rmstake,”

Major Chutney stared at the marbles in amazement.

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry, unable fo resist the
expression of the major’s bewildered face. "'You jumped
to conclesions a little too suddenly, sir.'

“ But—bhut—"

There was a twinkle in Coloncl Wharton's eye now.

“ Did you actunlly see any dice, major ¥ he asked.

“ No, but I heard ; and I thought—""

“Ha, ha! I mean, it was evidently a mistake!
.ai‘raIiL't }-ﬂu hm'e;r been the vietim of a joke, major,”

i B

“The major scemed to think we were a set of roters, so
we gave him something more to be shocked at, uncle,” said
Harry Fhartun. “1 didn’t know he was o guest of yours, of
course,

“ 1 never dreamed of i, sir,"” said Bolb Cherry,

“Come, major, you must overlook this little disagree-
ment !

“T have been made a fool of !’

“Case of born zso!” murmured Hazeldene,

“Come, come-———""

“T think the major owsas us an apology, sir,"”" said ITarry
Wharton, “ He jumped to the conclusion that we were o
get of blackguards without any evidence.”

The major looked as red as a beetroot.

“Well, I'm szorry,” he said at last. “* You are a set of
mischievous yvoung rascals, but I'm glad to find that 1 was
mistaken t*

“"Thank you, sir! You won't find us such a bad lot when
vou get to know us better,” said Harry Wharton. _

And the major afterwards found Harev's words to be guite
true, And the juniors grew to like the Indian veteran, too,
in time; for, in spite of his peppery temper, he had the
hindest of hearts. . ] .

‘' Miszs Hazeldene will come in the car, with her brether,
the major, and mysclf,” said Colonel Wharton ; * the rest in
the wagronette, And now let us be off 1Y

And the whole party were soon rolling swiftly towards
Wharton Lodge.

I am
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Lessom In Flylng.

AJOR CHUTNEY improved upon acquaintance. Ho
pould be genial as well as fiery; and when he found
that ke had done the Greyfriars juniors an injushics,
he leaped to the other oxtreme, anud guite forgave

zll the chipping he had received in the train. The firsh
evening at the f:ndgﬂ was very pleasant for the whole party,
and they went to bed feeling very satisfed with themselves
and things generally, :

The Greyiriars lads had assigned to them a large room
with a row of beds, which reminded them of the dormmtory
at the school.

Rilly Bunter looked round the room as they entered.

“ Jolly comfy quarters, Wharton,” he said. "I think I
shall enjoy my heliday here. I very ecldom really enjoy
a holiday, as there are very often difficulties in the feeding
line, Your uncle certainly scems to know that boys have
appetites,””

Tarry laughed, . T

“I'm glad you are satisfied, Billy.” oo

" Well, as a matter of fact, I nm satisfied for once, zaid
Buuter. *“* And I've managed to bring up tome of the
sandwiches we had for supper, in case we Fct hungry during
the night. 1 mecan in case 1 get hungry.’

*Ha, ha! Nothing like forethought! Though how you
eould over got hungry again, Billy,” said Bob Cherry, * after
the supper you put away, puzzles mel”

* You didn’t do so badly yourself, Cherry.”

“True,” said Bob Cherry, laughing. “I'm not a bad
trencherinan. Now, kids, 1 supposze we're not going to bed
just yetd”’

“ Hardly 1" said Wharton, " We'sve got to get on to the
flying business, or we sha'n't be up to it when the time of
the performance comes round.” )

“ Vat is tat flying pisiness?”’ asked Fritz Hoffmanz,

Harry Wharton explained.

“You know Peter Pan flies through the air

“acht 1 don't know, pelare!™
“Well, you know now, after,”” said Bob Cherry., * Peter
Pan can iy, and he teaches the kide in the play to #y.”

k]
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* Ach: tat vas not easy after|”

“Of course; it's done by stringing them on wires,” said
Harry Wharton, ““The wires are invisible, and there you
are.”’

“Aherel'

“1 mean, that’s how it 12"

“ Ach! I ses'"

“Uiel! It is uselesz to attempt to get zat Sherman ass
to comprehend anyzing,” said Adolphe Meunier. * He i3
a3 stupid as nevair vas, I zink.”

The German looked wrathful.

* Vat you say mit yoursell, you French peeg?”

*1 say zat you more stupid zan efer——''

“ French peeg!”

* Sherman rottair !

“ Bhultez vous up!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
two silly asses starting ragging again.
the floor, Wharton, and

“Ach! I tink—"

“Ciel! I gink——"

*“ Are you going to stop ragging, or will yor be tied up
io two bedsteads with vour own braccs?”’ demanded Harry
Wharton,

“ Ach! I tink ¥ atops ragging, ain't it!"

“ 1 zink [ do anyzing to ﬂghligﬂ my friend Wharton®"

“Bhut-up then! Now, about the flying act. I've got the
ropes here to practioe with, and a big tron hook to fix
in the ceiling."

Nugent loocked up at the oeiling dubiously.

“Will & hook in the ceiling stand the weight, Harry®"

“{h, yeal The ceiling is cak under the whitewash, like
mP.E'th i.'ll‘::zr house," said Harry. ** It will stand anything.”

“ Th#re's a step-ladder here to get up te it. Some of vou
hold the ladder while I put in the hﬂ-ﬁg." saiwd Harry.

"}’H do that if you like, Wharlon,” said Billy Bunter.
“1It's best to make sure that it's all safe.”

* Don’t bother, Billy—"

“ But I say, Wharton—""

“{h, checse it! Bring the steps here, Boh, and some of
you fellowz held them. I've got a big hook with a serew.”

**That will be first-rate!"’

“Of course, we shall have to have invisible wires when
we do the real performance in the dining-room downstairs,”
said Harry. “ 1 don't quite see yet how we shall fix it up,
either. "But we ¢an see to that later. At present the business
15 b0 practise the fying. We never had & chance to.do that
at Greviriars, and '3 a most important part of the
business.™

“Wo had better hetgin with DBunter," sald Hazeldene.
*“He's the heaviest, and if the hook bears his weight, it will
bear anvbody's.'”

“ No, you won't Vaseline—"

“Oh, it will bear twice the weight of the heaviest fellow
here!™ satd Harry Wharton, as he sscended the steps.
* There's no danger at all.”

““I say, Wharton, you can start with me if you like.”

“I'm afraid you're too clumasy, Billy.”

“ Now, look Eere, Wharion—"'

* Bready with the steps!" said ¥arry, ns he sicod on the
top and began fo drive the screw of the hook into the calk.

* Right you are!”

““1 aay, Wharton, you had better start the fiving act with
me, You need a fellow of more than average intelligence
for the work. I'll just have a snack at these sandwiches
while I'm waiting.”

*Oh, we'll start with you if you like, Billy!™

*Very good! I should be sincerely sorry if any of you
fellows started and made a muck of the thing through clum-
siness, I believe the major sleeps under this room, too, so
wa mustn't have any tumbling about and making o row.”

The fixing of the hook was not an easy task, but it was
finished at last. The rope was slung over it, and Harry
Wharton descended.

* That's all ready.”

