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Another School Tale

“THE GREYFRIARS CHALLENGE!”

ROUGHING

A Complete Story-Book,
attractive to all Readers.

by FRANK RICHARDS

A TALE OF SCHOOL LIFE AT GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to Greyirlars.

¥ ERE we are again !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The tramn gzrluz,lum:l into Friardale Station. Bob

Cherry was leaning out of the window, his cheerful

face aglow. Behind him in the carriage was a
orowded bunch of Greyfriars junicrs. !

Harry Wharton, of the Remove, was coming back after
the holiday, and with him were the Removites who had
been spending Whitsuntide at Wharton Lodge. The chums
of the Remove had enjoyed their holiday, but they were
eoming back to school uilqm'iuli}' enough. The irrepressible
Bob gave a yell as the train swept into the sleepy old station
at Friardale, and waved his eap to the equally sleepy porter,
who touched his cap with a sleepy grin.

“ Here we are again!" ]

Bob Cherry jumped out of the earriage, and exocuted &
shuffle on the platform. The juniors crowded out after him—
Harry Wharton, handsome and sunburnt and lookinz very
fit; Nugent, Hazeldene, Micky Desmond, Billy Bunter, and
Hurres Jarmset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Yes: here we are again ! said Harry Wharton, with a
enial nod to the porter. *“1I say, Chippy, are the other
ellows back yet?”

The sleepy porter shook his head.

' MNot yet, sir.”’

" Nobody come st all?"" asked Nugent.

"' MNobody, sir; not by this 'ere line.”
¥ Which means not at all, as there isn't any other lino,”

No. 18,

the Head

said Bob Cherry. refurned,
Chippy I .

“1 ain't seen him, Master Cherry.

“They're late,” said Harry Wharton. “ They ought ta
have been here hours before us.  Anything wrong on the
Iine, Chippy *" "

“I heerd that thers bad been a breskdown sorfewhers,’
¢ The news hain't confirmmed. Line blocked,

“ Tnan't oven

gald Ghi}?pﬁ-.
or somoethinl, T believe,”

“Oho! That aceounts for it,"” said Bob Cherry. ° Never
mind; we'll take charge of the school till the Head comea
Have all that valuable luprage put on the hack, Chippys
and let it be sent along right side up, with care. As we'r@
rather in a hurry, we're going to wallk !™

“* Yessir 1" grinned Chippy.

“The walkiulnesa will be pleasant in the brightful Juana
Eea’ﬁ-l_mir,” remarked Hurree Singh, 1n the best DBengab

niglish,

Bob Cherry slapped him on the back.

“It will be tervifie,” he said. * Come along, my dusky
son, and let's sirike up a song as wo go. Blend your sweet
volce with mine,"

“Yes; come along,” said Harry Wharton. * We—
E-Ta.i_ln!r What's that? Those confounded aliens at it
aprain "

There wore still two juniors who had not alighted from the
garriage. Thoy were Hoffmann, the German, and Mesunier,
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the French youth, Their voices could now be heard, raised
in recriunination. They never saw one another for a couple
of minutes without the old national dispute breaking out,
and Harry Wharton had had hard weork to keep the peace
during the holiday at Wharton Lodgs,

“French pounder !

* German peeg I

“I flings you out of te carriages!” said Hoffmann, who
was nbeolutely reekless with his plurala when he became
excifed.  * You vas French peastly pounders I

** Bherman rottair !’

Then there was the sound of a struggle. ITarry Wharton
looked into the carringe. The two juniors were bumping on
the floor in & cloud of dust.

“Ilold on, you awses!” exclaimed Harry. * The train is
going to be :hifted to a siding, and they won't wait for
YO

“Ach! I vill come mit meinself afier !’ exclaimed Fritz
Hoffmann, releasing Meunier, and bundling out of the
carrinra,

“Ciel! T come!” gasped Adolphe Mounier.

And he jumped out after Hoffmann like a monkey. The
two rivals plared ot one another in the hot June sunshine
on the platform, and were evidently preparing to renew
the eowmbat, when Harry Wharton made a sign to Bob
Cherry, and the two foreigners were seized and pinioned.

“ Now, then,"” said Haerry, “aore you poing to make it

FER?”
“ Novajr 1V
“Ach! Nein, nein!”

“Then, we'll make it pax for you,” said Harry. * Collar
them, kids; and give them the frog's-march out of the
ttation "'

“Good wheeze !" exclaimed Nugent.

E.‘“n;;ha wheezy idea is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh.

The juniors were in a mood for fun. They crowded round
the two aliens and seized them, and Hoffmann and Meunier
rs.n_'u%g*led in vain agninst the odds.

¥ Now, then, march "

“Faith, and it's what the want entirely I exclaimed
Micky Desmond. 'Sure, and il ye dov’t step strugglin’,
Meunier, I'll bump ye're head on !ﬂe planks [

" Cochon—-"

*“ Oh, blow your coshong "’ said Micky, *Come along!"

(18 Parbleu__l‘l

“8ure, T don't know what that means, but it sounds like
8 swear-word I’ zaid Micky. * Bump him down, darlings !

And Meunier was bumped down upon the hard plank

rlatform. .
. Chippy, the porter stood grinning as the Greviriars
junigrs marched out of the station, with the two obstreperous
foreigners in their midst, enjoying what Adolphe Meunier
alterwards deseribed as ““ze march of ze frog.”

In the quaint old street of Frierdale, the two foreigners
were set, upon their feat, and Harry Wharton shook® a
warning forefinger at them.

“ Now, t}::en, are you going to make it pax

*J a,t.'ra 7' gasped Fritz Hoffmann, trying to set his collar
g1 I '

L Oui, oui ! jerked out Meunier, with equal promptness.
. Both had h:ui enough. They were imkﬁng wif*ackn. The
junigrs set out for the school, and Bob Cherry struck up a
song to enliven the route. He had linked his arm in the
napob’s, and he insisted upon Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
Joining in the song, '

" But the tunefulness is to e an unknown guantity [
objected Hurren Singh.

“ Never mind; pick it up as you go along,” said Bob
Cherey.

. But the wordiulness is an equally
sideratum I

M Never mind, Buss it !
difficulties I

The nabob was too I!,Im!itu to refuse anybody anyihing, and
t0 he did his best. is attempt at singing, under the eir-
cumstances, could not be regarded ns a success. But Bob
Cherty was making enough noise for two -or, for half a
dozen—so that really did not matter.

Harry Wharton was leoking thoughtful sz he walked
along, The old grey tcwer of Greyfriars Collegs ross above
the beech-trees in the distance.

“What are you thinking about, Harry ¥'? asked Nugent,
leoking at him. * Sorry the ]Iﬂ]ifju}' iz up ¥

“Yes; though I'm not sorry to
friars” said Harry. “ But it 1sn't that I was thinking of,
If there’s been a breakdown on the line--and it looks like
it—there's no_telling at what time the Head and the rest of
the fellows will arrive”?

Nugent laughed.

*It will be fun having the school to ourselves, Harry.”

unknown do-

What a fellow you are to make

et back to old Crev-
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“Yes—in-a way. It will be a curious experience, any-
way, said Wharton, ' Anyway, Gosling, the porter, will
Le there to let us in”?

1 say, you fellows—-"*

“ (ossy 13 & grumpy beast,” said Nugent: and, for ome
reason, he doesn't seem to like us much, either,” .

“ Remarkable; isn't it %" said Hazeldens., **We're so nice,
too.  It's shoeking bad taste on the part of Gosling I

T gaw, you fellows — i

“If we have the school to ourselves’” said Bob Cherry,
having reached the end of his sonpg, and turning his head,
* I think we ought to have a high old time there. What do
you gay {o rigging up a swing in the big schocl-room "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"I gay, you fellows——"

“ Hallo, Billy ! Did you speak 1"’ =HT;

“T've been epeaking for some time, Wharton,” eaid Billy
Bunter, blinking indignently through his spectacles. **1
really wish.—-*

“Well, what is 1t, kid #**

“I say, if the Head isn't there, and nobody’s there, what
are we going to do for grub?” snid Billy Bunter anxiously.
“*¥You don't seem to have thought of that, any of you."

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ And it's such an important matter-—to you, Billy.”

“ 1 should think it is,’” said Billy Bunter warmly. “I'm
pretty sherp set after a long train journey and a walk, I
can tell you. You ought to have thought of this while we
were in the village, where we could have had a feed in case
of accidents.”

“Ha, ha! XNever mind, Billy. We shall find something
or other to eat at Greyfriars. If there's nothing in the cup-
board, we'll cat Gosling, the porter [’

** Really, Wharton-—-""

“Too skinny "' sard MNugent, with a shake of the head.
“Gosling would cut up badly. He's not at all the sort ol
gosling for the tabla . i

“ Oh, really, you fellows, I wish you'd be serious! You'll
be jolly serious enough if you gof to the school, and fAnd
there's no grub—"

““Well, here we are at the school '’ seid Bob Cherry, as
the juniors halted before the great gates of Greyfriars
"T'Il ring the beil. Better maﬁe it pretty loud, in case
Gosling is having a nap. I know be wouldn't like to keep
us waiting.

And Bob Cherry rang the bell, with & peal that could
have been heard in every corner and cranny of the ancient
edifice of Greyfriars.

—_— e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Lights the Fire,
LANG, clang! Ting-a-ling-a-ling!

Bob Cherry's sclo on the baoll was certainly a sieress,
as far as noise went. The clang of it rang through the
school, end came back to the ears of the juniors

walting at the gate,

The gates did not open. . .

. “Gosay iz asleep,” said Nugent. “ He's been indulging
in E.u cup that cheers, I expeet, and 13 napping in the
garden.”

Clang, clang! 'Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

Iarry Wharton kicked at the gates.

Y Gossy—Goszy, wake uF ik

As it was four in the afterncon, there was no reasgn why
Gosling should have been asieep, but asleep he certainly
nppeared to be. The ball rang and buzzed, and buzzed and
rang, and the juniors kicked and thumped on the great
gates. At last there was the sound of a imovement within,
The figure of ihe porter could be seen between the bars of
the gates, and the (freyfriars juniors yelled to himn in chorua,

“Gossy ! I say, Goszy |V

“ Buck up ™

“*Get & move on you »

* Are you going to keep us waiting here all night ¥

The porter growled surlily as he came down to the gate,
hiz keys rattling, Gosling's foce was red and flushed, and
his eves heavy., It was extremely probable that he had
beent sampling too {reely the exeellent Greyfrinrs ale, and
had been napping in the shady garden when the arrival of
the juniors aroused hint.

“YAllo!” he growled, staring at the juniors through the
bars of the gate. *’Ow did you come here "

“ By train,” said Bob Cherry; “ and Shanks's pony.”
The porter grunted.

s | |:|11:|n"1; mean that.”

"' Never mind what you mean, Gossy. Open the gafes,
;We'jl.r!a? been walting here for imur&--ur, ten minutes, at
gast I

*Which I've 'ad a wire from the 'Ead, saying that there
wis & breakdown on the line, and ’e wouldn't arrive till
vervy late, if this night at all; and all the boys was in the
same Nx,'?
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“Yes; but we haven't come from fown," said Harry
Wharton. “We came in on the local line from the other
direction,"”

“Open the gates, Gossy,"” said Bob Cherry. *I know
it's rather rotten of us to turn up when you wanted to snooze
under a tree, but such iz life! You must expect thess
things. Even a school-porter's life is not all lavender,
though he has the inestimable benefit of seeing every day
about him such nice young fellows as we are !’

The key grated in the lock, and the gates rolled open.
The i{tamnutea walked in, the surly porter watching them
grimly. .

“ Blest if I know what you'ra goin® to do for gruh !’ said
Gosling. * The housekeeper is away, and so is Mimble, the
gardener, and his wife. There's no grub that I know on,
and the school shop &in't open.”

“What have you got to offer us, Gossy "’

‘ Nothing." )

“Of course, we know you'd share your last crust with us,
ﬂns‘g, ' said Nugent,

“Or the last drop in the bottle I said Bob Cherry.

" Unless it was the esteemed whisky,"” said Hurree S8ingh.
“In that case the excellent Goslingful porter would not be
able to part with it."

*“0h, got along with yer!”

“ But what are you going to give us to eat, Gossyi"

¥ Nothing." £t ]

“Then we shall have to carey out my criginzl suggos-
tion,"” said Harry Wharton. “?’m:,r port in a stﬂrml.lg Y@
shall have to start on Gosling——""

“He will want washing first,” said Nugent.

“True. We can wash him in the fountain.™

“Good idea! Collar him.”

The porter dodged into his lodge, slammed the door, and
locked it. The juniors were quite copable of ducking him
in the fountain, and he knew it,

The youngsters laughed as they walked on towards ihe
schoolhouse. Only one face was very serious—that of Billy
Bunter. The question of provender was & very serious one
to the Falstaff of the Remove. But there was something in
the novelty of the situation that appealed very strongly io
the Greviriars lads.

It was curious to be the first to return, and to find the
masters as well as the other boys absent, and even the
housekeoper and the gardener away and the school tuck-
E!‘.inp-—t-hﬁ last rosource of hungry juniors—closed and
silent.

Strangely silent all the great, grey buildings seemed,
deserted in the glowing sunshine. There was 2 neglected
look about the cricket-field, and the windows of the gym.
seemed to stare like sightless eyes.

At that time the Close and the school should have becn
alive with boys returning from the holidays. The silence
sirocl strangely upon the juniors. '

“I say, you fellows—""

**What's the matter with you, Billy®*"

“I'm awfully hungry,” said the Owl pathetically,
“What's to be done, arton! Has any of you fellows

a sandwich about him®"

“I haven't,"” said Bob Cherry.

“ Anything would do—-'"

“I've got a pegtop: is that any pood?”?

“Oh, really, Cherry! You know, 1 mean something to
cat. I'm getting intc a famished state, which [ am afraid
will have a bad effect upon my constitution.™

“Oh, rats !

“It’s all very well for you to say ®Rats," Wharton, but
it's o fact. 1 eat so little that I'm bound to keep up my
meals regularly, or else—'

“Yes, o chap who eats as little a2 you do must suffer o
lot," said Nugent sympathetically. ™ But seriously, you
chaps, we must !}m-.ﬂ round and find zome grub. I'm & bit
peckish myself.’

“Ho am L satd Bob Cherry. *1I suppose we all ara,
though only Billy is in a dangerous state. Mind he doesn’t
suddenly Fasten his teeth in one of you!”

“ Raall{, Cherry—=-"

Harry Wharton tried the .Emat oaken door and it swung
OpPETL. The hall was darl, the blinda being down, and the
hot blaze of the June sun without was changed for a
subdued twilight as the juniors entered the house.

“Well, thiz ia curions,” said Bob Cherry. ““ It would be
rontantic and pootical if we weren't hungry. I wonder
whore thera is any grub®

“ Nothing left in the study,” said Bunter.

“ Bure of that?'

