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A Splendid Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Goal !

thore, Dillyi'”

Bob Cherry had just
run into No. 1 Study for his
foothall. Billy Bunter was
the ' only occupant of the §
study, and he was sitting ai §
the table, with his speetacles

lued to a paper spread out
thara before aim, evidently g
deeply engrossed in its con. |
tents. Az Bob Cherry ran in,
Dunter jumped uwp,  and
hastily thrust the paper out of

" ALLO, halle, halle!
H What have you pgot

e

sight under his jucket—a pro-
eeading  which Bob wiewrd
with considerable astonish-
ment.

# J—er—did
Chorry?"

speal,
1siily

- Fou
stammered

DBunter.
“"Yes, ass! I asked you
what you had got there?"
“CII{, il you?'™
“Wes, I did,” said Beb Cherry.
u hiding under yvour jacket ¥
Bunter turned red. s
“Well, you sea, 1 wasn't exactly hiding it,"”" he said; "1

“What 15 17 What are

was just putting it away. It's all right, Cherry. What
have you come in for? It's not tea-time yet”
“1 know it isn't. I've come in for my feotball” Bob

Cherey looked suspicicusly at the fat juonior. * What's the
little pame 7"

“The—er—little gome ' stammered Bille.

“Yes. You were reading something, and you popped it
out of sieght the moment I eame in. suppose o Tiob
Cherry's face grew extremely severe —''[ suppose if's one
gf those cheap American novels about Deadwood Bill, the
Broncho Buator—"

o, it sn'f, Cherry; it isn't really. You know I wouldn't
resd thot stuff.”

“You would when my fatherly ere isn’t on von,” zaid Dob
Cherry. " What have you goz I‘i'rv&rr', then, you young Owl "
“If you don’t mind, Cherry, T-T'd rather not show vou.”

“Why nof "'

“Well, you see—vou see—I expect to make a great deal
over this sehome, and I don’t want to Iot the whols sehool
into it. But I say, T'll tell you what I'll do,” went on

Na. 34.

Iilly Bunter eagerly. *“I'll
/?’1 {? let you into the scheme on
“ equal shares for an entrance
— fee of five bhob.”
; E f Bob Cherry laughed.
s - “ What's the scheme, you
. ' young ass?™*
a1 J i Th%[']], FOU SOp-—

* Hallo, there 1 came
Harry Wharton's volce along
the passage. °° Arc you ever
coming out with that ball,
Bob Chorey?"

“I'm ecoming!” ecalled ook
8 Dol and be picked up hia
fonthall and turned to the
doar,
“I say, Cherry, if vou'd
like to come into the scheme
on thoso terms——<"

“ Rats!"" said Bobh Cherry
cheerfully, and he quitted the
study, The chums of the
Hemove  were  walting  for
hitn o the stairs—Harry
Wharton, the captain of the

' Lower Fourth, Frank Nugent,
and Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, the Nabob of Bhamipur.

" Been having o pap !’ asked MNugent. )

“ The longfulness of the time has been terrific,”
the Nabob of Bhampur.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ It was that ass Dunter. He's got some scheme on for
making money, amd he wanted me to take a five-bob share
in it."

“ By Jove! I thought he's had zomething on latelv,” =aid
Harry Wharton, laoghing. “He has been looking
mysterious all day, and dropping hints of the foeds he i3
going to stand later on. What iz the scheme®”

“T don't know, That's a secret, at least, until the entranca
fee is paid over—and thet means for ever, as far as I'm
concerned,” said DBob Cherey. “ 1 haven't any tin to waste,
I don’t know what the scheme is, but if it leeps him off
the ventriloguism it will come as a boon and a blessing
1o No. 1 Stedy. I was gelting [od up with hiz ventriloguial
practice,”

The chums of the Remove went out together into the Close.
Afternoon school was over, and in the fine, keen October

weather most of the Greyiriars fellows had turned out upon
the football field.

Bob Cherry dropped the football and punted it along

L
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paroes the Close. A fab junior, with a good-humoured,
Leutonic ff‘u‘:e, waz coming from the dircction of the Cloisters,
and Heb Cherry grinned as he saw hin.

“ Hallo, hallo, hatlo! There's Hoffmann ™ he excelaimed.

By Jove, so 1t 13! I wonder what lic wanis here " zaid
Haurry Wharton.

1 dom't know what he wants,” grinned Bob Cherry;
“Lut I know what he's going {o get”

“Whatl's that ¥

-IEA g'&ﬂk.‘lj

And Bob Cherry dribbled the ball towards the German
jumor.  The cliums of the Remove followed him, laughing.

Fritz Hoffmann hod untit lately Leen a member of the
Greviviars IRemove, bul since the opening of Herr Bosen-
I'.‘Iﬂi.i.llfﬁ Fﬂ‘]'&i"“ ﬂ"-_ﬂ-:ll.]:";."ll.'l}r I'II_'. IHHl i:“l"} # aver ih:] 'LVHF..I:
The new academy had Leen built ou Grevfriarz ground,
and waz separated from the old school on one side simply
bw the Cloisters, which were vaed by bath sehools in cominon.
Flerr Rosenblaum®s puapals, mostly sons of foreipners resident
in England, were on forus of rivitley with GrevEriars,

Fritz Hoffniann was coming towards the Famons Four, and
he stopped as they advanced towareds un.  Perhaps ha did
not wish to get too far from the Cloisters, in cuse a retreat
WAL NOCOSIATY,

“Ach!” bhe bogan, 1 tinks I speuks to you—=""

* Look oot in goal I’ roared Bob Cherry.

CEhimmel ! Vat!l Ow Y

Bob Chevry kicked the ball.

Right on Fritz Hoffmann’s chest the football plumped,
and the German junior was bowled over like a ninepin.

He =at up, and gazed about him with an expression of
such absolutely 1dintic bewilderment that the Romovites
burst into a roar.

“*Ach! I tinks tat I have been knock over, ain't it 7%

“Ha, ha, ha !

1 tinks tat te feetball knock me ofer pefore.”

“1Ia, ha, hal”

HoHmann staggered to his feet. MNugent was on the ball
by thiz time, and he licked it in apain, and Hoflmann
stopped it with his left ear. There was a roar,

Y Ach! Vat is tat after?™

“*Ia, ha, ha 1"

T tinks fat you kick tat feethball at me for te purposs
after, ain't it 7" roared Hoffmann, I tinks tat you vant
tat 1 lick you pefore.”

“On the ball, Inky."

I“Tlg_f: onfulness of the esteemed ball is terrific, my worthy
chum.’

The ball flow again from the foot of the nabeb, and
Hoffmenn stopped 1t with his right ear this time. He spun
round like a top.

“Ach! Tat peastly pounder! I tinks—"

“Harry! On the Ea?l. there! Kick, vou bounder !

Wharton laughed and stopned the ball, and zent it in
sgain. It biffed on Hoffewunn's broad shoulders, and ha
stagrered forward. None of the * biffs' _had been hard
enough to hurt--the chums took care of that--Lut Hoffmann
was prowing extremely confused and exeiied with the attack
from all quarters.

** Ach himmel " he roared.

“On the ball I

“ Play I.IE there !’

Biff ! The ball bumped on the German junior's ribs, and
he ran. He had come over to Greyfriars with a message of
defiance from the alicns of the rival school, but he decided
Bll of a sudden to depart with his messame undelivered,

“Ach!” he gasped. ““Himmel! I tiuks tat ¥ petter get
cut pefore, ain't it.” And he ran at top spoed.

“Play up there!” roared Bob Cherry,

begpars, pass!”
_ Wharton passed the bell to Bob, who let Hoffmann have
it again, and the German junior sat down as it bumped
npon bis knees behind, He was up again in o twinkling,
however, and running for the Cloisters.  Five or six foreign
facos were looking out from the Cloisters. Hoffmann =aw
his friends, and ran his hardest.

HTat ve goes out and helps him, ain't it?” exclaimed
Limburger, one of Hoffmann's chums, ** Come on, poys M

S Hold on!” exclaimed Adelphe Meunicr. ** Stay here
viz yourself, garcons. I zink zat ve collars zat feetball in
anozzer minute. Keep close viz youw.”

The foreign [;unmrs caught on to the idea 2t dnee.

The chase of Hoflinann was too exciting for the Fnmous
Four to have any eves for the Cloisters, and they did not
sec the ambush there. The aliens promptly crovched out
of sight. Hoffmann dashed on, and ran under the old stane
arch, and Boli Cherry, who lad the ball at his feet, sent
it after him with a whiz

“Goal " reared Bob Cherry,
upon Hoffmann’s back, " Goal !

“HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”

“1 tinks tat-—-"

“ Pasz, you

az the football plumped
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The chwms of the Remove ruzhed on to recover the ball.

There waz a yell from the o=k of the Cloisices,

“ AL gem

And Lhalf-a-dezen aliens rushed out and hurled themselves
upon the Greyiriars ehuos,

T, —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Allens do not Score,

e OO0 out 1" shouted Harry Wharton.

h But the warning came tco lale.

The alicns, with the surprize and the odds on their

side, farrly rushed the Greviriars juniors off their
feet, and they went sprawling, with the aliens sprawling
over thenn

* Bock it to zem ! roared Adolphe Meunier.

YL dem peast]y soeks ! roared Limburger.

" Ach! gazped Hoflwann, “Tat is gooi. I tinks tat [
collars te pall, sin’t it ¥

And Fritz Hoffmann kicked the hall on towards the
acndemy grounds, and the other alives followed bhin, laugh-
ing. The Greyfriars chums stageered {o their fect, looking
somewhat «azed and dusty,

Adolphe Meunicr turned to kiss his hand at them ere he
"r::.ET!II".ihD{!_ from the Cloisters into the prounds of the new
colleza,

"My hat!" exclaimed MNugent.
ball 1'*

“*The collarfulness is terrific.”

Harey Wharton burst into o Jaugh.

" It's tit for tat,” he cxelaimed.” T didn't see that there
were any of the rotters in the Cloisters.”

“ Netther did I,”' Bob Cherry remarked ruefully. T say,
we're not going to be done. We've got to pet that ball
bﬂ{nklil

“Four against [our dozen,’
the shoulders,

“Well, let's have a look, anyway.”

The chums of the Hemove hurried on afior the aliens.
The latter had passed the bronze gate in the high brick wall
which beunded the grounds of the academy. 'The gate was
wsually open, to give acress to the shady Cloisters, but
Meunier had shut it now, and fastencd it on the inside.
Through the bars of the gidte the aliens grinned gleefully
and trmm[:hantl}r at the Grerviriars juniors,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ laughed Adolphe” Meunier. “T zink sat
ve takes vat you Englecsh call ze cake, mes amis.”

; “ Ve have te pall, at all events,” grinned Fritz Holfmann,
;_'E‘;Tu_tkﬁﬁck te pell at me, but I have capture te pall pefore,
in't it.

“Zal is not correct, Hoffmann.
z¢ ball™

“Himmel! Vat you do? You
Meunier.”

* 1 zink zat—2*

I fink tat-—u02""

“Sherman ass!
apeak "1

“* French peastly pounder!
you, ain't it."

" Bherman rottair!”

" Fronch peog ™

Adolphe Meunier rushed at the German. Hoffmann,
nowisa disinclined to meet him, put up his fists. In a
moment they were at it hammer and tongs. It was the
Removites’ turn to grin as they looked through the gate.

“"Go it, Froggy '

“ Buck up, Hoffy I

The aliens gathered round the two combatants in great
excitement. There were about equal numbers of French
and German boys in Herr Rosenblawm's academy, and the
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gnicdd Harry, with a shrug of

It is T zat have capture

do mnozzing, Adolphe

Shut up viz yourself vhile Frenchman

I tinks tot you shuts up mit




rivaley befwesn them was very keen. There was always
8 Franco-German war poing on, and if it ever ceased it
wis when the aliens combined 1o some row with the
Britishers *“over the way ""—in Gra;rfri:us.

“Clhwt, T osay, we want our ball,” mauttered Bob Cherry.

¥ Look, thero it is. I wonder— —"

Hea paused. The football was lying where Hoffmann had
dropped it whon he faced the French junior in combat. It
had rolled a few yards [rom the counbatants, and no one
on the spat had eves for 16, They were all too keanly in-
teresled 1n the feht.

Havry Wharton glaneed at his chumas,

“What ure you thinking of, Bob?'"

I was thinking that one of us mizht nip over the gate
and get that hugf'l while they're slogging one ancther,”
grinned Bob Cherry. “ The gate's ensy enough to climb.
As a2 matter of fact, I've climbed it once already.” 2

“We shall be chipped to death by the other fellows if
we allow the aliens to keep cur [ooter,” Wugent remarked.

Y The chipfulness will be terrific.”

Iarry Wharfon nodded, ;

“It's & pood idea, Bob, only the chap who goes might

collared——""'

I risk that.”

Bol Cherry threw off hiz cap and grasped the bars of the

ate. It was easy for the active and athletic junior to draw
umszelf up to the top—-easy to swing over to the inner side.
The danger was that he might be collared by the aliens,

But as yet he was not seen. The combat between Meumer
and the German was growing terrific. The jumors wers
crowded round in a circle, locking on, and cheering the
combatants in a babel of French and German. Bob Cherry
dropped to the ground, and scudded to the spot where the
Lall !r;].f. In a twinkling it was in s hands

Then there wea a sudden vell from Limburesor,

" Look out! Te enemy ™

Nugent gave o gasp.

“Tooy've seen lum ! They'll collar him now !

Harry Wharton, with o set fage, climbed to the top of
tha gate, Bob Cherry's eves glinted a3 a dozen aliens rushed
upenn him, DMeunier and Holfmann were still fighting, but
thwe spectators fHad turned their attention to the bold
intruder.

The Removite droppoed the footor, and, as it rose, kicked
it. It was a splendid drop kick, as neat as any seen on a
Rugrer field, and if saved the ball, It flew over the heads
of tha aliens, over the gate, and dropped almost in Wugent's
hands. The ball was saved, but Bolb Cherey ?

“Collar to_peast " roared Limburger.

Boli Cherry dodged desperately, and a dozen hands slid
off him without a hold. He ran for the gale. Twice he
was seized and held —twige he broke away, and then his

tasp was on the gate. But then the aliens closed up in
oree, and hands gripped at him from all sides.

ollar te pounder !

" Xat you seize him !

“Ciel! I have ze peast!

“IHimmel ! T tinks tat T caich him."

Bol: Cherry elung to the gate with both hands. With a
desparate effort he tried to deag himself up.  Harry

Wharton leaned down and seized his hamd in o hard grip.

“ Mow, Bob ™

He pullod, and Bob Cherry shook himself loose for a
gacond.  Nugent and Hurree Singh were hitting through the
bars of the gate, and more than one alien nose and eye
came in for a powerful drive.

Hofimann and Meumer separated at last. They saw how
things were going, and they dashed forward to help in
making a prisoner of the Grevfriars junior.

“Hold him " shrieked Adolphe Meunier.
seize him."’