“8o am I,"” said Billy Bunter. I suppose I had better
take my glasses off. They might fall off while I am flying,
and they might break, and then I should expect Wharton to

pay for them."

“Hand them over, ass!™ said Bob Cherry. “I'Il take
cara of your blinkers,"
s L wis:r{: _'..'m:._v-'qudn‘-t. call me an ass, Bob Cherry. I don't
s 18, fe—=N

“Are you ready, Bunter?™

“Yes, Wharton, I am quite ready!"” said Billy Bunter,
turning towards Harry, But without his glasses the short-
sighted Owl was quite in a fog, and he ran straight into
th* ateps, sending them flving with a terrific crash.

*You ass!"” roar Cherry.

*“*What is that?"” asked Billy Bunter, pzring round. ** Haa
somp clumsy ass knocked the steps over?™

“ROUGHING IT !"

" There's the
Bump Hofmann oun
Il do the same for Freachy!"

Another Tale of H Wharton and his Chum
by FRANK BICHARDS, =

“Yes,” snid Harry, laughing; ' you have!™

“I thought I knocked against something. It was rather
thoughtless to put them in my wny, wasn’t it,” said Bunter.
* MNever mind ; no harm done——-""'

*“If the major’s gone to bod, that'll wake him ug-—-——"

“Never mind the major now. I am quite ready for the
fiving act, Wharton. Will you fasten the ropo to me?”

“Certainly!  Wrap this blanket round you under the
arms, sa that the rope won't hurt you. We shall have to
pad vou somehow when the real fiving act comes off.”

“That is very thoughtful ¢of you, Wharton. It would not
do for me to be hurt, Don’t fasten the robe too tightly.”

“*Asz ! Do you want it to let vou drop?'” .

“Certainly not! But——— Oh! What are you doing!”

Bob Cherry jerked at the end of the rope, and nearly
whisked Bunter off his feet. Billy glared round indignantly.

*What do you mecan by jerking me like that, Hazel-
dene—""

“Ha, ha! I was Cherry!”

“ Well, then, Cherry, what do you mean by——""

“It's all ready,” saxd Harry. “ Take the end of the mﬁ.
all of you, and sling Bunter into the air. 'We have to ot
him go from ono side of the room to the other with a swing,
and he fiies out of the window—""'

“Stop—stop! Hold on—"

* What's the matter now?”

“I'm not going to 8y out of the window. I refuse to do
anything of the sort. The window's fifty feet from the
ground, and I should break my neck. If you want somebody
to fly out of the window, you can have Bob Cherry."”

* No fear!" said Bob Cherry. * You claimed the honour
of taking the first flight, and you can’t crawl out of it now,
We can't have all this trouble for nothing.”

“I won't iy out of the window—I won't—"

“You young asz!” said Harry Wharton impatiently.
“Of course you're not to fly cut of the window. You're to
do that in the play, but not now!"™

“0Oh, I see, Wharton! That alters the case, of course,
I am quite reasdy. Please raize me from the floor very
glowly, s0 as not to make me giddy."

* Ratat™

T must insist, Wharton—"'

“Stand him on this chair first, on this side of tha
I‘ﬂ-‘l}ﬂ]——”

iw But___'ll?

* Then there won't be any danger of him banging on the
floor as he flies across the room. If he did, it would makas
an awiul row.”

* Really, Wharton—" _

“ It might damage the linoleum, too!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“ Here you are, Billy! On the ball—I mean on the chairl
Now, pull on the rope, and I'll let him go!"

“* Really Cherr 5

“1 will give the signal,' said Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh,
“and the let-gofulness sheuld be instantaneous. Are you
ready?!

" Really, Inky——"'

T Qﬂitﬁ I{!:E‘.dj" e

“Haul on the rope!™

“Right-hot"

And the juniors hauled. The hook with the rope over it
was in the centre of the ceiling. Bunter stood on a chair
at the side of the room. When the ropo was hsuled and
he left the chair, he would fly right across the room, if
nothing went wrong.

“Then go!" said Hurree Singh, holding up his dusky
hand.

Billy Bunter went.

.But the nabob had thoughtlessly stood in the middle of
the room to give s directions, and the fiying junior came
swinging straight towards him, and before Hurree Singh
cnuhf get out of the way, Bunter plumped right inte him.

“Ow!" yelled the heir to the throne of Bhanipur.

Ila went staggering, to fall in a heap on the floor, and
Billy Bunter spun round like & top suspsnded at the end of
the rope. The juniors let it out, and he bumped on the
floar.

"Icliid I knock against anything?'" pasped Bunter, blinking
Tound.

*“Ha, ha, ha!" reared Bob Cherry. ““ He wants to know
if he knocked against anything! Did he knock against any-
thing, Hurree Jampot?'

“0On, T am stunned! I am knocked fearfully into the con-
founded cocked hat! I feel terrifically shakenupful

““Ha, ha, hal”

“"Did I knock agaimt vou, Hoarree Singh?"

“ Yeos—ow—yos !’

“I'm sincerely sorry.  But what did you get in the way
for? It was really a most caroless thing to do!™

“Ow!"” groaned the nabob.
TuiS54v.




“It was careless to get anywhere near Bunter,” grinned
Bob Cherry. ' Let's have ancother {rv.’?

“Y <ay., vou fellows, I feel rather Fi(]{];r! +

"Don't you want to try agam?’

“Certainly I do: but I think I had better have another
gandwich to keep up my strengih,’” said Bily Bunfer,

“¥You young cormorant! Geb on the chair again.”

1-|Butl I H}._.':I

“Btick bim on the chair!™

Bunter was lifted upon the chair at the side of the room.
The juniors hauled on the rope again. Hurree Jamset Ram
S8ingh prudently retived out of reach of the amateur flier.

“Are vou ready, Bunter?™

“Ye-pgen'

“Then go!™ cried Harry Wharton. 5 i i

Billy Bunter swung across the room again. This time
there was nothing in the way, and he swung across as far
as the window, making that fact quite evident by putting
his foot through the glass. There was a crach and a scatler-
ing of glass outaide the house. Billy Bunter gave a gasp
g8 he swung back. :

Back he went acroes the room again, straight towarde
the door. His foot bumped on the door with a crash.

“Je=] zay, you fellows—-—"

Back he swung to the window, and there was another
erach as his foot went through a second pane. The juniore
were velling with laughter, and Billy Bunter was yelling to
be let down. ‘ _

But they did not intend to interrupt such o successful re-
hearsal to please Billy Bunter. He had asked for it, and
he could not complain if he had a little more than he
wanted of if. Dack he went to the door again with a swing,
and at the zame moment the door opened, and Major
Chutney enterecl.

“The major had gone to bed shortly after the boys, bub
he wenld have had 1o be stone-deaf to be able to sleep under
the room in which the Greyfriars juniors were ecarrying on
the rehearsal of the fiving act in * Felor Pan™ .

He had come up to remonstrate, but he came in in an
unlucky moment. If the door had not cpened then, Billy
Bunter's foot would have erashed on the upper panels. As
it was, it crashed upon the major.

“Oh! Ha:t!” .

Major Chutney gasped out the words, Billy Bunter's foob
erached right on his chest, and he went flring.

