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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Remove Rald.

¥ AKE aup, Bob! "
* Grepererer L
:‘: It's time! "™

Yaw-w-wowawlt”
Herrr Wharton laughed, and shook Bob Cherry hy the

shoulder.  Bob started out of dreamland, sat ap in bed,
and ruhbod hiz eves.

It was dark in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, and
the darkneas was very slightly diapelied by the candleond
that glimmered on Wharton's washatand.

“Grererer 1Y grumbled Bol Cherry, U It's eold !

“It's not warny,” admitied Harey; "but it's time fo pet
up. Have you forgotten that we are visiting the Upper
qu-:llnurbh ta-night? ™ . .

“Weil, ves, I had forgotien it, a5 a matter of fact. I've
bean to sleep. you sen. Upon the whole, Wharton, it's not
s very good idea, raiding o dormitory on an Oclobor niwht.
It's jolly cold. and you know how windy it i3 in the passages.
Botier leave it till-—— Oh! Ow!'"

Cherry bouneed out of bed, as a wet sponge was
squeczed aver him.

“Hold on!”™ ha howled. “I'm gelting up.
aes! Can't you senr I'm pgelting  up? Ow!
cold!™

“(iot your things on, then.”

“Wall, wake up the others!™ growlod Bob, maling a
dive into hia tromszra. " We shall oll cateh our death of
cold, I'm certain of that.”

*Whno's that muking a row?” murmured Franl Nuogent
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from his bed, “Can't vou keep quiet in the middle of tho
night, and let a fellow go o sleep?”

It dan’t the middle of tho night,” said Wharton, as he
jerked off Nugent's bed-clothes. ** It's just struck eleven."”

“UOh' (Ooh: I say, supposy we leave that raid over il
——ILeepn off, vou beast! I'm getting up.”

Y Buck up, then! Are you awake, Hurreo Singh?"

“The wakefulness 15 terrific! ™ purred the soft voior of
the Nabob of Bhamipur, as ko happed out of bed. ' Ths
spongrafulness 18 not neoded.™

Y 1lalp me wake up the othoers.”

raid on_the Upper Tourth dormitory had been
planned in the Remove studies the evening lefore. It had
seomed a stoply ripping idea then to the Removitze. The
Upper Fourth were their old focs, and had Leon crowing
over them lately in a mapner that the Bemove [vund iu-
tolarable,

A rawl after hights out, a pﬂ]ﬁw-ﬁﬁht in tho dark. and o
goneral licking for the Upper Foarth seemed to Wharton
and hiz friends 1he Lest way to deal with the situation, and
thz Ramove had haiied the idea with enthusiasm.

But when ths Hme came to put it inte sxeeution, ths
idea did not zeem hali so ripping as at first, for it was
(Jetober, and the night wos cold and rainy owlaside, and cod
and dragghty inside.

In windy wearher a regular gale ragzed along the roomy.
old-fashionsd passages at Greyfrinis, and the heds in tho
Reomove dormitory were warm and comfv. Prebably, undor
any leader but Wharton, the raid wounld heve ronained o
plan that was nover carricd out. But Wharton had a will
of iron whon he had mads up s mind.

There were grambles froim maost of the beds. There wer:
remonstrancea from all. The reasons the fellows pgave for
not getiing up, the ressnns they advanced for putting of
the raid till another nighr, wera clear. complete, and oo
vineing; but Harry Wharten had an anawer ready that wos
more canvineing sfiill, It was 2 wet sponge. As aoon az n
fellow folt the eold water down the back of Wiz neel he 172
off wrguing. guile vanguished, and hepped oul of bed.

In ten mingtes the Remoye wera all up, with the exesn-
iion of Titlly Bunter. Bunter kept a watchful eye on Whoar-
ton., and as the captain of the Bemove came towards his
bed, he expostulatedd; but Wharton tessed the sponge inte
hiz basin.
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“It'e all right, Bunty; yvou're net wanted.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

* You would only be in the wayr, so you can stay in hed.””

"1 say, vou fellows, be asa gueet ag you ewn,” said Hi]],:i"
Dunter. "I expect you will make a muek of it i I don™
vene ;. but I mwean fo dake Wharton at his word, just to
gituw you, You might come back as quietly as you can, so
a5 nol {0 wake me up.”

“Hate!" said Buletrodes, the bully of the Form, whe
pever could be wncomforiable himself without wanting to
muke others uwnromforialle, tow, "1 don't believe in any
rotten favouritisn.  Boder ma{;ht tor come with the rest.”

“He wouldn't e any good,” said Wharton,

“8tll, I don't see why he shonld siick in bed while we
go out in the coid.”

It won't make any difference to ue ™

‘8l we ought to have the far little porker ouf, on
prineiple.’

And Bulstrode etepped quickiy acroess to Bunter’s hed, and
laidd hold of the sheels '?HH:,; Bunter had cucled himsell up
to go to sleep again. He was off his puard, and the next
moment the bed-clothes were off Bunter. The fat junior
started up with a yell.

“Wow-what—what’s that?"

“Time to get up,” said Bulstrode, grinning. “up with
you, aoless you want a spanking! You can come along,
and keep watch in the presage.”

Tl really would rather stay in bed.”

"1 dare say you would, bui vou can come out 1n the cold.

along with the rest of we”
1}.;-;1Fhﬂrmm I gay, Wharton, you said I could stay in

“Let hiw alane, Bulstrade,” said Harry Wharton impa-
tiently. " What's the good of wasting time? 1 tell sou,
lm'lﬁ no geod. As for keeping walch, he’s as blind as an
oW _n

" {th, really, Wharton——"

“Well, I'm not m:‘ning if he doesn'tt™

Y“on't, then! Get nto bed, and e hanged to you!
Come on, von fellows!"

The Remove, hali dressed, and armed with pillows and
bolsters, crowded towards the docr. Bulsrrode scowled
after them, but finally joined them. e kuew he wounld be
twitted with cowardice if he kept oul of the raid. Billy
Bunter rathored up his bed-clothes, and rolled himeelf up
like a hedgehog, and went to sleep.

“"Don't nake a row!" said Harrv., as the Remove
crowded :!.h]l'lﬁ‘ the passape. **Temple, Dabney & Co. may
be avwake——

h}’ Who's making a row? demanded Bulstrode dizagree-
ably.

“0Oh, shut up!™ _

“The jawlulness of the esfeemed Bulstrode e terrific!™
murmured Huorree Singh. " The shutupfulness would be
the ceteemed [avour.™

*Oh, rats!’ said Dulstrode, without taking the troubla
te lower his voice, though the raidera were very near now
to t!g_e door of the Uppor Fourth dormitory. ** The fact is

Wil you be guiet?”

“No, I won't, unless I chocse. T say——"

Bob Cherry clapped his hand over Bulstroda's mouth with
&’ I‘un:;ie that made him stagper, "The bully of the Remaovo
gasped.

* You-you rolter—"

" Be quiet!" enid Harry Wharton, in a ferce whisper.
;YGLI’:]E wake them, and we sha'n’'t be able te surprise

1801

“I don't care! T—"

There wea 2 sound frém within the dormitory. Harry
Wharion quietly openad the door. The interior of the room
was pitchy dark. The might was dark and eoudy, and
hardly & ray entered at the tall windows. The Romovites
could see nothing, but there were indefinable sounds in the
darkness which made Wharton pretty sure that the alarm
had been given.

“Go for them ! " muttered Nugent.

Swish !

. Suddenly from the dense darkness came the ewish of hurl-
ing water, and a jugiol of cold fluid swamped over the
leadars of the Remove.

YR $n&‘ped Nugent,

“"Oh-ht?

1 {}‘¥ !lt

Bwish—ewizsh—swigh!

From different points in ithe darkness came the ewamping
water. Th: Remove could not sce their foes, but their fors
knew where they were, as they had just entered at the
door. The water ﬁwu,.:i'lpt:{l aver Fhe invoaders, and holf of
them were soaked to the sliin in a [ew zoconds, There was
& chuckle in the gloom.

“THE GREYFRIARS CHINEE.”

“Ha, ha, hal
Hemove rata?”

“Go for them!" panfed Harey Wharfon.

Aund he jed o forward rush. He stumhbled againet some-
boty, and the next moment was rolling on the fleor in
doadly confitet with Temple, the captain of the Upper
Fourtn, Temple was in his prjamas, just ns he had jumped
oub of bed. Two ar three ﬂ[; the Romove fell over the com-
batants, mied Temple yelled for reseue, and his Form fellows
rished fo his aid and added ihemselves to the heap,

The melee was soon general, the fellowe swiping out right
and left with pillows and bolsters; but in the darknesa it
was impossible ro tell friend from fee, and no one could
ke where his blows fell,

Suill, that did not detract from their energy. 8o long as
they smote somebodsr, it was all right, and the fun was fast
annd furious.

There was a sudden glimmer of light in the intense
gloom. Try, of the Upper Fourth, had lighted o eandle,
and, faint s the illumination was in the longr, Iofty room, it
thfat f{ltfﬁl'.'{"d to enable the hoys to make out focs from
Iieugls, :

"o it, Remove!" eried Harry Wharton. :

And the I.-!.'J'-'I.':?I'.' Fourth rallied round their loader, and
made a rash, The Upper Fourth went eeattering hack
amongst the beds, but there they rallied, and held their
gronnd well,

The ﬁghtm%: became more furious, and there were endless
pnaps and yelle as the pillows and balstors smoto, -and ‘amote
hard. The Upper Foarth, manfully led by Temple and
1) hoey, rallied and drove the Remove back almost to the
door Tlien the serimmage beemime really terrifie.

In the excitement of the coinbat, the jnniors had forgotten
prefeets and masters—everything, in fact, but the combar,
MJT;::E’E. ::j! I-I:I&{ midst of the 't:'-r-[-a.rhh*l._lﬁ; stenggle thera was a

und of a door opening alonpg ABSATE, fue i
‘I.'lu‘.'IFEI'J(I:]H{ Eromn '.I_‘f:m;l]-.‘: I'uﬁuwcmg RN iy

IR
The piliow-fight ceased as if by magie,
s Capper!” mutlered Temple.
assee vou fellows were to mnke such
ik ;[‘]I-_T :-I:u-:l‘u'.-n.-jlﬂa was terrific! ™
think you chaps made as much row as we did,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “T say, I o i ] i s
thiﬂ kst PR ¥+ I ean hear him coming along! Shove

The candle was exfinpuiched instantly. The dormi
wad in dackness. The footstops, slow nnffl ponderous, -.Eig
cnming along the passage, It wae evident that the aster
ﬂf“T{:_!-E 'ﬂkpurﬁw FT;T:"}-;dh?i'd mEn the alarn.

uick ! mutie empe, M (3% ¥ ;
i Al nillows andl hatts D ko, bod with. youl Get

Fr'.t.' {:htl{:kl&d{i

“It's ne good, old man. aps bei A1l griv
thg i “1:{1_3:’_'. Theee chaps being here will wive

SDo oas T tell vou! If you're canght here. Wharton it
will mwan gating, and perhape o licking, Gel under the

beds ! "
" Whew! Under the beds!”

Do you want zome more washing, youm

* M';r hat! What

a row!’

Yee. Capper is shortsighted, and he .=t
ﬂl!ﬂﬁ-‘ ]?Lli‘k up ! LI-:hn.‘ll be here in a minur:_m;f;llmsﬁi any-
“ Har-r; g$?q* thing to be done,” grunted Bob Cherry,

“mosoaked with water!™ ]

Sl growled Bulstrode,

" Then stay where vou are, and be eaupht.”

_ - ght.

It did not take the TRemove long to goeb ot of sight. They
bunedled under ihe beds, and the pper Fourth jumped back
between the sheets and pulled the bed-ciothes over them,
fhli:: dormifory door opened, and there was the glimmaer of

i .'IIE‘.

Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper Fourth, losked in.

The dormitory was as silent as the tombs St :
45 miice. omb; the juniors still

“I'm1 not

g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Sneezes,

” )

B The Form master’s voice was the only sound that
broke the silence, save for the deep and steady breath.
ing of the Upper Fourth., TUinler the beds the

Remeave were almost holding their breath. ’

" Boys,” repeated Mr. Capper, “I lave heard a—a noiee,
I may say an uproar, and I am certain that it procceded from
thiz dormitorv. I am convinced that you are awale, and
simply affecting sleep for the purpose of decciving me !
The deep and steady breathing continued without oeesa.
tion, and Tomple threw in & snore for additional effeet,

Mr. Capper ehook his head sericusly and advanced into the

dormitory. Ile east the light of his lump upon Temple’s faco,

The junior kept his eyes closed, and snored steadily.
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“Templo I eard Mr, Capper.

Bnore !

“"Temple ™

Snore !

The Form master looked baffied, He stepped to the next
bed, occupied by Dabney, and turnad the light upon him.
Dabnoy's eyes wero closed so tight that it looked as if a
chise] would be nocded to open them, Bo tightly were they
olosed, in fact, that the Form master was suspicious, and
ho lingered by Dabney’s bed, looking at him narrowly. And
just then the stillness of the dormitory was broken by a loud
and prolonged eneoze.

Mr. Capper whirled round, the lamp flickering as he did so.
M Who was that?’ he demanded. I knew someone wog
awakse."

Snore!

“ Who was it sneezed ™’ demanded Me. Capper.

The sneezer did not answer. As a matter of fact, It waa
Bob Cherry, who was ercouching under Templa's bed. Dob
was wet through with the sonaing he had received., In fho
warmth of the combat ho had llarbly noticed it.  But now he
wag quite still, and in a strong draught, under the bed. The
congeguence was that he was chilled in every limb, and bo
felt & premonition of o coming cold erceping over him. Ha
had not been able to restrain that sneezo. Another was
struggling to come, but Dob manfully held it back. He was
nearly asphyxiated in the struggle to withhold the seccond
AT EE. | .