“¥es; I looked in the cupboard before we left lpst week
to see if there was anything there I could put into my
lunchbasket.”

“ There's bound Lo be something downstairs,” said Harry
‘I.::‘ha,rtnn; “the supplies for the housekeopor must be
thera.'

The juniors locked grave.

Jt was not a light matter to invade the quarters sacred

ONE

EVERY
HALFPENNY.

TUERDAY,

LIBRARY.

to Mra. Marker, the worthy matron of Greyfriars School.
Juniors who hed raided jam from the larder during the
term had been severely dealt with. In such & case Mrp.
Mgerker was implacable.

But, as Harry Wharton pointed out, the case was altered
now. Mrs. Marker was not there to look after her
treasures, or to serve out E‘Elpfllﬂﬂ to hungry junora. g

“ We've got to help ourselves,’ snid Harry. *Gosling
won't do anything for us—and perhaps he can't. We can't
be expected to starve, I supposai” )

“ Certainly not!” uid_ha?f & dozen voices. And Billy
Bunter shuddered at the mere idea of it. .

“We shall have to help ourselves, then, said H”?"
“ and "—his face broke into a smile—" and it wili be awiu
fun prospecting for grub, too, and getting up a foast In
the kitchen!"

Billy Bunter’s faco lighted up.

“T1 say, you fellowg—""

“Come on,"” exclaimed Bob Cherry, striding towards the
shadowy kitchen stairs; “ let's get on with it!"”

"1 asay, you fellows—"" :

“Pull up the blinds, some of you, and let in the light "
exclaimed Harry Wharton; “that will make things a bit
more cheerful ! :

“ Right you are."” :

The blinds were raised and a flood of June sunshine
swagt into the hall. It raised the spirite of the juniors.

“1 say, you fellows, I don’t mind doing the cooking,'”
said Billy Bunter. * If you chaps will make up a firo and
find something to cook, f’ll——”

* Right-ho, Billy! Let’s get into the nether regions.”

The adventurers descended the stairs. ‘The kitchen at
Greyfriars was an ancient room, with stone walls and floor
and raftered ceiling. It was one of the most ancient parts
of the old building, but it had been fitted up of late years
with meodern appliances for cooking, - Harry Wharton
found the switch of the electric light and turned it on, and
the great apartment was suddenly illuminated. The juniors
lovked about them curiously.

The great range was spotlessly clean, but dark and fire-
loss. ot was soon to be remedied, however.

“Get somo wood from somewhere!” eoxclaimed Bob
Cherry, throwing off his jacket and rolling up his slesves.
*“I say, Nugent, lend me your gloves, will you®”’

k ?]' gloves! What for?"

“ I don’t want to grime my fingers.”

“Well, you cheeky villain, use your own gloves then!
exclaimed the indignant Nugent,

“I don't want to spoil them.”

“ Catch me letting you spoil mine!"

“ Yours wifl do, Wharton.”

“Rets!" said Wharton.

! Look here, I'm not going to touch coal and grate-bars
with baro fingers, if you were all perishing of giddy
famine!” exclaimed Bob Cherry., “ You'd better lend me
a pair of gloves, Hurree Bingh.’

“(Oh, certainly "' said the %nhﬂh of Bhanipur.

A moment later the polite nabob tossed a pair of gloves
to DBgb Cherry, who put them on and was gquickly at
work, There was coal in the scuttle and wood was speedily
found. Bob Cherry jammed wood in in a way that would
have made the economical housekeeper weep if she could
have seon it.

Lot any parafin?” asked the amateur housemaid, turp.
ing hia head.

" What do you want paraffin for!”?

““Makes the fire light quicker,”

“ But it's dangerous.” .

“If you're afraid of danger, Nugent, when it's a question
E’F suving Billy Bunter from a violant death by starva-

10 [ e

“0Oh, really, Cherry——""

_ “Hand over the paraflin, and I'll show you whather it's
dangerous,”

“Well, here’s & can of i1, said Nugent. “I don’t mind,
but I say that it's better and safer to be a little more
patient and light the fire the ordinary way.”

“That's all you know, Nugant!”

* Oh, have your own way, fathead!”

“Look here, I'll show you how to do a thing of this
sort."”

* Don’t put the paraffin on the coal, anyway!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

hy not?"

“1t won't—-""

“ Now, look here, you chaps, T'm lighting thiz Bre!™
exelaimed Bob Cherry, drenching wood and coal*and most
of the kitchen-range with parafin., #'I'll show you ths
qum%est and simplest way to do these things!"

(11 Ol uss !J‘i‘

“Give mo a match, somebody 1"
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“1f you ﬁiht that it will fare up!”
“That's what I want i1t to do.”
“8tand back, you chaps!” shouted Harry, * Mind your
oye, Bobl You'll dy only hat, he’s done it now!”
Bob Cherry tossed a lighted ma into the grate, and a
flare and a roar of flame followed that made him jump
clear of the floor with a vell of alarm.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter, Chef !

e HAT the—how the—what—""

w “You fearful ass!"

i M_Y .ha? !1‘!

.~ The juniors had crowded back from the flare of
the lighted parafin, but Bob Cherry was too near it to
quite pscape. He had instinctively clasped his hands over
his eyes, but the rush of the flame licked his cheeks and
his hair. A thick volume of smoke rclled across the
great kitchen.

o Hg »_:m!,}r hat!” gessped Bob Cherry. * Who'd have
thwig b it?

“1 did," said Nuogent. “1 told you i

“Ho did I exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We both
warsed you—"

“Oh, rata!  Don't start saying you told me so, hike a
ME.;;E of nagging old ladies!” ssid Bob Cherry.

“Well, wo did tell you so, you fathead !” ]

“By Jove, how it's roaring!’ oxeclaimed Beb, changin
the subject. * I wonder if the chimney will eateh on fire?

* H it does, you'll catch something yourself,”

“ Oh, don't cronk!”

The fire was mrin% up the chimney now with the noise
of an express train. Blacks wore settling over the juniors
and everything else in the kitchen. The fire crackled away
fiercely. Bob Cherry had l::ert.a.inlyh succesded in lighting it
thoroughly: the question was whether he had overdone it.

If the chimney had not been in a ¢lean condition, it would
almost certainly have caught on fire in that tarrible upward
rush of flame. The juniors listened rather nervously.

Bob Cherry's face was very grimy; there was a sniff of
burning from his curly hair. It had been well singed, and
he was fortunate to escape with no worse damage. The
juniora listened to the roar of the flames in the chimney,
and relieved their feelings by telling Bob Cherry what they
thought of him.

“Of all the asses!" said Harry Wharton emphatically.

“ Bunter's an as3,” said Nugent, "but he's a shining
ucrhuﬂ]e .?.i wisdom compared with that shrieking duffer

erry !

" Oh, really, Nugent!” said Billy Bunter. “ But you'rs
right about Cherry. I don’t think T ever met such an ass;
present company excepted, of coursal™

“1 zink zat Sherry is ze shampion donkey!” remarked
Adolphe Meuniar.

“1 tink so, too, mein gracious!” said Fritz Hoffmann,
“Ach! He might haf sct firo to te kitchen before, and
purot up te school after!’

““Rats!" zaid Bolb Cherry.

' Well, there’a no denying that you are a duffer, Cherry,”
eatd Hazeldene.

“*Bure, and it's o silly omadhaun he ist™

" The dufferfulness of the respected Cherry is terrific!”

" Oh, cheese it!” said Bob Cherry. *“ What do you all
want to jump on a fellow for? Of course, T wasn't to know
that the beastly thing would blaze up like that!”

“What did you expect when you swamped it with
paraffin®’

“1 wanted to make a thorough job of it.””

“My hat! TVou've done that,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Never mind; the fire’s lighted, and the chimney doesn’t
seem to mean to cateh fire. Let's see about getting t-a."

““1 think I shall gl-(: and get o wash first,”” said Bob CRerry
"1 feel pretty mucky. There are your gloves, Inky. I'm
afraid they’re a little soiled.’ .

The gloves were more than a little sciled. They weore
grimed with corl and dirt, and redolent of paraffin. Bul the
mubob smiled o beaming smile, and did not stir to pick them
off the table where Bob Cherry tossed them.

“Pray don’t mention it,” he said. " Tho gloves were
quitefully at your esteemed disposal, my worthy chum.”

“They're ruined,” seid Nugent. * You ecan use ‘em for
:i.qamr r your bike in, but I think they’ll never be worth any-

tngr else,”’

1t is & matter of no momentfulness,” beamed the nabob.
“You gee, my worthy chum, the gloves were not mine.”

“ Not yours '’

“ Certainfully not "

Eh: [‘:H;::ruhnt ha!” roared E;:II} Ch;:r:y. ]“ Do yon mean to say

ave me some alee’s gloves, ink-
mmham?ﬁ ¥ gloves, you funny ink

“¥Yes, I thought it wonld probably spoil my own to have

the fire lighted by the honourable wearer of them,” ex-
plained the nabob, .

“Ha, hal ¥You were right there. But whose gloves did
you give mel™

“ Xour ownl"”

Eob Cherry's laugh suddenly ceased.

* What#

* I thought your awnful
for the occasion,” the nabo
to do——="*

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.

“¥ou inky villain!” shouted PBob Cherry. *Is this cne
of your little jokes? ¥You've spoiled my beastly gloves now,
B ——

“ Whoever is saucy to the poose must be saucy to the

nder,” said the nabob, *‘as your English proverb saya

he biter is bit in the present case, and everything is
gardenfully lovely '’

Boh Ch&”i could take a joke, even against himself, The
wrathiul look faded from his grimy countenance, and he
joined in the general laugh,

" ¥ou've been done, Bob!" eried Harry Wharton, “Go
and elean yourself; you need it, and we’ll look for the grub.”

“1 say, Wharton, I've found some,” said Billy Bunter,
coming up and depositing an armful of provisions on the
table. **There are lots of things in the larder.”

“It was locked, I though

“¥ez: but the lock opened when I hit it with the
chopper,” said Bunter. * Of coursze; in a case like this we
couldn’t be expected to stand upon ceremony.”

*Right-ho!"  Harry Wharton locked over the things
They had evidently been sent 1o fresh by the tradesmen in
Friardale, ready for the reopening of ithe scheool

** Bacon, and jolly good s:mmn, tee!"” said Billy Bunter.
“Ham and tongue, you fellows. Iook st this ham—ech?
My hat!"

* Pineapples,” said Nugent, “ and bananas. Good!™

“ Mot u rmrf&ut for the Remove dining-table, I cxpect,”
saidd Harry Wharton, laughing, * But when you forage for
yourself you're entitled to all you can find, I consider, %I’ﬁ’rﬁ
going to have o feast this time."

** ¥ea, rather ™
" The feastfulness should be terrifie, to celebrato the novel
gituation in which we discover our honourable selves”

“ Exnetly I !

“I've found & frying.pan,” said Buanter. “ ' start with
the bacon now. ill you fellows look for some sausages? I
dare say there ave some there”

“Certainly 1

“1 want some butter to grease the pan. That fresh butter
would do.  We can’t afford fresh butter to grease the frying-
pare in the study, but it’s different when you don’t have 1o
pzy for things voursclf!™

" ¥es, I've noticed that about you befors,” grinned
Hazeldene.

* Really, Hazeldane——""

loves would be the most suitable
explained, “ a0 1 handed them

§

“Oh, get on with the washing ! said Nugent  “ You're
al':l:'a".rf; stopping fo tall, Bunty. We're ali fearfull I1ungrgu"
We are wuiting with terrific impatience for the washiul

ness to proceed’ said the Noabob of Bhanipur.

“ Al right. I'm just poing te begin.™

The fire was seitling down a little now. Billy Dunter
took off his jacket and pushed back his cuffs, He had found
a white apron in a drawer, and he fied it round him, and it
really looked very businesdlike. le greased out the pan with
finest fresh butter—sent for the Ilead's table—and jammed it
on the fire with the bacon. Billy Bunter was a cook of
renown in the Greviriars Bemove. The chums knew that
they could safely entrust the cooking to his hands, and
Bunter usually fulfilled the trust nobly.

As he presﬁed over the frying-pan, Billy Bunfer fed him-

self with biscuits, which he had crammed into his pocket
for the purpose, He bad thought the matter cut. The
biscuita would certainly take the keen edge off his enjoyment
when the feast commenced. But he felt that he could not
remain hungry while any kind of provender was to be had.
And as Bunter had almest unlimited stowagas capacity, ha
wag certain to do full justice to the feed, even after a pound
or two of bizeuits had taken the edge off his appetite,
_ The juniors were all heaming new. Bob Cherry re-
joined his chums, washed and beaming, too. There was a
strange novelty in foraging for food in strange quarters, and
it was very plezsing to the Removites. Even Hoffmann and
Meunier forgot for the time to dispuie, and joined in the
general industry.

“ How's the bacon getting on, Billy?”

“First rate! What shall we have to follow if?

** Must have some kind of sweets,” said Bob Cherry.
“Can't you make a pudding of some sort, Billy?®

Billy Bunter aniﬂ'eﬁ.

“I should think I could, Cherry. I'll make any sort of
pudding you've got the materials for, and chance it!"
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Harry Wharton shook his head. .

“ A pudding would take too long,” he said
wait two or tEma hours while it cooks."”

“H'm! Something in that.™

“ Well, what price a custard?" said Billy Bunter * There's
custard powdor in that jar—the yellowish powder.™

“This one?” o

““No; that's liguorice powder, ass! That's o medicine,
The other jar.”

“Is there snough there?’ asked Bob Cherry

“"Yes; enough to make a good-sized custard. Thero are
lots of eggs hero, fortunately. Break a couple of dozen into
that basin and beat them up™ - .

“Don't you think vou’ll have some of this liguorice
powder——""

“* No, you ass!"

“It does look nice,” said Nugent. *Nice and yellow,
much tho same as tho custard powder, for all I can see.”

“ Loave it thore,” said Billy Bunter. * A lot you fellowa
know about cooking, I don't think! Cateh me taking any
of your advice and epoiling my custard. There are a lot
of apples there; you can peel them and boil them, and they
will %ﬁ first-rate with the custard.”

“Oh, have your own way, chef!” .

* Billy knows best, when it comes to cooking,” sald Harry
Wharton. **If he thinks the liquorice powder would be
superfluous, leave it out. As a matter of fact, T don't think
there's much te be said for Euttin it in."’

“ It looks yellowfully nice,” said the nabob. y

ungs aren't always ns nice as they look,” grinned
Hbau:seldcﬂc. “It would give you a twist, if I know anything
about 1t."”

“* GZet on with the custard, Billy. I'll look after the bacon.
ﬂhat about frying somo cges to go with it? There are lots

re'’

“I'm gﬂing to. You can break thoem for me."

ipptng 1" said Bob Cherry. ** Thia will be a feast for
the Ec}gsl Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's that ringing the
bell?

Clang ! Clang! Ting-a-ling!