“Ohi™” roared Billy Bunter, as he swung back to the
oentre of the room. i

Two or three of the juniors had run forward at mgh!; of
the major, and Billy, as he swung back swnngi right_into
the midst of them, and knocked 'l'h-em'rlg:['lt‘. and left. Thero
was a chorua of yells, and the other fellows naturally let go
the rope in the confusion, and Billy Bunter bumped on the

rl'

He might have been hurt by the coneussion, but for-
tunalely--from hiz point of view—he bumped upon Hoff-
mann, and flattened him down on the lincleum.

“ Ach ! gasped Hoffmann.

“ Oh, Fante:-’l Bunter, " vyou horrid asses

“*Hah!" roared the major, struggling to his feet and
glaring into the room. **Hah! Another of your little tricks
—hah -=by James!™ - _

Harry Wharton ran to the door, tryving hard not to laugh,
bui the fears were running down his cheeks,

“ Borry, sir—so sorry !’ :

“Hah! In my voung daye we——"

1t was qguite an accident, s’

“Ach! I am ecrugh—" )

“(iel!  Ze Sherman pecg is squashed like ze pancake!”

““ Ach Himmel!”

“Hah! I have been knocked over and—"

“What is the matter?™

t:l'l

It was the colonel’s deep voice, and Harrs’s uncle
appeared upon the scenc
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry's Little Secret,
OLONEL WHARTON looked into the resm in

amozement. The juniors in  various stages of
undress, the beds pushed back, the rope suspended
from the hook in the celling, several bors sprawl-
ing on the floor and gasping, and 3
Friiz Hoflmann's chest. The sight was eertainly curious.”
i Jove! What 19 the matier? "™
“Matter, sir!l" roared Major Chuiner., "I have been
knocked over by a boy flying through the air, sir, that's
what's the matter, sir, by Jomes] ™
* Dear me!™ ) .
It was quile an accident, sir!™
id 'B,q, J{“‘.E! !‘I
“The expleinfulness ia quite =imple,” eaid the Nabob of
Bhanipur. "*If the honourable majorful sahib will have the
patience of the moment, as your estimable poet Shakespeare
expresaes it, he shall he enlightened as to the true inward-
nesa of the unfortunate situslion. The whole contretemps
s due to the clumsiness of the esteemed fathead Bunter!?”

“ROUGHING IT!”

illy Bunter sitting on
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Y Oh, T say, Ionks!™
““He offered voluntarily to perform the rehearsal of the
fiving person in the plavful pantomime of the * Peteriul
Pan," and it has ended in a muck-up, owing to the door
being -::rpened by the esteemed major at the wrongiul
noment,”

“Hoh! By James!™

The colonel sniiled. _

“Let me see. You were rehearsing the flying act in
fPeter Pan’i" -

“ BExactfully, sic.”

“With Bunter on the rope®"

“ Precisefully.'” : ,

"* And the major opened the door se he swung this way1"®

“You have hit the correct nail exactfully upon its honour-
able head.” . )

“You e, major,” said the colonel, turning to the irate
Anglo-Indian, *it was quite an accident.”

‘I hope Major Chutney will reccive our assurances on
that point,’” said Harry Wharton. “*We hadn’t the leust
ider he was poing to open the door.” S b
h“ I came up to ask you to malke a little less noise,” said
the major.

“ Counld vou hear us down below, sir?" asked Bob Cherry
innocently.

“ By Jumes, T should sa
Colonel Wharton lnufgh : o = .+ owy
“T eould hear wou from the dining-room,” he eaid.
really think you had better leave the rest of the rehearsal
till the morning."

“ Certamnly, sirl® : 3

“You see, you could practise the flying act from the
branch of a tree, with the soft turf to fall upon m case of
accidents,™ e

“ Geodd wheeze '™ said Nugent, “ I mwean, sir, itg o good
idea, and we'll do it.” . »

“Only,” said Colonel Wharion thoughtfully, *'I really
don't see how the llying act is to come off when you give
the play on the stage in the dining-room. It Jooks to me
as it you will have diffculties yon have not reckoned upon.
E:'oweven. your stage-manager Jnust seltle that, - Good-night,

TEEIF

“ Good-night, sir!™ ! ’

“ Good-night! " said the major, rubbing his chest. “ And
ne more flying in the air indoors.”

The door.closed, and the juniors grinned at one another,

“1t was funny,” Nugent remarked. “The major isn’b
such an old bounder when you get to know him. Tis hurris
cancs: don't last lang, What are you grunting ahout, Holf-
mann? ™ ] .

*Tat Punter flop on mein chest, and knock de vind oud
of me after.”

“#a, ha, hat" i

“Tt ie no matter for te-cackle. T vas hurk.”’

* You couldn't expect io get o wm%-eht Like Billy’s on vour
chest without being hurt. Don't unresconable, Hofl-
um-rlg !l':: I tin :

** Ach! tink—!

“1 am sincerely sorry, Heffmann, if you are hurt; bub
really it iz very fortunate that you wers underneath whon
1 fell, ga I might have been hurt myself.”

“Ach! T tink—" i )

“(Ciel! 1 zink it very fortunate!” grinned Meunier.
not hurt ze fat Sherman peeg to fall upon him!”

“If you call me peeg, you French pounder, [—™

“Sherman peeg!” )

“Ach' I vipes up te foors mit you pefore!™

The juniors dragged them apark.

“If you row now, we'll hang you out of window for the
night on that rope!” said Bob Cherry darkly, 1 mean
it, so leok out.”

The foreign juniors never guite knew how lo take Bob
Cherry.  They thought upon the whole that they had better
regard his words, and they glowered at each other, and
went to bed, The others followed their cxample, and the
room was scon deep in slumber.

In the bright June morning the boys were early awake.
Harry Wharton was the first up, however, and the others
had not yet stirred when he slipped out of bed and dressed
himself,

It was Iarry's first visit to his home for some time. As
he had never been away for so long before, he was
enger to revisit the old, familinr plaees which had been Lis
parly haunts before he went to Greyiriars.

He left the house quietly, and crossed the velvety, green
lawn towards the river, breathing in deeply the rich clear
air of morning.

As he came in sight of the gleaming river he uttered a
eharp exclamation. Under the trees by the riverside he
caught a glimpse of colour, and the next moment he wae

lookmg at Marjorie Hazeldene, "
TuRE5A.

L
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The girl was evidently an carly-risor slzo. 8Sho smiled at
wight of Harry, and they shook lands.

“Jolly here, msn't #?"” eaid Harry. “It's jolly to be
home again for a bit. How do you lile the placat™

“It 15 beautiful, and I was tempted to come oub very
early and sse i, said Marjorie brightly. “I did not
expect to find anybody astir so early, though.”

© Would you like a pull on the river before broakfnsl?'™

Marjorie’s eves danced. It was plain enough that she
would like if.

" g can get my skiff out of the boathouse,” Harry said.

That's what I waa thinking of when I came out. Would
you like it?"

“So much.”

“Then wea'll have it out.'

Harry and Marjorie walked down to the boathouss, chat-
ting cheerfully. . Harry scon had the boathouse open, and
he carried his skiff down to the water, As he-launched it
Bob Cherry camo in zight on the bank.