Mr. Capper looked wvery suspiciously at Temple. Tha
captain of the Upper Fourth looked the picturs of sleaping
inpocenoe. . ‘The Form master turned away, and looked st
Dabney, and then passed on to Fry's bed.  Bob Cherry snw
that his back waa turned, and the long-held sneeze camo forth
with a violence rendered all the greater by its suppression :

“* At chew-ew-cw-pw !

Mr. Capper turned guickly, and camo back towards
Temple. He laid his hand on the boy"s shoulder and shoui
him. The captain of the Upper Fourth slarted, and opened
his eyos.

“ Tample, was it you that sneezed?” _ :

“ Sneezed, air! I—I—— Is there anything wrong, sir?”

“ Wrong? Yes, cortainle. I was disturbed in the midast of
my studies, Temple, by a loud noise, which I muay correctly
characteriso as an uproar. I am convineed that that untimoty
disturbance of the nocturnal pesce proceeded from  this
dormitory.”’

“ Really, sir? Perhaps you heard Dabney snoring :

“ It was not a sound of snoring,” said Mr. Capper, who was
too solemn m personage bo dream for o moment that a Junior
could think of being hunorous at his expense.  * It was more
like the sounds of combat, of individuals ablacking ono
another with brutal violence.'

“You amaze me, sirl"” ‘

““ Has nothing of the kind been procceding within the
precinets of this dormitory "

“Really, Mr, Capper, as captain of the Upper Fourth, I
should reerard it as my duty te put down any case of brutal
violence that oceurred in the Form,”

“ Ahern! I am almost certain that the sounds proceoded
from this apartment,” seid Mr, Capper. ** Deur mie,
who is that sneezing ¥

“ At-chew—chow—chew-cw "

e of the fellows has a cold, I suppose,” said Temnpla
hastily.

“ It sounded to me as if that sneeze came from under your
bed, Tomple."

U UUnder my bed, sir?

“ Al-chew—chew-ew !

This time the snecze came from Nugent, who was under
Dabney's bed. Mr. Capper turped round. Then Flarry
Wharton sneezed from further up the dormittory, Mr, Capper
turned red. . ]

“This is someone having a joke with me, I precume,” ha
sald, with zereat majesty. 1 eall upoen the person who
gneazed fo show himself al once.”

** Perhape it's a=—a ventriloquist, sie,"” said Temple, struck
hy o audden idea. “ He's making the sound come from
different parts of the dormitory.”

hore was a chuckie from several guarters. DBut M,
Cnppor dicl ol notice it 'J_'q:r]r:pin'u Bt ion secred to lim
to hit the right nail on the head,

“It is very prabable, Temple,' he snicd, @ That is, indod,
the only way in which I ean account for the phencweno,
The sneeze in the fivst place soemed to come from under
your bold, and then frowm Dabney’s bed, and then from a
distanca.”

“ 30 I thought, sir.”

The Form master's words were, of course, andible to all the
hidden Romove, and two or threo of the fellows furthest from
the Form master proaptly sneczod.

“There is the sound again,’” said Mr, Capper, his brows
contracting. “T shall puntish  the  practical  joker very
pevercly. Moy, I arder you to come forth!"

Tho boy did not come forth. Mr., Capper went along the
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dormitory from bed fo bed, and looked at each member o
the Upper Fourth Form in turn. All were in bod, and not
one showed a sign of guilt. It was very diffieult to divine
which was the ventriloguist who had produced those sncezes
from different dircetions,

“Very well,” said Mr. Capper—"° very well. I—"
“ At-choc-—choo—choo-0-0-0 1" .
The sound was under Dabney's bed agnin, Mr. Capper

turned erimson with anger. . -

“ The youth who possesses these ventriloquial powars,™ ?e
said, ““may regard it as a great joke to be impertinent 1o
hiz Form master. DBuot I shall inguire inte the maler
to-morrow, and ascertain which memlxr of tho Form it is.
Ha will be cared severely. Good-night, my boys!”

" Good-night, sir!” I

And tho master of the Upper Fourth left the dormitory.
There was a roneral chuckle when the door had closed. The
Remove waited a few moments, and then crawled out from
under the beds, shivering with cold, :

“What the dickens did you keep on ﬁneﬂtn% for ™
demanded Temple. ' It was all very well to work off a mn
pbout a ventriloquist on Capper, but you would have i
hunted out by anr other master at Greyiriars, Quelch would
have had vou out in a tick.”

“Oh, rathert” said Dabney. **It was a risky sort of &

joke." ]
“ It waddn't o joke,” said Bob Cherry. * I couldn’t helb
“I waa wed to the

id. I've caught a cold.”

**And so hava L" growled Nugent.
skid, and I'm shibbering all ober now. Thore's a fearful
draught uddor dose beds.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ’

“ Id's all very well for you to Jaugh,” said Harry Wharton,
“I can feel a cold cubbing on fast. I shall be sneezig and
coughig to-morrow like anythig.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!?

“1 thig we'd bedder pet back,' growled Buletrode.
got it 1n the neg."”

“Ha, ha, ha !l

“ Let's get away from those lauzhig jackasses! said Bob
Cheary, “If that ass Capper had stayed here another
minuote, I should have exploded, I thig. 1 shouldn't wodder
if this turns oud to be influenza.”

“Ha, ha, hal'"

The Uppsr Fourth simply ehrieked.  The Remove had
coune thers to lick them hollow. The fight had been about
evenly balanced, and the Remove had canght a sef of colds
that scomed likely to last them for a considorable time. The
T'nper Fourth could only see the comical side of the matter,
aund they shrieked.

It did not seem funuy to the Remove. Mo one felt inclined
for any more pillow-fehting. They quitted the dormitory,
and tool their way back to their own gquarters, Nine or
ton of the fellows were developing colds rapidly, and most
af the rest were aniffing. There were growle among the
raiders as they came into the Remove dormitory.

“ Nice set ond, and no mistage I"' said Bulstrede, ** 1 shail
bhe a3 heoarse as anythir to-moerrow mornig, you silly rodders!
I thiz Whartod ought to be seragged I

“Rads " said Nugent, as chearfully as ha could. " Id
wazn't Whartod's fault we wore caughkt by old Gapper, It
:l:.‘._"l::llll.- be 3.&111-“-:!.”

“ Whad I thig iz this——"

“(h, blow whad you thig! Let's got to bed.”

And they got.

[ I:-.m_

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Crop of Colds,

" T-CHEW-W.EW.AV-W I
That was the first sound heard in the Remove
dormitory on the following morning. The fellows
had been snifing in their sleep, and they wole up
sneesing.  Bob Cherry had a swollen face, and Nugent's oyes
wera pouring with water as he sat up in bed, Harry Wharton
looked very veed, and Bualstrodas bad o nose hike a danger-
sirnal. Levison and Hazeldeno snpezed and sneezed. Micky
Desmond waa cultivating a fine varicty of cough, and Russell
wis exporimenting with a curious combination of eoughing
and sncezing. Fach junior, the moment ho was out of bed,
gropad for a handkerchief. Billy Bunter sat up in bed and
stured at the Removites in amazement. Hoe had  not
uwalened when the raiders returned the previows night, and
this was his first view of the results of that ill-starred cxpedi.
T,
“1 say, you fellows, is anything the matter?" he ashked,
blinking round the dormitory,
“ Nod oad all,” said Bob Cherry.

“We'ra doig this for
fun, you know.”

3
TULESAY.
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“You eound as if vou had a cold.”

“I'vo pot a cold, fadhend !

“Dul you cateh o cold last night?

“ Yoz, idied ™

“"Well, you needn’t call me names, Bob Cherry.  It's not
iny fault. I knew vou would male a muck of it somchow, if
I didn't come. But you can blame Wharton. He aud I
wasn't wanted."

“You udder ass!” said Harry.

“(ih, really, Wharton 2

“ Bhud up, and don't jaw ™

“1 say, you [ellows, if vou'd like a cure for your colds,
I ean recommend a jolly cood one. You feed a ecld, you
know, and starve a2 fever. If you like to supply the funds,
I'll see about feeding the cold for you.”

" And feedig a fat pig at the same dime,”” said Nugent.

M Well, af have the trouble of lockine after a lot of
invalids, T suppose I ought io have a snack to keep up my
strength,” suid Billy Bunter. " Don’t be selfish. Yoo
mustn't muzzle the ox that treadeth out the corn. vou know.

“Tut it might be necessary to muzzle the glutton that
collars all the grub.”

“ Oh, really, Lovison——""

¢ At-choew-—chew.ew-aw 1"

1 say, you've rot a bad eneeze, Desmond. Would you
like me to plan o little feed for you to cure vour cold?
think I could do it on two bob—well, say three——"

“ Faith, and if ve bother me whed I've got 2 gold, it's
breakin® ve're neg I'l1l be aftor doig 1™

“ (b, really, Dcemond £

“Bhud up, then!”

Bunter's cure for colds did not seem fo catch on. The
Remove dressed and went down. It wasz rainy and windy in
the Close that morning, anid they did not go out. A sorry-
looking Fomm were they when they presented themselves at
the breakiast-table. The grins from the Upper Fourth wera
almost as worrying as ine colds. AMr. (Jueleh, the master of
the Roemove, looked at his Form in amazement,

“ You seem to have a cold, Wharton?” he remarked,

“Yer, zir,"” sai! Wharton.

* And vou also, MNogrent®?

“T'm zorey, zir; il"s rather o bed wwd,” eaid Nuwont.

“Dear me, you all ecem to have coids! When did you
catch them ¥

" Last nighd, zir.”’

i c..; T:?::L} ie very strange,’”’ egaid Mr. Quelch—* very strange
ey,

“ Id’s vory draughty id some of the dormidorics, zir,” said
Bob Cherry.

I thig Optober i3 just the dime for gatchip golds,”
remarkod Hazelldene,

Mr. Quelch smiled,

“Well, T am souvry,

“Thag sou, zir!"

Breakfast was a rather doleful mesal to the Bemove that

I hope vou will soon be better.”

morning. It was worse when they came into the class-room
for morning lessons, They were sniffing and sneezing all the

time. Mone of them were bad enough to be sent into the
gavatorium, nor oven to be excused from lessons. Dut
lessona were a horvor undoer the eircwmstaneces, It was bad
enough to be eoughing, sneezing, snifing, grunting, but to
have to conatrue at the same time was horrid. The tﬂt-mm'e
hardle knew hew they pot fthrough the morning's lessons.
Mr. Quelch, whe had a kind henrt as well as a strict manner,
wag as easy with them ae he could be.  But they faiely gasped
with relief when they escaped from the class-room.

“ My only had!” gasped Bob Cherry, "1 thip we ought
to have a few days off to get ober dese golds—don't you,
Whartod ™

“* You, rather !

# Subbose we put id to Quelch, and ask him®”

“Nod a bad idea!” exclatmed Nugent. " 'We could pud
it to him as an old spord.”

“Ha, ha! I don't ihiz he would see it in that lighd.”

“1 feel the extreme sorrowfulness for my worthy chums,”
purred Hurree Singh, who was one of the few who had not
caught eold. "I have a recipe for o wonderful cure of the
osteemed eolds, if my esteemed chums would care to give
it the august trial” :

“(Oh, we'll dry it,"" said Nugent; ** we’ll dry anythig.”

" Yez, rather!”

“Then 1 will buzz off bieyvelefuliy to the honoured chemist
in Friardale, and purchase the required ingredicnts for the
esteamed medicine.™

And Hurree Bingh eveled away al onee.

The chums of the Remove went out inte the Close, The
ratn had ceazed, and the sun was shining. Foothall was
impes=ible, neither did they feel inelined for it. Life did
not seem worth living ro them just then.

My had!” exelnimed Wharton desperately. " Bome-
thing must be dune! I've heard that if you inhale oil of
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eucialrptus with eteam id will sed you up all righd. I think
I'll a:k the matron for some eucalyprus, and dey i."”

“T was thigging of trying the Purple Pilules for Coughs
and Colds."

** Rads "'

i‘ifﬂf dear kid, I'd try anythiz to get rid of this fearful
cold.

“* Hallo!" eaid Temple, coming up with Dabney & Co.
" Btill sncezing! Ha, ha, ha!”

~ (Oh, cheese id I

“You're getting a really mice colour on - your nose,
Cherry.*

“Go and eat poke ™

“Ha, ha, ha! Little boys shonld stay in their liftle beds
of a night, and not come around waking up their elders.”

“* Well, you had a jolly good ligging, anyway.'

“T think vou had the licking,. if you ask me.”

“Wall, I don’d ask you. Go and eat poke.”

And the Removites sirolled away, followed by the laaghter
of Temple Dabney & Co.

Mennwhile, Mr, Juelch had left the Remove claszeroom,
and as he went down the passape Mr. Capper eame out of
tha Upper Fourth room and joined him. The Upper-Fourth
maszter was looking very serioue, and Mr. Quelch stepped st
Qneo,

“1 want to see vou,' expleined Mr. Capper.
been the vietim of a trick.
ventr:loguist.™

“ Indeed,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yee” And Mr. Capper explained the circumstances of
his wvisit to the Upper Fourth dormitory the previous night,
“You see, the sneezing must have been the work of some-
ono with a knowledee of ventriloquism, who could throw
his voiee, as they call it, to whatever part of the dormitory
ha chese,”

Mr. Queleh emiled grimly. He was no great believer in
the powers of a wventriloguizt in a junior Form, and he
remembered the crop of coids contracted by the Remaorve.
He thought he could discover a more plausible explanation
of the mvaierious sneezes,

"I have guestioned every bov in my Form,” went on Mr.
Capper, * and each and every boy denies that he has any
gift of ventrilogquism. T think the denial is true, becausae i
do not thank they would epeal falsely, and hecause I have
heard of nothing of the sort in the Upper Fourth, But I
have heard, Mr. Quelch, that there is a boy in your Form
who has annoyed others near his study by continually
practizsing ventriloguizm,”

" Yeas; it 18 DBunter.”