Y Coliar te peastly pounder,” gasped Hoff mann.

Wharton and Cherry made a simmlbtaneous effort. Bob
wns drageed up, and obtained a grip on the top of the

ate. Hoffmann clutched at him, and reecled baclk from

b Cherry's boot, which clumped heavily on his chin. One
n]':t:::re effort, and the gasping, breathless Hemovite was on
the ratbe,

Wharton helped him over, and he dropped exhausted on
the Greviriars side. Nugent picked him up.

* Bteady, Bob, old chap.'

“I—I'm winded ! panted Bob Cherry.
done them.™ :

“Come on!"' exclaimed Harzy Wharton. “They'll ba
through the gate in a second.'”

Meunier was alréady unfastening the gate,

With tna ball ander Nugent's arm, the Famous Four
sprinted thrcuﬁh the Cloisters towards the Close, and they
Eera a:iu out of reach before the aliens could crowd through

e gate.

The excited foreigners pursned them as far aa the end
of the Cloisters, bhut further than that they did not venture
to po, for a zeora of the Remove were raﬂ}ring to the spot
now, atfracted by the noige.

The Famous Four stopped, gasping for breath.

"HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”

“Zat you

“Nut we—we've
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““That was a narrow squeak,” said Bob Cherry, scarlet
with’}:ia exartions. ' But we've done the giddy aliens, any-
Wiy,

“LThe donefulness is terrific.”

1 say, what's the row !"” asked Bulsirede, of the Remove.

H“I:'.}h, they captured our ball; we've got it back, that's
fll.

“ Let's go for them, and wipe up the Cloisters with them.”

“ Good wheeze, Come onf .

And half the Remove rushed fowards the Clomsters, but
the aliens did net stop to faco the rush. They crowded
back into their own guarters, and the gate was shut and
fastened once more. The Removites rattled and shook if,
and velled all sorts of personalities between the hoars, but
the gate did not open. The aliens yelled buck, and, as they
were rather stronger in that line, they had the hest of the
war ¢f yells. The Removites retired at last, followed by a
screech of mockery from the aliens. . .

T tink tat ve {Iﬁ."-‘ﬂ lost tat pall,” said Fritz Hoffmann.
“7 tinks, too, tat is ta fault of tat French ass Meunier.”

T zink zat it is ze fault of zat Sherman peeg Hoffmann,”
spid Meunier.

“Is it tat you have not had enoff of te irashing pefore®”
demanded Hoffmann. ] .

I never have enoff of ze frashing zat you can give me,’
guid Meunier, *I zipk zat I vipes up ze ground viz you."

“WAch! French peast !

“ Bherman ¢ochon !

And in a moment more they were fighting apgain, -r:i:—ﬂerqd
on by a tangled jargon of German and French [rom their
compatriots.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter's New [dea.
o BAY, you fellows—"'
“Tog ready?’ asked Bob Cherry, slinging a dusty
foothall across the =tudy as he came inta Ne. 1.
“ Mo, Cherry, tea isn't ready. You see-——"

“Woa I zee that it's not resdy,” grunted Bob Cherry.
“ What do you raean, you young duller, Have you seoffed
all the tommy "' ] )

“Well, perhaps I've had a snack,’” said Billy Bunter,
“You see, I've been too busy to get tea, but I had to have
a snack, or my constitution would have suffered. You
fellows had hbetfer have tea in Hall this evening, ez I
haven't any time to eook, and, as a matter of fact, there
isu't anything o eoolk.”

“Nothing te cook ! Why, Wharton gave you twoe bob to
lay in the grub.”

“0Oh, yes, 1 know he did,” szaid Bunter, bBlinking at tha
chams through his big glasses. “ I know be did, Cherry,

1 | S

“Well, where is tho tommy-—'

“¥ou see, I've got a new scheme on—-"

“"Where 18 the tommy ¥

“I've got a new schems on for making money- ]

" Where is the tommy?"” roared Dob Cherry, seizing the
Ow] of the Remove by t]];ﬂ collar and shaking him. * Whare
15 it, you voung cormorant ?'

“T wish you wouldn't shake mae like that, Bob Cherry.

11

L

It disturbs my nerves ——

“Where 15 the tomny "'

“ And, besides, vou might make my plasses fall off, and
if they got broken I should expect you o pay for them.”

“* Are you going to answer me

“Ain't I answering you? As I said, I've got a now
scheme -’

“ Where 1s the tommy "’

“(h, the tommy ! There isn't any.”

““ Dndn't }'nuﬁnt it at the tuekshop "

“Yes," suid Billy Bunter, blinking, I got it at the tuck-
shap. Wharton Fave me fwo chillings to get some grub for
tan at the tucksnop, and I should not bhe likely fo spend
the money for anything else, I hope.”

“Well, where is tha rrub, then ?"

“You see, as I've got a scheme on for making money, I
thouiht I'd better get something that dido't require cooking,
23 1 should have no time to cook——"

“ Well, where is it? That's what 1 keep on asking you.”

Hﬁm I bought cold savsapes, ham saadwiches, and jam
roll.

Br Jove, that's all right, and I'm as hungry as a
hunter I said Ilob Cherry.

“The hungerfulness is terrific.”

“ And I had same bananas, too, for Inky—-

“Zood, my worthy chum."

I,}:‘:‘Lnd a couple of those little cakes that Wharton
LR —""
“ Well, where are they?"” said Harry, laughing.

NEXT TUESDAY.
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There was no sign of the provisions anywhere in the stu
lu'-El the fire wag out, the teble unlaid. : o

- Wall, you see, as they didn’t require eooking—>"
il the better, as we'rs in & hurry,” said Nugent.

Where are they ?"

:: I'm amc-amlﬁ sorry, but—hut—""

“M}r hat! The young villain has wolfed them I'*

I'm sincerely sorry—"'

:: He's scoffed the lot 1"

- “'iﬂgtrs:;, ti[l thugght Ei_%md bef,te:i have a snack to keep

] gth, and--ar ; i sk
bt ~-and'l suppose went on cating absent
:AmI travelled through the lot?"

I suppose I rmust have done s0," confessed Bunter, I
remember leaving Inky's bananas till the last, but they're
gone now. I get so hungry, you know, and I'm working
out w scheme for making money —-"

41;]::;1.:;1'? Wharton burst into a laugh.

g ‘-‘b’IeE: ailt trlgh]ti wa'll I]:at-n tex in Hall,” he said.
& not too late, as it r
satiofan 3 appens. But of all the young
) I ::!ﬂnt think you ought to call me names, Wharton,

when I'm working out & scheme for making us all rich.”

Era, ha, ha "

" Well, not exactly rich, but it will put money in our
pockets, if it works out all right, y's worth—
B ﬂl l:ilh'l&." right. Money or moncy’s worth

“If the hurryfulness is not immediate, we shall be late
for the teaful refreshment in the csteemed Hall.'

- E-:gt:htlrﬂu are, Inky: come gn !’

ut, L eay, you fellows——""
Bil

“:}:l'hi rats, Billy! We can't stop, or we shall lose our
"I wish you fellows didn't think such a th ndering lot
about your meals,” said Billy Bunter.  Blessed if you's
not always thinking of enlingj!r” s ested If you'ro
" Why, you young bounder, you've had v fhemi
oure, too, as a matter of fact.” : paEr el
“"I'm willing to take rou all into my schome, on
r 1 TS, an
entrance fee of five bob each,’” said Buntcr, following the
Famous Four out of the study. ‘- If vou dike to stump up

f;u shillings each, you come inte the scheme on equal
rms.’

2 %‘i}ﬂr}? rotz 1"

" With my ability in guessing the answers, we ean't fail
to sooop it the whole show.' : ) "

GGuessing the whati”

: he answers—the names, you know,"
5 Is it & competition?

" Dear me, I've let it out now.
will keep it dark.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

. If you like to stand five bob each, I'll let you into the
whole thing,” said Bunter, following the Removites down
the staircase with his gensrous offers. ** 1 really doo't want
to keep it to l'llj'.'iﬂ‘.'“:, and, as a matter of facf, it requires
some capital, and I'm rather short of ready money at tha
present moment,  I've been disappeinted shout a postal-
arder, and—-"
But the chums of the Remaove had gone into the dining-

hall, Bulstrode was coming in from the Close, and Billy
Bunter hurried towards him,

1 say, Bulstrode——""

“Fﬂ-n'i bother !

“I've got a new scheme——""

" Buzz off I

“1If you like to stand me five bhobh——"’

“I'Il stand you a thick car if you bother me!™
. And Bulstrode walked on,  Billy Bunter blinked after him
:ndugnﬂnt]y- Levizon came in, and Bunter, turning round,
ran inka him.

* Hallo, Skinner! I'm sincerely sorry——"

3 I:t sn’t Skinner,” said Levison, gripping the back of
Billy's collar and shaking him; “it's Levison. Why don’t
you leok where you're going®”

“I'm a little short-sighted—"

Xou Owl! You trod on my foot!”

i m sincerely sorry, Levison; but I'm glad I've mot you,
too. Would you like to know an casy way of making
monoy i ;
:‘Hu. I wouldn't!” said TLevieon; and he strode on.

‘My word ! murmured Billy Bunter. ** Faney a keen,
cute ciap hke Levison tarning up his nose at an caay woav
of making money! T ean't understand it. I say, Russell!
Btep a minuie, Russell, will you?”

"I'm not Russell, ass; I'm Hazeldene.™

o Il'lh= is it vou, Vascline? It was really you T wanted to
eec. D've pot o new scheme on for making money, but it
requires a little capital.”

azeldene grinned.

" Better wait till your postal-order comes, then, Bunty.”

“HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”

Of course, vou fellows

Anothor Behool Tale by
FRANK RICHAHDS.

“Waell, I've been disappointed about a postal-order,”’ said
Ei]l;r Bunter, “I'm expecting another on SBaturday, but I
don’t want fo wait till then to work the scheme, What I
mean i3, I want to start at once. I'm thinking of taling a
number of fellows into the scheme on equal shares at five
bob each.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's not a joke, IHazeldene.
Avae bob—-""

CTEY said Hazeldene, “ Jolly bag "3f, 1sn'f it F?

“Well, really, Vaseline, it's a good scheme—with my
ability in, Where are you going?”

“I'm T:rmg in to tea.”’

“But I haven't explained my scheme.”

“ Don’t troubls, Ihlly ; explain it to somebody else”

“0h, really, Vaseling—--""

Hazeldene laughed and walked away. Billy Bunter slowly
and discontentedly took his way up to Study No. 1. He
was oertain of cornering the chnums of the Remove there
when they came up after tea to do their preparation.

He drew a paper from his pocket, and began to con over
a set of pietures in it, and make pencil notes. He wae still
thus engaged when the doer of the study was thrown open,
and the four chums came in.

“1 zay, yvou fellows——"’

“Oh, don't!"" said Bob Cherry, imploringly. * We don't
want t¢ make our fortunes. We're not yearming to get rich
quick, We don’t want any shares in a new scheme, ¢ven &t
the low price of five bob, with a reduction for quantities,”

“Oh, really, Cherry

“Peace, my son! Can't you sce that your uncle is going
to do hiz prep.?”

"' ¥es; but this is really an important matter, you know,”
sard DBilly Bunter. " If I hadn’t been disappointed about
o postal-order, 1 shouldn’t let you into it at all. As it is, I
must have working capital.”

“To blow at the tuck-shop?"

“Certainly not. You see, I'm thinking of buying up a
lot of copies of the paper, and sonding 1n lots of anawers,
That's the schome,  With my splendid talents—""'

“Your what?"

“ My splendid talents for guessing the answers, T haven't
the slightest doubt of walking off with all the prizes——"

“The splendidfulness of the estesmed DBunter's rotten
talents 1s only equalled by the modesty of his conceitfulness,”
remarked the nabab. * If our worthy Bunterful ehum would
leave off talking, we could commencefully begin our honour-
able prep.”

““This 13 8 more important mattor than prep., Inky, I
thmig;ht- yvou fellows tock an interest in football,”

“Football! What has your scheme to do with football

“It's a football competition.™

“Oh, I ses," zaid Bob Cherry, showing some interest at
last. "I don’t mind if T have a Jook at if, then. No five-
bib shares, though.”

* Well, perhaps I'd better explain the thing, and you'll
seo it's s good schemne to go into,” said Billy Bunter thought-
fully. “With my ability A

“ Oh, never mind your ability! Where's the competition

“ You s, it's a competition to guess the names of famous
footbellers, from picturcs representing them,” explained
Billy Bunter. * With my abilify——01"

“Oh, I know! I've entered eompetitions of that kind,
and they're jolly good fun,” said Bob Cherry. . ° There's
one starting in a paper I take every week, and I was think-
ing of going in for it. What's your paper”

“The 'Gem. "™

“Phe whati™

“The "'Gem.”"

“Why, that's my paper, too!” said Bob Cherry indig-
pantly.  “ That's the competition I was thinking of going
in for, only I haven't seen this weck’s number yet wilﬁ the
pictures 't

*Oh, really, Cherry—-

“ And is that your new echeme—to go in for the football
coympetifion n the * Gem ™ ¥

+ Yﬂu sceu_l‘l‘

“Yes, T see o howling duffer.”

“It's a ripping Wdea. If you fellows =tand five bob each,
I shall be able to buy up a heap of copies of the paper,
How many peanny papers c¢an you get for a sovercign,
Nugent?"

* Blessed if T know ™

If you like to stump up

1

Wait a ominute; T'H werk 1t out on paper.  Twenty
tines twelve are kit
“ Don't trouble,” =aid Bob Cherry, grinning. ‘' ¥ou're

not likely to have the sovercign.™
**Oh, yes, if you four fellows subscribe five bob each.”
" Yo, tf we do; but we sha'n’t.”

“You're wasting a good chance. With cupital to get a
large number of the papers, so ae to send in lots of answers,

NEXT TUESDAY.



and with my splendid ability at guessing the right answers,
thare's not the slightest reason wlhy wo shouldr’t scoop in
the whale of the prizes.”

Y Well, we don't want to he greedr. von koow,” grinned
Bﬁh_ Cherry:; “and altheugh the eapital might be forth-
comting, l'm not s0 sure about the splendid ability.”

*Oh, vou ezn roly on me for—=""'

“For gaz—yes, haven™t had the "Cem ' this week yet,
and if you've got vour copy, Just hand it over and let’s have
a look at the picrures.”

“Oh, really, Chorry, unless——"

“Hand it over, old chap, and don't jaw,”

And Billy Bunter deew a well-thumbed copy of the corrent
number of the *Gem ' from under bis jecket, and handed
it over to Bob Cherry.

|

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Football Competition.