" Halle I—hallo !—~hallo ! ' he called out,

Harry looked up.

“Hallo, Boh! I didn't koow you were out of bod."

“Well, here I am,"” said Bob, colouring a little. ** Are
yﬂ-u%{:mg on the river?"

“Yes, we're just off. Like to comal™

Bob Cherry hesitated.

“Oh, do come!” said Marjorie.

“Bhall I, Harry?" asked Bob Cherry, in a low voios.

Harry Wharton looked at him in astonishment.

I::-CEE-' course, Bob! What are you so jolly mysterioua
about? ™"

Bob Cherry laughed uneasily.

“Oh, all right, 1'd like to come,” he said.

He stepped into the boat, They were scon pulling up
the broad, gleaming river. The two juniors fook the oars
in turn, and Marjorie eteeved. It was & pleasant pull in
the joyous June morning, and the three theroughly enjoved
it.

When they eame back to the planks outside the boat-
houze, Billy Bunter was there, sitting on a hench, and
eating the remaina of the sandwiches %m had eaptured the
previous night, They landed, and tho skiff was put up,
and Harry Wharton looked at his wateh.

“{iood time for breakfast,” he said cheerfully.

Marjoriea had gone into the house while the juniora were
putting up the beoat. Billy Bunter finished hia last sand.
wich and rose,

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“0Oh, shut up ! said Bob Cherry.

* Really, Cherry, I think you are very rude! I was going
to say that it would be a foolish thing to be late for break-
fast. Come in, now.'

* Got along, you young cormorant, and den’t bothar me "

**1 mean to get along; but I think yeu're very rude,

Cherry.”

*“Oh, rata!™

Billy Dunter toddled off to the house, looking amazed.
Bob Cherry was usually as patient as anybody with him.

%—i?.rr{_vi' was surprised, too, and he looked curiously at his
riend,

Y MNothing wrong, is there, Bob!" he asked.

Bob Cherry had his hands in his pockets, and was staring
away across the sunny river. He did not meet Harry's
eyes,

**No,” he said, after a pause, **nothing; except that I
am a confounded fool!”

* What the dickens do you rhean?

i Nﬂthiﬂ o

Harry laid his hand lightly on Bob's shoulder,

1 say, old fellow, if there’s anything up, why ean’t yvou
tell a fellow? 1f there’s anything I can do—"'

Hob Cherry laughed shortly.

“I'm an ass, Harry, But—but what a ripping girl she
ia, ian't she?"’

Harry Wharton locked astounded.

““Bha! Who?"

* Marjoria."

“I—I—what do you mean? I know she's a ripping girl
—one of the best, Bob—but that's nothing to grouse about,
1t

* No, I suppose not,"™

Harry stared at him blankly. Something of the truth
came into his mind, and he was strongly inclined to laugh;
but the lock on Bob Charry's face banished that inclination,
Bob's face was quite white,

“Hob, old chap, yvou’re right: vou are an ass,’” he said.
“Why, rou're younger than I am, and I'm only fiftoen.
Bob, you are an ass, old chap.”

“7 know I am. Of course, it's all rot,” said Bob hastily;
“ anly—only she doosn’t seem to have eyes for a fellow at

all; when you are around, at all events.’
“ My dear Bob—"

i BuuquHG IT I " Another Tuli;fFHm-H Wh

#0Oh, don't say any more; I know I'm an ass! Bub not
a word, for goodness’ sake; if I were chipped about it, ]
should go mad,” said Bob Cherry, in a low voice.

“You may be sure I sha'n't say & word,"” said Harry
gquietlyv., * DBut I'll give you a word of advice. Fellows of
our age must be silly asses to think of falling in love; and
I suppose that's what's the matter? Brace yourself ap, and
keep 1t right out of your nund. Remember, if Marjorie
got a hint of any nonsense of that sort, she could never be
chummy with you., DBear that in mind. Now, let’s go in to
brealkfast.”

“1 know I'm an ass,” said Dob Cherry.

And with that candid statement, which really in the pre
sent instance was nob very far from the truth, he walked in
with Harry.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Some Fun with the Allens,

“ ¢ RE vou roady, Biliy®™

H “ Beady for what, Wugent? Ts there o feced on?"

“My hat; and it's only half an hour since break-
fast! Mo, Buntor, my lad, it's not a feed; it's s fying
rehearsal.”

Billy Bunter shook his head decidedly.

“* No, Nugent; I'm not roady."

“Well, how 1:::113: will you bea?'"

“A jolly long time, Nugent—in #att, never. I've had
enough of Aying through the air at the end of a rope. I'm
not going to do any more rehearsing,”

“But if you're gﬂing to take your part in the play, you'll
have to be up to 1t, Billy."

“H'm! Well, I'll sea you other fellows do it frat!"

And Billy Bunter was firm upon that point. The chums
of Greyfriars were in the old, shady garden, and the low-
hanging branches of a huge apple-iree afforded facilities for
flying practice that eould never have been found indoors.
Hazeldeno was in the branches of the tree, fastening the
ropa.  Marjorie was among the group of juniors, and
ITarry was explaining to her the proposed rehearsal. But
voluntears for the first practice were not forthcoming. Billy
Bunter's misadventures on the previous night had rather
discouraged the juniors.

“Ach! As a SBherman, I vill offer to take ta post of
danger!” said Fritz Hofimann. “ A Sherman is praver tan
any oder—"'

“Ciel! Vatever a S8herman can do, & Frenchman can do
bettair,” said Adolphe Meunier. “ 1 zink I take ze place.”

“1 tink you do noting of te sort.”

“1 zink I do as I please, vizout asking Sherman pesg.”

1 punches te nose of te French pounder——''

I vipes up ground viz Sherman peog-—""

The two aliens wers rushing at one another, when Harrey
and Bob dragged thom apart. Wharton jemmed Heffmann
against the apple-iree, and Dob Cherry hurled Meunier into
o mass of bushes.

“ Now, you silly asses,” exclaimed Tlarry Wharton,
“ vou've got to make it pax for the whole of this vacation.
Do you hear?”’ o

““The paxfulness is imperative,” said ITurree Jumset Ram
Singh. “ It 1z rudeful and beastly of the estecmed rotters
to quarrel in the presence of the noble lady. Where is the
FPariaian politeness of the honourable Meuniar ¥’

“iel; I am hurt!™

“The hurtfulness will
azteemed Marjorie by
Webob of Bhanipuar.

“Ma foi; I am sorry! Pardonnez-moi,” stammered
Meunier. I am sorrowful, mademoiselle, zat I did forget
for ze moment zat ze charming miss was present.”
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“Ach; T pegs te lady’s bardon!"” said Hoffmann con-
tritely. “ I pegs pardon of te peautiful Frauleinl!”
Marjorie smiled. :
“Then why do yvou not leave off quarrelling®’ she said.
“Why don’t you make peacoe for the rest of the vacation?”
The two aliens looked at one another doubtfully,
*1 tink—"
Y zink 2 o
] " Bhake hands and be friends,” suid Marjorie encourag-

ingly.

Y %B vord of ze fair mademotselle is law to ze Parisian.”

“Te vish of te peautiful Froulein i3 & command to te
Sherman.”