“Ah! Now it has ceccurred to me that it might have

j “T have
It was played upon me by a

“be2en this boy who was concenled 1in the dormitors, and who

made the sounds proceed from different

“1 hardly think Bunter’s ventriloguial powers go so far
as that,”! said Mr. Quelch, “Dut I will éertainly question
him, and elicit the truth, Mr. Capper; and if he was in the
Ypper Fourth dormitory last nignt, he shzll be caned.”

Thank vou very much, Mr., Qualch.”

The masters eeparated, and Mr. Quelch eallad to the
naarest junior, and sent him with o messaee to Dunter,
bidding the Owl of the Hemove enme o his Form master’s
study at once. Mr. Quelch procceded there to wait for him,
ard 1 a few minutes Bili:,r Bunter made his anpoenraneo.

Punter was leoking nervous. He transgressed the rules
of the college move often, probably, than any other junier,
but not from mischief; simply because he was too thought-
less—aor, rather, teo incapable of reflection, to know better.
He was not infrequently enalled up before Mr. CGuelch, and
he always camne in with the air of & martyr abaut to be
burnod at the stake. But on the present occasion he could
call to mind ne delingueney that might have aroused the
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anger of Mr. Quelch. He furtively wiped o sinear of jam
from his mouth as he faced the Form master,

“ Bunter!" suid the Form masier, with an absence of
gternness that ar once encouraged Billy. " Bunter, 1 believe
yvou have been practising ventriloguism ™

“Oh, yes, sir.)" said DBunter, reassured. “I'm a pratty
good vontriloguist, sir. I find it comes cazier than hypno-
tism, I startod b;..’ practising the ventriloguial drone, ST,
to get the throat into the proper position, Would you like
to hear me do the ventrilogquial drone, sir®”

“* No, Bunter, 1 should not. You peed not trooble”

“ No trbuble at all, sie. I should be very pleased——'

“Have youn made any progress with your art,
Bunter ¥’

% Yes, sir; my wonderful powars

“Can you throw your voice—I belisve that is the correct
tern 1

* Yes, sir, that's right.
thing. Shall I give you a specimen of my
powers in throwing my voiee, siv?"’

“Yes, certainly ™ said Mre. Quelch grimly.

yet,

L

I can do if, sir, a3 €asy as any-
wonderfal

“Good! I'll speak to a rean up the chimney, sir. Then
¥l make khim answer. Now then! Are you there?
shouted Bunter. " I'm speaking to tho chap up the

chimney, sin’

- 1 understand."” :

"“"Now I'Hl make him reply.”  Bunter squeezed up his
features inte an expression of expiring agony, and a faint
ﬂ.que_;d: 1J:Z'GEE'E{IELI from his throat:

Ve -

“ Whera are vou?" he shouted, in his natural voice,

“On thoe roofl!” came the sguenls.

Punter turned triumphantly to the Form master.

“Thers vou are, air.”

“Jlut vou were poing to show me how you threw your
voire," said Mr, Quelch.

“I—I1 have, str. T miade my voice proceed from the
chimney, sir. Didn't vou hear it say ‘on the reoof] as if
it were 2 man on the roof zpeaking ¥’

*1 heard the words, certainly: but I thought that was
part of your portion of the dialogue,” said Mr. GQueich. I
gshould eertainly never have imagined that the wornds pro.
ceeded from the chimmey.”

“Oh, really, ir!” |

*Ia that the bost vou ean do as a ventriloguist, Bunter!?

“ 1 should be very glad to give yvou another example, sir.
I will make my voive proceed from that trunk in the corner.
Now——"

“You oeed not trouble,
of vour powers,” said Mr. Quelch.

“ 1 should Lile fo show vou, | [

* One word more, Were you in the Upper Fourth dormi-
tory last naght?” ) )

“(Oh, no, sir! I didn't go—it was 3o jolly cold=—1 mean,
T was fast asleep all night, aud pever thought of such a

thing."

" '%'uu may go, Bunter”

“Cortainly, sir!”

Billy Bunter quitted the study.

Mr. Quelch suwuled grimly. He bhad no further doubt in
his mind a3 to whenee those mysterious sieezes lad pro-
ceoded—as to what was the cavse of the sudden and
unaccountalble crop of colds canght by the Remove.

L]

I am satisfied as to the extont
“You may go’

*

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strange News !

INNER waa o meal the Remove at Greviriars usually
did ample justice to. But on the day f[ollowing the
enid on the Upper Fourth dormitory there were deli-
cate appetites for once in the Remove. As Bob

Cherry put it: “ How could a fellow eat, when his eves
were woepang, and his ness smithng all the tune, and his
thront half stepped up?” .

Handkerchiels were more in evidenee fhan anything elss
among the Bemeve, Hurree Jamset Ham Singh and Billy
Bunter woere alwost the ulll:q’ two meimbers of the Forin wha
had not a cold. Harey Wharton had anly a mild ortack,  Adl
the chums of E.hui:.‘ Mo, 1, in fact, had taken it less H-'!!‘.'{':r‘-\;"'!_‘.'
than the reat. It was uwir'lg tor tha excellent condition i.hn_'-.'
kept themselves in by outdoor exercise and regular haliee
Some of the more weedy membera of the Form lecked mere
wrecks.

They ate without heart, but Billy Bunter <id the best he
eould to make up for the deficiancios of the othera,  Mr
Quelch had a peculiar expression on s face during dinner,
e did not appear so avinpuathetic as during the mm'l'u'ng,
and in fact, did not mention the afiliction of his unfortunate
Form ab all.

Aflter dinner the Remove adjeurned io the junior common-
ream.  They had it to themselves—the other junior Forns
giving them a wide berth, for fear of catching their colds.
The room: was a babel of coughing and sneezing and nose.

bBlowing.
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caid Bulsirode. ““This is whad 1 eali
I thig VWhartod ocught to be

“My had!" ;
cnjovable, and no nustage.
sulfocaded.”

“ Hada!"" said Haorry Wharton, .
“What about that 1dea of asking for the afternoon off?
seid Dob Cherry, " We're nod fid to go in to lessods, you

Enow.”

* Quelch won't let us off, all the same, Cherry.™

“Wall, id weuld be bedder to try, anyway.” .

“May as well try,” said Marry Wharton, ‘I feel as if
my head would burst if 1 have to swot over rodden Ladin
this ufternoon. Let's go to Queleh.”

“ Rads!” suid Bulstrode. * He'll dell you te go ad ead
goke.”

“ How many of us?™™
Bulstrode. * Wo don't want a crowd.
gol’

" You won'd gatch me goig,' said Dulstrode.

* You can aday where you are, fadhead!™

“We four,” said Wharton, " Come on!
ober [

The Famous Four proceeded to Mr, Quelch’s st ui],f. )

Wharton tapped at the door, and rhe Form masfer s voloa
bade himn enter. Mr. Quelch was seated Ly the open win.
dow, reading. He laid his book aeross his knees as the
juniora cnterad. .

** Please do not come too near,’” he said, “1 do not wish
to catch vour eolds. They seem to be growing worse,

“ Thoy'll be worse before they are bedder, I thig, sir.

Mr. Queleh solad.

“*Vory probably.
door. Excuse me if I amoke.
clstances.” o 2

And the Remove master lighted his pips .The juniors
looked doubtfully at eone another. There was a lurking
amile upon Mr. Queleh’s fage that somewhat dlacc:pi:d:rfud
thet. But it was useless to hesitate, and Iarry Wharton
plunged boeldly into the subject. N

“1f vou |:'|"'-"ﬂﬁ‘3p BIF, WO hab all et fearful gﬂl-:i.? :

“Ves, 1 think that statement is quite correct,” smd Mr.
Queleh., "It is very draughty in seme of the dormitories.

“We should like to be excused from lessons this after
noon, sir, if you please.” )

“1 am afraul I eannot entértain
Wharion,” satd BMr. Quﬁtthp

“We hab fearful golds=——>" o

“1 ab sneezing like anythig, sir,” said Nugent.

“1 geep on goughing,”” said Bob Cherry.

“ T4 is rather redden for us, sir.”

“VYeos, I think it must be, Wharton. I eannot excuss pou
from closses this afterncon, but you are excused frow
making any more nocturnal visits to the Upper Fourth
dormitory.'”

Tha juniers started. . .

“ The dormitorics are very draughty when one 15 nod ftﬂi;{
clothed, and when one hides wmder beds, for instance,
pursucd Mr. Queleh, with a bland smile. ' Under suen
circums=tances. one s almosl certain to cateh eold.

The Removites looked 2l one another in dismay.

It was evident that Mr. Quelch knew, or guessed, tlle;I SRS
of that famous crop of colds, and 1t was evidently uscless to
attemnpd to move lm now,

“Thag vou, sir,”’ said Wharton.

And the heroes of the Remove turned to the door.

““1 shall not inquire further into last night’s freak,” said
the Remove master. [ think you have been sufhiciently
punished already. You must take the consequences of your
folly. You may go; but stay a mement, Wharton, I wish te
sprak to you™

“Cordainly, s ;

Nuzent, Cherey, and the nabob went out, and waited for
Harry in the passage. Whartun, somewhat surprised, and
wondering what M, Quelch could have to aay fto hun, n
particular, waited for the Form master to speak. Mr.
Cueleh looked at him very keenly, .

“ [ wish to speak to you, Wharton, about & new hey who i3
coming to Groviriers.'

“¥ez, sir.”’ -

“ Az captain of the Remove, wou will have & certain
reaponsibility in the marter. 1ot it s not only from that
view that 1 wish to speak. The new bov is o little—a lirels
ozt of the ordinary, awd hiz path will jrebably be aot with
thorna in the Groviriars Remove, T want you to do the bost
vou can make things easy for him.”

* Yeox, str, with pleasure,”

It 13 nob oan ]uﬂg, Wharion, sinee N WaTA A new haov
hare, and vou had some diffieultics ar frst, 1 bolieve," tho
Remove master observoed.

Harry Wharton eoloured. He had probably had moss
difficultios at first than any other new boy in the Reoos

T

snid Cherry, taking no notice of
Suppose we four

Let's ged it

You ean tallk to me very well {rom tha
It is safer under the cic-

that proposition,
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since the foundation of Greyfriurs, s state of affairs due
chicfly to his own intractable teiper at the time. Bul that
was 1 bygone now.

“You are righd, =ir,” he said quietly.

Well, the new boy iz-—is sormewhat remarkable,” said
Mr. Queleh. **Wo have had somo varieties of foreign boys
here, especially before Herr Rosenblanm’s Academy wag
opered, when we had French and (fermans in the Remove,
We have now a Hindu. But the new boy——-"'

“He is a foreigner, sic?™”

dn .'!If"ﬂ:l.,“ .

1 will try to make him_feel ad homne, sir.”

" Thank you, Wharton. But he is a little out of the usual
line, aven of forcigners, As o matter of fact, Wharton, he
18 u Chinese boy.”

Harry Wharten gave o start.

e Remove ab Greyfriars had, as Mr. Quelch said, seen
many peculiar membera during the past terin or =0, French
and Germanz and Bel ians had been there, and there was
still a Hindy, our old friend Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

But in the history of Greyfriars it was not mentioned
_ : that o
Chinaman had ever hean}thaere.

‘I:ﬂu—a. Chinaman, sir!"

" ¥es, & Chinamuan—a lad somewhat younger than yourself,
Wharton. 1 have not seen him yet. He is at present with

ajor Newcome, whe is bringing bhim te the school on
Friduy. Dr. Locke tells me that he is o very pleasant Little
ellow, very ﬁﬂl.lf{!, and extremely desirous to please. He
epeake English very imperiectly, and may have some difi-
culty in making himself nnderstood. You will see that the
lot of & small and inoffensive lad, from & country so remote,

muy easily be a very unpleasant one in s Form like the
S0 v,

::"i."i:r]:' likely, sir."
thatl ?Ei'::nﬁuf ;I.thlrew i,'n#d wel} eﬁug‘n, Wharton, to fesl sure
3 reta R 1 j
Ll thﬁm."m} wishes upon the subjeet, and do
:: I shall dr:.fl.rair.”
No favouritism, or anything of that kind, but, above all,
no bullying, ne ragging. ere are soMme spirita in the
ave who will r-e,%'md s Chinaman ss fair game—as &
rare opportunity far fon for themselves. It would Le diffi-
cult, if nat impossible. for a master to interfere for his
protection, without making mattera woree. What g wanted

i< a boy of courage and strong characte ho i .
that there shall be foir play, W FASICR WG iy e g

Harry Wharton smiled a iittle.

" Thunk you, sir. You may rely upon me.”
I am sure I can, Wharton,"

And Harry Wharton left the Remova mastor's study,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Cures for Colds.

by ELL, what's the trouble?’ asked Nugent, as Harry
Wharten rejoined ihe three in the passage.
" Quelchy recommended any gure for goldst”
. Harr;,r Wharton laughed,
No. There's queer pews—a new kid cubbing indo the
Remove.”
" Nothing queer in thed, thad [ cen see,’ said Bob Cherry.
. We've had new boys before. Levison is a nmew boy, for
inatanes.
“ The new kid is & bid of s coughdrop, though, in one
reapoacd—he’s a Chinaman.’ ?
A Chinaman !
dd &'ﬂ.ll
“My had! A pgiddy heathen |
"1 suppose so. And Quelchy wants us—wants me, at any
rade—10 make things easy for him ad first,” said Wharton.
“1 wish somebody would make thingg easy for us!”
groaned Nugent. I sla’n’t have any nosa¢left toon,™
. " The kid will need it,"”" Bob Cherry remarked. “7T ean
imagine how Bulstrode will welcome him, for one. He wil]
gtart bullying ad onoe ™
“We shall have to stob him,”" said Harry guietly,
“When iz the giddy heathen cubbing ™
* Friday."