The juniors stared at one another in sudden dismay.

They knew what that clanging meant.

Somebody was at the pate of Greyfriars, ringing the
portor's bell with as much energy as Bob Cherry had dis-
played half an hour before.

And the seme thoupht was in every mind, and it was ex-
ressed by the dismayed words that dropped from Nugent's

|II'::‘IQ'EMTh«:n Head ™
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The New Boy.
THE chums of the Remeve stood silent and dismayed.

HWa can't

Was 1t the Head who had refurned suddenly to Grey-
friara?
Clang-ting-ling-ting !

The porter's bell waa ringing furiously, and Gesling, as
usual, seemed to be in no hurey to anawer it. Who was at
the gate?

The juniors, rather thoughtlessly, had taken it for granted
thet tho Head’s deley would last some time, and that they
were safo from intereaption for the prosont. :

As a matter of fact, the breakdown on the line, for all
they knew, might be reraedied in a short space of time, and
the Head and the crowd of returning boyvs might arrive at
any moment.

The novel delights of roughing it, and foraging for them-
galves in the mysterious domains below stairs, would be
':::ut agddcnljr short if it was indeed the Head who had re-
WIned.

Whether they were ealled to account or not for the in-
cursion into the kitchen, certainly their experience of
:.’-"}“5}’5"5 it"" below stairs would come to a sudden termina-

101,

Clang-ting-tingle-clangle !

“They're vinging pretey bhard, whoever ther are,”™ said
Harry Wharton, at last. I wonder why Gosling doesn’t
open the gate?"

*“ He wasn't in a hurry to let us in,”” Bob Cherry remarle,

“He woulln't dare to keep the Head waiting,” said
Nu{.fﬁnl': hopefully. ** He'd know if it was the Head, too.”

The juniors brightened up.

If it wero a contingent of Greyfriers fellows at the gate,
who had arrived by another road, that would not noccezarily
interfore with the promised feed.

“Well, one of us had betier go and see,” Wharton re-
marked.  And he turned towards the door of the kitchen.

Nugent touched him on the arm.

“Wait a minute, Harry. If Gosling doesn't hear, i3 there
any ncod to open the gate? Lot ‘em wait.'

“ Gosling ia certain to hear sooner or later™

“IM'm! I suppose so.”

* Better po,” eaid Bob Cherry.

“We may as well know
the worst at once. Come onl"
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Tho juniors loit the kitchen and ascended the stairs. Only
Billy Bunter remained. Bunter would not have allowed his
bacon to spoil for anything. Only a direct order from the
Head in person, or an eart %uake, could have removed Billy
Bunter from the kitchen at that moment. ]

The juniors went out into the Close, red in the westering
sun. Gosling, the porter, was looking out of his 1
window, nnfsm&king his pipe. His fave was vory surly.

“ Why don't you open the gate, Gossy " called out Nugent.

The porter grunted.

“I ain't hopening the gate lo every ragamuffin that comes
along,” he replied.

* Tt might bo the Head.'

“I know it ain't the "Had."

i Well, then, it’s some of the fellows come back.”

“No, 1t sin't!"

“How do you know?"

“'Cause I seen him.” .

“Then who is it?"’ asked Harry Wharton. _ )

“Only a kid ringing the bell.” I ain't attending to him,
not me! It'a troublo enough to hopen the gates te the
varmints as belongs to the school.” ,

““But the chap must have business here, or he wouldn's
be ringing like that!” Harry exclaimed.

The porter grunted doggedly.

“The 'Ead wired to me not to ax
*ung till this evening at the earliest,”
horders!” i \

“Then it was remarkably kind of you to let us in,” sald
Bob Cherry. I suppose you knew we should get over the
gate if you didn't and serag you!”

“ What I says iz this ‘ere—-:7"

But what Gosling had to say was loat on the juniors, who
passod on to the gates. A face was lodking through the bars,
and two handa were gripping them and shaking them
viclently,

“ Oipen this gate!”

The juniors looked curicusly at the stranger. He was a
Ind of about their own age, dressed in Etons, and wearing a
straw hat. His face was not bad-looking, but the eyes were
very keen and quick, and the glance incessantly shifting.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. **And
}vhunn:] may you happen to be when you're at heme, my young

riend ¥

The boy outside the gatos looked at him.

“Why don't you open this confounded gatel” he
exclaimed.

“I'm not a piddy porter!™

“1 want fo come in!”

“We haven't the keys,” said Harry Wharton, " What do
vou want here? You don’t belong to the school?’

“Yes I do!”

“Well, I'vo not seen you beforel”

“ MNothing surprising in thatl,”” snapped the other, " a8 I’'m
a new boy, only joining today. 1 came down here by
myself, and now [ can’t get into the beastly school, What's
the matter here?"’

1 “{Eh " gaid Harry, ocomprehending,
oy’

** Haven't T told you so?”’

* Wall, you might be a little more polite about it,” said
Harry sharply. * It's not our fault you can't get inl”™

* Why doesn’t somebody open the gate, then?”

“ Botter ring up tho porter,” said Bob Cherry, grinning.

“T've been ringing for five minutes or more.”

“Truly, my worthy friend, the ringfulness has been
terrific.”’

The new boy's quick, licen oyes fastened on Hurree Jamszet
Ram Singh as he spoke,

“Hallo! What are you getting at?
English "

Hurree Singh flushed under his dusky skin,

“1 can speak the English language cxcellontfully,” he
repliad. I can also box in the English manner, and if
you do not retain the civil tongue in the estcemed head, I
shall castigate you with severity,”

“My hat! What a corker!™

“I do not have the knowledge of what an esteemed corker
15, but if it is an expression of opprobrium I shall casti-
pate——""

“Can't you open the gate, some of you?'

"‘What's ¥our lame, youn shavoer®™' asked Bab ﬂherr:r
curicuzly. “I'm anxious to introduced to such a niceo-
mannered young gentleman.”

" None of your pammon!”" aaid the new boy.
Levison—Ernest Lovisomn.
school. "

“I'll get the key from the porter,” said IHazeldene.

“ And buck up about it, please!” said Levison.

The new boy's manner was not pleasing.  But the juniors

B

t 'im or the young
o said, ** Them is my

"You're & now

Can't you talk

v MMy name's
I want to get into this confounded
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did not wish to leave him outside the gates

tired, and was probably hungry.

to the window of Gosling's lodge.
“It’a a new kid,” he eaid.

* New gammon,”” said the Greyfriars porter, with a sniff.

"I tell you it's & new kid, and if you don’t let him in
you'll be reported to the Head” mn'j Hazeldene sharply.
* Hand over the keye!"

The porter looked at him doggedly. Gosling had taken
adventage of hia freedom for that day to drink, and to drink
deeply. It was a babit he had, and whick he carefully kept
concealed from the Head, who blissfully ‘believed his porter
to be o teotolaler. Gosling had drunk encugh to be
chatinate and ill-tempered.

“I hain’t expecting nobody till this evening,” he said,

"“Will you give me the keyss”

“*No, I won't!"

Harry Wharton looked at Hazeldene as e came back. He
#aw that the junior's hands were empty.

“Where are the keys?"

“He won't give them to me."

Harry Wharton’s face set grimly,
“Won't he? We'll see about that!”

The captain of the Remove strode across to the window
of the lodge. Gosling gave him a defiant leer as he came
up. Harry Wharton looked him straight in the eyes, with
fL_ttgiIam}e from which Gosling, in spite of himeself, shrank a
ittle.

“Give me the kevs,” said Harry quietly,

Gosling hesitated, 3 4

“ Do you hear mei”

Clink! The keys rattled as the porter, with a sullen scowl,
threw them from the window. Harry quietly stooped and
picked them up, and went down to the gates,

“You've got them?!" asked Hazeldene curiously.

" ¥Yes"

Harry unlocked the %{:3. The new boy came in, and the
gate rolled to again. ré waa no sign of anyone belong-
ng to Greyfriars on the road.

Levieon looked at the juniors suspiciously.

“What's the matter here? he asked. " Why wouldn't
the E:rtcr open the gatei™
" He’s been drinking,” said Harry quictly, as he rolocked
the gate and took out the kew. 4
hr‘;é-‘;“_[:,r word! Don't they keep better order than that

2 Thﬂ-‘::l what!" demanded Nugent sharply.

" Letting the porter get tipsg—7"

“ The Head's away,”

“Then he has no business to be away to-day,” eaid
Levison. *He ought to be here. The schoel reépens to-
day, doesn't iti"

" Yes,"

* Then why isn't the Head heref™

“There’s been a breakdown on the line, and the Head
and all the masters, and all the fellows exccpting ourselves,

are hung up somewhere between here and London,” Nugent
explained.

he new boy sniffed.

There was something so extremel]
eniff and his manner generally, that Harry Wharton quietly
took him by the shDuEiE:—qumﬂy, but with a grip that was
like iren when Levison tried to shake it off.

“You'reé passing comments on this place pretty freely,”
eaid Harry, * Don't you think it would be wiser to sav less?
You're in great danger of getting a ducking in the fountain
yonder,”

" Better give him one, anyway, sorter celebrate his
arrival,” said Bob Cherry, *'I'll lend a hand.”

“Here, none of your games!” exclaimed the now boy, in
plarm. *“*I didn’t mean any offence, either, only—*"

“Then don’t have so much to zay,” said Harry Wharton,
“Here, Cherry, chuck these keys in to Gossy, will vou?
Let's get back to the kitchen!™

" Right you aro!” said Bob Cherry, talking the keys.

The juniors turned towards the house sgain. Bob Cherry,
ap ho passed the lodge, made a deft shot with the keys, and
landed them on Gosling’s chest. The porter gave a etariled

ell, and disappeared from the window. He had been tilt-
ing his chair backwards, and the sudden shock had sent him
er,

‘The next moment he was brandishing his fist from ihe
window. Dob Cherry kissed his hand in return as the
Removites walked on o the house,

He looked
Hazeldene walked over

annoying about his

“THE CREYFRIARS GHALLENGE.” """ ™S5 R4

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Something Like a Feed,

[LLY BUNTER looked up with a faf, shining countens
ance as the Removites entered the kitchen again.
Billy was in a glow of heat and satisfaction, and the
bacon and cgRs were done to a turn.

“Is it all right!” he asked. “Don’t say it was tha
Head?”

Harry Wharton Iauﬁh:d. :

“No, it wasn’t the Head, Billy : it’a all right. It's only k
new kid—chap named Levison,™

* Where iz hae?"

“ Somewhere in the Close,” said Bob Cherry. “ He seems
to be a fippant, suspicious sort of brute. He ecan siay. thers
till he gets more eivil, I say, Billy, you've turned out
ithose egga. and that bacon in rip}gin%rm:r 1

“I'm glad you like them,” said Billy Bunter modestly,
“There’s one thing about me; I can cook——"

* And eat what vou cook!” said Nugent. "I don't know
which you're greatest at}"

* Oh, really, Nugent—-"" ] .

“This iz ripping!” seid Wharion, “ We're roughing it
here: but I rather think thizs 15 better than a study feed,
YWe're roughing it pretty well, I think.”

“Ha, ha! Yes., There's encugh crockery, too: and we
never have eénough crockery in the study.” . :

" To say nothing of the knives and forks,” said Billy
Bunter, *' They were locked up in a drawer, and I had to
open it with the coal-hammer., I'm afreid the lock is a
litile bit damaged, but 1 {dare say that can be put to righta.
There's a knife and a fork each for everybody, What do
vou think of that?"

“ Ripping 1"

“ And plenty of clean plates. No turning wvour dinuver-
plate upside down for the pudding,’” said Billy Bunter. ** ]
wish the breakdown on the line would last & week or two.
I zhouid get along first rate in this style ™

**Ha, ha! It is ripping, and no mistake !

Bob Cherry looked atughe basin of eggs, which were half
keatan, and then at the custard-powder.

“You haven't made the custard yet, Billy.”

“That tales next to no time,” said Rilly. It will be all
right. I've had a snack, s¢ I'm not very hungry now, ['ll
serve vou fellows first!”

Good I

“1 onty hepe the custard will be enough o go round,”
said Bob Cherry..

* Well, it won't be a TET‘}' large helping, you Lnow, but
there will be o good plateful each,’ said Bunter. ** You
must fill up first with bacon and eggs, and a jolly good [eed,
too, in my opinion, especially the way they'ro cooked.”

“ Right vou are!” .

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh was locking thoughtfully at
the two jars of powder. He was not a great eater himself,
but he liked to see others happy. He knew Bob Cherry
thought that the addition of the liquorice powder to the
custard would make i1t Jarger without doing it any harm,
and the nabob was greatly inclined to do his friend Cherry
that service. : :

It was no use speaking to Billy about it. A chef who has
once made up his mind i3 past arguing with.,. Hurreo
Qingh knew that. He simply waited till Billy was busily
engaged in serving the eggs and bacon, and then qluieti:.r
mi:-:e% the two powders im one jar and unobtrusively re-
moved the one that had eontained the liquorice powder.

Bacon was not one of the articles of diet that the Indian
lad could partake of. He cheerfully feasted upon bread
and bananas while the more sturdy English junmiors revelled
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“ Plenty more,” gaid Billy Bunter, locking up and down
Yie long table. *° Ancthor egg, Wharton?"

“Thanks, yes'

“* A rasher for you, Cherry®"

“Lertainly.”

S an I help vou, Dosmond ¥

S Bure and ve can, Billy, darling.™ :

They wera all helped at last, and still there was a liberal
bupply on the dish, Then Billy Bunter fell to. He had had
a good many “snacks® during the cooking, but Billy
Bunter always had room for more. ;
~ For fellows who were “ roughing it the Romorvices were
doing uncommonly wall. They enjoyed that feed in the
sthool kitchen as they had seldom enjoyed a study trear
There was o shade of thoughtfulness lingering on Harry
Wharton'a brow, howaver.

“I wonder what that new chap is doing, Nugent!" ha
remarked, ns he finished his third epr.

“Oh, never mind him!" said Nugent. “TIf he can’t take
the trouble to be civil, I don’t see why we should bother our
heads about him.”

“I dare say he’s hungry after his journey."

g g.a_&rt him find his way here, then. He can have some
grub.

Harry Wharton rose. _ ,
%1 think I may as well fetch him in,” he remarked.
'* After all, he's a new chap, and will feel a bit out of place;
especially arriving at the school under such curious cireumn-
stanees."”

Nugent nodded. )

‘* Fetch him in by all means, Harry, if you like.”

Harry Wharton coloured o fittle. .

“It's not so long since I was new here myself,” he said.
“I wasn’t the easiest fellow to get on with myself, then, but
there was a chap here who EEOG% by me lLike a Briton.”

Frank Nugent laughed.