"1 vill make ze friend viz Hoffmann—7"*

“I vill take te hand of te French peeg—I mean te prave
Frenchman.'

“I vill embrace him~——""

“Ach; and I vill emprace te Frenchman also!™

And the two foreign juniors rushed into one another’s
arms and embraced, off mann hugﬁ&d Meunier, and
Meunier kissed the German on both cheeks. To the English
boys, unaccustomed to the sight of the demonstrative offec-
tion of the Continent, the scene was irresistibly comieal,
and they roared with langhter,

“Mon ami: ve vas friends for evair!™

* Tat 13 so, mein friend Meunier.”

“Ve nevalr quarrel more.”

“ Neffer—nefier!™ . o

The two foreigners beamed round upon the yelling juniors.

“Ve are friends now,” said Adolphe Meunier; *‘we
quarrel na more.”

¥ Neffer " beamed Hoffmann,

YTyl the next time, I suppose,” zaid Bob Cherry, ' Now,
let's pet on with the washing."

'”ﬁm impatienca with which I await for the washiulness
to proceed 1s torrific.”

“1 vill take te post of danger.”

“ Navair!"” exclaimed Adolphe Meunier. “1 cannot per-
mit my friend Hoffmann to take ze post of ze danger!”

“ Asses! There isn't any danger.)

“My tear Meunier——"

“Mon ami Hoffmann !

“T vas really insist——"'

4 e insistence is on my side !

“I could not permit—""

“1 eould not allow——""

“My only hat!" roared Boh Cherry. *“ Their politeness
is more trouble than their rowing! Yank them both under
the tree, and let them start together!"

“ {zood wheeze!"

“ I am mooch satisfied !

“ Fat 1z ze good idea "

And the rope wns attached to the iwo forcigners and
tightened. The juniors took hold of the loose end, and drew
the aliens off the ground. Naturally, they began to turn
round and round. . I

 Ach! I tink tat I grow giddy, ain’t it?"

“Ciel! I feel vat you call sick, mes amis!™

“Give them a start.”

“ Ach; stop!”

* Parbleu; stop!™ i ;

But the juniors were not inclined to stop. The fying
act might not be a success as a rehearsal, but it was de-
gidedly funny. CUolonel Wharton and the major and Miss
Wharton were standing on the lawn, watching the scene and
laughing ; and the juniors were }I'Gll'ingl ag the two aliens
made frantic endeavours to extricate themselves from the
rope.

F

“ Ach, stop! Ain’t it¥”*

*Ciel! E}Ell vou let us down®™

“Give them a swing,” exclaimod Bob Cherry; * they're
not flying yet! They can't keep up this humming-top busi-
ness all the time!”

“He, ha! Bhove them along.”

Bob Cherry and Micky Desmond eaught hold of the swing-
iEg foreignera and gave them a shove, and they flew through
the air.

* Arrah; and they're started intirely!”

** Ha, ha, hal” .

The unfortunate aliens swept through the air, and swept
back, velling frﬂnj;:cafll_':r' to be released.

" Keep them going !

“Ha, ha, ha 't . ]

“I say, you fellows,"" exclaimed Billy Bunter, coming to-
wards the proup under the apple-tres; "1 want to—ow—
wow 1'*

The Owl had walked right in the way of the swinging
zliens. He was fairly lifted off his feet and sent whirling,
and he plumped down on the grasa and sat there; not muc
hurt, but utterly amazed.

“My hat! What was that? Something hit me!” he
gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Was it an earthquake, you fellows?"

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ROUGHING IT!”

Another Tﬂwf Ha Wharton and hia Chums,
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**Ach: let us gol”’

“Ciel; I vill fﬂ let down!” _

The juniors let the rope loose, and the two aliens dropped
upon the sward., They sat up and glared at ono another.

“1 say, you fellows, can you see my glasses? They've
fallen off, and I'm afraid some silly ass will tread on them,
and then——" g : . _

“ sch! Vou poonch me in te ribs mit your elbow vhile
I vas sving on te rope, you Frerch pounder!”

“Vou vas dig me in ze neck viz your head!” roared
Meunier. **I zink zat you a rotten Sherman peeg!"

“ French peast—"

* Sherman rottair—-~" : _

The pext moment the two foreigners were rolling over
and over on the grass, fizhting like cats. The juniors were
laughing too much to interfere.

““I say, you fellows, have you seen my spectacles? If
thoy get broken I shall expect you to pay for them you
know, 1 really—"

“There they are, Billy, close to your hand.”

“ Thapk you, Cherry! What is all that noise about!? Is
gomebody fighting 1"

“Ha, ha! Yes.” ; :

Hoffmann and Meunier were certainly ﬁfht-mg. Thoy wers
rolling along the greensward, which had a slope 1n thia
place, down I.Qwa,ﬂf; tha river. A mischievous idea flashed
inte Bob Cherry's brain, and he caught Harry by the arm.

“Give them a roll over,”” he whispered. “ It’s only a few
more yards to the water, and & ducking would cool their
tempers.’’

Harry Wi;:;tur: laughed.

* Good wheeze!” . )

The juniors hailed the idea with delight. They. rushgﬂ
on the struggling juniors, and Hoffmann and Meunier, sti
locked in a geme embrace, were rolled down the slope and
throngh the rushes, and went with a heavy splash into the
water.

There was a cry from Miss Wharton, and another from
Marjorie. But there was no danger; the water was shallow
there, and the two aliens rose in a second or two, dripping
and very much cooler, The water came only up to their
waists, and they scrambled out towards the bank. | »

“ French pounder!” hissed Hoffmann, giving his foe &
glarc. g

- Sherman peeg!” retorted Adeolphe Meunter.

Then they scrambled ashore. The colonel was on the bank
by that time, laughing as heartily as eny of the juniors.

"t ¥en had better cut off to the house and change your
things, or you will cateh cold " he exclaimed.

" l%ert-ainement, monsieur !

“Fewisg, mein Herr

And the two aliens cut off to the house. The colonel
laughad heartily, but s the foreigners disappeared into the

s e becamo grave. :

T atraid that fying act will have to be omitted
Harry,” he remarked. ™ It will be more tt‘ﬂ_l]h]ﬂ!ipﬂ'l-ﬁ n th.ﬂ
real performance than in the rchearsals, 1 imagine, and it
Las caused trouble alrondy.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1 was just thinking so, sir.
our plans a little.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.,

i Peter Pan.”

o o HAY, Wharton—"’ :
It was the afternoon. Harry Wharton was coming
down to the water, when he sighted Billy Dunter
sitting on a bench on the bank, with a paper bag on
his knees. arry stopped, with a smile.

“ Hallo, Billy! What have you got there?” . ,

“Tarts,” said Billy Bunter, with a seraphic smile—" jam
tarts., I say, your aunt is the rippingest old lady I've ever
met! 1 wish % had a few like her at home. Bhe seems to
know by instinet that a healthy chap is liable to get hungry
botween meals, and she takes care that o chap wants for
nothing. She gave e these tarts.” :

Harry laughed. He had warned Miss Wharten to be
prepared for a human cormorant in the ehape of Billy
Bunter, and the old lady had risen nobly to the occasion.