(M, no need to worrey about it now, thed. What we've
got to bother aboud is some way to gure these rodden golds.”
"1 fancy we've got to gein and bear them.'?

The Removites returned to the common-room. The Form
wore awatting them eagerly. Few expected that Wharton &
Co. would succeed in getting the afternoon off, but there was
a ehance.  The Famous Four's locks as they came in told the
resudt plainly enough, without a word being spoken,

“T knew it wmﬁﬂn’t come fo anythig,” ssid Bualstrode.
“It waa all rod.”

“It can’t be helped,” szald Wharton * Quelch Lnows
sbout our raiding the UE[‘.IEI: Fourth last nighd, and that we
gaught our polds thore,
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“ Ilow the dickens docs he know 1d1™

"I don't know. FPerhaps he has been jawing o Cnppar.
Capper may have been inquirig for that ventriloquist.™

“1 say, you fellows, I believe Wharton's right,”" said
Billy Bunter. ‘' Quelchy had me up in his study, and ashed
me 1 lot gbout ventrilogquism, and made me give him a
sample of throwing my voice. I mede my voice come down
thoe chimney, and 'L.;uuleh was very much impreesed, though
he tried not to show it.'

* Rads 1" sard Nugent. “ ¥ou couldn’t throw Four voice
eny move than vou could throw a ton of goke.”

*{Yh, really, Fugent—-—-—” :

M Atchew-ew-ew-ew "' was Bob Cherry's contribution to the
dizscuzsion,

“1 say, you fellows have fearful colds, and no mistake!"
szttl Bunter -El}'mlirﬂt]'tﬂﬁcll]!‘_lr'. “" I getting ratheér nervdus
of staying in the szme gtudy with you. I'mn rather [able to
catch cold, as I'm of a rather delicate constitution. You
ought to do something for :t. I'am ready to get up » good
feed that will scon put you right again, if you like to give
ma hubl-w-sovereign and carte blanche.”

“Wikk a thip ecar do instead?™

* (h, really, Cherrv! I'mi sincerely sorry that yon don't
want to take advanrape of my assistance. Feed n'cold, and
gtarve a fever, you know. It's o good ¢ld proverb.™

(M, rod: Dwon't bother ™

“1 don’t want to bother vou.
BCrvice.
gratitude,
study with
that 1"

“{Zo and eat goke.”

“1f vou keep on coughing and sneezing like this, I may
cuteh 1if. I own only hope to cacape "'by keeping up my
strength, and 1 can only do that by feeding well, 1 suppose
vou fellows couldn't do your prep. in the cominon-room, and
let me have the study to myvself till you get welli”

“You yug ass!”

“Well, I don't see that I'm a young ass because I don't
want te eatch your beastly colds. A cold sometimes takes
awey the appetite, and that might turn out & serious thing
for me. I don't see how I can stay in the etudy with you.”

“Well, vou needn't, you know,'’ said Wharton, laughing.

“¥ou will do vour prep. in the commaon-room '

“ No; but vou can o vours there,”

“{h, really, Wharion—="
“Atchew-chew-chew-ew 1"
“Gr-ror-p-r 1M

The unhappy Remove counghed and eneezed, and sneezod
and coughed. The bell rang for afternoon lessans, and they
erept reluctantly into the Form-room. Mr. Qual{:‘ii, for the
first time on record at (ireviviars, smoked his pipe in the
clagg-roont, [t was 4 measure uf_]:rﬁc-llllt_iull, apd 1t wos
neaded, with almozt the whols Form in the throes of sneez-
g and coughing and snuffing end sniffing,

The hour of 5ismisml was very welcome when it came.
The Remove drifted listlessly oat of the class-room. The
weather had dried up, but they had no heart to even punt a
fuoter about in the Close. Many of the Remove started off
to walk to Friardale, fo pay a visit to the chemist’s there.
They were willing to do anything, take anything, and suffer
an!:&t-hing for the purpose of petting rid of thoss dreadful
COdcs.

Harry Wharton had obtained the oil of cucalyptus from the
matroa,  When Bob Cherry went to look for him o little
latar, he found him in the dormitory, with his head over &
steaming basin of water, inhaling steam, and the pungent
odour of cucalypiuz,. Bob Cheorey sniffed and drew back,

** Hatla, hallo, halle! What are you up to?” he demanded,

“Guring my gold.”

“ Blosgedd if T wonldn't rather have the gold," said DBoh
My hed! How that stuff niffs ™

“Yez id ien't bleasant, I know. ™

“There's Nugent bolting o lot of Purple Pilules for
Gougha and Golde,” said Bob Cherry. ** Filthy-looking
things. It suys on the bottle that you're to take three for a
child, and four for an adult, and Nugent thought he had
better take both, as his was a bad case.™

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ile's taken seven, I don’t know much about if, but it
seems to me that seven wae too many. [ oy, do you think
there's anythig in the Pourple Pilules ™

Mo good, I egapect.™

“Wall, a fellow must take something, No good leitig a
%:'r.‘a]d run on, you know. Lend be half-n-crown, will you,
Yhartod ?"'

“"Dake it oud of my Locket,
finished.”

“ Right-ha! There jsn't & half-erown here; but this four.
ghilling-piece will do. Ta-ta!"

And Bob Cherry walked out, leaving Wharton to inhals

his steaming eucnlyptus,
T
TJlE5AY.

I'm trving to do you &
I think you might show a deceni amount of
Besides, it's not safe for me to remaid in the
you unless you get cured. ¥You might think of

I can’t leave this till I'm
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“71 say, Charry—"'

“ Don't bother; Bilig. I've pod to ged to Friardale”

_ “Just a minute before you go. Don’t you think it's a
jolly good idea to feed a cold?”

“(h, rads! Ged away!”

“ Look here, I feel so concernod about you fellows, that I
fon] you must have a good feed to cure your celds, and so
I'm going to, stand one.’™

“Now you're dalking. I'[] cub™

“Gooed. 1'1l have it ready in the study, then, by the time
i:rf:u ﬁ;&l‘. back from Friardele, What do you think you would
ike?

“Oh, anythig-—nothig—it doean’t madder.”

“Yos, it does matter, Cherry. It's very important. Io
vou think you could fancy a little cold chicken, with fried
onions and chips, and sausages*"

“* Well, yoz, thad would be ribhing.”

“1 thought you would like it. You'll be pretty sharp set
after walking to Frierdale and back, so I may as well have
plonty. Suppose we say some ham and beef, and a rabbit-pie
to follow? Do vou think you could tackle them ¥’

“Wall, I'd do my bead, yoa know."

“* And after that. I suppose jam-roll sod marmalade-tarts
would be all right?”

“Oh, ribbing ™

““Then it's settled.”

“Good. Now led me go—I've got to ged to the chomist's
gt Friardale.”

* Just a moment, I'm expecting a postal-order——'

“Ged out of the way, fadhead!”

“I'm expécting a postal-order this evening. It should
have come by thea meorning's post, but it's bound to be in
this evening at the latest. At the present moment, owing to
that delay 1n the post, I am short of ready cash. I suppose
you can lend me half-a-soversign till my postal-order comes?™

“Ged out of the way!" roared Bob Cherry.

“ But, really, Chorr H

The exasperated Bob hurled the fat junior asids, and
passed him, Billy Bunter sat down on tho Lnoleam, with a
shoek that jarred every bone in his fat hody. 1le sat there
for some moments, breathless, and then slowly serambled
up.

“Teast ! he murmured. * Fancy not trusting a fellow
with & fow bob for a few hours, when I only want it for the
sake of feeding him up and curing his cold for him. I eall
it horrid, mean, and beastly sclfish. They don’t really
deserve that T should take any more troubla about them.
I supposn I had better do my duty, though''

And Billy Bunter set out to search I'mrai{arr Wharton, to
iﬂ TS dufy by raising funds for a tecord feed in Study

vo. L.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Wants to do the Generous Thing,

ARRY WHARTON lifted his head from the steaming
busin at last.  His head felt much olearer. As a
matter of faet, o had not taken cold so much as the
others, wnd the cold did not get a real grip on his

svstem.  As he rubbed his face and head hard with a rough
towal, Bunter came into the dormitory. The Owl of the
Remove blinked at him throogh hin big spectacles.

* 1 sav, Russell, do you know whers Wharton is?"

Wharton loughed from the folds of tho towel.

“Do you know whore tho beast is?"” went on Bunter, in
cheerful ignorance of the fact that he was talking to Wharton
himaelf, “ I believe tho rolter knows [ want to sec him
about some moncy, so he's keeping out of sight. I sav,
Russell, I suppose you couldn’t ‘;{,n.f me half-a-eoversign till
my postal-order comes this evening, could you? I wish you
weros captain of the Remove. You'd make a much betier
one than Wharton, What are you laughing at, Russell?”

“Ha, ha, ha! You young szssl"

“1 gay, 13 it you, Wharton?"

“Yea, vou ailly young rascal.”

41 J—T1 thought it waa Russell. You see, I wanted to
so¢ vou. I—I—] don't think—I mean I hope you didn't
thinls T really meant you were a beast, Wharton. 1 wouldn't
have dreamad of saying it if I had known it was you.”

“1 dare say that™s gquite true,” said Harry, laughing.
“ But you had better bo a little more careful in the terms
you uso, Billy. ¥ou might get a licking, vou know."

“ Ceriainly, Wharton. I'd do anything for a chap I
respect na much as I do you. You know how different things
hava boen since you beseamoe eaptain of the Remove—""

“ Oh, chesse it! What do you want?”

1T really want to do you a favour, Wharton. T think
you follows ought to feed vour colds, and I want to atand
u feed in the study at tea-time, and I want you all to come,”

AN right: I'H be there.”

v Would vou care for sausages and chips and fried onicens,
chicken a.uj hani and beef, to be followed by jam puffs amd
marmalade tarts and cake?”

““THE GREYFRIARS CHINEE.”
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“My dear Billy, you're a prince. That would euit me
down to the ground.” : :

“(iood! I want to pet exactly what you would like. I've
got a postal-ordor comning this evening, which will pay for
fhe lot, and leave some over. What [ wented to eee you
about was to ask you if you could lend me & half-soveraign
till this evening.” .

Harry Wharton picked up the basin of warm water.

“Da vou want a ducking, Billy?" he askod. ]

“ M-no, Wharton: IZ{‘I'IE.ITIlh" not,” said Bunter, eyeing the
basin nervously. , b

“Then you had bettor cut. If you're net outaide this
dormitory by the time I've counted three, this little lot gooa
over you."
“ Oh, really, Wharton—"

One!™” said Harry guietly. . . .

“ But, 1 say, my postal-order’s coming this eveming for
certain, and I really—"

kL T“.-ﬂ jll‘ i

¢ 1t's necessary for vou to feed your cold, and——

 Ph——"

The ‘three" was never fully uttored.
bound to the deor and disappeared. Harry Wharton
Jaughed heartily as ho set down the basin. Bunter did nok
linger. He bolted along the passage, and ran down_to
Study No. 1. There he ran into Nugent, who was just
coming to the study from the lower stalrcase. Nugoné
staggered against the door, and there was a chink of break-
ing glass. .

e T—T say, I'm sorry, Bulstrode,” gasped Billy Bunter.

“You m&g!" roared Mugent, ' YWou've brokon my bottls

of pilules.” .
‘*II say, is it you, Nugent! What bave you brokenl Y
“ My bottle of purple pilules. They're sll over the floor,
roared the ushappy Nugent. * Iow am I to curs my rodden
gold now, you yug idied?' k
“(Jh, that's all right!" said Billy Bunter, keeping out of
reach of Nugent. * The best thing to do for a cold 1 to
feed it. You feed a cold and starve a fever, you know.
“ You yug asz! Come and pick E;p my purple p'llu-la-.!-.
“T'm so awially shori-sighted, Nugent, I don't supposs
for o moment I could find any of them,” said Rilly Bunter.
“ Besides, 1 don't believe in_purple pilules. What you wank
i3 @ really good feed, and I want you to let me staznd you
one.”’ ] :
“'Well there's someihig in that,” said Nugent “I'm
gettig hungry, and I've blued my last bob on these beastly

pilules.

it Eh ?'! . =

T say I've blued my last bob on theaa purple pllule:.l L

“11'm, then I'm afraid the feed i3 off. You see, I sha'n't
have any cash until my poatal-erder comes this evening, and
1 wanted you to lend me ten bob—really to cash the postal-
order a few hours in advance.”

“ ¥ou—you—you—— .

U Do yi}ﬁ know whether Inky has any tin?

“ (3o and ask him, you youg rodder.’ g =

T think I had better, At-chew-chow-chew-ew! .

“Hallo ™ exclaimed Nugent, looking up with s grin,
“ That vou sneczig?’ .

GYas ' zaid antar, with 8 look of slarm; “I beliave
I'm catching ¥our beastly cold. That's all through your
salfishness in sticking to this study, irstead of keeping dowa
in the common room till you got well.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

i [t's mothing to laugh at. T must get & good feed from
somewhero. I shall have to feed my cold, and keep up my
gtrength on good grub. At-chew-ow !"

“ Ha, ha, hat" ] .