JB CHERRY opened the paper at the competition page,
B and spread out the sheet of pictures. Nugeht, Hurree
Singly, and Harry Wharton looked over
with great interest.
gotten,
“Ilerad they are,” remarked Boh Cherry.
guessed any of those, Bunter®”

“Oh, yea, I have guessed most of the frst zet,” zaid Billy
Bunter. “Thi:;.r're ﬁard enough, szome of them, but with
my ahhty—

“ Let's have a look,” said Nugent. " II'm! These picturas
represent the names of well-knewn footbaliers. That's a
Jolly good idea for & competition.”

12 shoulders
For the moment prep. was for

“Have yonu

“ First picture, 4 hand and the word 'ley.’ I see the
:]:Is;lr;ﬂr's filled in, Handloy. Second picturc—-— What's
a r?'

“A hod,” said Nugent.

- "Good! A picture of a hod, and a lot of capital lettere.
Blessod if I know what to make of it.””

“They're G's," said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, I know they're G's,” said Bob Cherry,
trouble 15, what do they mean.
Billy "

“Oh, yes, T guessad that at a glance.”

Y What's the answer?”

. Well, T don't see how I can give it away to you chaps,
l['_}'ﬂu ri’ gomng in for the competition, too."”

‘Don’t, then™
“0Oh, T don’t mind !’ said Bunter loftilv. * There are to
be a lot more seta of the pictares, and you'll never guess
them without my assistanco. I may as well tell you these
fow, {us['. o cncourago you.'

Y The ancouragefulness will he terrific.”

“Waell, that sccond picture represents Hodlettors.”

* Hodletters 1™

W

“Is that the name of a footballer?™

“OF course 16 15"

“Ib doesn’t sound like a real name to me,” said Bab
Cherry suspiciously, " and I've never heard of o footballer
of that name.”

* Moither have I, said Harry, laughing,

‘E'TII!?MQ you heard of a footballer named Hodletters,
iy ¥’ ; :

“Well, no; but there are a lot of footballers whose names
I haven't henrsd, of course.”

* No doubt; but why do you think that there's one named
Hodlettars "

“¥ou see what the editor suyve—oach of these picturcs
represents the name of o well-known footballer.  That

icture can't represent anything bat Hodletiers, and there-
ore there must be a footballer named Hodletters, It'a
impossible to doubt what the editor snys in plain print,*

*" ¥You shrieking ass!™
“(th, roally, Cherry 5
*“ Tho picture represents something else—say, Hodges ™
Y Hodgas ¥

“ Yoi.. Hod—see?™—and G's—Hodges.”

Billy Bunter shonk his head.

“I'd rather stick to my solution, Cherry.”’

* Hodletters 120"t the name of a human being, vou shriek.
ing clufer!”

It must Lo or it wouldn't be in the competition.”

Y Bat it sn't in the competifion!” shricked Bob Cherry,
“This pictures =o't Hodletters—it's Hodges™

*You cen stick to your opinien if vou like, Chervy, and
T'll stack tomine. We'll jolly well see who™s right when the
answers are published,”

“Oh, ring off, Billy, or youll ke the desth of me ! said
Nugent. ™ What's the next pictare?”

A B suid Bob Cherry. “The first’s & *B,"—lake

u know,™ '

“ And then there's a tube of paint,”

“HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”
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“ Beepaint. it doesn't gound like =

namme.’

“ I say, you feilowsz, you're all wrong!*

“And what's the answer, Billy¥"

Y It's Lettortube, of courae.

“It's what?®'

“ Lettertube. That's the name of a well-known footballer.
I've seen it in the papers, I beliove. Sea?"

“XNo, I don’t. 1 think you're an ass!”

“What de you think, Nugent:”

‘"Bame az Bob.™

* You ass, Billy !"” said Bob Cherry. *'It's Beo—Lake.”

“T've never heard of a footballer named Beelake.”

* A3zl B-lake—Blake.™

“0Oh, Blake! Is that the name of a {oothalleri™

“0Of course 1t i1s. I remember seeing a Blake Flu;r outaida-

leit for Stockton onee, when I was on a holiday in the
Neorkh.

“Well, 1t may be Blake,” said Billy Bunter. * But don't
Fou see, that's where the advantage of my scheme comes
in? It may be Blake, or it may be Lettertube——''

“ Hatz!"

“ Oh, let ma finish, Cherry! It may be Blake, or it may

be Lettertube, or perhaps it may be a lot of other things.
Now, if we work out my scheme, we can send in lots of

sets of the pietares, and every possible name can go in, Seo?
Ihen we're absclutely ecertuin of collaring the prizes.”’

* Unless we happen to overlook one name—-"'

“ Oh, with my ability—-—"

“More rats! What's the next?"

“The werd wod—"

“Wed? And that thing's a lock.”

“ That one'a plain enough,” sid Billy Bunter. * :
MacLuckie." ! 5 S Ny

“It's what?” shouted Bob Cherry.

** MacLuckie.™

Y MacLuckic's a footballer,” said Nugent. *I've heard
the name—in commection with Aston Villa, I think. Bus how
Billy makes it out——"'

“¥ou can do anything with s brain like mine,' said
Bunter modestly. *° That picture's MacLluckie. I saw it at
a glance. You see, the word wed means wed—"

“Go hon !

“ And the lock means lock-——"'

“Did you work that out in your head, Billy?™
“ Without tho aid of a net¥” psked Nupent,

“Oh, don't be funny! You see how it's worked out iute
MacLuckie now?"

“No, I'm blessed if I do.””

“Well, I must say you chaps are donse,’” s2aid Bille
Buuter, in dizsgust. “ Not much good your going in for a

football competition without me to help you guess the
answears, The word wod means wode——'

“You've told us that before.”

It means marrying—see? And the loek signifies that
when you're married, vou're married and done for—I mean,
fixeh. Do you sce now?  And that moakes you lucky. Bee?”

Mo, I don't guite sea yet "

' 0Oh, I say, you follows, you are dense!
a man’'z lucky to be married—at least, in stories.
lueky, Sea? Mape Luoekio ™

* Make MacLuckie,” said Bob Cherry seriously. ' Mae-
Make Luckie!™

“0Oh, really, Cherry! A fellow's lucky to Lo married.
Hupﬂuﬁn, for instance, that his wife's a good cook? Make
Lucky ="’

“ Make who lucky ™

“ Anybody ! velled ]';t':ll::r Bunter. " Don't you see? If a
thing makes vou Jugloy—""

* What thing?”
* Oh, dear, T believe you're only rotting.”
“But who's lacky®"

* MacLuckie.  See? Wedlock—to make lucksy.
Lucky—Mae Luckie. Seel”

“ Do you see, Nugent?”

“I'm afraid 1 doo’t, In the first place, I think Bunier
ml:_.{ht o unxn-]am whnm it 12 he means is Iuﬂkj'."

“I den't mean anybody——""
“Then you're talking out of your hat!"

NEXT TUESDAY.
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“Lieok here, vou fellows. that picture represonts Mae-
Luckie. T heiieve you're only rotting, and you know what
I mean all the time

“The knowlulness iz peeat?’ chuckled the nabob,  * Dut
the fatheadediubness of the esteemed solution iz terrific!™

* Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry,

“ Do you see it now, Cherper™

“I seo that vou're a howhng n:s, Bunts,
Wedlock, of course.”

“1 don't think anwything of the kind.”
U Well, let’s get on the next picture. Billy Bunter's solu-
tions will give me a pam if there's many more of them.
What's the next!”

* There'z a picture of a mill—-"

Y Yes, it's a coffesanil], vou feilowsg 1™

M We shouldn't Le likely to mistake it for a water-mill,
BIH{; And there's the syllable *er'—

“ ¥es, that's plain enough.”

" What do vou make 1t out to be, with vour splendid
ability? 1 think it's preity easy, myself.”

“Oh, it's plainer than the other; it's Milander, ™

H* Millander 7

“¥es, Mill~and—er. Spea?®

* ¥es, I wee, but is thore u footballer named Millander

“Of course there is! Doesn’t the editos sav that each
picture represents a-—-""'

*Axs ! Buppose it's Millerf™

“ALler! Fime! Well, it maight bo Miller. ™
D ihink it might”" said Bob Cherrs. “In fact, I think
it pretty certain. Now for the lazt of the bunch! I zay,
thig is getting interosting. ™ ’

“ There's a4 leg——?7°

"Ouiy tho knee. And a letter D7

“And a hany" said Billy Buuter. “That reminds me,
you fellows. Ars. Mimble has some lovely ham just now.
and if you'd like me to cut down to the school shop, and
et you some, I wouldn't mind in the least taking the
trouble,™

darc say you wouldn’t," =aid Bob Cherry: “but I
think we'll wait till your postal order comes, Meantime,
about this giddy picture——"7

“ T oean’t guite figure it out, vet,”" said Nucent,

A vou, aree?

“I don't think Pve quite got on to it.”"

“I can tell you, if vou hike, you follows,™

“Well, what ix i, Billye"

" Leggett, of course!”

“How do you make it out, then?"

“ Why, that's a leg, and ham iz a thing that you eat, you
Lhow-—Liegaett.™

“ Loggett ratz! Is Legeett the name of o footballer 7

“ It must be. The ediior saps—02?"

“And what about the letter D"

" Oh, that's rhoved in by mistake, T expect.”

“Aal T expect it isn’t. We shall have to give thut cne
np for o bit,. We're soing in for this, eh, vou claps!"

“*Yes, rather!” said Harey Wharton,

“ We stand as mueh chanee az anybody else, if we don’t
Iet Banter help us——-"

* (M, really, Cherrg !

* But we'd better get on with our prep. now, I'm think-
ing. or there will be ructions with the Quelch-bird in the
morning.”’

Aud for the time the muiessing was laid aside,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Allens in Ceouncil,

o FEIN friendz——17

“*Mez amiz 3

1 tmis tat I speaks if you be silent, Adolphe
Meunier."

“¥ zink zat I speak, Tritz Iloffinann.
alvays come before ze Sherman.’
“Te Frenchman get a tick ear if he not shut up

*1 zink zat vou get ze zick ear.”

* Nein, nein, shut up mit you!” exclaimed Limburger. “ Tt
15 enofl of fighting tat tere has been, ain’t it? 1 tink wve
meet to hold council of war™

“ Tut French peaszt interrapt me—-"

" Zat Sherman rotfair interrupt me—-"

“ Let zere be peace,” said Alphonse Lerouge. * Ve must
stand by one anozier to get level viz ze Greviriars parcons”

“ Zat iz correct.”

“ 1 tinks tat you vas right ain't it?"

“We leave our own guarrels tifl later,” sald Leroupe.
“Fat iz no mattzir. Ve have ze honour of ze academy to
uphold.™

* Goott"

“I zink zat I agree viz Hofmann zere "

* Let zere be peace,” sald Lerouge. *1 move rzat our

“HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”

The anzwer's

Z¢ Frenchman
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friend, Mewnter, males ze peaee iz owr friend Heaffmann,
and zat zoy embrace.””

It was & crowded meeiing in the Common-Room of the
Foreien Acadeniy,

The aliens were almost all there, and very execited.

They had had a chance of zcoring off the (rewfriars
fellows” that day, but the chance had pazsed, owing to the
untumely outbreak of the Franco-German War.

Now the meeting was being held, well atteruled by both
arties, for the purpose of laving plans to bring the Grey.
friars’ Juniors " off their perch,” and puat them in thor
plitze.

[t waz pretty clear that nothing ecould be effectod so long
as the aliens were ragging one another on ractal differences,
an:l ther had deleromed to pall iogether for the imiportand
parpuse of crustang Grexfeiars, But how long the ansity
would last was o difficult question to answer.

Lerouge's suggestion was greeted with cheers,

The excitable foreiguers were as ready o fight 2s to
make friends, and as ready to embrace as to fighf: in fact,
thoy were ready for anyihing that called fur o show of
emotion of smne sord. ,

“1 mave,” repeated Lervouge, encourazed by the en-
thnsiasm which his supgestion evolead, 1 meve zat our be-
lofed friend, Meunier, embrace our equally belofed friend,
Hoffmann, aod zat zere 15 peace and union,”

LE] L“;;mt_!'?

" Nrave !

"Vive Lerouge M

‘1 osecond rtat motion,” said Limburger.  * Tat our
belofed friend Holfmann cmbesce  our belafed  friemd
Meunier, and tat ve il be goot friends and allies, till ve
have knock dewn and crush 1 Greviriars preess.’’

UL oagree viz zal,” sawd Meunier, 1 zink zat I have 2
great respect [or I‘fll‘r:ITr:i;uru1j and alzo for Bhermany.™

“Mir all my hwart,” bewmed Hoffam:. 1 tnk tat I
lofa Meunier, and tat I have te preat admmiration for te
Fravee,”

“Zat I embrace you, my shum.™

“Tat I also mnbraces vou, mein friend.™

And they foethwith einbraced,

The aliens checred the vibrace ecstntieallv.  Hoffmann
hogeed Mounier, and Meunior Lissed Foffmann on Loth
clieeks, and the crowd clopped their hands jovfully,  The
Franco-German feud was healed seain—for o time!

“And new,” smd HoBmann, "I tinks tat ve puts om
heads togedder, ain’t it, and tinks out ie plan for to knock
down te Greviriare pounders,”

1 zink zat alse,’” eaid Leroupe,

“ Messiewrs,” began Maoeunier, with an important air, 1
zink zat I have zo plan.”

“EaE vou speaks him, zen”

“MNou, non! I have ze plan, but I zink zat mv friend
Hoflmmann have perhaps se betier van, and I vait for iy
belu{od Fritz to speak.’”

Frite Hoffmann shook his head,

“T stunds pack for my belofed Adolphe to spoak.’™

* MNon. non——"

T da, ja &

“ 1 insists apon my dear Fritz speaking first.”?

I msizte upon my belofed Adolphe speaking first.?

My doar Fratg——"

“ My dear Adolphe—"

“Ze vun zzt have ze plan speal first,'” said Lerouge: and
this brilliant suguwstion was greeted with acclamation,

I have no plan pefore,” szid Heffmano, 1 tink tat
if I tink I goon tink out « plan, but T tink tat I have not
tink vet, ain't it g0 I tink ve hear va: Meunier tink.™

“Tat is right,” said Liwmburger. * Vat you
Meunier?”

" If my friend Fritz giff me permission zab I speak Arst

tink,

U1 entreats vou, miy dear Adolphe.”

“den of my dear Fritz entreat, I speak.”™

“Goot! Ve listen it all te ears, Gentlomen, I ealls
for te silence vhile our gool and noble friend  Adoluhe
speaks mat himself,”

“ Mes amis,”’ said Meunier; * at ze entreaty of ze belofed
friend Fritz, I speaks first.”

* Vive Meonier!”

“Vive Homann!”

“ Pravo!”

And some af the aliens, deeply toucled, shed tears of
sensibility upon one another's shoulders at the sight of this
concord between the old rivals

“1I say zat I have a plan,” said Meunier. 1 zink zat it
is nor =0 pood a plan as my belofed friend Frita vould =zink
of, tf lie zonrht about 1—"

“Ju, ju! said Hoffmann.
Adolphe,™

“Oui, oul, I ineist, my dear Fritz.”
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“T tink tat vou tink a

“I zink zat you zink =e

“ Nein, nen,'

Y Nen, o’

“Ta have not heard te plan yot,” said Limburger.