“ Thev are jolly nice! zaid Bunter. ' I've got a dozen
here. Would you like some? That'sa why I called to you.™

“Thank you, no. T'm not hungry.”

" Wall, I'm not exactly hungry,” said Billy Bunter. " Buk
a fellow can always eat 1ja.m-1urtﬁ, cspecially such ripping
ores as these, I wizh you'd have one. 1 say, Wharton—"

Weo shall have to modify

“Well ¥

“]—I wanted fo speak io you. Sure you won't have a
tart?”

" Cheite sure.  What is 1£%°

“Y¥ou see—] say—Huzeldene's sister 8 a rmipping girl,

ian't shel” e
TU%EEI?-
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*¥es, she 13 one ofthe best."

*Have you noticed that she—sho——"

“ She what?"

* That she seems to look at me a lot?” said Billy Buntar
Lashfully., “ Of course, I'm not a conceited fellow, but I've
thought-go. I admire her awfully, you know. Have vou
noticed that she looks at me a lot?”
. “Yes, I've thought eo. She
interested.'

* Do you really think so, Wharton!”

‘f Oh, yes! She can never have scen such a funny little
animal before, you know—"

* Qh, really, Whartop——"

“ Unless it was at the Zoo—>"

“0Oh, really—""

" And perhaps she finds it amusing fo watch you eat, foo.
And then you blink about, like a blind horse, in a very
amusing way. And then it's interesting to wonder what
would happen if you got on a slope and started rolling——"'

* Really—I say—"

“ Naturally she is eurious.”

. If you are only going to make jokes on the subjeck,
YWharton—"

© Well, what else could you expect me to do, unless I
chucked you into the river?’ exclaimed Harry, * You
silly, fat, conceited little azs!™

di : mall __!li

“ Never mund, Billy; shut up, and don’t be a silly cuckoo
any more,” said Harry, remembering that Billy Bunter was
his guest, though at the same time he felt strongly inclined
to souse him in the river.

. " Oh, very well, Wharton! If you think there's nothing
in it, I dare say you are right., Perhaps she would like yvou
better, in one way, for although you're not so—well, to be
-{:andla, not so distinguished-looking—-""

o iinaha, ha g

i on't mean to hurt your feelings by saving that,
Wharton, Some fellows are d:i:atinguishecfl;-lm;aing: n.nEf:I_ BOMS
are mot, As I was =zaying, although you are not &0
distinguished-looking, you have done her brother a lot of
favours—especially 1n getting him out of the clutches of
that money-lender——"

“You ass! She doesn't know a word about that; and if
Fyou aver breathe a syllable, I'll make pork-pies of vou !

“ Oh, I wonder you don't tell her! You see—"

;Dh’ shut up

“Vaselive would have been expelled from Grevfriars if
you hadn't—— Hallo! Who is that coming? Is it the
major?"”’

A slim, graceful form had appeared from the trees. Only
the Owl eould have mistaken Marjorie Hazeldene for the
major. Harry turned red. He knew that the giﬂ must

have heard much of what Billy Bunter had said, as sho
came through the trees.

” Do shut up, you nes!”

Thﬂeglrl’s colour was heightened as she came up., Iarry
was red and conscious. They walked on together, leaving
Billy Bunter staring after them and eating his tarts.

They stopped by the bank of the shining river. The girl
leoked straight at Harry with her deop, clear eyes,

“I could not help hearing what Bunter was saying,” she

gaid. "I have had some hint of this before. I knew from

m¥ brother that he was under deep obligations to you.”
Tarry was silont.

.. o ¥ou need not mind my khowing,” said Marjorie softly,
¥ou do not know how happy I was when I knew that my

brother had found a friend in you. It was what he necded.

would naturally be
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But, this moneylender—I am not curious, but is it—is it all
overi”

“Yes. It was nothing. Hazeldeno fell into the clutches
of & man named Isascs—a rascally usurer. I thought
hardly of him at first, but I learned that he had borrowed
money for an honourable purpose, ond then the Shyleck
swindled him right apnd left."”

* And you saved him®

“I helped. I was glad to do s0.”

* And it is all-over now?’

“ Quite all over. Hazeldene is clear of all that”

The girl held out her hand.

“Tam glad to know that," she said. “ I am glad to know
that vou saved him, and that you are his friend. 1 hope
sou will always be s0.""

** Always,” said Harry, taking her hand. :

Bob Cherry came through the trecs. He caught sight of
them, and quickly stepped back, unseen, and walked swiltly
away.

® - 'l T * ¥ ¥ L] | ]

“PETER PAN!

Selections—performed by
the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Company.

That was the amended programme of the dramatic com-
pany, and the less ambitious plans were a great sucoesa.

‘On the svening of the performance, old friends of Harry's
and many grown-up friends of his uncle packed the long,
oak dining-room at Wharton Lodge to see the ** Belections
from ° Peter Pan."" i

Each of the juniors had a pood part, under the ecircum-
stances, and cach was g‘rﬂ&tﬂﬂ with appfause. The ayening
was a groat eleeess.

Perhaps the hearticst applause was awarded to Harry and
Marjorie, but the whole of the company had reason to be
satished with the appreciation shown by the audience.

After the performance—which was only marred by one
row between Hoffmann and Meunier—the whole company
were called before the curtain and cheered., They were
very weoll satizhed with themselves, . .

“Jolly sensible lot of people seem to live in this part
of the country,” Bob Cherry remarked. ** They know a
good thing when they sea it."”

“ Exactfully,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur. “ The good-
fuliess of the performance was only equalled by the excellent
appreciativeness of the honourable and ludicrous andience.”

“* It has been a great success,” saild Marjorie to Harry, at
supper. I think the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic
Society shonld be perpetuated. It is a good 1dea.”

“ We sha'n't let it die,”” said Harry, laughing; ‘" at least,
0 long as we ean depend upon our heroine.”

And Marjoric laughed, too,

The holiday at Wharton Lodge was an enjoyable one.
The Whitsun vacation came to an end all too scon for th»
juniors,. But when the time came to take the train for
Greyviriars, thev all declared that they had spont at Wharton
Lodge one of the happiest Whitsuntides of their lives, and
thoy carried many happy recollactions back to Greviriars.

THE END.

(Another long, complete tafo of Harry Wharton
and Co. next week, entitfed ¥ Roughing It!" Ploaso
order your copy oF THE MAGNET In advance, Price
One Halfpanny.)
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[SAY! CHIPPY IS STILL GOING STRONG:

He and Dick Elliott are just setting out on a week’s
Camping-Out Tour.

WERY EXRXCITINOG.

You shouldn’t miss Chippy’s Adventures !

Get this week's BOYS HERALD and read “THE WOLF PATROL.”
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GLANCE OVER THIS FIRST.

Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two City ¢clerks, are thrown
out of employment, Having no prospects they decide 10
make the detectlve husiness their profession, and assume
the name of ' Maxennis.” .