“None of your blurney, Harry. Feich the stranger in,
and we'll kill the fatted calf for him. SBemebody hold
Bunter while T get the carving-knife.” ;

Harry laughed and left the kitchen. Billy Bunter wes
mixing the custard, quite unconsgious of the latest addition
to his supplies. Wharton ascended the stairs, and in-the
hall above he came upon the new boy. ) _

Levizon was standing looking out of the hall window, his
hands in his pockets and a rather dismal expression upon
hiz facs. He was alone in that great school, and he could
hear the merry voices of the juniors below,

Ho looked round at Harry Wharton's sten.

“ Halla!" .

“['vo come up for vou," aaid Harry., * We're having a
feod in the kitchen, you know, as nobody has turned up.
Are you hungry?”

*“1 should say sol"

“ ome down with me, then.” ..

The new i:m%r lovked at him suspiciously.

“No larks!’ he said.

“What do you meant” : :

“I mean 1'm up to your listle games!” said Levison em-
phatically. “¥ou want to get me down into the kitchen
to play some lark on me, I suppose?” .

Harry Wharton's lip curled slightly. Thare was a dis-
trustfulness about the new boy that jarred upon him.

“Mothing of the sort,” he said guietly. *'I came to
feteh you because I thought you were probably hungry after
yOur juurnagf’ : :

The new boy winked in a way that made Harry's temper
T 156,

“ No gammon, you know ! said Levison,

Harry Wharton turned on his heel.

“%ou ean come or not, a: you like, and be hanged to
vou!" he satd; and he descended the stairs again.,

“0Oh, T'll come,” said Levison, And he followed Harry
Wharton down to the kitchen.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Gosling does his Duoty.

EVISON looked round him guickly and suapiciously as
he entered the kitchen. If was evident that, in spiie
of IMarry’s assurance, he was uncasy lest the GreyFriurs
juniors should be planning some trick upen him:

though. as a matter of fact, nothing was farthor from their
thoughts. ; .

Billy Bunter looked up from his occupation,

“ Hallo, you new kid! There's plenty of grub on the
table, and 1 did the ecooking, so it’s all right. IFall to1”

“Thank vou,” said Levison slowly.

Nugent pushed over a clean plate and Bob Cherry found
a knife and forlk. Harry Wharton helped the new-comar
liberally to bacon and epgs.

“Thank you,” enid Levtson again.

la took up knife and forlk and looked at the food on his
plate. It looked tempting enough, and Levison was hungry.
Than he looked up and caught Bob Cherry's eve.

I say, there's nothing wrong with it, 13 there?" he asked.

Bob Cherry grinoed.
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‘It's first chop, my dear kid,” he replied. "_Wﬁ‘m not
giving it away because it's no good. Thore's nothing
charitable about us.” . , i

“1t's all right—rather!” eoxclaimed Billy Dunter mﬁ‘i
nantly. ** What the dickens do you think is the matter wit

““ Oh, all right!" said Levison. *I know chaps in & school
like this often play games on new-cOMers, and L'm not going
to be taken in, that's all ' A

“You've been taken in,” said Nugent, *and you'll .'g?“?
soon be kicked out if you don't improve your manners!

The new boy looked -at Nugeat and then at his plata
again. Then he fell to without another word and clea:
the plate in record time end glanced towards the dish. Billy
Bunter, flattered and somewhat mollified by the testimony
to the oxcellence of his ecooking, helped him again very
liberally.

“The custard's done, you kids,” said Billy. * It hasn't
worked out exactly ss it should to look at—I fancy thers
was something a little wrong with the powder—but it tastes
ripping; I've tried it! Are you ready®”

* Rather " said half a dozen voices.

“ Then shove along your plates!”

Billy Bunter !adlag out the custard with a liberal hand,
There was more of it than had been ex ﬁetad. end
each of the juniors had a liberal helping. vison, his
lingering doubts removed ot last, camme in %ar the last help-
ing and ate it with great gusto. It was a very pleasant
finish to a good feed. The boiled apples were not tiultﬂ dona,
perhaps, but the digestion of juniors is equal to almost any-
thing. The feed was pronounced an absolute success, and
Billy Bunter beamed.

Even Levison was satisfied, and he finished up his custard
with great gusto. There was rather a peculiar flavour to
that custard, but the jumiors put it down ic Billy Buntor's
liberal use of spices. ‘ ]

“ Well, this is ripping!"* said Bob Cherry, strefching lum-
self back in a deep armchair which belonged of right to the
cook of Grevfriars. * It seems to me that the folk who work
down here have a better time of it than we have upstairs
in the class-rooms!” ] ]

“I've often thought so,' =aid Billy Bunter scrioualy.
“ There's the cool, for example; she can always have some-
thing nice to eat whenever she wants it, and'as much a3 she
likes, too!" - :

“ Which must be glorious,” said Nugent.

“Well, T should rather say so, Nugent; though I don't
beligve you are spoaking seriously. I've often thought that
my constitution is being injured by the time I have to wait
hotween meals.” )

¢ This is rippingful, 50 long as the rightful persons of thia
quarter do not returnfully come upon us!’ remarked fh=
Nabob of Bhanipur. * Then we shall receive the orderful-
ness of the boot and the cold shoulder !

“ And, sure, we shall ba lucky if it's no weorse than that!™
grinned Micky Desmond.

“ Zat 13 correct,” Adolphe Meunier remarked, * But
when ze housckeeper roturn viz herse'f, we explain and
apologise, and zat put ze mattair right.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ ¥ fancy it will want more than an apology to goothe the
housckeoper, when she secs the inroad we've inade.” he re-
marked.  * Dut we couldn’t be expcoted to famish in the
midst of plenty.” ]

“I only hope ther won't return yvet,” eaid Bob Cherry;
“ ] feel quite comfy aa I am.”

Hurree Bingh ralged his dusky hand.

“ Hark " ]

There was the sound of & heavy footfall on the stair.

The juniorz started and listened with painful eagerncas
The footstep was repeated, and it was coming with slow
progress towarda the kitchen, _

“Whe can it be?’ cxelaimed Bob Cherry. " It dossn't
sound like Gosling, and there's nobedy clse within the walls
of Greviriars that I know of.”

“ Hetior look,” said Hazeldene.

e stepped Lo the door and looked out, and several of the
othor juniors followed. Hazeldene utfered an exclomation.
“ 1t's Gosling !’

Bob Choerey gove ¢ prowl of dis%u.-tt_

“* And he's been drinking again!”

The eavse of Gesling's peculiarly slow advance was seen
as znon as they set eyes on him.  The school porter was
coming along clinging to the wall, afraid to let go of it leat
he should roll over on the lincleum. He picked up each
foot and set it down sgain with great care. He logked up
with fishy eves and zaw the juniors leoking at him from the
wide doorway of the kitchan.

“TAllo!" he growled. * 3o you're thera?"”

“Here we are," said Bob Cherry. ** What do you want?
You're not coming in here.”

T
i Lo 3
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The porter stopped, holding to the wall, and fixed a glass
stare upon Bob. He had evidently been consuming muci
more liquor than was good for him, feeling secure in doing
80 owing to the Head's delay in returning.

“Ain't I coming in therei” said Gosling. “ And why
ain't I coming in there? What I says is this 'ere—FPm the
porter of this mllage, I am.”

“You wouldn't be for long,” said Harry Wharton, *If
Dr. Locke could see you now.”

“ Wot I says 13 this 'ere,” repeated Gosling. ““As the

orter of this college, it's my dooty to see wof you young

imps is doing of in the absence of the proper author—
author—authorit—rit—rities."

He got the word out at last and wagged his head solemnly
at the juniors. Harry Wharton turned back into the
kitchen with a gesture of disgust. ‘There must bs alwaya
something revolting in an intoxicated man to a lad of
proper feeling. Pity could not fail to be mingled with
scorn and contempt.

Gosling felt his way along the passago to the Lkitchen door,

Jjunigrs there did not move to let him pasa. They had
no mind to have a dronken man in their company. But
Gosling™ fuddled brain was filled with an idea of the
importance of his dufy in looking after the junicrs, and he
was determined to come in.

“Waot I says is this 'ere,” he remarked, steandying himself
by holding to the doorpost and staring glassily at the
i‘l}nmrsr.J “I'm coming in to keep a heye on you voung

imps.

“%ﬂu’lie nﬂtfn'f" 5nilc;i Ii:;gelnt. " Get out!”
“T decline et hon 'm coming in!"

“(Oh, sheer ﬂﬁg!" o

"1 hopes,” said Gosling, with drunken gravity—" 1 hopes
a8 how you won't foree me ie use violence, young gentlemen,
in the pursoot of my dooty.”

* et out I

“I'm eoming in !

_And Gosling lurched heavily forward. No one waa
inclined to have the rier fall on him. The juniors
crowded back, and Gosling reeled forward and rolled ¢n the
kitchen floor. Ife sab up, lovking bewildered, and gazed
round at the grinning juniors with lack-lustre eyes.
””If_ you think I'm intoxy—intoxy—drunk,” he jerked ont,
you're mistaken. I a gentleran can’t take a r:imp of ala,
I'd like to know what he can take. 1'm sober as judge.”

* Get out !

"1 will not get out. It's my doeoty to lock after you, I'm
sobwr as & judge.”

" Well, then, stay there!” said Tioch Cherry.

© I will not atay here!” said Goshing, with the contradie-
%ur}* IEbEtJItRC]' of intoxicalion—" 1 certainly shall not stay
ere ™

" Uh, do as you like 1"

“T utterly decline to do anything of the kind !

T:ﬂmg slowly rose fo his feet. He clutched at a chair to
steady himself, and Hazcldene pushed it with his foot.
LChair and Gesling went over tugether, The porter rolled on
the foor, made an effort to rise, and then went off to eleep.
The juniers stood round regarding him with mingled armuse-

ment and disgust, and his snores filled the kitchen with far
from musieal noise,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Llttle Joke on Gosling—Sudden Paing,

" HE drunkenfulnees of the honourable beast is terrific,""
said Hurree Jameet Ram Singh, looking down at the
slnbering Goeling. " 1t would be an excellent joke-

1y fuinﬁaﬁg duek ILimfin the cold-waterful boath.”
wou ne joke to try to carry him irs,”
grinnad Bob Uherr}'.a "Hnm}rhe is, nnﬁ here I&ETF;:ES:[}.

Somecthing ought to be done to him, though. Has anybody

got any crayons?"’
" Crayons?" said Harry Wharton, * What on earth for#”
his ruddy complexion,™

"1 think we might cover up
explained Bob. " Nothing but ‘an earthquake would wake
him now, so it would be easy encugh.”

Hurree Singh grinned.

*That is a wheezy good idea, my worthy chum, I remem-
ber once seeing a German master’s face thusly decorated in
a railway-carriage. If we can find some crayons we may be

zhle to turn the esteemed beast into a thing of beautifulness
and a joy for ever.”

" Lood wheeze,” eand Nugent. I don’t see wh
wouldn’t do as well as crayc-fa. though.” B

" Bo it would,” said Bob Cherry. “ Get a capful of soot
wut of the chimney, will you, Hurree Singh 7

* Certainfully 1" said the nabob, picking up a cap and
starting towards the chimney.

"1 say, whose cap is that!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, ren-
dered suspicions hy his previous experience with the gloves.

“Yours,” said the nabob heaming. * Surely you did not

think that I was going to use By own capful headgear for
this purpese, my worthy Cherry V'

" Assl The shovel will dol™

“ Oh, very wellial I

Tha shovel was soon laden with soot and carried towards
the sleeping, unconscious Gosling. Bob Cherry poured a
little water on it, and inixed it up into & thin paste, and
then, using a rag a5 s brash, painted the faco of the school
porter.

Goaling did not even open his eyes once. He lay uncen-
scious, while Bob Cherry blacked his face and turned him
into a good imitation of & Christy minstrel.

The juniors st round laughing.

(rozling's aspect, when his face was blacked, was certainly

something new and strange, and decidedly comicanl., But
Bob Cherry was not satisfied yet.

“Got any whitening ! he asked, looking round.

“We ecould find some, | expeet,” said Nugent. *““But I

raally think he looks heautiful as he is.™

“ Bichold, he is black but comely;” purred the nabob.

“Yes; but a couple of white circles round the eyes would
improve him,” said Bob Cherry, cocking his head on one
el tao get a good view of hiz vietim,

“Ha, ha! Bo they wonll!"'

“What do you think, Wharton? I know you have &
raiher artistic eye? Az an artist, would you say pure black,
or n ¢ouple of white cireles in relief

Harry Wharten laughed.

““The white eircles, all mecans,” he replied.

*Then find some wgiten:ing, some of you,” said Bob
Cherry, rubbing in a little extra soot on Gosling’a fat cheeke.

Billy Bunfer soon found some whitening, and the white
circles were added round the eyes, The effect was startling.
Tha white circles gave the black face a peculiarly owl-like
appearance.  MNobody would ever have recognized this
strange-looking object as Gosling, the porter of Greyiriars

Eﬁlf&%m
“ There, I think he will do?' said Bob Cherry, rising.
b 1 any of you fellows can supgesi any mprovement, Iﬁ!

1t

add if.

“Ha, ha! He's all right ™

“ ¥ou think that’s the best we can do for himi"”

' Absolutely I

“Then we’ll let it go at that,”” eaid Bob Cherry. * I sup-
posa wa shall have to leave him here Btill, as we're done
with these quarters it docsn’t matter., Let him have hia
snoczce out.  When he wakes up and looks in & glass he will
have a shook, and it may be o temporanee lesson to him, and
23 good as a course of lectures at Exeter Hall, Now let'a
go up and rig a swing in the big school-rcom.”

“0h, draw it mild!"” said Harry. * We must stop some-
where, If the Head camo back and found us swinging
there, there would be a row.”

“ What do you propose, theni™

* Lot uﬁdpa.]r o roundful visit to all the Upper Fourih Form
studies and wreck them,” suggested the nabob thoughtfully,
““That would be a surpriseful pleasure to Temple,
& Co. when they returned to the honourable school.”

“That's & rather good idea,” said Nugent. “ We won't
wreck the lot, but we may as well make a surprise or two
ready for Temple and Dabney.”

“ Come on, then " said Harry Wharton.
chap, what's the matter with you?”

Levison seemed to be twisting uncomfortably, as if he had
& poim somewhere in his internal regions.

“(Oh, nothing!" he aaid.

“ Bomething disagreed with you?' asked Nugent.

b T | !-hm»:l 0. 1 felt a pain then,” gasped Levison.
“Sﬁ?mﬁ‘mng like a dagger, and something like a red-hot
Hecg e,

“My hat! It must have been a regular twister, then.
I've never ewallowed any daggers or red-hot necdloz that I
can remember, but they can't be nice.”

*“I believe it wos something I've been eating.”

**Have you been seolling eny Chicage tinned beaf? If vou
have, you've very likely got ptomaine poisoning,” said Bob
Cherry sympatheticalls.

Lovison grunted.

1 “I haven't! I've eaten nothing but what you gave me
ore.

“ Well, there was nothing wrong with that!” sad Billy
Bunter promptly. T eooked it myself.”’