Biliy Bunter left the study hurriedly in acarch of the
Nabobh of Bhanipur. He found Hurree Jamsei Kam Singh
in the hall, looking out rather dolefully into the Closs. A
fine, drizzling rain was bagiomng to fall. The nnh-:-hj::m.mi
Greyfriars cold as tho autumn came on, and the Englisk
chimate wns 3 terror io the native of India at any timo
Billy Bunter tapped him on the arm. .

““Ts that you, Inky? I say, I'm catching a cold."”

“Tha sorrowiulness of my worthy self is torrific, my
eztpomed Bunterful chum.™

Y Yas, of course: bub it isn't exactly sympathy I want.
Sympathy won't cure a cold, you know. What you have to
do with a cold iz to foed 1t.”

" Than why does not the esteemed Buntar proceedfully go
tn fond it? Thers is half a stale loaf and some sardines in
the study.”

“ Really, Inky—" . _

“* Thare i3 alsc some coke in the coal-lecker.”

“Tha fact is, Inky, ihat I am expechng a postal-order
this evoning, and hy the time it comes my cold may have
Lecame much worze. Only a good feed now at once will

TJLSSAY.

Buntor mads &

Another School Tale
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eave me. Will you lend me ten bob, and have my pesial-
arder when it comes¥”’

" The otherful day I advarged the honourable Bunifer a
sum of money on the expected postel-order, and 1t did ngt
arrivefully materialize.”

“ ¥Yes, but don’t you see, the fact that that one didn't
come, makes 1t all the more cerinin that this ope will come,
by the law of chances.”

*“ But when it comefully arrives, does it not already belong
to my worthy self*"

" Not this erder,” explained Dunter pationtlyv. “ Tt wus
another postal-arder you advaneed me the ¢osh upon, That
pogtal-order never eame. This one that is coming to-night
15 o different postal-order aliogather.”

“Then I take it reecivefully for the postal-order that the
henourable Bunfer owes me ¥’

Nt at alll A ot you blinking foreigners know zbout
basiness,” muttered Billy Bunter. " Deon't vou see, Inky,
you advanced me the cush on ancther postal-urder, not this
one atb all’™t

“1 advanced the sum of ten shillings cashiully——"

“Yes but on another postal-order.”

“%o when the honoirable DBunter's postalorder arrive-
fuily comes, it belongs to my worthy self without the further
payment of more cashiulness.”

“ I wish I could make you undersinnd——""

" The understandluliuess is terrifie.””

"“"¥You don’t know anvthing abour businesa.
no geod expiniving to o benighted Hinda.
witl vou lend me five hobht™

“The lendfulnees s impozsible, my worthy chum.”

*“ T must feed my cold, or I shall very hkely expire. A
cold that 12 not properly fed—I mean not properly airended
te—often turns: to preumonia. Suppose you saw me expiring
;; Agony on the floor of the study, Inky, what would you do

en?

“I shomld borrow Russell's camera and take a snap-shot
t:.t'__.‘hﬁ worthy Bunter in his estoomed agonies,” zaid the
raveb; “and I should have it framed, and keep it always

- = iN CASH PRIZ:S, ”
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haaging ap in my polace of Bhanipur, to remind me of the
worthy, roticn Bunter®

_"If}ﬁ, really, Tuly!
might spve my hife.”

"I cannot give you the five bob lendfuliv, my werihy, fat
'H:;nt::r, bot 1 can give them to you giftfully, if that wiil
ek’

2Oh, I'm not the sort of chap to make a fuss about a
trifle.” said Bunter, az he took the five gleatning shillings
from the dusky palm. “(f course, 1 shall consider that I
wwe you this, Inkv. A fellow has his self-respect io con-
suier, you know, It's all very well for a foreign chap like
vou to overlook such conziderations, lut I couldn’t very well
sponge on anvbody, I shall pur this down in our account.’”

The nabeb chuckled az Ty Bunter walked away. He
hadd long forgoiten the nuwmber of items down in Billy
Bauter's wccount, Dol Cherry came in, shaking the rain-
drops fram his straw hat. The nabob came fowards him,

“¥You found it wetfully damp on the road to Friardale, I
opine, my worthy cham ¥’

“Oh, that's just my beastly luck!”" gruated Bob Cherry.
"1 never get cavght in o shower excopt when I've gat a
eold, and I didu't tlug of dakig o eccat.  Never mind; 1
think I shall be cured preity scon”

“ What have vou there, v estecmed Cherrvfuol chuym '

“Oualy a bottle of Dr. Pink'e Marvellous Medicine for
Sneexip Snortlers. It beats Nugent’s purple pilules all
heldlow.  Would vou like zame?”

“1 thank my worthvy chum, but T do not like the look of
the honourable Marvellous Muck for Billy Bncezors.”

“You've got it wrong—Marvellous Modicine for Sneezing
Hrortlers. It'z a wonderful stolf, It saxvs on the bottle that
it coseg you in fwo doses, and the whole bottle only coss
haif-pcrown, You can get filtcon doses out of i, so that
e at the rate of curing a cold for sbout fourpence. Choeap,
I eall it”

And Dob Cherry carried his bottle up to the studv. There
was a groan from witiin Study No.o 1 as he approached it
ard he hastened his footsteps. Nugent was Iving extended
i the enly anmchair, with his face pale and perspiring, and
proaning awaey as if under contracr to utter so many groans
Por nnnude,

I zsupposza it's
I zay, Inky,

If vou could lend me five bob, 1t

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Feed His Cold.
" UGENT! 1 say, old chap, what's the madder?'!
“ Oh-h-h-h-h 17 _
“What 15 1t? Are you hure?’'
Owewew-w 1

Bob Cherry locked ot his chum in great distress. Nugent
certninly seemed to be in great pain; and his hands, clasped
over the lower buttons of his waistegat, indicated the region
of the paln.

'*1 say, what is it, oid chap?"

“It's—it's the cold gene into my etomach, I think,”
groaned MNugent. " Ive got a fearful pain there.  Huave
vou ever had a pain somethig Like red-hot piegers, and
sometnig like being torn to Eicces by wild horsez?”

Bob Cherry seratchod his head thoughtfolly.

“AWeil. I don't know that 1 remembeor a pain. exactly
answerig that deseription,”” he replied, " but it can’t be
the eold givig vou that pain.”

“ (h, yes, aven't anyvehig olze the matter with me.”

“What about the purple pilule:? Ilow many of thoss
have vou taken?’

“Well, I woiled half an hour, and my cold wasn't cured,
s T thought I better take a few more,”” zaid Nogent, k
baven't had meore than mine or ten allogeiher.”

Bob Cherry vonvecl,

Y My bat, that's what’'s the madder with you !

“YWhat's tho mnadder?™

“ Those purple pilules. They're probably some rof, any-
way; butb to take u double or treble dose—well, you must be
& oyul asz, Nugent!

“Baod! It's not the purple pilules !

“You'll better have wailed till T pobt in with this gtuff,™
salel Bob Cherry, nneorking his bewtle. " Ii's o omarvellons
s1uff for caring colds, Tt sayvs on 1he boddie—""

“*Ruds! SBome batent meodicine waelk, 1 subbose,”

1 thig it's jolly good. Lewk here, L'l give von a dose if
vou lilke, and it may care you of that pain in your twnomy,™

Mo, thaps!”

“lt's aoenr for other Ahigs besides golds=—puenmeonia and
lombage amwd hovsenraid's koce, aod so o 1's 0 wonderlul
siuff '

“You can goep 107

“Whoere is there o beaelly wineglass?  Faoey nol havine o
wineslazs i the stody when o chap wants 1o dake nedicine
to e nogold !

*Thore's the ink-bodile.”

“Rads! 1 must have a wineelass, I salibose T shall have
te use thiz rvodden obld dambler. 1 shoulie't womder if the
meclicine st so effeacious duken in soythiz Lus o wines
glu=s. It saxvs winezlass on the boddle”

** {0l this i= awful 1

I'mosorry for you, Nugent, wnd if vou like o duke a
cleoge ——""

* {3, shad up !

“You'll sec the offect it wili have on e, old chap, I
actz like marie?’’

“Rasds T Rod! Gamned ™

Y AWell, youil e, iy bippin”

Peb Chorry poweed out a liberal dose info the solilary
tumbler 1hat belonwed to Siady Neo L mrad deank 10 ff at
a clvanghrn, He nucle a harribile primaee the nesl aoonnd,

bif. eatehing Nucent's eve on him, be (ried 1o smile, That
smile was a phasily e,

“oMnsdy, T oauliluea " anid Wopgens,

“Well, nol l”'.‘-;n-.:l|3.' mivey, I aelenaned)’ said Bob [:In:'rr'_?
creatt bowsly, F Ihad 1t%s tendd s nascdy ay o soans medemes,  Apd

voiu nrask consicer the effect, too. It beads your rodden old
purpie prlulea hosllow ™

kw1 oelon’ think T ean staned this pan, T Bedieve s
dangerous to catch cold dn the stomach, 1 thig 1 hud bodder
have some more pilules™

* Do’ he oo oaclioxd 1

* Wha olse can 1 do for wl?”

" Have soaone of this marvellsus medicine. T's wander-
ful—-""

“Rads! T «tick to my pilules ™

Y Then you'll have somee more redkhol proeces and wild
horses, you vk my words.”

The power of foith is preat.  Bob Cherry aleeady felt

stter, or Lthouzhl he did. He put the bettle i hiz pocket,
mikd revteronzly went forth in semrch of other sufivrers to he
relioved,  Fle et Wharton i the passasee. Harrey wos look-
trgr very much betier.

“ How are you [eellg now? wsked Baob.

* Muadwe bedder™

“ood! 1 ecan see vour cold iﬁ:n*j anife gone, thongh, I
I'i:'n‘n:! falie wonderful stuff here. Would you like to dake o
ol 17

“ What is it? asked Wharton guardedly.
“ Dr. Pink's Marvellous Medicine fur Bueezig Snortlers.”
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“I—I don't think I'l have any, thams! My sneeze is
gaite gone, and I haver't starled snordip wet. You ecan
poep 1t 1

* Bedder have some. Tt will do rou good.™

"Rads! You can dake it yourself ™

¥ MNow, don’d be an o, veu know, Wharted I

“Aly <dear chap, I den’ helieve in batent medicines, 1
thize Hiev're o fravd, T thip yvou are o silly ass to dake thad
stulf, Thud’s rav opinion.”

“Oh, rod? It's wondeciul staff!™

“Then you can drig the whole beddle,”

And Wharton wallied on without sumpling the marvellous
meciicine,  Bob Cherey shonk his bhead zolemnly.

* Buspicions beast "' he mmrmnred. L think he might
have a lidklle more [aith in a thig like this. Why, the tesii-
moniale I've lockod at show that thousands have been pured
h;,']{[]'r.’ 111.11[{:, hallo, hallo, Bulstrode, old chap! You look
venlelon B

“I feel rodden!™ said Bulstrode, ** I should like to jump
on somchody hard! Catch me raidig a beastly dormiiory on
a ogold night awain, thad's all 1 . ¥

I've pot comie good stuff here for gurig a goid. You can
}im.'lr iy iy wvone how madee Phe boen ibproved by dukig o
LIRISEs,

”“ Yes, T can, and no misdake ! said DBulstrode sarcastic-
ally.

“You can have some, if von like. It's ribbig !

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Harry Wharton,
Invited himsel{ to tea?” ** Yes, rather, the beast 1" howled Billy Bunter. “1 told
him I was feedig my gold. But it didn't make any difference; he said he wanted

to feed his.

Ty o
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“ Do you mean to say that Bulstrode

F'm stitl hungrv.™

“ Rads! You can keep rour muck !

“It'a splondid stuff! The yeet 2o many deztimoniala for
it that they haven't room fo {n'int the names and addrossea
of ihe people who zend ‘em. What ave you grinnig aty™

“ Bame rodelen swindle” sad Bulsiredde. 1 know those
desdimoniale.””  And he walked on

Dob Cherry went into the common-reom, where there was
1he: wsitad chorus of snorting amnd sneezing, Bome of the Re-
move were better, bul some of themy were worse. And Billy
Bl.:?lcr was sneezing now with the rest. He bhad caught o
culd,

“ Nice roddders you are!™ he remarked 1o Bob Cherry.
“You see I've pot the beastly sold, don’d you, you horrd
rodder?’

“Well, why shouldn’t vou have 1t?" asked Boh, * Fair
IJIau;.r all round, vou know.”

‘1 shouldn't hove caught it i you chabs had kept out of
the study, and left me the room to mysell, as [ asked vou,™

“You should have kept out of the study yoursell, my
Liprpin.

“ MNow, you'rs talkig reed, and you know it, Cherry. But,
I suy, the only thing 1o ddo for a gold 1= to foed it

' Go and eadd poke, them”

Y1 barrpowed five hob of Inky, and was poang to pot o Teed
in tine, when 1 met Lanthag in the Clos¢,” said Billy Bunter
with a deeply-injured air, e raked up an ohl story
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about a few shillizgs T owed him, and ho saw tho cash in my
hand, and made mo give it to him."
":Hiz:r-f lines **

Yes, wasn't it? T only owed him soven shilligs, and I
had promissd my postal order when it pame; but he's an
unrensonsblo beast.  He gollared the gash, all of id, and
l-:ifp me gtony again.  It's liddle bedder thad stealig, in my
glmmn,1 Fancy dakiy it a-wnl_?: from ma, though [ offered

im & high rate of intorest on his miserable loan if he would
leave it ober till my nexd postal order came.”
o o o0me chaps are ec unreasonable,” agreed Bob Cherry.