Grip, their dog, in a strange manner is instrymental in
getting their first client—a Mrs, Brewer—who is continually
reeeiving threatening pleture posteards from Leigh-on-Sca
from a man evidently aware that his vietim is coming
into a legacy. ILomax wisits Leigh, and pursues his inves-
tlpations among the regular senders of picture posteards
in the district. Meanwhile, Dennis having strong sus-
picions of ome of Mrs, Brewer's lodgers—''Slecping™
McDonald, a pugitist—visits Wonderland., McDonald loses
his fight, and, in a fit of temper, savagely attacks Dennis
on legving the building. Mowever, Dennis eventually
reaches home, and is awakened the next morning by Dob
Lomax, who reports that the first of the postcards were
aénit to Mrs, Brewer as a malleious juke by a schoolboy at
Leigh named Martin, Lomax then ayrees to interview drs,
Brewer again, while Dennis confronts Abrams, a rascaily
posteard printer, with one of the cards, MeDonald is
c¢xplaining to Abrams that hec lost the fight becanse " that
feller was there!* Vat fellow 7' asks the Jew.

———t

When Greek Meets Greek, then comes the Tug of War.

“Th' chap as I saw in th’ mornin’—one of ‘em!”
MeDonald replied impatiently.

“ Buat who—"

The Joew was interrupted by a sudden ringing of a bell
in the room, the bell that was moved from the button out-
side the closed shop-deor; it had followed upon repeated
knockings, but these had been unheard.

With an imprecation, he went to see who wos there, leav-
inﬁ MeDonald in his chair staring sullenly at the fireplace.
All at once the pugilist got on his legs: he could hear
voices, those of the Jew and the visitor. He went to the
door, opened 1t gently, and put his head to the crack,
listenimg for n few geconds. Then he straightened up.
]:.'“Pilfﬂ!.w me " he whispered, ** Why, 1f it ain’t the fellow

IE-E"E' 11

Frank Dennig, having arranged to meet his chum at seven
o'clock in the evening at the oflice, so that boih might have
the benefit of whatever Punch, the iight-ﬁngc—rnd pugllist and
nhamlﬂnll of McDonald’s vietim, might have to say, walked
straipht down to Houndediteh, found, and knocked at the
door of No. 142,

No. 142 was a shop; but the shutter waz drown down,
povering the entire window front, and the door was fast.
“F. Brown & Co., Fish SBalesmen, and Wet and Dried Fish
Merchants,”” appeared on tho fascia, bub there was no
evidence that the shop had been wsed for such business for
quite a while. There was nothing, indeed, o show that the
establishment was used for any business, or even that il
was inhabited at all. The windows were entirely bare, the
lower panes in cvery frame coloured a dark-red, almest
chocolate with age and dirt. If Mr. Solomon Abrams
earried on his picture postcard designing and printing here
ke did so very quietly, and in a fashion little likely to arouso
any attention.

’{'hem was no knocker, but Frank rapped hard on the
door with his knuckles. Scveral times he knocked; bmi
there was no reply, and, going out on to the kerbstone, he
examined the front of the building thoroughly. The place
scemied to bo deserted; but there was the number plain
enough on the fascin, 142, and that was what his chum had
stated as Mr, Abrams's domicile, and Punch had said
likewise. Iie hadn't made any nistalke.

“ROUGHING IT!”

Another Tale of Har

by FRA RICHARDS,
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He went back to the deoor and a small black bution,
hitherto unobserved, caught his eye; he pressed it, keeping
his finger-tip there for several seconds, and awaited resulis,

Within o* mioute he had a demonstration that the shop
was not abandoned. He heard footstens, quick and hight,
approaching ; a chain was removed, bolts were drawn back,
the daor opened about a foot, and he saw a long etrip of
the face and figure of the answerer of his summons—a face
olive coloured, fleshy, and clean-shaved, with dark eyes,
aned dark, greasy-sceming hair above, and below, garments
of the conventional kind, and respectable appearance,

“Vat ith it vou vant?' this individual demanded. ]

“1 am anxious to see Mr. Solomon Abrams," began Deonnis
civilly. *I understand that he——" i

“Well, vat ith it* I am Mr. Abrams,” his interrogator
mauired.

“Is that sot I am pleased to hear it, very pleased! 1
imagined at first 1 }md[ made a mistake. I was afraid the
shop was empty,” Frank answered, with amiable volubility.
He was beginning to really like this detective work, and his
solf-possession did not desert him. He did net feel nervous
and awlkward as when he intsrviewed Mrs. Biddlecombe.
“1 was anxious to sece you, Mr. Abrams, and I s m:.trel{
liope my visit is not made at an inconvement time, that [
am not disturbing you. [ should have been very sorry te
have——"

Mr. Abhrams interrupted his visitor's casy flow of language
a trifle impatiently. '

. HEI.};E vou come on buthineth, thir!"” he asked. “1I
ArH——

“Yes, ves: T am on business, important business,” Dennis
hastened 1o assure him, * And we may as well come straight
to the point at once. You manufacture picture postcards,
iz that not so, Mr. Abrams?"” .

“ Yeth, it ith,” the Hebrew admitted. “Ith it about
them you have come?”

“Yesg, 1t 15."”

“To give an order?®’ )

“ Well, not exactly to give an order; but concerning them,
T should like to have a few minutes’ conversation with vou
about them, if I may, Mr. Abrams.""

The Jew hezitated: he didn’t know this young man; had
never set eves upon him before so far as he wae aware;
but he was on businese, and Mr. Solly Abramse was not tho
man to turn that eway. He asked his visiter to enter the
house, and led the way to the room where he had been
talking with “ 8leeping” MecDonald. The presence of the
prize-fighter wouldn't matter; or, if i were necessary, ho
could atk him to leave the room for a few minutes. Apolo-
gising for the darkness, he took Dennis along a narrew and
dusty passage, and pushing open the door, which was slightly
open, mvited Dennis fo wallk . .

As he stepped into the room himself after Dennis, a hasty
exclamation rose to his lips, as he glanced about, The room
was empty, MeDonald had vanizhed !

Penmis turned round. . .

“T beg vour pardon, Mr. Abrame!” he said politely.
“ What was it you said? I did not quite hear.”

He looked round him as he spoke. Abrams was not
sioking, there was neither cigar ner cigarette end hngg
én the table or elsewhere, yet the scent of freshly-light
tohaceo was plainly evident to his nose,

Frank Dennis was beginning to take notice of little matters
such as this.

©“Wo, no; T did not thay anything; I did not thpeak!”
Mr. Ahrams answered hastily.

He was wondering where on earth the prize-fighter could
have vanished. He hadn't gone out by the passage; he
couldn't have passed through tho second door the office-
parlour boasted. for that was locked, and the -posteard
maker himsell had the key; as for ‘the window, it wes
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fastened, and strongly barred. Abrams: wondered whether
McDonald had hidden himself beneath the table.

But what had he hidden himself for, anyway? Had he
been afraid the ringer of the bell was a policeman, come
to make good his ridiculons—and costly—Ffears of the previous
wvening, whatever those fears might have been for,

Dennia was also doing s bit of wondering. A .cap of a
bideous ehepherds-plaid pattern and of the exaggerated golf-
snape, hung on the back of o chair, whera McDonald in his
nurry had overlooked or forgotten it. Dennis spotted that
CAD :mgn&dlgtel:i"; its colour scemed familiar; ho was sure he
recognised it, that he had seen it somewhere and quite re-
cently ; but his memory proved elusive, for the lifs and aoul
of himm he couldn’t ' place ” that startling head covering.