““WWith his own [air hands,” said Nugent.

“Well, it’s curious T should have this pain, and none of
you others,™ saxl Lovison “1 might have known you
would play some little game on me.”

Harry Wharton's lip curled.

" You are o suspicious rofter!” he said, in his direct way,
" There has heen no game played on you "

“I know what I feel like. Ow!

“Oh, rats!”

The Greyfriers junicrs went upstairs,

abney,

** Hallo, you now

Levisen followed
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L The juniors stared at one another in dismay. "It must be the Head ringing! " said Nugent. |

L L — =

them more slowly. The school poerter still lay extended
upon the floor, snoring.

At the top of the stairs Hazeldene stopped, and
his hand to his side, with s sudden gasp for
Wharton glanced at him.

** What's the matter ¥’

“ (Oh, nothing! I thought I felt a pain.'™

“ Hallo, hallo, halle, have vou got paine, too?"” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. "I say, as a matter of fact, I had a sort of
stitch just then. There couldn't have been anythimg wrong
with the bacon, could there?™

My hat!” ejaculated Nugent. * There was something
wrong with something, or there's something wrong with me.
I've just had a pain.”

“What was it like?"”

“A pood Jdeal like what Levison Jeseribed—something like
a ncedle, and something like a red-hot dagger.”

ressed
reath,

";;;Fr-.}llg! What Levison had was o dagger and a red-hot
pesclle.”

b ;-;r‘-e]I, I can't seo much difference there”

di W !Jh

" Halla, !:mu’m granting vourself now! What's the matter
with you®

“I—I had a pain like a pair of burning pincers——-"

“My hat! Bure it wasn't like a red-hot dagger?”’

“YWeall, it might have heen, I—— Ow ™

“The pa.:inl'utw.ﬁts of my worthy chums seems to be ter-
rific,” said Hurrce Binph, * Meanwhile, the headiul doctor
mey return momentarifully, and the wreckiulness of the
honourable studies of the Upper Fourth is not yet done.”

“Rals! I've pot o painl”

'T] E{J hﬂ-"l."l& 1 !u

“Go and wreek the beastly studies yourself '

“Ach; T feels him meinself '? prunted Fritz Hofmann.
“I know not if it iz te same pain, or eome oder ]jmin, put ha
is ferry painful, I fecls him in vat you English calls te
sread-pasket.””

* Ciel 1™
“* Hallo, Froggy, what are you twisting about?

-

“] have ze pain[” groancd Adolphe Meunier—*'1 have 2o
fearful painl Parblen, it is frightful! 1 have ze horrific
pn.mum ze region you call ze tnommy.”

[T ] 1I.;_!Ip

Harry Wharton looked serions, Ho wase fecling a etrange
pain himself, and it really looked as if something were the
matter. Hardly one of the Greyfriars Removites scemed to
have escaped. . i

Hoffmann was sitting on the floor, glaring straight before
him. Meunicr was clinging te the banisters in the hall
Bob Cherry was tightening his lips to endure it, ;lr.t'l Mugent
looked very pale. Hazeldene grouned aloud. Billy Bunter,
as white as a sheet, was sitting down on a stair in dumb
euffering. Micky Desmond was walking up and down very
guickly, as if trying to walk it off.

“ There's something wrong,” sald Harry Wharton.

“Only just found that out?’ sncered Levison. ' You
tdon't scom fo be feeling it yourseif., 1 suppose you played
thiz trick on the lot of us??* -

“ Thers has been no trick played that I know of.’

““Then what_is the matter with us all?”

“I haven't the Inintest idea!™ .

Tevison's eneer grew more pronounced. He was evidently
in o suspicions mood, and his temper, none too geod, was
not improved by the inward pain he felt. :

“Rats'" he exolaimed. * There's something wrong with
all of ue, and nothing wrong with you. You're at the
bottom of it

Harry Wharton clenched his fist.

“I tell you I am not! 1 know nothing about it."”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“As o mabler of fact, T do feol the pain myself,” said
Harry guictly. I am not making a row about it, that is
ali. { {ﬁﬂt:.k there iz gomething wrong, and 1t looks to me
like ptomaine poisoning, or something of that sort.”
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“ There was a gemeral chorus of “ Oh'a!” :

“Bacon might give you something of that sort in the
hot weather,” &aig Herry, * That's the only explanation
I can think of.”

Billy Bunter looked up. :

.. " The bacon was all right,” he said huskily. ‘I cooked
1t myself. Thoe bacon was all right, Wharton. I'll answer
for that. 1 ate six rashers, so I ought to know.”

“Anyway, one ithing's jolly certain,’” exclaimed Harry
Wharton decidedly, “ we all ought to see & doctor.” .
. " ¥es, thal’s certain,” said Bob Cherry. ‘* Whataver it
W, we cught to see a doctor about it. It might be serious.’

‘It fevls serioua!” groaned Nugent,

“The seriousuess is terrific!” murmured {he Nahob of
Bhanipur,

“Have you got it, too, Inky?"

. I have a terrific twistfulness in the inwardness of the
interior workel"” proaned the dusky junior. ”It: may be
a_eign that the dreadfwl termivation of the existence ia

nigh. 1 fee) thusly, my worthy chums,”

" Oh, rata! You're nobt going to Lick the bucket yet,”
raid Bob Cherry. I feel just now as though I shouldn'd
mingd dying, though, myself. Ow!"

#Ow!” eaid Billy Bunter. “ Wow!"

“Oh, come on!™ said Harry. “We'll get down to the
village and see the doctor, Come onl”

And he threw open the school door, and the juniors, in
various -attitudes of suffering, staggered cut into the rish
June sundet i the Close,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Dismal Drive.
H.A.RRY WIIARTON .walked straight om, quietly re-

wressing any audible s of t stra aipn he

%uwardlj felt; but IIarrgnwaa made ﬂfrﬁir&r ebudl

than 1he other juniors. Eefors Billy DBunter had'
taken half o <ozen steps, he collapsed, and sat down in the
gravel of the path.

Hazeldene enl down a yard away, and then Fritz Hoffmann
rolled in the grass. Adolphe Meunier speedily joined him
there.  Havry Wharton stn];p-e-d. and lwll-)tid ronndd,

Y00 come onl? he aaid.

“I ¢g-can’t!” preaned Bille Bunter, “1I'm dying! I—
I sav, vou fellowa—--""

" Make an effort.,”

“1 eccan’t! I'm expiring! T eay, Wharton, I'm sorry
I sold your ericket-bal that time! I-—T eay, Cherry, I beg
vour pardoen?”

* What for?™

1 was going to sell vour pocket-koile with the threa
Llades and the saw and fle, to stand a feed —"'

“"You yvoung bandit!”

“Oh, I was going 1o redoomy them when my postal order

came. I was expecting o postal order a day or twe from
now,” said BRilly Bunter. ™It would have come before the
vachtion. only there wna a deloay in (e post. You aee, as

cook and manager to the study, I have lo sec that there
are funda for feeding vou all, and vour pocket-knife wos
to have followed Wharton's bat, but now I am «lying!*

“ Ratg! ™

“Now I am dying I am zincerely sorry I waos going to
eell if. I'my sincerely sorry for all the wrong' thinps %"\-ﬂ
done, I haven't done many., Now I am dying it'a a great
i:::rﬂ':fﬂrti t‘rq'llnu:rk back ¢n many nobls actionz—"

1!

“ Really, Cherrg—""

“Look here, maks an eflort, and come along” eaid
IHarry Wharton, “ and don’t talk fhat silly rot about dying,
Billy, or I shall punch your head!'’

“LI'm really de—"

“I say, Wharton, I feel I can't get along,’
dene.

“I1i's ouly a short wall'

“1 couldn't do "

" Sure. amd conldn'ts yo gel the deethor here?” exclaimed
ﬁi'lifli:.‘"r Desmond, “There's a telephone in the Head's
sindy.

“The Head's study is preity cerlain to be locked up
while the Hend's awary.”

1 know it s sawd Nugenk.

“Then what's to he done?! I can’t walk.”

Harry Wharton frowned,

“If that beast Gesling wore eober, he could dreive us
aver! ™ he ranl. " Look here, T ean get inte ihe atahble,
and rou kpow I ean drive. You chaps slay here while I
g{_-.]t]- ont. the pony and {rap. and I'll drive you into the
villaga.’

“{yood ! *

“1 sha'n't e Jong"

Harry Wharton walked quickly awar. Dob Cherry was
at hiz side in a moment, -

“T'in going {o help you, Ilarey."

¥

said Hazel-

*You're not fit."”

“I'm aa fit as you are, I expect.”
_ "Bo am I, said Nugent, joining them. “ We can manage
it. Poor old Hurres Singh is aimply doubled up. He's not
so eirong as ue, you know. Let's get the horse oul. 1 say,
Hﬁ}:;{j, ave you any idea what's the beastly matter with

Herry shook his head. . "
., Not unless it's ptomaine poisoning, Nugent.

Then it may bhe dangerous?
“Well, it would be -:-nl%? a slight attack. We should feel
worse than we do, 1 o

: ect, if 1t were d us.’'

“I don’t think I could feel much worse than I do.”

“Well, the sooner we get to Dr. Mackenzio batter,”
paid Harry Wharton. “ Here's the pooy. He'll have a lot
to pull, but he'a 8t enough.” )

It did not take the juniors long to harness the pony in
the trap. Then they led him out, and reund to the §
House. The juniors they had left there were Iving in the
grass, locking utterly overcome. _

‘“ Here we are!” excleimed Harry as gquickly as he oould,
"By Bratt G

illy Bunter

~YDon't ha ﬂrﬁ:?; Wharton! Fancy talking about jump-
g now! I couldn’t jump an inch to save my life!"

“Wall, seramble in, then!™

“1 can't move!"

“We shall have to sling him in," said Bob Cherry.
“You ont into porter's lodge, and get the key for the
gate, Mugent."

“ Right yon are!”
Nugent hurried off. Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton
assisted the juniors into the trap. It was a crowd in the by

no means roomy vehicle, but that could not be helped.

Wharton took ihe reins, and drove down to the gate.
By that time Nugent had the gate open, and the trap
passed through. Nugent shut the gpate and locked it

“ Bring the key elong!” ¢a.].!e§ out Harry Wharton.
i wﬁ:“hgﬂt ;‘.::- got in when we come back, vou know.”

i ig t-ho!™

Nugent climbed into the trap. Harry Wharton shook the
reins, and the pony broke into a trot. The trap, with ite
load of suffering humanity, rolled off towards the village.

It was a short drive to the local doctor’s. Dr. Mackonzie's
house was on the outskirts of the village, towards Grey-
frinrs. The trap scon reached his gate, and Bob Cherry
%mped down and opened if, and Harry drove the trap in,

1 next moment Bob was thundenn%:: the knocker.

Knock! Dang! Knock! Crash! door was opened
by a startled maidservant.

- {g Dr. Mackenzie at home?” gasped Bob.

es,

“Tell him we're all dying of ptomaine poisoning, and
want to see him at once!”

The amazed maid fled. The juntors tumbled out of the
trap, and poured into the house.

BOOMING.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Sufferers,

INE sulfering juniors stood in a row in Dr. Mackenzies
consulting-room, and the little doctor adjusted his
glasses and looked at them curiously.

you please, sir, we're dring!" said Billy

Bunter, tremolo. * We've all got ptomains poisoning, and

we ma dmr? down desd any minute!”

Indi-ed[ said the medical man. *Js that the usual
reault of ﬁvmrrmm-u pﬂimh‘u{; Master Bunter?™

:'I really don't know, sir.”
* Then don’t make assertiond on things you don't kpow !

said the doctor. *“ What makes rou think sou have
plomaine poisoning?
“Wae've got fearful pains—"
* Awful—"
""Like red-hot daf; rg—""
And something hike a burning carving-knife—-"

“Ach! T feels forry pad!™
" Mon Dieu, I am su erin%lterriht_v 1
" 1'he sufferfulness ﬂrf your honourable servant is terrifie!™
" Begorra, it's dyin’ I am intirely 1? '
*What have you been eating?”
:: Bacon and i
" Bacon znd eggs wouldn't hurt rou. Was there any-
ﬂm‘l{T wrong with the bacon?’’
. Nothing, sir,”" said Billy Bunter promptly. "I eooked
it 'I‘nfﬂ-ﬁlf and I ate six rashers, and it was simply ripping.”
: il not eat the bacon,'” said Hurree Jamseet Ram
Bingh; " but I ate of the egus, and as far as they were con-
eemed’,‘emryihmg was gardenfully lovely,™

The little doctor turned to him quickly.

“¥ou did not take any of the baconi™

" None, air, ag I—"

“Then it cennot have been the bacon, ae I presume you
are feeling the same puins as the others?™

Yes, honoured medical szhib, but a little worseful than

tke ntheraj, I think.”
“Retzs1"” groaved Billy Bunfer, “You haven't got them
worse than I have, I am slowly dying by inches!™

“You couldn't expect to die quickly by inches,™ -
mured Boly Cherry., a s T e I

“Don't be heartless, Cherry! When thé prass is growing
green on iy grave, vou will think——"

“1 shall think of the seven-and-six you owe me!™

3 %&nli_ﬁ, dﬂh&r“f_l_uh \

“You did not feel this pain till after rou had eaten?™
asked 1he medical man, y

" XN, sir,” said Harry Wharton,

“ Was it immediately after®™

“No, sie; some time afterwanrds.?

“ Were the eggs fresh and good?”

" Rippiog, sir!"” said Billy Bunter.
e0 [ ought to know.”

“Did you eat anything else besides the epes and bacon? ™

** Bread, air.”

“The bread was all ri ht,'" eaid EI"_‘?‘ Puanter, ‘5o was
the butter, I had eight slices, and so I can answer for the
bread-and-butter.’

“Ihd you have anything after the meal

*“ Bailed :Ll][ﬂ(‘ﬁl and cugtard, sir.”

" The apples were rather underdone,” sajid Bob Cherry.
“But T've caton underdone apples many a time and oft,
and they never made me feel like this.”

“Ach! It 1a terrible!™

“iel! It is frightful !*

“ Begorra, it's dyin’ I am intirely I*? .

“Let me see! Was the custard properly made !

“1 made it myzelf,” =aid Billy Bunter, “*and T
mch as anybody, excepting Loevison.
good custard.”

“ 1 know what's the mattor,” said Levison sulkily.

“Indeed ! said the doctor drily. *““Then you may as
well toll me, and save me the irouble of inquiring,”

“ Bomebody has been playing a trick.’”

" What kind of a trick®"

" Putting something in the food.”

“Who has done it?”

“Wharton, I believe. He was very anxious for me fo
come down and join in the feed, and very likely he's putting
on thoso symptoms. Ile doesn't feel it as much as we do,
anyway, or he wouldn't be so0 quiet about it.”

liarr}* Wharton fBushed with anger. The doctor looked
at him,

{I%.Hmre anything in this lad's statement, Wharton?! he
asked.