'H”?' lucky you met ma——"

“\?’-Pl;IH lﬂnt{ me ﬁ‘r'{? hﬂib, Cherry "

. well, no, 1 can’t do that, but I'll give you a doss of
this medicine, which wil ] rinki
::Iu‘i}e gord ich wi | gure your gold like winkig. You
i ve That I jolly well don’d '™ said Billy Bunter, retreating.

I'm not dakig any of your filthy batent medicine.”

ou yug dufler !

nf‘;gfx you like to lend me five bob, Cherry, I'll cure the lod
% Oh, go and ead gokernuts!"
e b Cherry wantxl to do the kind thing, but he found no
?F ors. Ha was, however, the recipient of similar gencrons
ofivrs himsolf. A taste for patent medicines scemed to have
spraad like & craza over tho Remove. Bkinner listencd to
Bob Cherry's explanation of the merits of the marvellaus
medicine, and shook his head, and mysteriously produced &
3"413]'!!; ]Fnrff;]i bott]e tl"tmrn an inside pocket.
- Wh o you thig that 159 | :
; ?[msﬁd if I knnwg!” il
U It's Professor Porker's Elvs Elix;
in ane dosa. I've taken thmér é?::;eaw—]il'l;. Wi aold
2 {E_f;. llm, ha!™
‘hacd are you lnughip at?*
: Your gold’s nod r-:g-nmg:mt. my hay."
o Well, of rourss, h‘m thig doesn’t act lLike magig!™
That’s the best of this marvellons medicine kinner. [t
does act like magig.* ' '
I:: Yrall, your gold's not praredd 1
Nob absolutely,” admitted Bobh Cherry. " Bud you gan
lm‘r‘l.r from my veice thad id is mudge bedder, can't you?"
% H:Iﬁ'!ﬂﬂd if [ gan!™ -
. What an obstinate chab vou are, Skinner !
i ihalﬂ:jr:}'\?ny, }-ﬂul!: f,,-*u]d]'s mtdzo dwi:-mﬂ thad mine. Mino's
o » becalse [Dve taken a pood lot of the Elvei clixir.
Y:_::u can ha\:ﬂ a «osa if you lil-j:a'a.” REERERG Ela.:ur
I thig I'll stig to the marvellous modicine,”
: Then you'ro an nss P
‘r;r:ﬂrt?ﬂ }';::J:l'ﬁﬂ another 1™
ith which exehangs of compliments ¢
firmly faithful to his own l'E!ml."de. ®Rhep pacted, ‘ench

THE ENGHTH CHAPTER.
The Nabob's Recipe.
BILLY BUNTER drifted diamnmrlut-elﬁ inte Study No. 1

He was aneez.ng as he camo along the passags, and ho
sigralised hia antrance into Study No. 1 by o loud and
prolonged  cough.  Porhaps ho  want to  oxcito
ﬂj‘ﬂ‘tpﬂﬂ;}*. Il{n rlw]i not succecd, A came hurtling
acrosa the study, and it zmote Billy on the chest. and b t
down in the doorway, i 1 ° 5
Now, you shidd up!” said Nugent. “It's bad enough to

havo golds oll round, withow! & yug borker like v :
sneczip for fun.™ yug r like you startig

“ You beast! You've hurf me!"
“ I subboss [ have. I'll hurt ¥ in i :

‘ : L hurt you mgain if vou don’d shud
np. U've gob a paing this eold hus gone into my duimny.
1‘}} not in a goml damper 1 "

54 %1:3 Hlfnt 11'!:1 E‘.‘GFli!: too !_Lh!:r_;;lml Hill}*l Bunier,

: i ! o haven't! ou'r n i
rodeen veniriloguiam 1™ AL SRl A0k o
JT'm o nok 1 said Bunter, seramblin
violontly. * I've got a fearfui gold!
my voice, you kdiod?

- If you gall mo an idied I'll bulverise you I
U Well, then, can’t you see I've got a gold? I could pura
it andd youra too, if my postalorder had como, What I
want jg—-"
o Pmosorey, i you've really gol o gold,” =aid Nugentk

Why couldn't you ho more carcful? ate a careleas
redder, who's always catehip golds! Bad enough for us to
have ‘am withouwd havig you enoczig about. %on'd riake
such a row with it, anyway."

" You're makig row enongh yourself.™

“Thad's difforent, I've got & bain in my dummy.”

“All through not ferdig the gold. I iay, you vellows

. um, and snoczing
an't you hear id in

“If you've really got a pold, you ean have some of my
purple  pilules,”  zaid Nugent,  feeling in  his poekel.
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“ You've lost zome of them, but I've a good many left
Would you like half a dozen or so!"”

“Thag you, but I <don'd want "em. Bob Cherry has
offered me some of his muck already. What you want to do
fwith g pold s to feed it. You foed & gold and starve a
aver."

“ Rads! Theaso purple pilules wre the thig

* Look hers, I want five bob 1"

“Oh, go and hag yourseli!™

urred Jamset %am Singh cameo into the study,
Bunter tapped his arm.

“I aaw, Inky, can you lend moe five bob?”

“ The eeteomed Bunter is somewhat overpowsring. 1
hate alroady lentfully given him the worthy cash once upon
a time.”

“ That beast Lantham made me bay up a fow paltry
ghilligs I owed him.”

“ That was rourh on the esteemed rotten Bunter.”

“¥Yeoa, wasn't it? I had owed him the money for half s
term, and it was really an old account. Bome chabs are zo
beastly moan, you know. I subbtes wvou gouldn't stand
another five bob, could you, Inky?" said the fat junior per-
suasively. ™ You see, I've gaught this rodden gold from
theae boasks 1"

"I am afraid thoe cashiulnesa would be impossible, but I
will cure the worthy cold of my Bunterful chum. I have
here the ingredients which I purchased chemistiully at Friar-
dale, to make up the recipe.

1=t rather have a ?iett.le eash, if it's all the same to
you, Inky.”

* But it is not all the same to me, my worthy chum. The
enshininess of my worthy self is exhansted, but the certain-
fulioas of this wonderful recipe is terrifie.”

“I sholl probably dis of this gold,” said Bunter. “ You
chabs will be sorry then that you didn't give me a feed in
time,"

Hurree Bingh made no reply. He bont over the fire and
stirred it, and put a little enamedled saucepan on it Into
this he pourcd somo water, and then added a portion of
the contents of sevaral little phials. Then he shook some
Enwdur in from tweo or three little paclkets. The water

cgan to fizz at onee, amd the nabob carefully stirred it
with a pen-handle, A strange odour crept t'hmugh the
room as the Huid began to pet hoatoed, which increased in
strength as it drew nearer to the boil. Harry Wharkon
cam@a in, locking almost himself again, He started and

sniffed.
the grub®" he

I!‘I‘

Billy

“That wyoung nass Bunter burning
exclaimed. *' What are you cooking, Bunty? Why, is it
you, Inky! What are you up to?”

The nabob turned a warm i‘am from tho fire.

I am making up the recipe for the cure of the honourable
colde," he said. "It will make up into o pleasant liguid,
very agrecable to tho taste——"

My hat! It's not vory agrecable to the smellt”

“That will pass off and disappearfully vanish, my worthy
chum

“I—I hope it wili! Asafetida fsn’t in it. Phoo!"

Bob Chorry looked inte the study and changed eolour,
“What the dickens are you doig there? he demnnded,
Tryig to poison the whole school?™

“*Inky's making up his recipe.”

“ My had! Bedder chug it out of the window, Inky!”

"1 sny, you wvellowe—''

“ The smellful scent will soon pass off, my worthy chuma.”
“I—I think I'll wait outside till it's passed off.”" mur-
murcd Harry Wharton.

* 1 rather thig I will, to0,” agroed Bob,  And iley walked
away vory quickly. Frank Nugent stageered cut of the
armehair. He was gasping, Tho scent of the chemicals was
growing positively poisonous, and thero was o thin haze in
the study,

"Il thig I'll dake a durn in the fresh air!” gasped
MNugont.

“ Bui it 12 rainfully drizzling, my worthy chum!™

“ JewI'll have a walk in the bassage, thon.'

And Mugent bolted frem tha study. Billy Bunter
followad him and slammed the door. Thoe nabel, with a
patient smile, resumed the stivring of his compeund. He
stemaed insensible to the horrid amell, which grow wors
every moment. The chums of Study No. 1 had fled, and
placed s greal o distance as possible botween themn and
the study.  But the seent of the Uriental concoction was
intensifying, and it could be sniffed all along the Remave
passage. Other fallows camo to the doors of their studies
and looked out and aniffed.

“Id's seandalous,” said Bulatredo.
Mace ought to be seen to.
hoalth, and no mizdake !

* Rodden, 1en't 1177 said Hazoldene.,
it like this beforo!™
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Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper Fourth, came along
the passage, and he sniffed, He sniffed agnin, and looked
amazed, Then he soiffed onco more.

“Dear me!” he murmured. ' Bulstrode, do you notice a
—pungent and dizagreeable perfunme which 1mpregnates the
stmosphere in this corridor ¥’

“T notice a fearful smell, sir!™

“ Yos—or—that 15 what I mean.
quarter i1t proceceds, Bulstrode

1 haven't nodiced 1t before, sir.
up the bassage.”

* Er—yes—that is how it appeared to me! I must investi-
gate the cause of this remarkahble and exceedingly dizagree-
able perfuma,™

And Mr, Capper moved along th{-{» ssage, slowly, aniffing
like o dog trying to find a scont. Mr. Capper had already
found a ecent, and he was scon able to track it to its lair. It
grew stronger and strongper ae he came nearer to Study
o, 1. Stronpeet of all waa it just outzside the door of
SBtudy No. 1. It was evident that the seent proceeded from
that spartment, and it was abselutely wernble just there.
Mr. Cappér tapped pt the door and opened it, and then

staggersd backwards,

* Dear—dear me!” he gpasped, " I—I—— This is terrible
—1 may say terrific! I hnve never previously experienced
so extraordinarily unpleasant a perfume!™

The haze in the study had grown thicker. Hurree Singh
had felt the effects of the compound at last, and he had tied
a handkerchief over hiz mouth. Ile was kneeling on the
rug stirring the bubbling compound in the little saucepan,
ammd Mz, Capper peered at him through the haze in blauk
amazement,

* Boy 1" he pasped.  “Boy !

The nabob locked quickly round, hiung the saucepan
from the fire in case it should boil over. He bowed politely
te Mre. Cappoer.

"Will it please the honourable and revered teacherful
sahib to enterfully step into the humble study of my worthy
sell¥" he inguired courteously.

“Nene!”  gasped Mre. Capper,
entered that study just then 1o pick up a thousand.pound
banknote. " Bov! What does thiz mean? How dere yvon
produce so fearful and execedingly disagreeable a perfuno
in the house?"

“ It will soon pass-off-fully dwappear, sahib."

“What—what—what iz it? What are you doing ™

“I make up the recipe for the cure of the worthy colds
of my esteemed chipus, sir,"”

" You=—you—youy— DDear me!™

“The sinellful seent will vanishfully disappear, and the
recipe will core the eolds of the giddy and honourablo
Remove, Will it plesse the augist teacher sahb to lock
at the esteomed compomnd ¥'°

And Hurree Singh stirred the saucepan and extended it
towards Me. Capper. That gentleman caught one whiff of
it, turned deadly pale—and fled.  Huorree Singh amilod
swectly, and replaced the saucepan on the fre and recom-
menoed stircing.

Do you know from what

It seems to gome from

wha would not have

—

TAE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not & Success,

HE chums of the Bemove did their preparation in the
comman-room,  DBilly Bunter had toe be satisficd with
the tea in Hall, Even Biliy would not have faced
that terrible ¢dour for the sake of téa 1n the study.

After prep. Harry Wharton went upstairs to investipate,
and found that the perfume was clearing off.

The fire had goue dewn, and the nabob had taken the
sapcepan off, and poured his compound into a basin to
cool, There was a thick, greenish liguid in the basin, set-
ting abnost into a jelly. A pungent ¢dour hung about it
gtill. The window was wile open to the wind and rain,
but all the scent had not vet cleared off from the study.

The nabob was examining his compound, and he looked
up with a beaming emile upon his good natnred, dusky face.

“The execcllent preparation is now readviully complate,
he said, "I :-‘-hm,I]l ko plad to administer the dose to tho
honouralidle Wharton ™

Whartan made a grimaos,

I it tastes like it smells, Inky—"

“The toste i a little bitter, but not extremefully dis-
agrocable.”’

“ An a matier of fact, my cold's nearly pone, old fellow.
I—I don’t think 'l have any. Try Bob Cherry. He's in a
rotten state still”

" Coertainly | I will tako the basin and a spoon to tho
Eﬁmm::;n-mc-m, and administerfully pive out the excellent
EE5,

“Jolly good idea!" agreed Wharton.

And the nabob carricd the basin and a dessert-spoon to
tho Jumor ocommon-room,  Tha Remove still had the room
oll to themselves ; the Upper Fourth had no desire 1o share

“THE GREYFRIARS CHIKEE.”

EF

EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “TRAAUCL” warrrEny.

it till the epidemic of colds had passed off. The fellows
looked at Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh curiously as he came
in with the basin of greenizh jelly. "

“Whad an earth have vou gat there, Inky?" ashed
Nugent.

“That in the compound, my worthy chum .

“You don’t think we're going to take id, do youl

“1t will eurefilly relieve the honourable colds.”

“ Rads! I've pot some pilules here that are a ‘IIIEI.'I:"H'EII.
I'm goig to FHF to my pilules. The gold hag gone inte my
dunumy, and 've got to be gareful.” :

* A spoonful of the henourable mizture would relieve the
ﬂﬁdﬂi rr;nml.'ljlittefu]]y.” — o

“Radds! Try it on erry [’ i

“ Thag you bw—;ry mudge, Inky ! said Bob Cherry, with
n shake of the head. ' But I've got sumne ‘Marvelloue
Medicine for Snecsig Snortlers’ here, and it's braetically
rurcd my gold. You gan dell by my veles how mudgo
bedder T am already.”