" Zat is correct. I go on viz z¢ plan. ¥ou are all avare,
mes amis, zut ze Greyiriars rottairs get ze better of us mis
afternoon. I zink zat ve avenge ze honair of ze academy
by going into ze Close and licking zem in vun big fight;
I:-utg{ zink, al=o, zat zéy are more ust to ze¢ fist zan ve arg,
g0 zat not a good plan.”

** Non, non.'’

“ And also ze English boys not fight viz ze feet, as vo do,
and zey call it cowardly to keeck vun in p fight, or seratch
him—vich is all nonsense.”’

“ Ferry mooch nonzense.”

“All ze same, ze English have 2¢ advantage of ze fist,
and ve have ze advantage of ze ¢levair brain, [ zink, mes
amis.

*“Tat is right pefore.”

“ Tercfore I zink out a plan zat vill put zem in zeir place,
and make zem vat ze English call sing small viz zemselves.”

“ Vive Meunier !

“Hoch! Frave!™

“1 zink zat zis is zo plan. Ve vill crush zem, mes amis—
ve vill crush zem! DBut not viz ze fist, and not viz ze keek
—va vill crush zem iz z¢ contempt.”

“*¥iz wat, mon ami?’

“Mit vat, Meunier "’

“Viz ze contempt,”” said Meunisr. ' Ve takes our little
valks in ze cloisters, and in =¢ Close of Greyfrinrs—but ve
not enters inte any fights viz zem. Ven ve mests n Grey-
friara garcon ve shrugs up ze shouldera lilte =zis,”"—here
Meunier shrugged his shoulders almost up to his eams—
* And zen ve turns ¢ur back on him like zat,"—and here
Meunier ewung round on his heel—"1 zink zat zat make
zgem sing small, mes anus."’

“ Py Chorge! said Hoffmann., * 1 tinks tat tat is te most
excellent plan tat it is bossible to tink of. Ve not enters
itito any rows mit dem, but ve treats tem mit fearful con-
tempt.""

“ Ach!” said Limbuorger. “I tink tat ve owe our friend
Meunier a vote of tanks for tinking of tat splendid plan.”

“Vive Meunier!”

“* Prave !

“It is vat te English poya call ripping pefore,'” said
Hoffinann, beaming with delight. ** Ven ve meets dem, ve
shrugs up te sh{:‘ulgcrﬂ like tat M

“5?-31! Zat vill make zem feel ferry small!™

“Ten ve turns on te heel like tat——"

“ Himmel ! Toy vill be crush ™

* Ve speaks not a vord ; ve simply shrogs up our shoulders
like t1s, and turns on our heels like tat."

“* Zat is correct. We shrugs up our shoulders like =is, and
turns on our hcels like zat.’

€] PI".B.'L'{:I' !TJ‘

“My dear Adolphe, tat is a petter plan ten any I ecould
efer tink of pefore. I tink tat I embraces my belofed
Adolphe.”

“1 zink zat I embrace my dear Fritz"

And the rivals embraced again, and the crowd of
delighted foreigners embraced each other indiscriminately
and wept. And so the great plan for humbling Greyirinrs
was formed—but how far it would aucceed. in crushing the
Remove was ancther question.

etter plan tan 1 tink, Adelphe.”
tter plan, my Fritz.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
On the Warpath!

ARRY WHARTON rose as the chapel bell began to
H ring, and Bob Cherry aat up in bed and rubbed his
oyes.

“Up you get!” said Harry, “ Wo'll get in a litile
bit of '[Fﬂtar praction before breakfast. It's a ripping
morning 1"

* Right-ho !’ said Bob Cherry, tumbling out of bed. ' It's
gotting eold of mornings now. Billy Bunter, you young
lszyhones, why don’t you get up?’

**It'a &o j-j;j-jnﬂj.r coid ! said Bunter. I think I can
have another five miunutes, Cherry, if I hurry over mv wash-
After all, o fellow doesn't need

ing. . ed so much wn:s'hing! ns
all that. I don’t hold with bathing every morning like
VWharton. I'm afraid it wouldn't be good for my con-

atitution.”

“Get up, you lazy young grampuas!”

“1 enn hove another Ava mihates

*Wonld you like n jam-tart, Hilly

Tluntar eat up and proped for his spectacles.

“ Koz rather, Cherry. I alwavs wake up hungry, some-
how. Hand it over!”

“If vou thivk I'm going to feed you in bed, Bunler

“Oh, I don’t mind getting out, come te that,” said
Bunter: “ I've gob to gpet up some time, T supnpose, and a
jant-tart will just mive we an appetite for breakiast.” Tha
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fat junior rolled out of bed, and ehivered. Where's the

tart, Cherry?”’

“Eh? What tart?”’ _

“The jam-tart you were goiug to give me” )

¢ W e said I was going to give you a jam-tast?

“Why, vou did!” hgwl%l ]-'.tunLEr.d “"r‘l.-hlzrm ia 1t, Cherry?
Where's that jam-tart? You said distinetly——

“I asked ;ru:':u if vou would like one,” said Bob Cherry.
“1 suppose a fellow can ask a question, can’t he, ".:'artlmuﬂ-
baing supposed to have a lot of pastry to give away’™ |

Billy Bunter blinked at the humorous Bob Cherry with
feelings too doep for words. He was inclined to get back
into bed again; ltmt the thought that he wounld have to rise,
anyway, in a few minutes, deterred him. It was of no usa
going throawh the ordeal of getting out of bed twice. He
turned to his washstand, and commenced tne ablufions
which some of the Remove facetionsly described as a ™ cal
lick.” Billy Dunler was extravagant in some fhings, but
no one had ever aceuszed him of bewmg extravagant with
goap and water on 2 cold mworning.

The Famocus Four were the first down of the Remove,
and they went out into the bright, breezy {lose—Bob
{Uherry with his footer under his arnu.

It was a keen Octobar morning, and the chums of the
Bemove enjoyed a brisk punt about in the Close They
wera coming in for breakfast when they sighted Adolphin
Mounier. He had come out of the Cloisters, and was
sauntering along in the Close, and apparently did not so0
the Removites, _

- Hallo, hallo, halla, there's Froggy ! said Bob Chorry.
It would be rather a joke to get o goal, as we did with
Hoffisann yeserday.” e

“The jokefulness would be terrific.” 1 _

“lold on,”’ said Harry Wharton, ' Theres Js:un'n:'ihlng
up with dMeunier, He's prefending not to sce us,

“ Gome little game on,” Nugent remarked,

The four juniors watched Meunier curionsly, Ile was
wallzing towards them, but his nose was high in the air, and
his zlance went right past them. He must have seen them,
vel ho gave no sign of doing so, and came straight on with
claborate untonsclousness.

“YWhal on earth is the wheeze® murmu rwll Bob Cherry,
in amarercent. * He's going io cut us dead.’

The nabob locked surprised.

1 rhink not that he s going 1o cut us, my worthy chom.
He is an cstesmed ass, but he would net inflictfully cause
the serioua damags to his respected enemies”

Bob Cherry gringed. .

1 mean he's pretonding not to know us, Inky—cut us in
that sense.’”

“'];hat'ﬁ his gaune,”

"1 say, Meunier—

“ Good-morning, Froggy ! _ _ o

“ How do vou cirry vourself this morning, Mossoo !

Adolphe Meunier halted and looked at the Hemovites, as
it seeing them for the first time. He did not speak. He
shrugged up his shoulders to his eara—a procecding that
was witnessed wilh nstonizhment by the Removites, Then
And all wirhout

agreed Nugent; "but what it means

L

he turned on hiz heel and walked uway.
a word,

The chuma of the Remove looked at one another.

s yfad ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“8rark mad!" agreed Nugont.
jabbering insame!” . :

““ The honourable ass ia certainfully rightfully off his
ostopmed tocker,” the nabob remarked. “ There 13 no other
aceountfulness of his worthy fatheaded actions”

Harry Wharton was looking puzzled. .

“Blessed if 1 quite know what to make of it” he
remarked, 1 suppose Meunier's got m:net'mng*m his
mind, and is working off a new wheeze, but I don't quite
enteh on to it.” ] .

They watched Meunter dir:a;lmmr into the Cloisters. Then
they went in to breakfast, siill wondering at the remarkable
rroceedings of the French junior. ;

After breakfast the Greviriars fellows streamed out intn
the Close. Fritz Hoffmann was obsarved strolling by the
Claisters, and Harry and Hob walked over to him, with the
idea of askine what was the marter with Meunier that
morning. lloffmann did not appear to see them coming.
He seemed to be intently pazing at the Aight of n bird in
the :ky. and had no eves for anything else.

“ [Malle, hallo, hallo, Helfy 1™

“* Halle, Hofimann I’

Hoffmann did not lower his glance from the blue sky,
and Bob Cherry, considerably amazed at his unusual <deaf-
ness, gave him 8 gentle «liv in the ribs. lloffmann gasped,
and came back to earth azain.

“Qiark, staring, raving,

-
&
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“Ach! Mein Gootuess M

“ Hallo, Hoffy! IHow Is your excellent heplth this fine
morning ¥ asked Dob Cherry alfubly.

Heffmann did not reply.

He stared straight at Boly Cherry, and then slowly and
deliberately shrogged up bis plump shoulders il they
threatencd to dislodge his hat,

The Removites locked at him in amazement.

"Iz that a new g‘;lj,_'mnﬂsi i¢ exercise ' azled Bob Cherry.

Still Hoffmann did not speak. He turned round on lis
heel and walked away. The chums: of the Remove gazed
after him, and Hob Cherry tapped his forehead.

Y Mad ! he saich. “They've all got it, I suppose.

hapa it's catching, and Meunier has infecte
them,”’

Harry Wharton laughead,

“It'= a new wheeze, Bob, that's all”

“But what does it mean ¥

“ I suppose they fancy that iU's awfully up against us.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's the only way T can aceount for it, anyway.”

“ My only hat! This is too funny !"

" Hallo, what's the joke!" asked Hazeldene, joining them,

Harry Wharton explained.

“ By Jove, then, that explaing it ! I just came across that
German chap Limburger strolling by the IHead's garden,
and the ass shrugged up his shoulders and swunsg off. 1
lhﬂﬂ%]‘lt he had a pain somewhere, or something,"'

“Ha, ha, ha !

“My only Aunt Maria! Ha, ha, ha ™

And the chums of the Remave were still chuckling over

the absurdity when the bell eulled them in to morning
lessnns,

Poay-
the lot of

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,

Want of Capital.
s ANDLEY," murmured Billy Bunter.
Lettertuba—"
“ Bunter "
“ Lettertube—or Beepaint? I wonder, if there's
a famous footballer named Beepaint? I say, Loevison, have
you ever heard of a famous faotballer named Boepaint 1"

“ Bunters!"'

Mr. Quelch repeated the word in his sternest tones, and
Bunter heard it this time, and gave @ jump. He doubled
up his copy of “ The Gem ™ under his jacket, and blinked
nervously at the Forin master. The Remove were in their
class-room, and not supposed to be deveting their attention
ust then to football competitions, but, Billy Bunter had
oped to escape the eagle eye of Mr. Quelch.

"!-::-ﬂ-e:-. sir! THd you szpeak to me, sir?"

“Yes, I did speak to you, Bunter. What is it vou have
there ¥

" Here, sir?"

“Yes, there," said Mr. Quelch, with asperity. * Is it that
absurd book on hypnotism again, which you were reading
in class the other morning ¥

“Oh, no, sir. I've given up hypnotism, sir.”

““1 am glad to hear it, Bunter, although I have no doubt
1'1]3?**' you have laken up some other folly in the place of
if.

““ Oh, really, sir "

“ What book have you thore now 1"

“Cwsar, sir. Do Bello Gallico, sir.”

. I mean, what is the book yvon were reading, and whisper-
ing to Levison shout,” said Mr, Quelch severcly. * Don'k
prevarigate, Dunter,”’

“I-I wasn't prevaricating, sir. T wouldn’t do such a
thing for worlds. I--I den’t quite know what it is, but L
wasn't—I mean I didn't-—that is, I wouldn't-——-*

“Give me that book immediately.”

“What book, sir?"”

“The onc you were reading,” exclaimed Mr Onelch.
*Any [urther nonsense, Bunfer, and 1 :hall cane you
severely. Give me that book at once.™

Billy Banter unwillingly drew his crumpled “ Gem ™ from
under hiz jackef, and passed it to the Form master. The
Remove watched Mr. Quelch with great inferest, wonder-
ing what he would do. He looked over the paper, and his
face relaxed as he saw the picture on the cover. Then he
opencd the book and Inm':e-:? throuegl: it,

“*Ahem ! You should not read thiz in class, Bunier,”

“It's & jolly good book, sir.”

“I have no doubt about that, but the class-recm is not
the place for any beck to be read, with the exception of the
leszon books.*

“But T wasn't r«endin% it, #ir,”” zaid Bunier engerly.
*“ A= a matter of fact, sir, I read it last night while Wharton
was writing out my imposition— T mean—that iz—-*'

“While what*"" thundered Mr. Quelch, who had been

“ Hodletters,

surprised that morning by Dilly Bunter bringing in an
imposition very neatly written, and up fo tinwe.

iWhile—while—1 mean, while Wharton was=a’t writing
my inmpot, s’

The Remove giceled, and Harey Wharion coloured. 13ty
Dunter was vne of those voullis who always expect to have
things done for teem, and generally get them done, by the
sheor force of eheel. It was no new thing for his impots
to be written out by one or other of the chums of No.o 1
Sludy. But Mr. Quelch, feeling that he could not very well
act upon an unguarded admizzion, passed over the matter.

M ovou were not reading this paper, Bunter, what weve
you doing with it "’

“I--I was guessiner the answers, sir.”

“YWhat de you mean?”

“The football competition, sir—those pictures, sir. Fvery
victure represents a famous Footballer, and the first is
Tandley, and the second Hodletfars —.

Mr. Queleh smiled involuntarily.

* You must not loolk at the book in class, Dunter. You
will take fifty lines: and I szhall examine those lines VEry
carefully to see whose handwriting they ave in. T will keep
this boolk for the present.”

" Oh, really, sir—1I don't mind. If you wonld like to go
in for the competition, I would willingly help you gucss——"

* Hilence, Bunter.®

“I've filled most of them in, sir, and you can see them -
Handley, Lettertube, Hodlettors, Macl.uckio—"*

“Will you be silent, Bunter ¥ said Mr. Queleh, trying
not to laugh., “Bilence in elass. 1 shall cone the next boy
who laughs™

And Mr, Queleh lsid the paper on his desk, and the
len:]ve. resumed their interrupted exeursion among Latin
verhs.

When morning lessens were over, Billy Dunter stopped
at the master's desk to reclaim his book befere he went oul.
Mr. Quelch had forgotten it, and he looked inquiringly at
Bunter. Billy blinked apologetically.