** Nothing, sir. So far as I know, a trick haz not been
played ; and if it has, I know nothing whatever of it. As
for my being anxious to have Lovison down to the faed,
that 48 only because I knew he was hungry, and there was
nothing for him otherwise.”

“How iz thati™

“There has been a breakdown on the railway, and the
ead and the masters have not refurned. There is no one
at the zchool excepting the porter.”

“1 ate nine of them,

nte as
It waz a ripping
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BE;;E1h* I see! Then you have been cooking the food your-

* Yes, sir’?

"1 ecooked it,” said Billy Bunter. I can answer for
the cooking being all right. I've cooked for years, and
nebody’s ever found any fault with my cooking.™

" You may have mixed some foreign ingredients in the
custard,” said Dr. Mackenzie. * Was there anything of a
foreign nature close at hand ¥

“ There were Hoffmann and Meunier, sir.”

“ Eh7”

“ Hoffmann and Meunier were the only two foreigners
present.”

“Pish! I mean was there any materizl of a deletorious

sinture near at hand which might have got mixed into the
custard by mistake?"”

A curious look came over the dusky face of Hurree Jamsal
Ram Singh. The others did not notice 1 for the moment.

“ Wo, sir,” said Billy Bunter, with emphaszis. * The
custard-powder was in a ':ﬁ.r5 and I waa very careful abou
it. The eggs wora all right.’

“ It is possibleful—" .

“ ¥You don’t know anything about it, Jampot, if vou think
there was anything wrong with the custard,” said Billy
Bunter cobstinately. " I'm not going to have people aay
tha.t.Hm:,r :{r:meltarﬂ made them 1ll. The 1den is preposterous ]

wil I'.It. 1.- 1E_H __!!

“ Oh, {]{}ﬂ:t be an ass, Inky! Tho custard was all right.”

14 But_ *

9T tell you——="" ] ]

““Let Hurree Singh speak,” said Dr. Mackenzie quietly.
“What is it, Hurree Singh? Do you know of anything
wrong with the materinle of the custard?”

*“ No, sir; but there was a slight lack of materials for the
honourable custard, and Bob Cherry suggested the admix-
ture of a quantity of liquorice powder.”

“Of what!” exclaimed the doctor.

*“ Liquorice powder, sir.”

*Ha, hal That secounts—" '

“But it wasm't put in,” exclaimed Bob ﬂhnrﬁyu it
thought it would be all right, and give the custard a flavour,
but Bunter wasn't taking any.” ;

“I should think not!"” exclaimed Billy Bunter indig.
n];mi]y. “If you chaps knew anything at all, you'd know
1 ﬂt Iy

“* But the liquorice powder was put in the custard all ti'in
samefully.’” said the nabob. ““I wished the worthy Cherry’s
honourable idea to be carried out, and when the worthy

Bunter had turtied his esteemed head, I placed the liquoriee
powder in the jar that contained the honourable custard-

powder, and mixed them togetherfully.”

““ Ha, ha, ha !’ gasped Dr. Mackenzie.

“T1 cannot think that the admixturcfulness can have
cauzed the painful sensations we have experienced wn our
honcurable inward regions,” said the nabob. “ 1 merely
mention the circumstance in order fo place you 1n possessian
of ht_ge: complete factfulness of the case, honoured medicated
sahib."’

“* Ha, ha, ha!" ]

Billy Bunter brandished a fat £t in the face of the
estonished Hindoo.

“You black villain!”

“ What?"? .

”ggu ?hmv]mg lunatic !’ roared Hazeldene.
“Eh?

“ You poisonous assassin!” shricked Nugeont.
* But——"

“Ach! Tat accounts for te pain! I tink—"
“Ciel ! All iz explained?! I zink—""

“Dear me!” said the doctor. 1“*51ﬁﬂ%' the tears of merri-
ment from his cheeks.  ** All is ﬂxglﬂ.mﬂ_d now, and you
need not be alarmed. There is nothing in the nature of
plomaine poisoning the matter with you. You have had
an overdoze of—— Ha, ha, ha! It will not hurt you
much, ™

“Won't it?* groansd Billy Buater, "Ow! Wow! I'd
give Wharton's ¢ricket-bat to anybody who'd suffocate that
nigger *'

gl{eatiy, my worthy friends—"

11r

“¥ou horrid villain!
“ 1 fail to perceive the csusefulness of the angerful coun-

tenances of my esteemed chums. If the medicated sahib
wonld explain—-" ..
1t is, as a matter of fact, an over-dose of medicine,”
explained the medical sahib. It was o ludicrous mistake
to make,™
T don't belinve it waps n mistake,” gprowled Levison.
“ The confounded nigger did it on purpose.”
hr"il'ﬁ-:lnnscnse! Hurree Singh has suffered as much as any.
MAY .

“That iz very trueful,” said the nabob ruefully. ““I
Whart d hls Chums NEXT
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rea-.ll;r"and truly consider that I have even suffered more-

fully,
“Rob! Tt was o trick.”

“I amauro you, mny worthy friand, on the word of an honest
Injun, and our brightfully, that it was not a trickful

JEH&I.::}L !:I'l
“If you doubt m

[H1

wordful asarance——""

And I jolly well do!” aaid Levison, with emphaais.
“Then I can only consider it in the light of an insultful-

ness to the honoured dignity of a Nabob of Bhanipur,” said

the Indisn junior, *and Iyﬂhﬂl'l forthwithfully proceed to
aasti%at& you with tho extreme severity.”

* Hera, sheer off I ; _

" The sheer off-fulness is impossible under the honourable
circumstances," said the nabob, sguaring up to the new boy
at Greyiriars. “ Pray defend yourself %at , or you will
be knocked downfully to tho carpet in the twinkling of the
lamb'a tail."

B Y Come, stop thn.l’.r.'" exclaimed the doctor, laughing.
You must not fight in my consulting-room, Hurree Singh."”
The nabob ceased his attack at once, much to Levison's

relzet‘. Hurrea Singh turned to the doctor with & deep bow.

“I humbly beg to apologise to the honoured medicated
sahib for the tholfht!msnma of the forgetfulness,” he said.
“I have profaned his estecomed consulting-room with the
rudensss of the fsticuffs.”

“* Never mund !™

S But I assure the honourable doctorful sahib that ne
i:il.:tre:g-[mﬂt was intended or conveyed, and 1 kiss his hands.”

‘No, you don’t!” said Dr. Mackenzie. * Now, my lads,
thera iz nothing whatever the matter with you that will nok
spon pass off—""

:: Ow!" groaned Billy Bunter.

So gﬂu may as well rcturn to school. T should advise
you to be & little more careful—ha, ha l—in the eelection of
materials the next time you maoke a custard.”

It was that ass Inky!”

“The Igcodmaa of the intention is & balance to the unfor-
tunatafulness of the unplossant result. "

£ Gmd-bﬁe. bp}’El "

' Good-bye, sir!" .

Thé juniars, relieved in their minds, and somewhat
relisved in their bodies, for the pains were growing less
keen, climbed into the trap, and drove off to Croyiriara.
Only Levison was sulkily silent. The idea was still in his
mind that he had beon the victim of an intentional trick,
and it was evidently useless to attempt to argne him out

of it. And no ono felt inclined to take the trouble of
doing so.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Strande Arrival,
‘4o EAR me! Whutover is the matter hera?

D t wos Dr. Locke, the august Head of Creoyiriars,
who spoke. He was standing outside the great gates
of Greyfriars, and with him were reveral of the

college masters, and a horde of returning boys.

The June evening was Eetbl'ng in, and the delaved school
had at last appeared before the gates of Creviriars. But
though Mr. Quelch had been ringing the bell for a good
five minutes, the gates were not opened.

“This is really remarkable!” said the Head. * Where
can Gosling possibly be? I wirad to him after the breal-
dm;m not to expeet me till this evening.**

* Probably he looked for us later than this," Mr. Queleh
rﬂp;rarhnd. “and he may havz gone out.”

That would be against my positive orders. Thers iz no
one elso at all at Greyfriars, and he has no right to go out,”
said the Head, frowning. !

Mr. Quelch coughed slightly,

“He may have done so, however.
appear to hear the hell.”

Please ring once more, and as loudly as you can,' said
the puzzled Head. “I really do not understand this at all."

Mr. ?uelch rang again, lond and long. They could hear
the bell clanging away from the interior, but there was
neithor sound nor sight of the porter. Gosling was evidently
absent from his post.

Y Dear me! This iz very annoving!"

Bt was extremoly annoying. The Head felt that the posi-
tian was ridiculous, The boys of Greyfriars were crowded
outside the gate like sheep secking shelter, and already they
ware grinoang at the failure of the masters to obtain
ﬁntraﬂn?l. i

" Bha climb over the gate, sir?"’ asked Win
Sixth, the eaptain of Greyﬁ-iara. HEpmel-tny

Tlia dm:l:::;r shook hia head,

“I am afraid it would be dangerous, Wingate, For-
tunately I have a koy to the wiu:l:gl:. and mmggnt in that
way, and open the gates myself. I cannot imagine what

He certainly does not

“THE GREYFRIARS CHALLENGE Another Toigor xiox

has happened to Gosling. 1 shall speak to him wvery
sovarely.

The Heed folt in all his pockets, and at last produced a
key, and went along the ivy-clad wall to the little gate
usually usod by the masters during the term when the great
gates were closed. Ile opened the %‘.ﬁ_&nd went in.

" Ag I ma I'.I.EJ*- h,g ﬂ..bﬁ tp ﬁn-d I_lj].g', :j"ﬂl] I'.'IE.'EI. bﬂt_t‘ﬂ'r
all pome in thia way,” he said. **I really fear that Gosling
has taken advantage of this delay, Mr. Quelch, to leave the
sohool and go out on some business of his own."

Mr. Quﬂlgh amilad.

“ It looks like it, sir.” »

T shall speak to him very severely.

The grinming boys filed in -at the little gate, The quad-
rangle was growing very dusky, and the school, with not a
single window lighted, loomed up a black mass before them
over the dim elms. .

Dr. Locke waited till all the boys were in, and then
locked the gate again. Then he led the way towarda the
School House. .

“ There is certainly no one in the lodge," said Mr. Quelch ;
“I have lookad, !.{mling is absent. No one appears to
be in the house.™

“Thoe windows are all dark—"

“ There's a light in the kitchen-window,” said Dabney of
the U’pp-ar' Fourth. *I oan see it, sirl"

“H'm! Is tho light on?"

“WNo: it scems to be a red glow from the fire, sir™

The Head looked puszled.

** Gosling has no right to light a fire in the kitchen,”' he
apid * “ and it would be curiouws for him to be down there
without the light on. This must be leoked into. But first
we muat get into the house”

The Head opened the great deor with a Way and entored,
He switched on the electric Hght and looked round. DNot a
sound was to be heard in the great building.

“Will you look in the kitchen, Mr. Quelch, and ascer-
tain—""

“ Certainly eir!"

The master of the Remove went to the kitchen staim and
descended in the gloom. A ruddy glow came from the c;fmn
door of the kitchen, showing that the fire had not yet died
out. Mr, Queleh entered the kitchen. The room was in
darkness, save for the ruddy glow from the fire, which was
burning red, and vary low in ti& grate. The Romove master
stumbled over something on the floor and uttered an ex-
elamation. The Form master was na soward, but his heart
jumpad into his mouth. For he knew that it was a human

v he had stumbled over.

is ﬁh [i‘ﬂ‘

Waas 1t Gosling, dead or disabled by burglars? It was an
unpleasant theught. Mz Queleh shuddered and looked

uickly round. Then ho stooped and touched the face of
tho proatrote form.,

“ Wharrer marrer? Gror-r-rl”

Mr. Quelch gave a jump.

* Doar meal”’

The fallen form scrambled up, Gosling had been rudely
disturbed, and he had awakened in a semi-sober stata. He
scrambled up savagely and glared at the Forin master, whom
he did not recogiuse in the gloom.

The red glow from the fire foll full upon his black face,
with the white circles round the eyes. Mr, GQuolch gave him
one terrified look and fled.

“ Help, helpt™

“Wharrer marrer

“Help

The Remove master bounded up the kitchen etairs, ‘But
his ¢ry bad been heard, and Wingate came rushing down
to his nid. He mct Mr. Quelch half way on the stairs, and
crashed heavily into him.

“Oh! Help! Ow!”

The Form master rolled down the stairs, and Wingate
rolled with him. They sprawled ovor the linocleum at the
bottom, and, as they did a0, a shadowy figure whisked past
them and ran upstairs. It was Gosling, who was more
thI:- htil;ﬁ-d in his fuddled stato than Mr, Quelch could pos-
gibly be.

“Borry, sir!” gasped Wingate.
and ran down—""

"It wos an accident,' said Mr. Queleh, picking himself
up and rubbing his bones ruefully. * But—did you see that
terrible-looking nepro=——"

“"That what, sir?’

" A ferocious-looking negro who was in the kitchen. I
El‘ltfn}lilj.-'l fﬂ,i‘:r that he has murdered Gosling, and—-""

elp!

Tt was a shrill ery from the top of the stairs. Wingate
dashed up, and the Remove master followed moro slowly.

,They found the Head standing in the glare of the electric
light, as pale as death, leaning helplessly against the wall,

Lt

“I heard you calling,
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*What is the maiter, sir?”

Dr. Locke gasped for breath.

“A iearfuf—!mkin ruffian has just torn past me!” he
“He came

I;u.nte:i. A horrible-
ooking negro—""

“Tt was the one I saw !'" exclaimed Mr. Quelch, “* A most
terrible-locking ruffinn, with savage eyes—"

“His eyes were [earful. They were large, and eeemed
wide open, and to have white rims,” said the Head, shudder-
ing. *“ I fear something terrible has happened hero”

=1 was thinking that Gosling——"

“The poor fellow may have been attacked and murdered.”

“We'll scon capture this chap, whoever he is,”’ said Win-
gate determinedly, “I'll go after him, sir, with somc of
the Sixth—"

“ No, no, Wingate! The danger—" , .

“If he's o murdercus ruffian, sir, there’s more danger in
letting him go loose,” said Wingate, “I'll take n dogzen
Bix-Formers and hunt for him1!” 4

“That i3 true. Tale some weapons, then, Wingate—
pokers or ericket-stumps. I should never forgive myself if
you cagine to harm.”

*We'll ba eareful, sir.”

““ZBec that the younger boys are safe in a class-room, Mr.
Quelch,” said the Head, * You will select your companions,
Wingate. Some of the masters may take a part.”

The younger masters of Greyiriars were only too eager to

o s0. 50 were the Sixth, and the search-party was soon
formed. The Lower Forms would gladly have joined in the
hunt, but that was not permitted. The Remove, much to
their discontent, were marshalled into their Form-room and
detnined thero, and the same was done with the rest of the
Lower Forms.