“The honourable veice of the esteemed Cherry scunds
worsefully to my ear.” )

“Then there is somethig wrong with your ear, Inky. I
am mudge bedder, and my voive is guite glear now !

“ Tt <does not sound quite clear, my excellent ¢hum. .

“Oh, rads! I've daken dwo more dozes, and I'm brachi-
eally well.” :

h'!I;l.i'w'ill the esteomed Bunter tasie my honc-urqb]ﬂ mix-
ture®? asked the nabob, offering spoon and basin te the
Owl of the Remove. ) o

Bunter blinked dounbtfully at the basin through hiz bir
spectacles.

“Is thad the sduff that was niffing zo fearfully?’ he
asked.

That was only in the process of manufacture, my worthy
Tunter, 1t is very nige now, and the tastefulness js guite
exhilarating ! ]

=1t Lﬂi}kfm lot like table jelly,” said Dunter, eveing the
mixture. " I'm jelly hungry. had hardly enythig to eat
in Hall, and vou've done us cut of tea it the study by
makig that horrid sduffl there. 1 thig T will taste 3t. Is it
good to cat?’ A

1t ig extremefully strengthifving.” ] ——

"“You can give me a speonful to try, then, if you like,

The nabolb tool up a gencrous spoonful, and extended
it to Billy Bunter’s mouth. The fat junior eyed it o little
doubtfully,

“YVou take 1t in one gulp suddenfully, and then yom
hardly notice the tastefulness, my Bunterfu! chum. It
stidefully glides down the esteemed gullet.”

“ Well, go ahkead, then. I supposo it can't
horm '™ ‘

And the spoonful of mixture was inserted in DBunters
capacious mouth, and he swallowed it at a _gy!p. Tl‘w nexh
instant he sprang up as if moved by elecinciny, ]Ic-thng aut
a yell that would have done eredit to a Red ludian on the
warpath. He bumped ogainet the nabob and sent him
reoling, and basin and spoon crashed to the floor. Billy
Bunter was clawing wildly at hiz mouth.

e, ow, ow! U'm poisoned!”

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Whad’s the madder?”

“Ow! I'm poisoned! Owl”

“ My worthy Bunterful chum—-—"

" You—you inky villain! You've poisoned

"The mixture iz extremeinlly beneficial——"

“Grrr! Ow! Grrrr! Owowow-wow!”

*The ungratefulness of the honourable Bunter i tor-
rific!” spid the nabob. " He ie making the absurd fussful-
nezs for nothing, The rest of the honourable mixture is
spiltfully wasted on the floor, and I shall have to make
sotie more-—-"

“Not in Stody No. 1" said Bob Cherry. " We've had
enough of it there. The place will sme!l for a week, You
can make o fire in the upper box-room and malke the next
lot there. But I don'd -thig you need make any, though.
1 really thig that nobody in the Form exceprig Bunder will
dake it.”

* But it i3 an extromefully beneficial mixture—"

" Rads! And many of 'em?! If you want a really good
thig for golds, there's the Marvellous Mixture of Dr. Pink
=0 menn the Maoarvellous Medicnw——"°

* Haoda to you!" said Nugent, " What briee the Purple
Pilules for Goughs and Gaolds ¥

*1 stig 1o the Elysian

“* More radaf®” eaid Skinner.
Elixir?”’

" You can stig to it,” said Bob Cherry. * Nobody else
wante any,”

" Faith, and it's Dr. Twister's Pilla thet I'm takig,” said
Desmond ; " and sure they're & marvel! You dake one
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before and after every meal, and an odd ona whenever you
feel inglined, and——""

* And s couple of dozen before going to bed, I subbose,”
said Nugont surcastiently. * Blossed if I can see why any-
bedy should dake all that guack rod when there's the
purple pilules to be had for a shillig and threc-ha'pencet”

Hurree Siogh collected up the fragments of the basin and
eleangd up the compound. Billy Hunter was wiping his
mouth out with  his handkerehief and looking daggers at
the nabob., Whether efficacious or not, 14 was evidont that
Hurresa aingh's compound was s fatlure, To judge by
BUMFJ-"&_ looks, the taste matehed the smell, No ope colse
wai inelined to put it te the teat.

A sneezing and snifing procession went up to the Remove
dﬂr"”mr}' that I'iig'ht. ned at jutervals through tho hours
ﬂfrlt{lrkﬂﬂﬂ, the silence was lroken by more sneezes and
anifis,

In the morning Harry Wharton's cold was almost gone.
Probably that was due to some exteni to his having taken
no patent remedies. Bob Cherry and Nugent were no
better, in spite of purple pilules and marvellous medicine,
Skinner was a great deal worse. Billy Bunter had a swollen
face, and weeping eyes and nose. He could not keep his
spectacles on straight, and was s picture of suffering that
would have touched every heart in the Remove, if they lad
not heen suffering themselves,

“I—I don't veel thad I gan get up this mernig, you
vellows,” said Bunter, in & faint voice. * Will you dell M.
Queich I wand my breakfast in bed, Whartod?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

" Certainly, Bunty; but he will come up with a cane if I
o.

:ﬂi”f, Bunter groaned.

‘1 have a feclig thad I shall die this time.” he said. * You

ftq::[??ﬁ will feel zorry then that you didn't feed me up in
ime.

" Oh, rads! You're no worse than the resd of us?”’ grunted
Bob Cherry. * Grin and bear 1d!™

“That's all very well for a preat strong brute like you,
Cherry, but I've got a delizate gonstitution.”

* Oh, blow your rodden gonstitution!™

The Remove went down. Mr. Queleh looked them over
grimly. He breakfasted echeerfully, while most of the
Eemove ate next to nothing. Billy Bunter had not lost his
appetite, however. He did his best to feed hiz enld. In the
Eemove room, Mr. Quelch beckoned to Bob Cherry and
Munrant to come out.

“ You look very bad, both of you," he said. * You stand
out also, Skinner, You three seem to have taken cold worse
than the others. I suppose you were in a low state when
you caught the colds. I am sorry to see you like this.”

1 am mudge bedder, air,” said Bob Cherry. *I've been
dakig the Marvellous Medicine for Sneezig Snortlers, and id's
nearly gured me. You gan dell by my voice that the gold's
nearly gone, gan't you, sic!"

"It does not seem to me nearly gone, Cherry.
been taking anvthing for your eold, Nugent?”’

“Yes, sir; I've been dakig the Purple Pilules for Goughe
and GGolds, and they've made & new man ob me. I ab feelig
mudge bedder,”

“And you, Bkinner?”’ asked the Remove master, drily.

“ Yes, sir. I've nearly gured myself with Elysian Elixic.”

“¥ou will throw away all that rubbish at onge——""

“Whad, sir!"’ ejaculated three dismayed vouths at onee.

“¥ou will throw away all that rubbish. I will give you
a note to take to the matron, and you three will go into
the sanatorium."

* But, sire——"

“That will do."'

And the three Removites had to go. Mr. Quelch looked
over the class keenly, and during morning lessons he picked
on three more Removites, and they were despatehed to nurse
their colds in the aanatorium. DBilly Bunter trembled under
the eve of the Form-maater, He believed in a cold being
fod, but in the sanatoriom the sufferers were more likely to
?f:!‘- gruel than anything else.  But Mr. Queleh did not notice
wm, and Bunter breathed again.

Have you

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Feeds His Cold.
HﬁRR? WHARTON looked depreszed when he came into

Mo, 1 Study afver morning school. It was dreizzling

with rain in the Close, and there was nothing to do

out of doora. The common-room was a babel of sneezes
ancd snorts. But the study did not seem tzelf without HBob
Chorry and Nugent. These two unhappy sufferers were in
the sanatorium, under the care of the matron and the school
doctor, and they lad been compelled to say a long farewell
to their patent remedies.

“THE GREYFRIARS CHINEE.”
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“ The study is loneful without our worthy chums,” purred
Hurree Singh. ** It is roughfully beastly for them to be in
the respected sanatorium. If they had taken the mixture this
would not have happenfully occurred.™

Harry Wharton smiled. ] .

“ No, they might have been in a cemetery instead.” he
remarked. I should prefer the zanatorium of the two."

“Y gay, yvou vollows——" : 2

“ Hallo, Bunty! Aren't you feeling any better yet?

“I'm feeling worse, Wharton. 1 know perfectly well that
I ﬁhil.Ll’t. get any better until I have a chance of feedig my
rold.’

2 My dear kid, it seoms to me that you're always feeding,
Dinner will be ready soon.”

“What I want is a really good feed in the study.”

“Woll I'd raise the tin for you if 1 could, Billy, but I
am done till Saturday. You have cleaned out Inky, too.
You'll have to grin and bear it.” W

Bunter certainiy did bear it, asz there was na choica in tho
matter ; but he did pot grin.  Hiz cold did not improve during
the day. The Remove wero a seb of such miserable objects
now, that even the Upper Fourth had left off chipping them.
That day was a nightmare to the Removites. During the
afternoon soveral more were packed off to the sanatorium,
Others, however, seemed to pull ahead during the afterncon,
antd Bul:trode and Levison were almost well that evening.
Bunter sneczed and sniffed endlessly, and always had a huge
handkerchiof well in view; but Harry could not helf suspect-
ing that a great part of his sufferings were put on tor effeet,
to wring the hearts of the juniors who had failed to feed him

up in time.
Funds were very low in Btudy No. 1. Tho purchase of
Billy Bunter

patent medicines had oxhausted the exchequer.
who always depended upon being able to borrow of one or
another of the famouns four, was stranded. At tea-time there
was nothing but a stale loaf and a tin of sardines for the
study tea, and Bunter was in a state of simmering indigna-
tion. Wharton and Hurree Singh, who cared little what they
ate, cheerfully deeided to have tea in 1all, but Billy Bunter
was not so easily satisficd. ] _ .

“1It's all very well for you vellows,” he said, eyeing the fin
of sardines disdainfully, “but I've pgot to keep up my
strength, or else expire of thiz fearful gold. The question is,
what am 1 goig to doi” )

* Come with s, and have tea in Hall, Billy."

“I've gobt to gonsider my gonstitution. A chap liks me
noeds fo be well fed, especialiy when he's got o wold,
don'd thig you are playig the guwme, Whartod,™

“What can I do, Billy®"” swid Harry patiently, **T've got
no tin, and my Saturday's allowsnes is ﬂuukm] almo:t to the
last shilling."

** Mrs. Mimble would drust you to any egstent.”

“But if I couldo’t pay——"

“0h, you could pay some time. I really thig, Whartad,
that you oughi to do somethip, you know. It 1sn't as if ]
wera & vellow who was always wantip somethig "

Hurry Wharton snuled, but it was a worried smile. He
had & Lfﬁtﬂﬁiﬂtiﬂ}h for getting into debt, and the many tempta-
tions ef schoolboy life had never been ahloe to make him
exeeed his allowance, wlhich wa: a generous one.  Bres
Mimble, at the school shop, would certainly have trusted hum
to almest any figure, because she know he could be relied
upon. To have credit at the tuck-shep, and not to take
atdvantage of it, apprared to Billy Bunfer a species of in-
sanity., The day of reckoning thiat was bound teo come, if
bills were run up recklessly, did nob enter into Billy's cal-
culations. Sufficient for the day 13 the evil thereof, was
his motto. .

But Harry looked at the swelling face and red eves and
nose of the fat junior, and his heart melied. e detecmined
to relax his rule for once, and he took up a pen. Billy
Bunter watehed him cagerly as he wrote on 4 sheet of paper.

“There you are, Dilly. You can take that to the tuck-

shop.”
Bunter glanced over the Eaaper and looked disappointed.
It ran as follows. briefly and te the point: ** Please supply

Bunter with anything be likes up to half-a-crown, and eredit
game to me.—l—i Wharton,"

Billy Bunter gave an expressive grunt.

“ You might have made it five bob while you were about
it, Wharton." . . 1

“That's all T can spare, Billy. And it will be a hother
making that up next week, too”

“Well, it wouldn't be much more bother makiz up five
bob, would 1£¥"

“ You can take it, ar leave it."

“ 0Oh, T'Il take it, Whartod. 1 suppose you mean well, but
same yollows are stingy by nature, and can't help it In's
all righd.”

And Bunter walked out with the paper. Wharton laughed
rather constrainedly, There was ne reasoning with Billy
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Dunter, The fat junior's faece was clouded as he went lo
the school shop, dodging under the trees in the Close to get
cut of the rain. Mrs. Mimble leoked far from amiable when
she saw him come in,  Billy Bunfer was the least welcome of
her customers. Bhe glanced at the note he tendered, with a
trivmphant smile, and frowned.

“*There you are,” said Billy Bunter, “ 1 suppose thad's all
righd "

* Yes, it s all right,” said Mrs, Mimble; " but I am sur-
er-br:d that Master Wharton has so much patience with you.
Vhat do you want?”

“ It 1sn't a question of whad I want, but whad I can get !
grumbled Billy Bunter. “ I had made my blans for o feed
at five bob, and now I've only got half-a-crown to spend. I
you would care to make it up fo five bob, Mre. Mimble, I'd
et you have it back out of iy postal-order to-morrow.’”

“You owe me over thirteen shillings already, Master
Bunter.”

“0Oh, that's an old aceount,” said Bunter, rather indig-
nantly. * I hardly expected you to make a bnthr—::r_ about
thad, Mrs. Mimble. I suppose I can have a steak.-ple, and
some cake and tarts for thiz rodden half-erown. It's curious
that a vellow like Whartod, with a big allowance should be
g0 roddden mean about & few shilligs.”