 Please may I have my book, sir ¥ he said.

“Your book? Oh, yes, certainly,”’

“I'm not in & hurry, s, if you'd like o read it. There's
an awbully good story in it, about a school—"

Mr. Quelch smiled,

*You may have your book, Bunter.”

“1If you'd care to go in for the football competition, sir, I
shouldn’t mind your using the answers I've written in.
There are a’lot more sets of pictures to come, but I haven't
the slightest doubt that, with my splendid ability at guessing
the answers, T zhall be ablp——"

i ﬂ}l may go, Bunter.™

+“.;, ery well, sir. Could you tell me—if you don’t mind,
3T

“Doé‘you want to ask me something

*¥oa, sir, if you don't mind, =ir.”

“Of course I do nat mind,” said Mr. Quelch testily. I
am always willing to imparl any information to my class,
and ‘am rather surprised that you should desire any. What
15 1t you wish to know, Bunter #*

“Have you ever heard of a famous footballer named
Reepaint, sir?'’

“LEh? What?"

“Have you ever heard of a famous—*

““¥ou may go, Bunter.”

" Yes, 2ir, but—-"?

g 1

And Bunter thought he had better go. He followed the
grinmng Removites from the room, with his “ Gem” tucked
under his arm.

“¥ou shricking ass 1" said Bob Cherry.
me 15 that Queleh didn't lick you.

Bunter looked surprised.

“1 don’t see why he should be annoyed, Cherry. He told
me I could ask him, and said he was willing to impart in-
formation, and I really fail to see why he cut up rough
when I azked him if he had heard of & footballer named
Beepaint,™

‘“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Ass 1" zaid Nugent.
ture is Blake.”

“ Well, it may be Blake, Nugenf, but il there's a foot-
baller named Beepaint—-="

Y Dut there isn't "'

“"How do you know? You don't know the names of all
the footballers in the kingdom.”™

O course I don't, but—-"

“Well, then, very likely there’s a Tootballer mamed
Beepuint, and that's the anawer to the picture,” said Billy
Bunfer triumphantly,

“ You unutterable ass ™

“1 don’t think you ought to cell mo namea, Nugent,

“ The marvel to

I tell you the answer to that piec-
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The best thin
we can do is to club together, and send in one set wit
Bleke and another set with Beepsint—"
“No fear.”
“That's the way to scoop in the prizes.
like to find the money [or going into the thing thercughly,

because T see deeper into things than you de.

If vou fellows

I'm willing to share equally with you in what we get.”

“You're too generous by half, Billy.”

“And we're too unselfish to take advantapes of it,"”
laughed Harry Wharton.

" The fact 15, I mean to be penerous.
stiching te his own study. I place my great abilities as o
guesser completely at vour service. All I ask in return is
that you find a little cash to carry cut the scheme. I've been
dizappointed about a postal order, or I wouldn't ack you. I
82y, JI}E.IFEEHGWEI where are you going "

ut !

“Hold on 8 minute, Wharton—MNugant !
I'll have that jam tart now.”

“ What jam tart?"” acked Bob Cherry, staring,

“The one you promised me when we got up this morning.
I say, Cherry—" -

But Bob Cherry was gone after his chums.
lowed them, and ran into Bulstrode.
slesve.

“1 say, Cherry, I'm uwful'!;,' hungry, and—-"*

“Can’t help it, if you are,” said Bulstrode, grinning.

“1s that wou, Bulstrede? I'm so glad to see you. You
used to lend me little sums when you were in No. 1 Biudy,
before Cherry came "'

“¥er, it's a bad habit I've pot out of,” said Bulstrode,
wallking away.

“Dear me! How selfish all the fellows are!” murmured
Bunter. “'It ien't as if I were a fellow alwavs cadging, like
some chaps! And they could really make such a good thing
out of this, if they could only see 1t. It's very annoying !

The fat junior walked out into the Clese. The Famaous
Four had gone down ta the feotball ground, where they were
putting in all their spare time lately. A match between the

I believe in o fellow

I say, Cherry,

Bunter fol-
He caught him by the

e iy

The ball flew from the foot of the nabob, ﬂﬂdl
Hoffmann siopped it with his rlght ear. He spun
round like a top, *“Ach! Tat peastly pounder)”™
he yelled.

Remove and the Upper Fourth was shortly coming off, and
Harry Wharton and Co. had determined that the rival
Form should be soundly licked. It was no easy task, how-
¢ver, to take on o higher Form, and the Remove eleven
needed praciice to keép them fit. Temple and Dabney, of
the Upper Fourth, were standing by the door chatting when
Billy .l!Sunte.:r came out, reading his “Gen” as he came,
and, of course, the Owl of the Remove witlked into them.

Temple took him by the collar and shook him, and backed
him up against the wall with no gentle hand. Billy Bunter
blinked at him.

"I sar, Hazeldene, let po!

“What do you mean by
manded Taemple,

“ Oh, it is you, Temple! U'm sincercly sorry, but 1 didn't
see you. I'm a trifle short-sighted. 1 say, you fellows,
would you like a chauce of making money?”

Temple loughed.

* That depends, Bunty. Not if it’s one of your schemes.”

“This is & really first-class idea. The editor of the " Gem?
gusrantess the prizes, so you can't fail to score. [t's a foob
ball eompetition.”

“"How do we know we shall seore?
ecorrect answers. "

“0Oh, yes, it's infallible if my idea is carried out."

**And what's the idea?"’

“¥You hand me over five bob cach——'

“Do wa!' grinned Temple, Do we, Dab®*

*“0Oh, rather!" chuckled Dabnery.

*“1 think I can see us doing if, too,” said Templs.
not make it five pounds, Bunty !

Y Well, as a matter of faet, Temple, five ponnds would bo
botter,” said Billy Bunter ansuspicionsly. " Five pounds
would allow me more scope. 1f vou fellows could ratse tho
ti, and stand five pounds each, that would nake the thing
a cead cert. But could you afford to put up a fiver each?”

“Quite as easy as five bob, Bunter.”

“Oh, good!  Well, this is the schome. I buy up asny
number of ecpies of the poper, you ree, and 6l in every

I'm sincerely sorry——"

biffing nto your eldersi” de-

We mayn't pet the

¥

e “rhy.
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possible answer. For instance, see this third picture. Tt
might be cither Becpaint or Beelake, or Lattertuba—-=—"

“*I've never heard of footballers of those names.”

“There are lotz of footballers you haven't heawd of. My
idea is to send in o lot of sets with every possilile variation,
and if vou fellows stand the cash, we're abaolutely certain
to walk off with the prizes. I've had some good ideas in my
time, but really I've never had ono quite so ripping as this.”

“ Do vou think 1t'a a ripping idea, Dab?"’

“Oh, vather!™

“Then you'd better let ik rip, Bunty, Good-hya!”

“When are you going to put up the eash, Temple?"”

“When are we goinz to put up the cash, Dab?”

“In the year 1819, said Dabney relleetively.
lg‘l‘g'Il‘!JnL'ﬁ it, Bunter! On the thirtyv-second of October,

* Look hers, vou fellows, if you're rotting—-—"'

““Ha, ha, hat
_ The L'Pp&r Fourth fellowsa strolled away arm in arm, leav-
ing tho fat Hemorite staring after them wrathlully.

“ Rottors!"' muttered Billy Bunter. * They sha’n't come
into the scheme now, not if ther come back with tears in
thoir eyes, and a fiver each. But weally I wish I could find
somcbody to finance this scheme. It seoma en awful pity for
the prizes not to be roped in when with my remarkablo
ability at guessing the answers—— Hallo, Levison! Will
you take a squint at this pleture, old chap?'”

“ Certainly I' said Levison, stopping. ‘" What ia it?"’

“1t's a picture of & "B’ and a tube of lake. I've got a lot

“Yes, 1 suppose it's a bee, and a pond. I've gor a lot
of anawers for it already. Lettertube, Deepaint, Boelake,
Heecolour; and Cherry  thinks it's Blake, but that
ilorsn’t seem to me so good. It's too simple. What would
you take it for?"

Levison cocked his eye thoughitfully at the pieture.

': Well, what do you say to Lettorcolour 7" he asked.

“Well, that's not o bad, either; but is that the namo of
o foothaller "

*“ My dear chap, haven't you heard of Lettercolour, who
plays outside-left three-cquarter full-back in the Mugpleton
Mudecatchers?"” exelaimed Levison, in astonishment,

Billy Bunter rublet his nose.

“ He nlays what, Lovison ™

* Outaide-right full-quarter three-back.”

“* Look here, Lovison, if——"

Y Perhaps I've got it mixed,” said Levison.  But Lettar.
ﬂnlﬂqr ia the name you want. Shove in Lettercolour, Billy,
and it will make them open their eyves™

put 16 in. Thut makes five answers I've got
for that one  ¥ou see, to carry out my schema I shall want
to send in & lot of sets. If you would ltke to rope in the
prize list, you can stand five bob, and=——"

“Ilaven't it, Billy, or I'd jurap at the chanes,” said Levi-
son. " Why don't vou ask Quelch.”

“Mr. GQuelch!” ejaculated Billy Bunter, aven his cracdulity
staggercd by the queation. But Levizon was perfectly orave,

* Yes, Quelch. Didn't you see how awfully interested ho
wai in the thing when le took your paper away this
maornimg

“Well, es, T think he was™

“Then how annoyed he was when you wanted him to tell
you biz anawer for that picture.”

“Eh? When I asked him if he had heard of o footballer
named Deepaint, do you mean ?"

“That's 1. He dido’t want to give his answer away.”

“ Dear me, T shouldn’'t wonder,” said Bunter. *° I suppose
he's going in for i, and he wants to keep it dark.’™

* No need to jaw it oll over the Hemove, you know,” zaid
“aovison aeriously. * Form masters are only human, and
thoy might like going in for foothall competitions just ae
muel 23 we do. 1 Queleh knew of vour scheme. T haven't
the slightest «doubt that he would jump at it, and be glad
of the chanee.”

“ Do vou really think so, Levison?™

" Well, try him, and see,” said Levizson encouraginglv.

Biliy Bunter hositated.

“ Hoe might got inte a wax, vou know.”

“ Why shoulil he? A eal may look at & king, and I suppese
o junior wmay nsk o civil question of a Form master? DPue
it to him straipglit—ask him if he'd like to come into a scheme
for gotling rich quick, and cxplain to him. Never mind if
he interrupts you. It's for his own ; Bo ahead”

ANSWERS

“HARRY WHARTON'S SCHEME.”

Another School Tale by

“ Well, il you really think iz would be & good ides, Lavi-

*“ It would be ripping "

“Then I'll do it. After all, Queleh is a decent sort, and
I should e glad to put hun up te a pood thing like this. '
_ “That's might. He's in his study now; strike while the
irom’s hot.”

Billy Bunter hurried off towards Mr. Quelch's study, and
Levison sank down upon the stone steps, and laughed till he
was almost in hysterics.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something like Revenge.
o TINK tat it vork vell, ain't ic?"
“71 zink zat you zink quiie right, mon ami."
“Ve puts dem in -cleirq'lalnce pefore.””
“ Zal is correct.” <
Y Zat vo goes and insults zem again,” said Lerouge, grin-
ning. “‘Let us all go togezzer and valk poast zem and shrug
up ze shoulders viz ourselves.”
“ Ach! Tat is goot!™
“ Ferey poot!” :
“Zen come along viz me, mes amis” said Adolphe
Mennier.

The aliens were fairly on the war-path. A dozen or mora
of themn were in the Cleisters, looking out upon the old
green Close of Greyfriars, Thoy were grinning and chuck-
ling over the success of the new wheeze; or what they re-
garded as its aucoeas.

“Coms on den,"” said IHoffmann.
Adolphe,”

* Net 20, my dear Frite. Von takes ze firsi place.”

* I not gors before my belofed Adolphe.™

* Zen ve goes togezzer, mon ami."”

L 1) Tﬂ.t iz gﬂﬂt-"

The Fremch and German juniors linksd arma  most
affectionately, and walked, or rather strutted, into the Close.
The rost of the party followed them. The Removites had
come off the footer ground, and some of them were standing
in & group, chatting, when the foreign youths came in sight.

Hoffuann, Meunier & Co. marched on solemnly, their
noses in the air. They woent very close to the Removites,
who stared at them,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here they are again!” said Bob
Cherry.  *“I say, Meunier, what are you doing off an
organ ¥’

** Hallo, Hoffy ! Where did you dig up that facei™

“ What price frogs?"

“"What's the matter with their necla?”

M Take ne netice,” murmured Adolphe Meunier.  Valk
right on, and all of you shrug vp ze shoulder ven I shrugs
up mine viz mysell.’

* Ferry poot, my dear Adolphe.”

And the aliens walked on, nose in air. The Romovites
stared and giggled. Some of them guessed that it was a
new wheese, others thought the aliens had gone suddenly
ﬂ;ﬂﬂ.l}ﬂ], aml some were too amazed {0 <o anything but stare

ankly.

“* My—wmy hat!" gas Bob Cherry.  * Look at them!
Elﬁf’m moved by sprﬂaega, and :iﬂme{m-\'lf has pressed the

utton,™

It really locked like it, for at the same moment, on the
signal from Meunier, each of the aliens shrugged his
shoulders up to his eary

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent.

“Ach " murmured Fritz Hoffmann, “ Tex laff to cover
up te defeat, ain't it? I tinks tat ve erushes dem tis time,
gin't i, pefore?”

“Ciel! Zey vill nevair, nevair hold up zeir heads, my
dear Fritz!™

“ It vas & gooti vheeze, my dear Adolphe.”

The aliens swung round on their heels, and walked off,
their noses still in the air, their backs turned upon the
Greyfriars Hemove.

A wvell of laughter from the Remova followed them.

“ My only hat ™ murmured Bob Cherry. ** This i3 meant
to be crushing, Do you feel crushed, Wharton?"

“ Tarribly,"

“1lo vou, Nugent?'’

“Can’t you see I'm trembling 1

*“The trembiefuiness ar the honourable frown of the
csteemed rofters is terrifie™

_Oh, hold me up, somebody ! pasped Bob, falling round
Nugent's neck. “ 1 shall die—T feel I shail expire if thoey
keep om Human Hesh and blood won't stand those funny
merchants, ™

“* Ha, ha, ha!™

* Hiy, her, o'

The aliens looked back, a trifle disconcerted by the ringing
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fauchter. Hoffmann seemied worried for & moment as he saw
the Geeviriars fellows doubled np with lanshier

Aot Tey do nor look erashad, my dear Adolphe,™

It 3 zat zov i'.-]'l_'i'.‘lﬂi;l saie] Monnier. f for ot hnew
vat to o to lhde zo mortification, wnd gerefore zey langh
Ita, ha ™

“Ja. jal I finks tat tat s it."