The strange object ecen by the Head had escaped into
tho Close, and in the Close the scarch-party hunted for him.
Thore was a sudden well from Wingate, whoe was looking
under the elms. The others rushed towards him.

“Did yvou see him¥" exclaimed Elliott of the Sixth.

“¥es, he was dodging through the trees.”

“Which way did he goi™

* Towards tﬁa gates, I think, Come on!*

The searchera ran swiftly on.

“What was he like?" asked Mason.

“T1 ecaught only e plimpse—he waz a negro, with very
curious-looking oyes,’ said Wingate. " He was gone in a
gsecomd, though.”

* There he is!”’ shouted a Bixth-Former,

“"Where "

" He's just dodged into the porter’s lodge.”

" Come onl't eried Wingate. *' He's cornered now !’

There was o sound of a slamming door and & rattling
chain, Wingate ran up to the door of the porter’s lodge
and bumped up against it. DBut it did not budge.

" He's locked himself in!™

The searchers goathered breathless outside the porter's
lodge. The unknown desperade was not captured yet, but
it was som<thing to bave run him down and cornered him.
In the porter’s lodge, at least, he could do no damage. The
place was evidently otherwise unoccupied
" We've got him,” said Wingate, as ho gave up the useless
attack on the door. “ It's only a question of getting in und
collaring him now.™

“ Porhops we had betier send for the police—"

" Make us look asses, sir, not being able to doal with a
single man without help,” urged the captain of Greyfriars.

The Remove master hesitated,

" But how do you ‘[ijmpréﬂ,m gob at him, Wingate T’

“1 dare say he will give in now be knows he’s got no
¢hance, sir. Wa can get in at the window, otherwise.”

“He may be armed—""

"“Well, I have a poker—=""

*1 ﬁ&ﬂﬁﬂt allow—dear mel What is that?”

“That' was the clang of the great gates swinging open.
A pony and trap came in, the latter cfmﬂ'ded ‘r'-':igi'.l'l ?un?ms,
and there was a peneral exclamation of amazcrnent,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Mystery is Cleared Up.

H HARTOM I
w Mr. Queleh rapped out the name in utter pstonish-
maent as he recognised the youthful driver of the

trar.

Iarr WLa.rbml was equally astonished, He had not
guessed that the school had returned, of eourse, and, after
the visit to Dr. Mackenzic's, he had expected to find Grey-
friara as he had left it.

Instead of that, he found the School House blazing with
Ilg}ltﬁ from the class-room windows, and an excited crowd
of masters and SBixth-Form seniors gathered in front of the
porter’s lodge. He draw the pony to a halt, and the juniors
clambered ont of tho trap. Mr. Quelch camo towards them.

* How did you open gates, Wharton? Ilave you just

returned to school?

rom the kitchen stairs.

ruespay, oht Iitaghtt“ HILE#:HH?.J

HH“‘ P
T We came m the alternoon, eir,’ said Harry, touching
his cap respectfully. *“Glad to see you sgain after the

holiday, eir1” i _
“ Thank you, Wharton, but you will kindly explain your-
self. The Head and the rest of the school returning from

Victoria were stopped by a breakdown on the line——"

" (zoaling told us about it, sir.”

“ Then you have seen Cosling ¥

Harry Wharton loughed.

* Yes, gir.”

** Where 18 hei™ .

" He was asleep when we went out, sir.” :

“ Do you mean to eay that you have talen the liberty
of driving out in the doctor’s trap?’ axclaimed the Remove
master severely, *'I should hardly have expected this of
you, Wharten!”

arry coloured. ) .

**I should not have done so, sir, but it was necossary,
We wore all taken ill—"

*Taken illT” ejaculated the Form master.

“We were here without food, and Gesling could do
ipt!-ﬂng fnr’ ,us, 80 we conked soine grub for ourselvee-in the

ttchen———

** Ah, then it was you lighted the fire thera?” )

“We had to, sir; we were fearfully hungry! We didn’
mind roughing it, though,” said Harry, his face breaking
into a smile. ' 'We have had a jolly good time, sir, and we
liked it. Only wo ate something that disagreed with us, and
we thought we had ptomaine poizoning, and we had to go
to the deoctor's—"

“1 see. Thot wae careless of you, but I suppose, under
the circumstances, you cannot be blamed for foraging for
yourselves,”

*We have been here four hours or more, sie.”

“¥ou eould not be expected to go hungry all that timEI,“
aqrmd the Form master. “ Bul I do not understand—-"
‘ The hungerfulness was terrific, honoured sahib—""

* Ach!l It was notinga to te pain after]”

*Ciel! I zink—"

LN | til’,tk ¥

" Please allow me to speak,” eaid Mr. Quelch, " While
you were here, boys, did you see anything of a powerful and
ferocious-looking negro®”

Femovites stared.

“JEL negre, sicr!” ejaculated Harry Wherton, In amaze-
ment.

** ¥es, a black ruffian, whom I surprised in the kitchen on
my return, and who has now locked himself up 10 the porter’s

lodge,

l‘?:rry Wharton shook his head.

“He wasn't here when we wore here, sir. I can't under-
stand 1t. We locked the gates when we left, toco.

“ Inky was the only mgger here——" began Billy Bunter.
“ worthy chum, if you apply the niggerful similitudo
to me, I shall be compelled to castigate you soverely.”

“ There wasn’t anybody here but ourselves nntf Cloeling,
gir,” said Bob Cherry, " and this new fellow, Levison. e
saw nobody else ™

“ Have you been long absent at the dector'a™

" La:s than an hour, sir.”

Mr. Queleh looked puzzled.

* Then 1 cannot undlz,ratand it. When I entered the kitchen
i the dark I stumbled over a savage-looking negro, who has
now locked himself in Gosling’s lodge. am very much
afraid that something has happened to Gosling, as he did
not answer our ringing, and i1s not in his lodge. Where did
you sce him last?”

“ He was in the kitchen when we left, six, asleep.”

“ A strango Dla}m for ﬂmh;'g to zo to sleep in,"” said Mr.

neleh, in astonishment. * ¥You are surs of what you say,

‘harton ¥’

“Quite, sir,"” said Harry, who did not feel called upon to
mention that the school porter had been intoxicated. That
could be left for Mr. Qualch to find out for himeelf

“Then I am afraid more than ever that something has

happened to him, as the negro was in the kitchen. Has he
answered you, Wingatei”
Tho captain of Greyiriars was approachng, loking very

puzzled. He shook his head in reply to the Form master's
question.

“No, sir. I've called out to him to surrender, and he
doean’t answer; but I can hear ﬁd}l‘i‘mh{ld;' mumbling in
odge, and it sounds like Gosling’s voice.’

“Gosling! Can he be in there?”

“ It sounds like him, sir."

The amazed Form master hastened to the lodge again, and
knocked at the door. The boys followed him, Harry Wharton
snd hia chuma with the rest. i

“ Lasten to me,” called out Mr. Quelch, through the key-

hole. **¥ou cannot é}uﬁsibly egcape now, you ruffian, so I
advig? you to surrender.”

“THE GREYFRIARS CHALLENGE.” Ancter Teia ot xinrer wkacton snd his Ghurme, _ NEXT
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““Wot I says ia this *ore——*

It was & mumbling voice within, and Me. Quelch started.
The tones were unmistakably those of Gosling.

"“"(Zosling! Are vou thera?"
“Wot I says ie tiia ‘ore, that I won't be plagued by thom
}ETE-” It's my dooty to lcok after them in the habsence of the

ad.

* Ha has been drinking,"” murmured Mr. Quelch, aghast.
¥ What can this possibly mean? Are you sure the ncgro
really entered the lodge?™
7 éuitg. aure, sir,"’

e ing! Can you open the door?”

“ 1 shall not open the door. Wot I says ia this "ere, that a
porter's lodge is & Henglishman’s eastle, and I will not open
the door.™

Wingate grinned.

" It's pretty plain what he waz doing while he was waiting
for us to arrive, sir,” he said, in & low voioe. *F It ocurious
that we hear nothing of the negro. I am certain he 1s in
there. Buppose we try the window

“It's open,” sald Mason.

“Let me look in first,"” said the Remove master. He
strode to the window to look into the dusky ledge, and then
started back with a eory.

A black faece, with white ecireles round the eyes, loomed up
suddenly befora him, and the strange-looking eyes glared at
him, and there was a distinct odour of spirits on the evening
air.

Mr. Quelch started back.

“ Goodness gracionz!  Villain, surrender immediately, or
wou will be dealt with very seversly. You hear me?”

Bob Cherry_gave s roar that drowned the mumbling reply
of the man in the lodge.

“IHa, lmi ha 1**

Mr. Queleh turned upon him wrathfully.

“{herry! How dare you!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Chﬂrrﬂ"_""'”

“ Excusa me, sir!” pasped Bob, with the tears of mirth
running down his checks *'I really couldn’t help it sir!
Ha, ha, ha! Don’t youn ses, sir—can't you see who it 157"

“*Who it is! What do you mean, Chorry?”

“It's Gosling, sir.”

Mr. Quelch gave quite a jump.

i [;'D jng !l?‘

“Wot I says is this ’ere,” mumbled the sirange-looking
figure at the window. ‘' It's my dooty to lovk after them
bays in the habsence of the 'Ead. I looks after them when
they're m-gorging of themselves in the kitchen. It's my

&

GLANCE OVER THIS TFIRST.
Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two Clty E?RE’ are thrown

out of employment. Having ne prospeci® they decide to
make the detective business their profession, and assume
the name of ** Maxennis."

Grip, thelr dog, in a strange manner is instromental in
getting their first client—a drs. Brewer—who is continually
receiving threatening pleture postcards from a man evi-
dently awarc that his vietim iscoming intoa legacy. l.omax
visits Leigh, and pursuecs his investlgatlons among the
regular senders of picture posteards In the distriet, Dlean-
while, Dennis having strong suspicions of on¢ of Mrs,
Brewer™s lodgers—** Sleeplong’ McecbDonald, a pugilist—yisits
a Mr. Ahrams, a dealer in posteards and a man Knowu 1o
be friendly with McDonald. Dennis shows the dealer an in-
criminating cord that McDonald had dropped in the strect ;
and which Grip had brought to his master. On se¢ing the
card, Abrams at once shows alarm. ** Give mc that eard, or
you don’t leave thith room aliveI” the Jew cxtlaimed.
“Open that door!' replied Dennis.

“THE CREYFRIARS CHALLENGE.” A=otncr Toigotfiey

dooty. If anybody says I'm drunk, I repudiates the eug-
gestion with scorn!™ A

“ Hax, ha, ha!"" roared the Removites. 1

‘Mr. Quelch was utterly amazed. There was no doubting
that the vqice was the voice of Gosling, but the face—what
was that the face of? : : : ..

“ Q4 it was Gosling all the time,” said Wingate. Tha
ruffian has been drinking, and got his face covered with soot
somehow." ] ]

“ Degr ma!” gasped Mr, Quelch. “Did you know Gosling
¥was in this—this state, Wharton?"’ _

“Vas, sir,” said Harry Wharton demurely. “ 1 remember
noticing that he had some szoot on his face before we left
him in the kitchen."”

““ The sootfulness was terrifie, and the worthy Cherry had
—— Pray do not tread on my foot, Cherry, as the hurtiul-

ness in my toes i3 great.”” i ]
T think I understand,” said Mr. Quelch, his face involun-
tarily breaking into a smile. * You nll deserve to be caned,

but 1f the trick was plaved through s natural disgust for the
gtate of that rascally feliow, I ean hold you excused. Ferhaps
it will be a lesson to him, if Dr. Locke allows him to remain
at Giroyiriars. You may go in, boys. I will explain matiers
to the Head.™

Gosling leaned out of the window and addressed the crowd
az they turned awey. His nunconsciousness of the appearance
cf his face added to the absurdity of the scene. e wapgged
his head solemnly nt Mr. Quelch. 1 ]

“ Wot I says is this "ere,” he remarked, with Ere::t gravity
“It's my dooty to look after the boys in the habsence of the
‘Ead. When the 'Ead comes back I shall tell him that I
have been scandalously treated. This blessed lodge 1
a-turning round and round, and I shall insist upon having it
fixed in a proper and comfortable manner, suitable for &
gentleman to live in. If any man present says that I'm in-
toxicated, I hurle back the insinivation with scorn. Wot 1
says iz this 'erg——"" ’ .

ut the rest of the valuable remarks of Gosling were lost.
A little later, the Remove ware in their dormitory, and the
chums, completely recovered by that time from the internal
twinges, related their experiences to their interested and
envious Form-fellows, and long after lights were out the
Remove ware listening to the story of how Harry Wharton
and hiz chums had been * Houghing It."”

THE EXD

Another long, compiete tale of Harry Wharton
ﬂ::'ld' Co. next woek, entitied * The Greyfriars’ Chal-
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Frank Dennis in Danger!

Brealliing heavily, the pair stood still eyeing each other
fizxedly. Bub there was a certain, if subtle, distinction
between the bearing of each. Dennis was composed and
confident; the Jew controlling hia inward fury only by a
severe effort, and with something of that [ercecity whi{'ﬂ i3
born of fear.

“Are you going to open that door?” demanded Dennis.

“Nob until you have given me that pothteard,” the
Hebrew apswoered firmly.

“Yery well, then; I shall open it myself,”

Dennis believed in taking the initiative—in beoing the
first to act. Alrendy detoctive work was having an
influence upon his character; it was giving to him a de.
cision and s guickness of action he had proviously lacked.
Ha was developing.

“T will give you five poundth for it."

Abrams knew his physical disadvantages and the pro-
babilily of coming off second best in the event of an appeal
to force. But have that card he must.

NEXT
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“ Not for fifty ! Dernniz replied. * Stand aside ™

One thought Abr:ms gave to the vanished prize-fighter,
With him to aid the recovery of that ineriminating post-
cord would be assured; and then he hurled himseli upen
Frank Dennis, who had made an advance towards the door.
Ha leaped upon the young man like a cat, snarling and
spluttering, and, twining his legs around him, sought to
throw him to the floor. But fierce as was his onslaught, he
was ng match for the athletic West-countryman.

Neither heard a sudden noise behind Dennis. : :

Throwing his arms around Abrams’ beody, Dennis, with
¢ big effort, wrenched him away. It was no time for gentla
handling, and, lifiting him high in the air, the detective
flung hiz cpponent violently from him with & vigorous twist
from the chest, that & more experienced wrestler than the
Jew would have found it difficult to counter.

As ho did o, Frank felt a sudden fierce shock on the
back of hiz neck, as if o flash of lightning had struck him;
a thousand bright, fair points of light danced before his
suddenly darkemed eyes, and he was hurled forward, his
outstretched hands coming inte contaet with the opposite
;l.'u.ll alone saving him from going down headlong on his
nea, i

He straightened himself and swung round almost with a

-gimultaneous movement, to find himself facing the truculent
face and savagely exultant eyes of Sleeping McDonald. |

Tha open door of a large cupboard behind the prize-
fighter was evidence whence he had appeared.