“¥ell, thir,” began Abrams tentatively, after a minute's
pilance, seeing that his visitor made no haste to get to work
“vat ith it I can have the pleathure of doing for you?

Posteards, my dear sir, postcards!” Frank answered
genially. He was feeling not a little pleased with himself,
the glamour and fascination of the work of the detective-
hero of fiction was beginning to appear in this work he
was doing himself, giving it an interest it had somshow
lacked before.

“¥You have a trade.mark, haven't you, Mr. Abrams,”
ha‘want on, * by which all li,'::ﬂu:c- work may be identified?*'

";E‘hatulch tfm.”‘udr{u:-m the Jew, wondering what was
coming. “ An ‘A’ inthide a 1'mgi_.J bottom right-hand corner.”

That is as I am informed,” Dennis said briskly. * Your
cards, then, may be ecasily recognised. Can you tell me,
sir, if this is one of your make of cards, or only a forgery?’

He came round the littered table to whero My, Abrams
was standing, and held before his eyes, grasping it tightly
in either hand, a glaringly-coloured picture postoard. The
ecene presented was a gorgeous landscape; in & blank space,
about three-quarters of an inch wide heneath the picture
were written some words in an unfornred, roundish hand.

As he held out the card for ihspection, Dennis's ayes were
turned, not to it, hut upon the cardmaker’s faco.

Thertainly, thir, that card ith one of mine!"” Abrams
replied without the slightest hesitation. ‘' You can thee——"
- And then he stopped suddenly. Dennis, watching him
ciﬂsv:'],}',raaw his eves open a fraction wider, and his thick,
fleshy lips come apart slightly. He stopped in the middle
of drm:.rmg' & breath, and stared at the card as if he saw
something that fascinated him. And Frank could ses that
hisz eyes were not upon the picture, but were resting upon
the few lines of writing beneath.

The ghost of a emile twinkled in Dennis’s eyes. The post-
card Abrams was staring at was that which had fallen from
the pocket of Sandy McDonald and Grip had picked up.

For a good minute the silence in the Eftle dirty room was
eo profound that the young detective could distinetly hear
the ticking of Abrams' watch and his own.

Itﬁas 4 nnis hii‘“fﬂﬁ whe broks it.

“*Then I can safely assume thut you were the maker of
this card, Mr. Abrams?’ he aaid, i::'u a tone of re]iﬂff and
appearing not to have noticed his companion's abruptly
broken off sentenco. '

“ Vat ith your name, thir?

Dennis squarely in the face. The slight quivering of his
heavy eyelids was the only sign of agitation that he allowed
to bo viaible.

“Will you let me have ancother lock at that card again?”
he said quietly. “1I am beginning to think it ith not one
of mine, after all; that it ith, ath you thaid, a forgery. I
will have another glanthe at the private mark.”

But Dennis did not give it him; he waited, saying nothing.

"“If it ith a forgery, and I can thoon tell,” went on the
Jew still calmly, though the flickering of his eyelids in-
creased in quickness, "I will find cut whe it ith, who ith
copying ray regithtered trade-mark, and I will have him
prothecuted ; let me have the card again, mithter.”

““Thank you, but I don’t think it's worth while,” Dennis
replied, and he did not speak with the same airiness as
before.

“But I do, thir!”* the Jew exclaimed quickly.

“Then I differ from you."” And Dennis put the card
beck in his pocket.

For a few seconds Abrams regarded the younp detective
steadily, then he stepped quickly to the door, and put his
back against it.

“Who are ']y-:m? And vat'th thith game you're playin’?”
he eried thickly.

A question I might nsk you!" retorted Dennis. ““What
d'you mean by your action®”’

or snswor, Abrams’ hand sought the lock, turned the
key, and then he came forward a pace,

M ¥Vat ith it you're up to, mithter? hs demanded, and
his olive cheeks became livid in colour.

“I've told you iwice,” Dennis reicined coolly, “I mean
to find out who is the writer of this postoard!”

There was no need to keep the mask on any longer; =ll
pretence was thrown amside, and the two faced each other
with drawn blades, acknowledged adversarics.

“ Give me that card, or you don’t leave thith room alive!"
the Jew exclaimed; and menacing as were his words, they
were a5 nothing compared with the expression in his ¢yes.

Dennis laughed shortly.

“ Don't talk such meledroamatic nonsense,” he aaid.  * This
card is mine, I shall not give it to you, and if you're not a
fool, you’ll unlock that door and make no attempt to pre-
vent me leaving. I have learned all I want to know, and
I am going!”

“Oh, are.you!" sncered the Jew. “Not with that oard.
I mean vat I thay. Hand it over, an’ quickly, too, or you'rs
ath good ath dead.”

“ Open that door!"

“Give ma that card I'

“ Open that door!”

“Give me that card |V

The men faced each other, both with fAaming eyes, de-
termined lips, and quivering nostrils. The muscles of each
were sud anl;' braced, &s if they were only awaiting the
signal for action.

t was an intensely dramatic situation,

In point of physiquc—were the decision of the two points
to be put to the argument of bodily force—the Jow was

Why did you vant to know
+hith?"" asked Abrams.

He was still staring at the
card, and did not look up as
he spoke; but his lips had
shut firmly again; he had

vastly the inferior. Com-
pared with Frank Dennig,
he was a little man, even
though the frame and
musclos  of the youthful
datoctive lacked the set firm-
ness of fully-developed man-

regained his temporarily lost
self-possession.

“I'm afraid you wouldn't

know my name if I were to
tell you,”" Dennizs answered
lightly. My object, as I
said, was fo learn if the
card be a forgery or mot. I
am 1n hopes of tracing the
writor, Perhaps you could
help me; perhaps you. keep

ks, and it might bo
possible to tell me to whom
you eold the batch eontain-
ing this card, and from that
it may be possible to trace
the writer.”

Almost involuntarily
Abrams’' fGngers went out
towards the card as Dennis
apoke ; but, without appear-
ing to notice the metion,
Dennis drew it away.

Suddenly the Jew stirred:
he moved away from the
table, and he looked Frank

to eat!
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“ROUGHING IT1"

The Chums arrlve back at their
College to lind it deserted, and nothing {

You wiil laugh when you read how
they manage wlth

Editor, ** MAGNET " Litrary, 2, Car- hood. Frank tq;'l-p-ﬁ-l:[ h!;ﬂ
E?Ite. House, Carmelite Etrc&tr.r[.l;rndml. b;.r_a good four inches; in
will ke glad to hear from you. weight he held the advan-

o= tage of on  extra forty

pounds. If it came to a

serimmags betweon tha two

far the possession of the

posteard or the unlocking of
the door. the odds wers
decidedly against the
Hebrew. FEven though, as it
wasg likely, Abrams was no

noviee in the use of his

hands, that would avail him

but little, the room was too
’ amall. And, for that matter,
Dennis himsell knew more
than & kit about boxing,
and, in addition. poseessed
a very considerable acquaint-
ance with the no less useful
art of wrestling.
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