“ Zat iz certainly correct, my dear Frate”

‘Tren let us valk past tom monin, my dear Adelphe, and
crnsh clom, ™

“T zink zat zat iz pooxl”

And the alieans taroed nzain, and ® proceshed ™ past the
group of amazed Removies, and shrugeed op their shoulders,
and torned on their heels, ss beforo. Bob Cherry throw
himself down on the gross and yelled,  Nugent bhugged the
naboli and wept on his shoulder. The Hemovites roared,
and roars of laugrhter came Erom ell guarcters,

“iel! How fearfully zey wmst be mortified, to laff like
zat,” said Adolphe Meunier

““Ach! It is tat vou ore right pofore, my dear Adolphe”

1 gink zat vo gets 2o best of 1f 2is {ime, my dear Fratz.”

“1 tink tat you are righl after”

And the aliens, zatizsfied with thelr splendid soeeess,
ambled into the Cloisters. The Removites were still yolling
with laughter.

“Ay only hat!” gasned Hazeldene, ¥ Ikd vou ever see
such a vet of howling ldiot=7 It's too funuy for anvthing ™

“{th, dow’t say a word,” s=aid DBob Cherry weakiy. I
haven't ancther laugh left in me! D'in simply winded, and
'se got o prin in my ribs,” :

“My word,” grinned Nugent, “I've never been so ine
silted o my fife! O, hold me "

*“The shriekine ases!’

“The howling duffers?”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

Some of the Rewmavitos followed the alicna to the Uloisters,
aned in the gate Meunicr & Co. furned back wnd treated
them to a series of shrugs which would have put English
shonlders out of joint.

Meunier was in the middie of a shrag which brought his
shoulders phove his ears, when L":"L-'::‘I'";.‘ put @ Lii:l_:-:-:lmuLur i
btz lips, and e fly,

The missile caught the French junior wnder the chin, and
he pnfolded himself in remarkably quick sime, with an ear-
splitting vell.

“Var iz te matter®’ demanded Fritz Hoffnmenn,

“Ciel ! Somezing stubg me viz itseil”

“Ach! 1 tiak—— Ach! Hinmeel!”

"Vt iz ze matrairy”’

“ Homeling stung me alse az well, after,” grunted Iloff-
manit. I rink fat 1l vas wasp.”’ )

1 tink tat it vea pea-shooter,” grinned Limburger.
“ Look at Lat Sherry.”’

el ! It 15 mat Bherry )

Bob Cherey had zent the sccond pea, and his shooter was
bo his lips again, As the shiens paught sight of it, the
missile flew, amd eaught Lerousze under the nose. The
Frepnch  vouth gave a yvell, and  rushed towards the
Removitos,

“Come back! ¢ried Adelphe Moumier. ' Zat iz not ze
vay ve crushes zem., Ve msult gemn, and zat iz enoff,”

“iome pack, ain't 07" exclumed Hoffmann.

But Lerouge did not comoe baek.,. Ile roshed :-traij{]'lt at
Tioh Cherry, and in o moment more they were rolling in the
Cloisters. . . .

* Ve goes bo help him, I tinlk,"” said Hoffimann,

» Fat is correct, my dear Fritz."

The aliens rushed to the rescue, The Romove crowded
up, and there was a serimmage. Lerougs fore hilmseif
loose frome Bob Chorey, with & swollen nose, from which
the ** elaret ™ was strcuming.  DBob had an eve nearly elosed,
Wharton and Hoffimaon reeled to aad fro in deadly combat.

" Buck up, Remove!” shouted Nugent,
And the Removites rushed forward. The ]:llt-'h waa
irresistible. The aliens were burked back, and driven pegl-

mell throwrh the gaie into their own quarters,

H{lrr:l. Wharten rave HoHmann 2 whirl thet seat him
spinning in after the others, sl he bumiped agzainst Lim-
burger and sent him down, and rolled on him.  The Remove
eeowded up 1o the gate, greatly inclined to return the in-
vazion: but the aliens flung themselves at the gate and
jammed it shot, and Meunier fastencd it

mme out!” velled the BRemove. “Come out and be
liglowd 177

“Ach! Peeps! Poundors!™
*Ciel! Rottzirs! Cochons!”

“Lome out! Yuh! Come ont and be licked !

“Dou't say anyzing ! pasped Adelphe Meunier.
are vild bechuse ve have msult zooo!
avain, mes amis. Follow me

* Ferry goot1”

The aliens fell inta Ve, and ranged just inside the gate,
and shrugged up their shoalders at the juniors outside, The
Bomovites walched thea between the bars. The zhoulders
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were shrugged as high as homan shoulders would go, and
then the foreign juniors turned on their hecls.

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

o aliens marched off without tuening their heads, and
diseppeared behind an angle of the red brick academy. The
Rewove tottered away, shricking with laughtor.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Refuses a Tempting Offer.

R, QUELCH came hurriedly out of his study to go
down to the dining-room, and at the spme poment
Bunter arrived at his door. The Form master and the
julli:ur med i colhision, amd Mr, :}!LIE‘]L‘!} Siﬂ};g{"ﬂ"ll

back azainst the doorpost. Bumier dropped his glasses, and
gasped for breath.

“You—voun ass!”" he pgasped. “VYou've Lknocked my
plagses off, and if they get broken, I shall expeet you to
pay for them !’

“What ! sald Mr., Queleh, in a voiee of thonder.

Bunter geave o jumi.

“I—I—TI'm sincerely sorry, sir; I thought it was Bul-
strode,” ,

Oh, indeed ™ Mr. Queleh did not think that the jumor
!-fﬂlly meant to call him an ass, but Jwe was annoyed.
*Buanter—"

“ Fxeuse me, sir. 1've dropped my glaszes. I yon wire
to tread on then:, they would be broken, and——"

“ Buntor ¥°

“ And 1 haven't a second pair, sir. I-—-"

“They are lving olose to your foot, Bunter” : -

“ Liear me, so they are!” suid Bunter, recovering his
spectacltes, and _}umming them on hiz pose. ** Thank you
‘n‘rr:-.' I]Illf_‘ﬁl, ﬂir..!

*And now, Bunter—— s )

“1 was just coming to see you, sir, on a mo:t 1mportant
niatte p——-""

“ome, come, what is 1t2"’

“l's awlully important, sie, and——' .

“Well, come into iy study,” ssid Mr. Queleh, in a tone
of resignation. "I can spare you exactly two munutes,
Bunier, I hase lo Zo into the :1in[1|g'-rn::n-nm to take rho
Form tuble.”

““Fhe Form wouldn't mind being a little lote, siv,”

“Come ta the point.”

“ Certainly, zir. Two minutes i=n't very long, though, lo
explain 2 matter of such importance as this, However, I'll
o my Teat !

*Une pinale i3 nearly gone,” said the Remove wmaster
grimly, **If you really have anything to suy, Bunfer, you
bad better say "

“ Yo mir, certainly, only 1 met so confused when T am
burricd. It has been suggestod to me, sir, and L ihiok at's
n opewsed febes, thar T ought to tell vou aboot my new schemne.”

1 oedon't understand vou, Bunter. What scheme are you
gpenking oy’

My wew scheme, sir’

“ Iz it somncthing in connection with vour lessona®'’ :

b, no, sir! It's 2 way to sccop in all the prizea n
' ]'Im]ﬂi:u'." foothall competition”

*HEh¥

“YWhat I want, to work the scheme on a proper hasis, 13
capital. 1 have tried to get the fellows to take shares, but
they're short of tin”

" Bunter !’

“ % es sit, And it has beon suggested to me that you
|:1L‘_:||f lilie o take o shore tn the scheme, sip i

1! Bunfer! Reallve——"°

“You see, sir, with my splendid alality 1 guessing the
naane: of the foothallers represenied by the piclures, we only
require catadgl——"

U%e ! WE! Well, upon my word IV

“T was thinking of taking in four or five [ellows apon
five bob shares, sir, but if you cared to geo e for i, you
conld supply the money, and I weuld supply the braing- -

* Bunter !

“1 would keep all others out. A eapital of a couple
of pounds would be suificient, and 1 would guarantee——"'

B 1,

“Ves, sir. T would guarantee that we scoop in all the
R P

* Bilenee, sir !

“Lertamly, But as ] was sayinge——"

“If this 15 intended for impertinence, DBunter——"

“TImypectinence, sl

Yoz, gir, rank tropertinence !

“* Ranl impert ience, =ir !

“Don't repeat my words! This
for—"

“ s a jolly good scheme, sir. You don't think there 1s
any harm i lootball competinions, do you, =iry™
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“Of course not! 1 think- ="

“And it's a jolly good paper, sir—completa stories for
everyone, and every story a gem—"

“ Bunter "

“If you think I couldn't guess the answers, sir, there'a
no doubt whatever on that point. I have a way of dropping
on them at first glance. There's No 3§, for instance—Cherry
and Wharton both thought that wes Blake, but I knew it
was cithor Boopaint or Lettertube all along ™

*“ Bunter, your stupidity——"'

“MNot at all, air; I'm not stupid, only common minds
can’'t always understand meo.”

Mr. Quelch did not waste any more breath. He reached
out for a cane. Eilly Bunter eyed that procceding in
nervous alarm.

“1 sy, sir——

“Hold out your hand, Bunter."

" My—my hand, sic?”

“¥ea, and at onee.”

“But, I say, sir—"

Thwack! The <¢ane descended upon Billy
ahouldsrs, and he gave a roar,

“WNow you may go,” said Mr. Quealeh.

“Ow! Thank vou, sir! Ow!”

And the fat junior gladly scuttled out of the study. Mr.
Quelch locked angey for some moments;. then the clouds
¢cleared off his face, and he laughed, : . :

_ Bunter did not stop running till he collided with Levison
in the doorway. Levison caught him by the collar, and
steadied him,

“1a it ali right, Billy "

*That you, Levizon!" gasped Billy.
right,”

“Oh, I theught perhaps yvou were rushing off to the post-
Efﬁﬁe’t;:: get an order for a pound fo send for copies of *The

en.”

“(Oh, no, Levigon! It won't work.™

“ (Jh, come, you couldn't have put it to Quelch properly.
Did you explain to him that you would supply the }T:rra.ms if
hﬂt.‘{"ﬁulﬂ supply the money?"

ea

“And didr't he agree aven then?”

“No, he didn't. It seemed to annoy him. The fact is
Levisonh, I've thought for some time thaet Quelch was a littlo
off his chump. A reazsonable man wouldn’t turn up his nose
at a chance like this, and there was no reason for him to
lose his temper, that I could see. But he was awiully waxy.
He gave me a thwack."”

“ He did, did ha?"

“ ¥Yea, end he seemed quite annayed.”

" Tackle him again, Billy."

“MNot much,” ssid Billy Bunter.
yourzelf next time, Levison.”

*0Oh, s0 you are the muthor of thizs nonsense, Levison?"
broke in the voice of the Remove master.

Levison swung round in dismay to meet the stern eyes of
Mr. Quelch. :

“I—1I, sir——"" he stammered.

Mr. Quelch wea frowning.

"1 shall not fake any notice of words accidentally over-
heard, Leviaon,” he said. And Levison drew a breath of
refief, * But [ shall keep an eye on Fou.'’

“1f vou pleasze, sir, J—[]—'

“That 13 enough.'

And Mr. Quelch walked on with chilling majesty. Levi-
son was very red, and Billy Bunfer wore a wondering look.

“He seemns to ba waxy with yvou now, too, Levison,' he
remarked. **T wonder if he is annoyed at your having sug-
gested the idea to me of taking him into the schome?

““ O, shut up, vou young o=s!”

““(h, I aay, }_.e".'iiqn!"

Levison swung away. The Remove were coming in to
dinner now, and Bob Cherry playfully took Biliy Buntor by
the sar to ezcort him into the dining-room.

“Oh, please don’t, Wharlon!"'

“HMa, ha, ha!™

*“0Oh, is it you, Cherey? I knew it wazs yvou, of eoursa.
I say, Cherry, Quelch is in a wax.”

“What have vou been doing, vou
rufile the plumage of our esteensad Form master?
Bob Cherry ssvorely.

* Hlosaged if I know. [ thought it would please him, and
Levizan thought so, foo.”

" What have yvou done, ass?™

"1 offered to talke him in on sharas in the foobhall com-
Eﬂt-it[vl:ﬂl, he to supply the moncy, and me the brains, you

now.

“You—ryou—vou unspeakabls voung duffer! Did Levison
put you up fo 177 .

* Well, he suggested the idea.”

“You shreling duffer, and couldn’t vou see that e was
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pulling vour leg!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Did Quelch

lick yom?'' i

“ Well, he ssemed very much annoyed,’ ;

“It was too bad of Levison! " said Harry Wharlon, with
a darkening brow. * Bunter is so stupid that he is talen
in casily"

“Uh, I say, Wharton—" :

Lovison, with a reddened face, moved beside Ilarry as
they entared the dining-room. He scemed to want Lo speak,
bt hesitated. Ever sinoa the night when Harry Wharton
had found him in the storm on the Black Pike, Lavison had
changed his line of conduct towards the captain of the
Remove. The old mockery, the old crniciam, wers shill
strong in his nature, but towards Harry Wharton they were
rnever shown.

“Wharton ! muttered Levison. Harry's face was cold
and hard. *‘I say, Wharton, it was only & joke an thak
voung ass, vou know.' .

““ It might have got him an awful licking," said Harry.

““ Well, ho ought to be licked for being such a confounded
young ass!’ said Levison. " Ila tempts people to make a
fuol of him, with his siily fatheadedness and conceit.”

* ¥es, thore's no harm in a joke; but setting p young ase
to _-:hf.:af: a Form master is rather more than a joke. "

“Oh, well, perhaps—perhaps you're right," said Levison,
with an effort. " I—DU'm sorry.”

And he moved quickly away. Harry Wharton glonced
aftar him in astonishment. They were the last words he had
ever axpected to hear upon Frnest Levieon's lips.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise in Store.

HE aliens were to the fore again when the Greyfriars
fellows went out after dinner. They were watchin
from the Cloisters, and when the Removites appeared,

: Meunier and Holfmann and their merry men came
into sight immediately. They walked past tha Removites
with their noses in the mir, shrugged their shoulders, and
turned on their hoala,

HSome of the Remove wore ready to “go for™ them, but
Mr. Quelch's window was open, and the move master
could bg seen sitting within, and & “row" was not judged
expedient under the circumstances.

“The assea!™ grinned Nugent, “*It's funny, but I'm get.

fed up with their grimaces, all the same.”
offmann, M=unier Co. shrugged their shoulders, and
walked away. They made no reply to the jeers and taunts
of the Remove, but walked off guite satisfied with themselves
and their rovenge. .

““Ach, 1t is petter as efer vas!" grinned Fritz Hofimann,
in lbl:h“ 'ﬁjluistara. “ Tay not know vat to do mit demaeclves, I
tink.”

* Ze mortification is great,” smiled Adolphe Meunter. *I
zink zat ve makes zem sing emall, mon ami"

“ I tink te sameo, dear Adolphe.”