& i - ™ = L]

The senior partner of ' Muxennis” made his way to the
house of Mrs. Brower with the intention of having an
interesting conversation with their client. There were a go
many things Bob Lomax wanted to know befors he un-
rezervedly accepted the theory which he and Frank Dennis
had recently assumed. That, however, it could net be so
very wide of the mark he firmly belicved. )

The discovery of the schoolboy—Dick Martin—at Leigh as
the sender of the posteards—or some of them-—on which he
had prided himself, was actually of very slight importanece,
though undoubtedly search in this direction had been the in-
direct means of throwing light upon the conspiracy of which

his partner had an inspiration. The schoolboy’s missives had
been no more than a pisce of ﬂuven;fa mischief, but ihe
attempt of Bolly Abrams, with tho prizefighter as the cats-
paw to pull the chestnuts out of the fire for the benefit of
his Hebrew backer, was a very serious matter,

Lomax intended to find out whether Mr. Abrams was
known to his client. He believed it must be s0, for he did
not eredit Alexander MceDonald with the concoction of the
nefarious scheme. It scemed to him incredible that the

rofessional pugilist should have planned to extort money
rom his landlady simply from becoming aware of the con-
tinual sending of Dick Martin’s cards, He wasn’t clever
enough, Bob decided. And that the fortuitous mention of
the fact of their receipt by McDonald to Abrams had led
to the conspiracy, Bob also was unwilling to believe,

But when he reached Mrs. Brewer's house he was f[aced
with & disappointment. A slovenly-locking girl opened the
door and informed him Mrs. Brewer wasn’t at home,
that she was unaware when she would be, and that
she didn't know where she had gone. All this was com-
municated to Lomax in one breath, and the dirty, untidy
girl made to closa the door. But Dob detained her, Was
Mr. McDoneald inf?

No, he wasn't; he'd gone out.

Had any more postca arrived for Mras. Brewer?

When Bob asked this question, a scared expression came
into the girl’s eyes, and, without answering, she sgain tried
1o shut the door, but Bob's foot was in the-way.

“Don’t be afruid, my good girl,” he eaid pleasantly,
“T'm acting for your mistress, you understand, and I par-
ticularly wanted to sce her.”” :

* Well, you can’t ; she’s out, I tell yer!” the girl answered,
in a eulky voice, regarding Bob suspiciously. :

“Then I'll leave her o note asking her fo call at my
office,”’ Lomax said. " Please don'’t forget to give it to
hap.”

The girl waited while Lomax wrote a short note on &
slip tern from his pocket-book, nodding her head ns ehe
took the note, and Bob repcated his caution.

“ ¥You're sure there have been no postcards recently,” he
#aid carelessly, as he prepared to leave.

‘* Mo, there ain't!” And the door was banged in his face,

The recolleetion of his partner’s visit to Mra. Biddlecombe
occurred to Bob before he was half-way out of the street,
and he turned back to interview that voloble lady.

Mrs. Biddlecombe was at home:; she didn’t know Bob
Lomax from Adam, but notwithstanding, she was pleased
to give him a good deal of her valuable time, wherein ehe
varied her relation of all the gﬁsslif of the neighbourhood,
and everything concerning Mrs. Brewer that occurred to
her mind, with artful questions and remarks for the purpose
of finding out who was her caller, and what was his business
with her friend and neighbour.
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Bob left after half an hour, and he turned his steps in the
dircction of Gracechurch Street. Ie meant to go to No.
142, Houndsditch. .

He was rather disturbed in his mind as a result of his
conversation with Mrs. Biddlecombe, Mrs. Brewer, eo the
good lady informed him, had left her house ths morning
of the previous day and hadn't been scen since. DMrs. Bid.
diecombe was sure she hadn’t come home—leastways, sho
had called eight times to know if her neighbour had re-
turned, and, on each occasion the girl who looked after ihe

house—Lomax’s Jate adversary—had answered in the
negative. : .
Mrs. Biddlecomhe was much upset about it. The girl—

she was a bad lat she was sure; really rude and offensive,
and Mrs, Brewer should be told of her conduct when she
returned, if she ever did return—poor thing!—seeing that
it was her neighbours’ belief the Anarchists who wanted her
money had got hold of her and done her to death—didn't
know where her mistress was; ab least, she said she didn't;
but what was most peculiar was the fact that Mrs. Brewer
hadn’t communicated her intention of going away—if she
had one—to her dear friend. it

Mrs. Biddlecombe, arguing from this, and consideting tI'I.-B
intimacy between them, believed that her neighbour hadn't
intended leaving home for long: 8he had gone out as she
useally Jdid every morning, had talked with her friend on
the doorstep for several minutes, saying nothing about
leaving home, and had never refurned. To the quick-
tongued lady in the house adjoining, if was painfully
evident Mrs. Brewer had come to some terrible harm; and
what should it be but the threatened vengeance of tho
Anarchists who had been responsible for-those terrible post-
cards?

0f these Iast, by the way, none had been received by Mra.
Brewer for some time; at least, not since that day when
tha nice young gentleman with the dog had called upon ber
and nsked so many guestions abont Mre, Brewer. Perhapé,
no one ever knew, and such queer pcople went about now-
adavs, perhaps that young man himself was one of the
bloodthirsty Anarchists

Anarchists! FPoor Dennial

The salient fact wos that Mrs. Brewer had been away
from home for thirty-six hours, and no ons knew where she
was, Also, it was to be presumed, she had not any previous
intention of going away.

Lomax was quick to make up his mind. He would go
to 142, Houndsditch; if he were lucky he might get there
before his chum had left, and between them—Lomax meant
to go to any length to ascertain this, using all real and
imaginary powers he possessed—force from the clever
pictura posteard maker a declaration of his acquainianco
with Mrs. Brewer, and the plot of which she was the
vietim. The sudden diseppearance of his client would be a
etrong card in his hand.

With Grip trotting cbediently at his heels, Lomax walked
at top pace. It did not take him very long to reach
Houndsditch, and soon he was nesring the number .be re-
quired. The street was curiously deserted of people; in
fact the only person Bob saw near the Jew’'s ehop was a
dirty, disreputable, ill-fed and worse-clothed lad about
twenty yvears of age, who was loafing about the deorway of
n pubiic-house a few yards away. Furtively, curiously, this
individual watched Lomax as stopped outside No. 142
and knocled. )

There was no reply to the knocking, although it wae
repeatad again end again, and Bob, placing hiz ear against
the door, listened intently. From the deserted appearance
of the dwelling, he began-to think it to be unoccupied,

But it wasn’t, if the muffled, dull sounds he heard
indicated anything. It seemed as if someone away at the
back of the shop was moving furniture about in & clumey
fashion. Once or twice Lomax thought he detected a
sharper noise, like the shouting of & human voice.

He knocked again; there was no snswer, and, as he stood
undecided, ha feit n touch on his thoulder. Facing round,
he looked into the eyes of the young man who had been
standing at the public-house entrance.

“ Wanter git in therel”

The words were spoken eagerly; the lad’s face was
flushed, and he scemed to be labouring under some sudden
excitement, ‘Lomax looked at him with eyes full of surprise.
" Wanter git in there?” the lad repeated. * That's 3olly
Abrams's show,” he added.

“Yes, I know,"” Lomax asnswered vaguely. * But—"

“e's there”

“Is het"

“Yus; and there’s a gentleman with him,”

Lomax was hardly conscious of what his tongue was
saying ; & sound had come to him through the deor—for his
£ars were strained to the utmost point of hearing—nos if on

“THE GREYFRIARS GHALLENGE.” Amother Taigof Hurey wharsen and kia Chiums, . NEXT
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exceedingly heavy article of furniture had been shifted. A

suddenr thought came to him, disagrecable and atﬂrtling.

I want to get in, and no one answers my knocking,” he

Méf]ljll;.;rr%ﬁ{ﬂy, and swiltly faced the white-faced lad again.
] Il;l"-l:! 1¥

“Ne, no; I'm not the police. Confound youl”

A shade of disappointment came into the face of the lad,
who was none other then Punch, with whom Frank Dennis
was already acguainied.

“ How can we get ini"" Lomax <Jdemanded sharply.

*“We can do it from the back, guv'nor; I'll show ver the
way, ' was the unexpected answer,

Without o moment's hesitation, Punch dived into an alloy-
like way beside the ﬁuhlic-hnum cntrance, and Lomazx
following, they found themselves in a narrow yard, where
& man was washing bottles,

“Callin’ on Solly Abrams, an' his front door's locked,”
called out Punch to this worthy, who seemed to recogniss
the lad, nodded, and went on with his occupation.

The yard was long though narrow, .paved with broken
and sunken HAagstones, and littered with tha most hetero-
geneous collection of lumber possible to imagine. Coster-
mungers barrows, sound and broken, lay _algaut together
with piles of packing-cases, and boxes, crates, scrap-iron, and
paper galore. Straw lay about in profusion; while in places
the cases and boxes were piled higher than & tall man’s
head, thus forming barrieades which prevented one from
seeing into the windows of the several houses backing on to
the yard. In justice to these, however, it may be said that
such barricadea were quite superfluous, since those windows
which wero not shuttered were so thick with the dust and
dirt accumulated through many years of peglect that the
glass had become porfectly opaque.

Punch dodged round the piles of rubbish, and made for
B .door beside a closely shuttered window,

e This way, guv'nor!” he eried, in Wwhispered ezcitement.
This is Abrams' back door. Wot'll yer do? DBust it
opaen 7

“ Yes, yes!"” answered Lomax.

Though his fears may have been based on & very falea
nssumption, or rather suspicion—no less than that Solomeon
Abrams was in some way or other responsible for the dis-
sppearance of Mrs. Brewer—Lomax felt within him & moral
certainty that hiz c¢hum wand partner was somewhere in
the dwelling of the Jew, and that he was in dagger. It
was absurd, of course, unmeasonable; for what harm, even
if he actually intended if, and that was mers supposition,
ecald o wretched whippersnapper, such as the Hebrew,
do to an athlatic, powerful fellow like Frank Dennis? And
yet—the sounds he had heard! What could they mean?

Lomax didn't stop to reason; for once in his life, as will
even the most level-headed and matter-of-fact individuals,
he acted upom a sudden impulse. He ran at the door, at
which his companion was already vainly pushing and ham-
mering, and added all his own sturdy weight and strength
to the attack. Behind them the terrier was leaping and
growling in a state of wild excitement,

The door stond, in spite of the violent blows dealt it; but
though the clamour must

was [ast, but on the other side Lomax heard the sound of
voices, and he recognised that of the Jow postcard printer.

* Downed at latht, by Motheth! Don’t let him up again!”

With a drive of his heel Lomax smashed down the door
and burst into the room. One glance was sufficient for him
to take in - the state of things, and without the elightest
hesitation he acted. He had a pair of knuckle-dusters in his
pocket, and these he had slipped on hiz hands immediately
upon breaking into the house. It would go ill with either
of the two men who leaped up to face him if his fist came
into contact with their heads, for the ¥orkshireman's blood
was up, and he had no mind te spare his opponenta, or to
hit lightly.

Never was a room In & more terrible state of disorder;
the table was overturned, as well as several chairs, and the
floor was strewn with debris of all descriptions. Frank
Deonnis had neot gone. under without making a fight of it.

But he had gone under. When Lomax entered—and
afterwards the Yorkshireman recalled that he had felt no
surprise whalever in finding his chum where he did, or that
Solly Abrams nnd Bleeping McDoneld were the men he had
to face—Dennis was lying on the floor at full length, half-
stunned, his knuckles torn and bleeding, nnd his faoce
smothered in blpod. At his head, his face turned towards
his victim'as feet, his knees firmly planted on the biceps
muscles of his outstretched arma, was Sandy MeDonald,
his clothing ftorn and dishevelled, and his face looking con-
siderably the worse for wear. Beside the prone man knelt
Abrams, glaring through hie one sesing eye at the varicus
objects which his busy, shaking fingers were dragging out
of Dennis’s pockets.

Lomax's interruption, with Punch and the growling terrier
at his heels, created a sensation; it tﬂ-nk_bl:rtﬁ the scoundrels
fairly by eurprise. The clamour of their own fighting had
deadened the sounds of the new-comer’s forcible entry into
the house, and not until the door of the room was driven
in, were they aware of the intervention at hand.

With a fierce oath, McDonald ]eagud to his feet; he had
recognised Lomax, and the thin-faced lad behind was known
to him. There was no need to ask their intentions, and he
met them like an angry bull.

There was no stopping Robert Lomax’s fierce onslanght;
he drove straight at McDonald, and his right hand shot
out with terrific force as he came within striking distance.
The pugilist threw up his right arm mechanically to guard
the blow, and at the same time countered with his left hand.
But his guard was feeble compared with the blow it met;
it robbed the stroke of somowhat of its foree, but that was
all. Lomax's clenched fist, with ita four rings of hard steel
around the fingers—the T-piece to which the rings were
joined pressing into the palm of his hand, caught him fairly
on the cheek, and he was hurled back as if he had been
suddenly shot. Four distinet gashea were left on his face,
the imprint of the knuckle-duster, and McDonald uttered a
yall of pain. ) ]

It was drowned by one even yet more ehrill. Grip had
geized Solomon Abrams by the scat of his trousers.

have been audible to those
within, no one appearcd—
and for good reason, Those
within were too thoroughly
oceupied with their own
congerns to be able to pay

Punch, on secing  tn.h
both the Jew and the prize-
fightor were boing  well

taken ecara of, turned his
abtention to Frank Dennis.

While McDonald, his back
against the wall, was de-

7ot NextWoek

attention to any disturbanco fending himself as well as
w;thuut. Frank Dennis was The Edltor, * MAGNET " Library, 2, Car- he could apgainst Lomax's
giving his companions all L metite Honse, Carmefite Street, London, steol-ringed fisks, and
they wanted, and & bit over - T will be glad to hear from you, Abrams was hopping about
for luck. PR Y | ' the room, sereaming and

And then TLomax lost i teying frantically to rid

pationce. Looking round the
yard, he caught sight of a
piclaxe ; snatching it up,
he assaulfed the door with
mighty strokes. It gave at
last; the lock had gone, and
it was held by top and
bottorn  bolts. Having
emashed 10 the panels,
Lomax was able to put in
his arm and draw the to
bolt. The bottom one halg
for but a littla after that, and
Grip tn sdvance, Lomax
ond his companion rushed
into  a scullery, through
what had been a big kit

chen, but waz now occupied

ing cricket.
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himseli of hizs four-footed
assailant, who hung on with
a tenacity that savoured of
the bulldog breed and left
one in doubt of the porfect
purity of his pedigree, he
raized Frank into a sittin
position, wiped the bloo
from hiz face, and mada
use of more than one of
those secret artifices which
cunning ringside seconds
employ to reawanken life and
animation in their wounded
chargee and nullify  the
effeets of unconsciousness.
producing blews.
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