*Ve vill keep on to insult zem and shrug ze shoulders at
zom,’”’ sard Adolphe Meunier. “I zink zat va makes zem
vish zat zey had nevair rowsed us™ .

**Ach, ve are terrible ven ve are roused, my dear
Adolphe ! ™ "

“ %at ia correct, my dear Fritz."”

“ Parhaps ve are a leodle bit too hard up tem, howefor.”

“Not at all, my dear Fritz. I zink zat ve ought to crush
zom !

“Terry goot. I agroes mit my dear Adolphe.”

And so they carried on the campaign; but the Greyfriars
Remove were tired of laughing now. As Nugent hid re-
marked, they wero getting " fed up "’ with the antics of the
foreign jupiors. The next time the shrugping expedition
was carried out, withoul o master’s eye being near, thor
were likely ko ba rucliona.

Bob Charry was thinking it over. He thought it over
during lessons that afrernoon. ard suddenly the silonce of
the -class-reom was disturbed by a loud and prolonged
chuckle from the unlucky Boh

Mr. Quelch turned an eve like a gimlet upon him. Dob
Cherry, realising where he wus the noxt moment, turnad
crimson, and sat dumb.

* Cherry, vou appear to be groafly amused about some-
thing,” remarked Mr. Quelch. in the dre, sarcastic touo
which the Bemovites knew and dreadad.  * Is it possible that
I have unwittingly expressed mysell humorously in my
remnarks upon deponent verks? ™

“f...[--1- foun sed, sir— stammerad Bobi Clierry.

“ Ah, perhapa you wers not thinking of the lesson, how-
evar, but were amusad hy soms extracrdinarily pood story
that recurradd to your mind,”’ suggosted Mr Q]uc,-!ch blandly.
* Perhaps you were not thinking of the lesson at all,
Cherry?™

Bob Cherry was dumb,

tin
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_ "Parhaps you will tell me what I have just been explain-
ing to von,” said Mr. Queleh, in the same tone. * Will you
hate the kindness to defire a deponent verb, Cherry?™

¥ J—L—— Certainly, sir. A deponent verb is—is

"“(Go on, Cherry!™

“ A deponent verb is transitive in form, sir, and—and in-
tranaitive in meaning.”’

'I:‘h-e Remove giggled joyously. Mr. Queleh smiled.

“Ah, so that 15 your definition ef o deponent verb,
Cherry?™

"“1—I—— If you plesce, ¢ir, I think I—7

“Youn will write out one himdred timwes, Cherry, that a
deponent verb is passive in form and active in mesning,”
eaid the master of the Remove; “and you will bave the
kindness to bring me the lines hefore bediime to-night. Do
you think that a hundred times will be sufficient to impress
it upon your memory? '’

" Ye-g-es, [ think so, sir”

“Yer . We will now resume the leseon if Cherry has

ite finished hia ebuilitions of merriment,” said Mr,

waleh. :

_ Cherry had guite finiched his ebullitions of marriment. No
junior ever felt vary merry with Mr. Queleh’s eye on him
anel piercing him like & gimlet, Bob Cherry sat abashed,
and more or less atlentive, till the lesson was over, and the
weleame time of dismissal came to the Remove. Hu?tnt
thumped him on the shoulder as the Remove left the class-
100N

“ What on earth did
German alarm-cleck for,

*Like a what?”

“Well, like a hen with the eroup, then.”

“The excklefulness was terrific!’ remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. ** Wae it indeed the funnifulness of the deponent
verhs, or wae it that an esteemed new wheeze entercd flash-
fully into the honourable Cherry’s fat head?”

1 don't think anybody ever found Latin verba funny,”
grunted Bob Cherry. "It was an esteemad new wheeze, my
inky friend.”

“'Get it off your chest, then, Bob!™

“Is it a new idea for Ne. 3, Cherry?"” chimed in Billy
Bunter. " Have wou thought of anything betier than
Beepaint or Lettertube?

“ Tt wasn't o new idea for No. 3, Billy; and sou can buzz
along before I speak, as T don’t want it yarned all over the

Ir

on suddeniy go off like a chea
bi'" he asked. P

school.”
“Oh, really, Cherry——"
" Cut——-"
“But, I sy, Cherry, you know how you can rely upen

“YVes, T do, Billy, and that's why you're to cut. We had
to wateh vou like a giddy pack of detectives last time wo
had a wheeze up agninst the aliens, in case you gave it awany.
We're not looking for work now.”

“ Oh, if it's only a wheeze apainet the aliens you can keep
it. If it was anything to do with the fm:rt-balf competition

“YWell, it isn't. Cut!”

+ On second thonghts, thongh, you had better tell me,
Cherry, and 1 can probably suggest some improvements that
haven't occurred to you—>-"

Bob Cherry took the obliging Owl of the Remove by the
ear, and sompressed hie thumb and forefinger till the [at
juntor squealed. _

Doz that hurt, Billy 7" he ssked, in o tone of eolicitude,

U Vea, Ow! Yea, Ow!"

“ Would vou like me to eerve the other ¢ar the samel”

“No. Ow! No. Ow!™

“Then you'd hetter cub while you've got the chanee™

Billy Bunter thought so, toe. He cut.

Eulj Cherry stopped where the alternoon sun was glimmer-
ing in through the diamond ‘panes of he hall window,
aid his chums stopped, too. They were anxious to hear the
wheeze which had cost its originaior & hundrad lines,

“Well, get it off your chest, Bob!™ said Nugent.

“We are waiting anxiousfully te hear the honourable
wheeze,” purred the Nabob of Blanipuor.

“ (10 ahead, Bob ! said Wharton encouragingly.
the chuclkles till alterwards, and we'll ehuekle, oo™

“0h, cight you are. Now, [ reckon that when we go far
arr gentle litdle walks in the Clese again wa shall meet the
ghrugging brigade. as usnal”™

"1 suppase so.”’

“ My iden iz, that when they march pase and shrug their
shoulders at Ug——7F

“Go for fem!" snid Nugent,
erother licking."

“Nat at all, my fiery son! There have boon too many
wews with the alieng of late, and our respected Form master
18 keeping a wolfish cye upon us.  Rows with the alicns are
harred excent whon we con meet them in the comparative
seelusion of the Cloisters, where there is no eagls-eye to
watch our peaceable, pereunsive methods of putting them in
their place.””

“ Right enough!’ laughed Haorry Wharton, " But if we
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= Teavo

*It'a about time they had

Another School Tale by
FRANK RICHAHDS

mm

EVERY
TUEGDAY,

The « magnet.“ HALPPENNY. f

;.rﬁ:? not to go for them, and not to stand it what are we to
0
HVen.can buy squirts at Mre. Mimble's shop.™

““ What on earth has that to Jdo with it?"

“We can sneak any amount of red ink from one of the
class-rooms.™

“ My only hat!™ . "

A squirt is a little thing you ¢an keep out of sight—till
it's wanted. Then it comes to the fore, and—="

“Ha, ha, ha!’” o

“J think about twenty of us to form a firing-line would
be able to make the aliens tired of marching post us and
shrugging up their shounlders”

“71 think so, too. IHHa, hat®

Nupgent thumped Bob Cherry on the back

“Ripping!'" he exclaimed.

“ Well, don't bust my spinal solumn!®

“ My dear kid, what dots a spinal columm matter at &
moment like this? " said Nugent, doubling his fist for a more
ercrgetic thump, which Bob dodged just in time,

“Reep off, ass! Now, ie 1t a got™

“The gofulness is terrificl™

“ Weu ralher!” enid Harry Wharton. °‘''We must pul a
stop to their antics, and I think it's a jolly way. Al
will be rather a surprise for Hoffmann & a, ha, hat"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Aliens are Surprised,
“l TINKS tat tey aro crush, my dear Adolphe."

“ [t looks like zat, certainement, my dear Fritz."”
“1 tinks tat ve have been vatching for half an
hour since te school was ofer, and tey have not come
out mit demselves, _L‘Ld::-lghcs.“

1 zink zat is correct.

“ It is gewiss—it is certain den tat tey are crush.”

“ [ zink you are right.”

“Ten ve triumph !”

“Crel! Ve triumph!”

[ Pr&'ﬁl{:’ !J?

The sliens were watching from the Cloisters. They wera
all ready to carry on the sneering and shrugging campaign,
hut the Removites were not in evidence. Fellows of other
Forms, higher and lower, were {o be seen in Fhmt}' in tho
guad.  Dut the Remove, the special rivals o the foreign
jrniors, were conspicuous by their absence. '

It was only natural that Meunier, Hoffmann, & Ca. should
conclude that the Remove had been erushed.

Hoffmann had lately had a doubt or two as fo the efficacy
of the freatment meted out to the Lower Fourth Form of
Greyiriars. Mounicr never lest ponfidence in his excellent
plan, but Hoffmann was beginning to have doubts. Dut
the disappearance of ithe Remove from the Ulose at Grey-
friare was proof enough that the campaign had bheen &
SUCCess, . i

“Ve haove conguered tem,” said Heoffmann, Y Mein
freund, ve have conguered dem.”

v Ach! Goot ! said Limburger.

“¥at is good!” exclaimed Lerouge. Ze Remove not
dare to show ze face in 2¢ open, and now I zink zat ve
startz on =z¢ noxt Form.”

Adolphe Meunier grinned approvgl.

it ig porroct ! Ve have conquer ze Remove, and now
ve starts on ze '[Eimer Fourth. Zey are shecky, and ve put
zern in 2eir place.™ _

sgohe oot 1M said Hoffmann heartily. :

“ Mon g}ieuE Zore is van of zem !’ suddenly exclaimed
Charpentier.

« Ach! You vas right, ain't it?" ‘

A Demaovite was eutting across the Close from the direction
of the school shop. It was Bob Cherry, The aliens sent a
concerted yell after him, but Bob Cherry apparently did
not hear. He did not turn his head, at all events, and the
next minute he had disappeared into the house.

F Zat vas Sherey,” said Meunier. I he not dare to face
26 onemy, it i5 certain zat ze rest are cowed. Yo have
eonquered IV .

e }'r. iz pocause ve have made to goot [riend,” said Hoff-
“ 1 tinles tat I embraces my dear friend Adnllnhe."

I embrace my belofed friend Fritz I
And they embraced. It was a most affecting seene, Then
the aliens continued to watch the Clese, while debating
whether to begin operations oo the Upper Fourth with the
ssne invincible, erushing taoties.

There was a sudden exclamation from Lerouge.

H(eil!l  Zere zey come !

The Bemove wero scen issuirx? from the great doorwar,
and nearly the whole of the Form came gradually into
view. Harry Wharton & Co. were at the head, and they

came strolling with a careless air towards the Cloisters

NEXT TUESDAY.
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The Bemovites followed in a crowd, with prim and serious
faces, and their hands in their pockets.

“ Zere zey are!" said Meunter. 1 zink zat I not com-
prehend. Iz it zat zey have just screw up zeir courage to
za sticking-point "'

“1 tink tat tat is it, my dear Adolphe.’

“ Zon ve starts on zem again, my dear Fritz”

The foreign juniors were quite roady to start. They came
out of the dusky Cloisters, and shaped their courze so as
to pass close to the Removites.

Horry Wharton made his followers 2 sign to halt.

The Remove stopped, in an irregular line, and waited
solemnly for the EL{:I’IE to come up. Meunier grinned at

offmann.

“ Zey know val to expect, my dear Fritz."

Y Tat ie 50, my dear Adolphe.”

The foreign juniors walked on.  They held their noses
high in the air, and halted within & few paces of the
Hemovites, te shrog their shoulders up to their ears.

“ Fire I'" shouted Harry Wharton,

The word startled the alians,

They stopped in the midst of their shrupging; but there
was no time for them to escape.

As Harry Wharton shouted out the word, each Removite's

ru_?iht hand came out of his pocket, and cach right hand
held a squirt, full of red ink.

Bquiz-z-z-zz !

ik W ! D!‘ [lF

“ Parblou !’

* Ach himmel I

“Crel 1"

" Mein gootness [

There wasy no avoiding the fire. The squirting ink
aquizzed into the faces of &n alions before they knew what
wai coming, converting them with startling suddenness into
Eed Indians.

“Mein gootness 1™ roared Hoffmann, as the red ink trickled
ovor his face. ., Vat js tat? I tinks tat I am vet, ain’s it?"

. Mon bleu!” gaspod Meunier. “I not zink of zis!"

Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Remaovs.

Jome of the Removites were provided with a second
suirt, and they brought the reserves into action promptly.

Hofimann rushed furiously at Harry Wharton and resied
back a3 he raceived a fresh dose in the left ear from Db
Cherry, and one under tho chin from Nugent.

“Bock it to the esteemed rotters sgquirtfully 1 exelaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ** My worthy Meunier, this iz
for vour estoemed left car”

And Meunier's eateened loft ear reccived it.

The French junior gave a wild vell and dashed at the
nabob, A fresh squirt from Hazeldene stopped him, The
aliens wern shricking and gesticulating by this time like
lunatica. There was a babel of Froench and German shrieks.
The Removites roared with laughter.

“Ach!” roared Hoffmann,  “I am vet! T am inky
pefora! Tat is all te fault of tat French peast Maunier !"

“1 zink zat is all za fault of zat Sherman peeg Hoffmann.”
" Poundar !"

“ Rottair 1
"1 trashea you!"

.
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1 zink I giffs you licking.”

And the late beloved [rienda rushed at one another, rof
to cinbrace this time, but fo renew the old quarrel. Lockel
in a tangled embrace, less amicable than their previous
ones, they reeled to and fro, their reddened faces close to
ono anothar,

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
such aszaes ! .

“We pan’t have these inky rotters about hore’ said
Nugent. * Hurree Jampot is the onty inky bounder allowed
here. Kiek them out !

“Good ' lavghed Harry Wharton.
lends

The Removites rushed forward,  The inky and discon-
gerted forcigners were swept back into the (Moisters in a
twinkling, and through thein to their own quarters. Thero
they rallied for a momoent, but only for a moment. Thon
the Removites clomoured at the gate, which was closed
against them in time. Through the bars they could sce
the foreign juniors, their faces streaming with ink, their
aapoct whelly ludicrous.

In the melee Hofmann and Meunter had separated for a
moment. But new a babel of recrimination arese, French
and German voices being mingled in mutual denunciation
and inveetive.

“ It vas tat ass Meunier fof——-"'

“It vas zat Sherman roitatr Hoffmann— )

“1f you savs tat agnin I tinks I trash you, Meunier."

7 says it again—J savs zat vun hundred times——"

“ Peastly pounder !

“ Rottair 1™

“Go it!” shouted Boeb Cherry, throngh the gate, as the
Fronch and German juniors closed in sirife once mora. *' Go
it, Frogegy! (o for him, Saverkraut!”

The exeitable alicns were all arguing, recriminating,
shricking, and shouting. Hoffimann and Menmer were soon
not the only combatants. Argument gradually proceeded
to punching and seratching, and ere long most of the aliens
were ot fisticuffa—Fronch ngainst German.

The sight was extremely diverting to the Removites, who
crowded al ihe gate, shouwting encouragement to ths com-
batants. The din was terrific, and if was not surprising
that i1t brought Herr Rosonblaum out of the house with a
cane in hiz hand.

Then the Removites prudently retived, laughing till their
ribs ached.

“ My only hat!" Nugent gasped.
whesze, Bobby, my hov!
mevrehants

“Did you ever soe

Y Bhove them oul,

“It was a ripping
1 never saw such a sct of funny

“The rippingfulness was terrific,”” aaid the nahob,
chuckling. I thinkfully consider, my esteemed chums,
that we shall see no more of the sneerfulness and the shrug-
fulness of the worthy estcemed rotten aliens.”

“ Ha, ho, ha! I fancy not.”

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh was right.

Thera were many little difficulties to erop up vet between
the Greyfriars juniors and their excitable neighbours; but
Adolphe Meunier’s grand plan for crushing the Remove was
=gvar tried again.
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Dashwood),
Jack Dashwood finds to his astoaishment that he has been
?r:\ctltﬂll:r disinherited in favour of his Uncle Dominie and

ousin Leonard. He conscguently cnlists in the 25th

Hussars, under the name of Tom lloward, and soon becomes
g ¢corporal. Unfortunately for Jack, however, his Cousin
Leonard is attagched to the 23th as second leutenant, and,
with the aid of a ballving trooper named Sligo, sneceeds in

etting JucK deprived of his stripes. By the death of hig

ather (Dominic), Licutenant Dashwood is at first prevented

from accompanyving the 25th to India; but he subseguently
joins the troopship at Port Said, having travebed there
overtand. While ot Port Said he bribes o Greck gambler
named Constantinidl to Kidnap Trooper Howard, whom
he scids ashore on a Talze errand, Quy hero i3 attackod
and stunned, and walkcs to find himself a prisoner. Irenc,
the beautiful daughter of hiz captor, however, procures for
him a disguise, and jack, by means of a rope, lowers him-
self down into the garden, whaerein, seated vound n table in
a Kiosgue, Corstantinidi and a party of British officers
fremn the troopship anges ave ['{thm:'?' A secne takes
place and Jack, with the help of the officers, makes his
gsgape. He continues his journey to Indin on the Ganges,
and evenrually rejoins the 25th ifgﬂ:ﬂnra. On his arrival fn
camp, Sergeant Clavering imanediarely takes the prodigal
trooper to the Colonel, (Now go on with the story.)

An Undersianding !

“Trooper Howard just returned, sir, and anxiouz fo re-
port to you. He came nlong on the Ganges, which iz just
in, sir,”” said the sergeant, as he saluted Colonel Groville.

“T will tell you whether T am glad to see you, Howard,
when I have heard your oxplanation,” said the colonel
drily. “You can go, Bergeant Clavering., Come inside
here, with me.™

And, flushing scarlet to the roots of his hair, Trooper
Tom Howanrnd, No. 3842, followed his chief inio the dim
interior of the bangalow. A whisky-peg stood on one of
the tables, and the room was empty. The colonel, returning
to the chair from which he had risen, sat down.

“ Now, my lad, out with it,”" said he.

It was impeossible to keep hig cousin’s name out of it
since it was Leonord Dashwood who had sent him ashore,
But when he reached that point where he had recovered
consciousness in Constantinidi’s house, Tom paused.

“(Go on. What are you hesitating for 7" szaid the colonel
sharply.

He was & very handsome man, with s clear-cut, aristo-
eratic face, and grey cyes that could look fiercely and kindly
by turns, o bold rider and a fine polo-player, and the beau-
ideal of the British cavalry officer.

“Well, I was kept there, sir, for several days. I think—
I think "—and he faltered, dmp[iin his eves for the first
time from the colonel’s gaze—**1 think when they found
out that I was a British soldier, they woere afraid of what
they had done.™

. "You will excuse me, Howard,"” said the colone]l gravels,
“but you don't think any such thing.” And, rising to his
feet, he walked straight up to the lad and seemed to loolk
mta his very soul,

“Now, look here, bov,” he said. " The colonel in a
regiment should act in the position of a father to all those
under his command, and I want you to confide in moe and
tell me yvour real name.”

Tom Howard's lips trembled a little.
determined jaw of his rigid and stiff,

"I am EOTTIY, E.:'ll'J but I can't Jo what Fou azk. ™
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The colonel’s face expreszzed no anger, but he fook Tom
Haoward by the shoulder and said;

ik L]

Come here with me.”

The wall of the mess-bungalow was hung with pictures and
trophies that all our regiments earry about with them from
plage to place, and the colonel stopped before a portrait
of a former commander, whose memory was still rovered
in the corps. It was the first time our Hera had seen it,
and if  Colonel Greville had been a French " juge
d'instruction ' reconstructing the gruesome particulars of
gome crime, he could not have been more dramatie nor
maore eprrect. The denoucment was exaetly that which ho
had wished to bring abeut; for, stretching his arm
mvaluniarily towards the portrait, the lad next moment
buried hiz face in his hands and burst into tears. The
colonel stood mationless for o few momenfs, and walved
hack a mesz.waiter who had appeared in the doorway.

“1 have thought so for some time, Dashwood,” he said
at length. “Thaf portrait of your father was done a pood
many yeurs ago, but there is no disguising the likeness. It
is twenty-five years since I joined the regiment, and your
father was my first colonel.’

Jack brought his hand from his eves and clonched his
fists, and there was an appealing look in his tear-stained
face ns he looked at Colonel Greville,

~“*You need not speak,” said the colonel, " Your secret
is safe with me. But there is another matter which we
must go into together.  Your cousin had some sinister
motive in sending you ashore at Port Said. To my mind, il
savours very strongly of murder.”

“I oan’t say that, sir,” said Jack,

“ No, but you can'i help thinking it, nor can I, said the
colonel. “ Ware your cousin going to remain with us, I
should feel it my duty to make a very strict inguiry into
thig matter. As it 15, he iz going to exchange, and for
the sake of the good old name which has been associated
s long with the 25th Hussars, it is my intention to pass
the thing over; but I shall keep a very close eve on Mr.
Leonard Dashwood wherevor he goes.  And now, Howard—
for so I shall continue to ecall you—remember that you
have alwaye & friend in me. Roturn to your squadron and
to vour duty, I shall see that you reap your reward.”

Poor Jack forgot himself for the moment, stretched out
his hand, and as suddenly checked himself; but the colonel
saw the action and put his own forth,

“I am glad that we have had this explanation,” said he;
it explains many things that were a mystery.”

And, ae the lad saluted, and went our, Colonel Greville
continued to watch him from the verandah ¢f the officers’
mess, and then, lighting & cigar, smoked furiously for a
long time.

When Tom Howard returned to his quarters there was &
look on his face which forbade any close questioning on the
part of hiz reom-mates. He told them just as much as he
thought they ought to know—and no more; and Tom
Howard's adventure was the fopic of conversation for the
next forty-sight houra.

(e iten of intercst they had to impare in their turn,
which was that Mr. Dashwood, having made himsslf
ax!-renlelf unpopular with hizs brother ::-%m:rs, had been
practically given the cold shoulder and sent to Coventry,
and was only awaiting an opportunity to exchange into
anather regiment. And then o strange thing happened, and
the Hon. Algernon Armstrong, of the lst Battalion of the
Ploughshires, rode over from the infantry lines to hold a

NEXT TUESDAY.
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long consultation with Colonel Greville. Leonard Dashwood
was sent for, ond the result came as a great surprise to
several of the setors in our stery. An exchanpre had been
elfocted, which only required the ratificatign of the higher
military authorities; and the Hon. Algy, having messed
with the 25th, and been voted a very g fallow, was duly
pested to “B™ Bquadron, and the fact read out in orders.

Certainly, the only man in the 25th Hussars whe found
any reason to quarrel with the exchange was Trooper Alf
Elige. But, the cantonment of the Ploughshires being not
very far away from the cavalry lines, Alf Sligo put his

E?EEHH in his cheek, and said nothing cither one way or the
oOF,

Leonard Dashwood, although hizs pride had sustained a
very severc shock, and the unexpecied refurn of the man
he had thought removed for ever from his path had
terrified him for the time being, congratulated himsell that
e had got out of the scrape so ensily—his one annoyance
being to find Dick Vivian among his new brother-oficers,

had never been friends, and Leonard's cowardly
heart failed him as he met Dick Vivian's e ., realising
thﬁt ’hu must know the true history of the whole business.
Il stick it for just as long as it is useful to me, and
then T'll either sell out or apply for a station billet. In
the meantime, that beast Sligo is to be trusted, and m
donr- cousin shall net find his life a path.of roses.
wonder how much the colonel knows? Sly old beggar!
He's as impenetrable us the Sphinx ™

] - . [ - ® ¥ - W ¥ L] L]

Three months after he had rejoined, Tom Howard be-
came lance-corporal, to the great joy of his troop—some
members of which, to mavk their approbation, got very
intoxicated, and tore up one of the baznars, Bill Sloggeit
paying the J:annlt-y by going to “cells” for the specified
number of days,

When he came out he was possessed of a terrible thirst
and ne money, and notifying this fact to Alf Slizo, that
individual suggested an adjournment fo the cantoen, and.
mn paying for thoe beer, produced s handful of silver and
copper coins, in the middle of which Bill Sloggett's
shrewd cyes detecled the glitter of gold.

" Where did you get that from?’ said Sloggett.

Whereupon, Sligo, taken off his guard, grew hot and
cold By turns, and asked what the dickens that had got te
do with him, '

“0Oh, nothing,” said Bill Slogzett, finishin
and walking out of the canteen, [eaving Alf Sligo to look
after him with an unensy feeling. “Can’t make it out,
no'ow,” said Bill Sloggett, to himself. * That fellow ‘s
always got a fist full of brass, 'Ow ‘e does it, hanged if
I know! I'm goin’ to wateh this!”

1t was Thuraday, which is a holiday with the troopas in
India, and, having nothing particular to do, and no moner
to spemd, Trooper Bloggert strolled away to a elump of

reenery near an ancient well some distance from the
ines, where he lay down in the shade of 2 tespul tree and
went to sleep. When he wolie the shadows were lengihen-
i?gI r::ér.r-:-ss the plain—those long, long shadows so typical
o ia.

hiz drink,

Sloggett, ‘“that's il—that's where he gets his money! Now
I want to know what does he git it for? I'll Gnd out, too,
before I'm o week older!™

And when the lheutenant had gone, and Sligoe turned his
back on the teepul tree and disappeared in the direction
of the cavalry lines, DBill Sloggett gathered himself up,
and followed in the same direction, with a heavy frown
on his low brow.

—_—

Trooper Bill Sloggeit's Strange Feeling.

“I say, Howard,” eaid Sergeant Clavering one day, s
few weeks later, ** I wonder il you could do anything with
voung Sloggett. I've had to tell him off every day this
weel. Hea's had ‘eells’ three times zince we've besn out
here, and been confined to barracks Heaven knows how
often! I don’t like the fellow, but it's a pity to see a
youngster going to the dogs like this—besides, it's =
dizgrace to the regiment!’

om Howard looked dubicus. He knew Sloggett to be
a very tough customer, and yvet he was conscious that ma
;'-illlﬂﬂﬂ he had gone out of his way to do little things for
1A%,

Tom Howard was fulleorporal now; and next day,
sezing Bloggett mahingl for the bazaar, Tom followed him,
and overtoock him in the native quarter.

Sloggett was ahout to turn into a stall where they sold
arrack—that potent liquor that has boen the downfall of
so many Dritish Tommies—when he heard the jingle of
apurs bzshind him, and, turning round, stopped on the
thrashold.

“"Hallo, corporal!
frown on Tom's f[ace.

Y MNothing Parlicuiar, Sloggett; but I should like to
speak to you.”

Sloggett fell into step, and they walked along together.

“ Look here, Bloggett, 1 want to have a wo with
you,” said Tom Howard, *“ You have got to pull up,
your defaulter’s sheel ia becoming quite a euriosity.
you don’t watch it, you'll be a disgrace to the troop!™

IE‘]:ildHID_ggett‘s eyes twitched viciously, and he locked
wicked.

“Look 'ere, "Oward, don't you start preachin'!” he
E%:iﬁ!ﬁ "I'Flmﬁr:ingﬂ be?n ﬂEﬂ to lritt!! and Id:w]!‘. had lfnﬂugﬁ
of 1 va had enough of everything, and I'm j we
gick of the whole slmﬁ:h!" e s

“What's wrong? What's the matter with you?' said
Tom Howard, looking at the man.

“Wn:mf !  Why everything is wrong! When I listed
for a scoldier, I ‘listed to fight, net for these feld-daye
whaere vyer can't ses yer troop-leader for dust, and yer
can't sleep at night for things that bite yer, and "eat that
at1fles yer. It's enough to drive anyone to drink!™

Tom smiled.

“Don't be a fool, Bloggett,” he said. “If vou want to
fight you ean put the gloves on and have a turn with me ;
I should be only teo pleased.”

" Here, chuck it!" said Bill Sloggett, *“Yer knows ver
can down me in o couple o'

What's up?’ said Sloggett, sceing a

Bloggott sat up, and was
abont to  roturn to the
linna, when he saw Sligo
1¢it§rinﬁ slong the road, oc
casionally stopping to pick
up & steng, which he Hung

two's.”! And 2 look of the
old admiration ecame into
his face. “1I say, *Oward "
he said eunddenly. “D'yer
noever foel aa ‘ow ver'd like
to kill somebody? Dipep

at a lizard, but all the time
looking backward and for. F

ward, as though he wore
acxpecting someons,
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London,will be glad to hear from you.

never want to take Dash-
wood into a corner by yor
£elf and punch the 'eart out
o him?  Tell me honestly,

Bouverie Street, Fleet Street,

A dustclond floated to-
wards Fim  across the
Nimitable vista of the
dreary Rat, and an officer in
civilian attire came along
at a quick trot. Sloggett
recognised Leonard Dash-
wood's chestnut cob, and
continued to recline on his
elbow, as he saw Bligo pull
himself togother and salute
the approaching lisutenant.

Dashwood  looked round
sbout him, and, seeing no
one in sight, pulled up.
There waz a short conver-
sation, which ended in the
lisutenant putting his hand
inte his pocket, and hand-
g mmathingi te  the
trooper of the Huasars.
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man to man, don™t yer®”

A dark Flﬂw coamo  intg
the corporal’s cheeks.

“That's nothing to de
with it, Sloggett,” he said.

At the same tims the
trooper’s quick eyo noticed
that ithe corporel's hand
tightened on  his riding-
whip.

“ Thera, yer meedn't eay
any  more,” said  Bill
Slorpatt gquickly. “I knew
ver did, and that's just "ow
I feels. And if something
docan’t turn up soon, I shall

have a fair beanoc on my
own "

in a perfect
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