“You're an ungrateful little wretch, Master Bunter

“0Oh, of course, I am goigy to pay Whartod out of my
postal-order. But never mind, what gan't be gured musd be
endured. Give me my grub.”

Ami Bunter gathered up his purchases. If Wharton and
Hurree Singh were having their tea in Hall there would be
no one but Bunter to have tea in Study Mo, 1, and half-a-
crown’s worth' of provizions would not be =zo bad for one.
Bunter felt a litile more cheerful ns he left the tuck-shop.
He dodged through the rain to the houre, and encountered
]]:ruistmda as he went in, The bully of the Remove stopped

it

*“What have vou got there, Dunter®’ he asked.

“Only some thigs for No. 1,7 said Bunter hastily.

“Hurree Singh and Wharton are having tea in Hall,™
enicl Bulstrode. I was just goig in. And Nugent and Bob
Cherry are in sanatorium. Are you going to gorge all that
ot yourself?"

“Tm tryig to feed my gold, you see, Bulstrode. I have
And Billy Bunter dodged past
Bulstrode

1T¥

to keep up my strength.” .
the Remove bully, and hurried up to the study.
lasked after him with a very peculiar expression.

There was no one in Siudy No. 1. Bunter soon had the
fire raked up, and the steak-pie warmed, and some potatoes
buking in their skins. A fragrant odour spread through the
room, very gratifying to the hungry junior. He had placed
the feed on the table, and ‘L'.’EI._"‘.LH!]I;'I-]]T.' to Legin, when someono
entered the study. Bunter blinked found.

“] say, Whartod, you've had your tea, haven't you?”’ he
asked anxiously.

“It's not Whartod " chuekled Bulstrode, closing the door,
and turning the key. The latter proceeding  considerably
slarmed the fut junior.

“1 say, Bulsirode, what o you want? I—7

“T¢'s all righd. D've been thinkig over it, and I've come
to the conclusion that you're quite righd about feedig a geold,”
explained Bulstrade. ' I'm goig to feed mine.”

“{lgod. If you're goig to have a feed in your study, and
want me to come and do the eocokig, I'll come with pleasure,
as goon as I've had my tea. I haven't mueh here, and T will
Lave tea afterwards with you if you ]l]{'_E'."

The bully of the Remove chuckled again,

“No, you won't, Bunter. ¥ou see, I'm going to have tea
with yFou.” '

Bunter turned cold all over, Balstrode was a big fellow,
with a hearty appetite, and if he had resolved to feed his
cold—"" \

* Oh, really, Bulstrode—' ,

“You see, you've had a good many feeds with me, when I
psed to be in this study before Cherry came to Greyfriars!”
prinned Bulstrode. ' It's about time you #iood me one.”

“ J—I—I'"l1 be jolly pleased fo stamd you one to-morrow,
Pulstrode, when my postal-order comes!” stammered Bally

ter. 'l stand you o really ribbig one, then”
Bl}‘"ﬁuft I've pot to feed my geld, ancfy 1 can't wait Ll to-
GIOrrow.

 But—but—but—"

“ Phat steak-pie smells ribbig; so do thase spuds.”™

Bulstrode drew a chair up to the table and sat down.
Dunter eved his preecedings in dismay., IHe was helpless to
oppose the burly vixitor, ane help was fur away, and the door
was |ocked.

“ th, really Bulstrode!
you know.” .
T o Why can’t [ roared Bulstrode threateningly. _
“ —I—T mean, I'Il ke jolly glad if you will have tea with
me ! stammered Bunter. [—I want fo run out of the study
g minute. I'll be back in a jiffy—"

“Yhere are vou goig?”’

“] shan't be a minute——
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Bulstrode seized the fat junior, and slung him into his chair
again, with & shoek that took most of his breath away, and
then langhed unpleasantly.

" You're not going to fetch Wharton,"” he remarked,
“We zhall ot on very comfortably without him, you know,
There's just about enough for two here,”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode, there isn't, you know.'" :

“* Then I'm sorry for you,” said Bulsirode, helping himself
liberally to the steak-pic. '* Paes the potatoes this way. You
lagy your porpoise, get the ekins off! Do you thig I am
roig to skin the potators for myself when I homour yeu
mmig to hﬁ.-u.lwi:]-:.ﬂ :,-cuu'."”'

“1 zay, Bulstrode——'

it Arexj{:-u goig to skin thoss potatoes?’ rosved Bulstrode.

Yoz, quuvered out Biliy Bunter.

*“Then look sharp, er Pll warm you ! .

Dunter peeled the baked potatoee. Bulstrode helped him-
self fo two-thirds of them, and had three-quarters of the ple.
He was hungry. His plate was erammed, and Billy Bunter
watched him in utter cﬁsmn}' oz he piled it up. ,

" This is pretty good,” said Bulstrode. ™I eay, you d better
start. T may want o second helping, you know.”

The warning waue sufficient. Bunfer took what there was
left of the steak-pie and potatoes, and started. He made
good speed, too, thinking that what he lacked in the Brat
c}?urs& he could make up in the second. But Bulstrode saw to
that. :

‘ Hold on, Bunter! he eaid, as the fat junior pushed his
plate away, took a fresh one, and reached out for the
jame-roll.  * Wait a bit for me.”

* But I'm done, and—" i e

“ Never mind; you can't have the sccond couree till the
first 1s finished.”

“(Jh, realiy, Bulstrode 4 .

““ And you're such a yug cormorant that I'm not goig to
risk your startig first." . .

And Billy Bunter had to wait. Bulstrode cleared his plate,
eating at his leisure, Billy watching him with a glance like
a dagger. Tt did not disturb Bulstrode. He enjoyed the
meal, and at last nodded to Bunter to etart on the next Jof.
Billy only needed permission. In & second he was eatl
away as if his life depended upon it. Bulstrode, who h
taken the keen edge of his nppetite, ate more slowly, and
Bunter certainly had the best innings with the tarts and the
cake,

“ This is really ribbig!" said Bulstrode. " Tt wnﬂ-“'what I
pall kind of yvou to fe-eﬁ my gold like this, Bunter,

Billy Bunter grunted. ‘ ‘ . _

“And yvou were guite right about i, too, Eﬂﬂtll:lﬂﬁli
Bulstrode blandly. “ What you want to do for a gold is to
feed id, and Fve fed mine, and I must eay I feel better.”

*1 haven't fed mine,” groaned Bunter, “‘and I fecl jolly
hungrye.'”

"%-Fi]!, it's no mood over-eatip vourself, you know. I've
saved vou from that, Now, is there anythig to drig knoekig
aboud ™ ”

“1 was going to make some cofiee, but—— 2

“Make it, my son—make it. You ean't do better.

LIJkui"t thﬁn the ?andlﬁ of the door was tried, followed by a
{ICK On the paneis.

** Hallo, h!:re-‘. What have you got this door locked for®!

It was the voice of Harry Wharton, Billy Dunter half
rose; but Bulstrode made a threatening gesture, and he
aanlk into his chair again. .
i “ I don't think l’ﬁ stop for that coffee, after all," enid

Istrade, ;
Bli—lau threw open the door, Harry Wharton came in, and
locked in amazement at Bulzstrode and the falb junior.

“What on carth did you have the door locked for? he
demanded. - g

“We wore afraid of beig inlerrupted,’” explained Bulstrode,
“ Tlunter has been treatip me to a feed, and we didn’t want
anvbody else at the table, you sce. DBunter zdvieed me to
feod n:iy ruidr, ‘uffl. he's helped me to fead it. Bunty, 've
enjoved that feed!™

:-]h-nl Bulstrode walked ont of the study, Wharton glanced
curiously at Bunter. Billy blinked at him in return,

“The benst 1" he groaned. ' He's scofled my fecd. He's
devoured abxout two-thirds of it, and there was barely enough
for me at_the start!™

Harry Wharten burst inte a laugh, ] .

D you menn to say ihar Bultrode invited bhimeelf to
ten?” he acked.

“Yes, rather, the beast! I
gold; but it didu’t make any difference.
1o feed his. 1M still hungrey."”

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“1 don’t thir von cught to laugh at 2 fellow.greature’e
misfortunes, Whartod.”

“Well, it’s funnv, you know,"”

1 told him I was feedip my
He said he wanted
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“I don'd see anythig funny aboud it. DBulstrode’s scoffed
my gruly, and I can’t feed my gold. Can you lend me ancther
half-crown till my postal-order comes?”

Wharton shook his head.

. "It's o special occasion,” urged Billy Bunter. “I'll pay
it up, as sure as & nail, and not put it on the old account.”

“Can't be done, Billy. As a matter of fact, if you've had
a third of that sbeak-pudding, you've had enough, to judge
by the size of the dish.”

“ Thad's quide a mistake—"

“Well, if you dodge down into Hall quick, you may pick
up some erumba.’

“I don’d want any grumbs. I want a jolly good feed to
{,:‘.gru ;ndy gold. I thig youw're a {fearfully selfish chab,

hartod."

And Billy Bunter, with an injured expression upon his
plump visage, atarted on the last fragment of the cake,

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
The Boy from the Yangtse-Klang !

o X only hat!" )

' “Hava you sean him "
“Ha's g cough-drop "'
“Looks as if he had just hopped off & tea-

oaddy I"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

It was about half an hour after afternoon school on tha
Friday, the day upon which the new boy was to arrive at
Greyfriars. Harry Wharton had gone to pay a visit to his
chums in the sanatcrium, and most of the Remove wero
wdling about the common-room. Bulstrode had been to the
tﬂﬂhahﬂﬁ, and had come in writh zeveral packeots under his
arm, when the above exclamations attracted his attention.
He looked into the common-reom, and gave = whistle of
amazoment. '

The new boy had arrived. Tle was seated on a box,
gazing round him with an expression of innocent wonder.

He was 8 young Chince of about fourteen. Hia figure was
woll-formed, ﬂ-u{:r[‘rlf', il grm:-.»ﬁfu'!, but diminubive. He woro
the locse garb of hia native country, of & rich silken
material, adorned with borders of strange characters. Iis
fape was oval, rathar deep in colour, and not of the
esffron hue rome of the more imaginative Removites had
r::'.:]::mctc:d. His eye: had tho curious obliquenass of the
Oriental. His pigtail hung down over his shoulders, and it
was the pigtail mere than anything olse that excited the
intorest of the Remowva.

“ Now, yvoung Chin-Chin Chinaman,” said Bulstrode. with
a grin to the Remove, © where did you spring from!"

“ Mo not splingee. Me walkes."

““Ha, ha, ha! I mean where did vou come from ™

“ My countly is China; me comee lom Yanstse Kiang."

Y Phow ! And what do you mean by coming from a pluce
with & name like that?"’ demanded Bulstrode, contructing
his browa.

The Chinese youth locked at him with a smile that waa
““childlike and bland."

“No savvy,"” he said.

“H'm, I faner you don’t savvy just when you don't want
to savvy,” said Bulstrode. * Now, what's vour name?”

“Wun Lung."

“My aunt! Do you mean to say that vou go sbout in
the daylight with a name like that?"

“Me no savvy.”

“13d that thing grow on vour head, or will it coma off 1™
ashed Bulstrode, taliing hold of the Celestial’s pigtail.

“ We ERTTJ'-”

“¥ou young yellow-skinned ass, I'll teach vou to savvy!
Hore, Lovison, give me your pocket-knife. Wa can’t have
a giddy heathon going about the place with a pigtail!
I'll cut it off.”

A change came over the placid face of the voung Colestial.

Heo sprang to his fest, his lonks wildly excited, as Lovison
L3 E*-'lﬂd_thﬂ |30C!-l:ﬁt-f-'-.nllfe. Tho juniﬂr:a had nn real inteantion
nf cutting off the pigtail, Bulstrode knowing perfectly wall
that he would have to answer for such an outrage to Dr.
Locke. But Wun Lung evidentiy belioved that they wers
in earneat, and he began to gesticulate wildly.

" No cuttes " yelled Wun Lung. * No cutfee !

He made a dosparate rush for the door. Baut the laughing
flemove closad round, and he was premptly collared and
dragged bhack into the reom. Ha struggled desperatels,
exhiubiting 4 #rength and determination that no one would
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have dreamt dwelt within his diminutive frame. e was as
slippery aa an cel, and as hard to heold. But the Remove
held him fast onough, a dozen hands grasping various parta
of hia person and hiz clothes. He was dragged back and
plumped down on the box, and Bulstrode waved the knifa
over hiz head.

“ MNow, then, off it goes!"

Tho almiond eyes were dilated with terror.

Y No cuttes I" wailed Wun Lung. * No cuttea!™

“ IMaith, and hould on,’" exclaimed Desmond; *I1 mans
let go inf:iralqr! It's froightonin' the gossoon ye are, and
it's a2 shamo [

“You go and cat coks, Tipporary !

“ The shamefulness iz terrific,” broke in Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“ Bhut up, Inky!"

“1 rofusefully decline to shut up. I shall punchfully
amsaunlt the honoursble Bulstrode on his worthy nose if he
does not stop his jokefulnoss."

“ Hold that black idiot baeck 1"

Two or three rough spirits collared the nabob, and he was
draggad back. Micky Desmond waa shoved away.,  Bul-
strode put the knifo close to the Chinec’s pigtail, and the
Jittle Oriental quivered like a jefly.

“ No cuttee ! ho moanod. ** No cutteo !

““What's all this?"”

It was & sharp, ringing veice, as Harry Wharton came in.
At a glance he took m the scene, and hia brow became lika
a thundercloud as he strode into the crowd. He shoved
the Removites to right and left without ceromony, and gave
Bulstrode’s wrist & blew that sent the knife with a clatter to
the floor.

“* You beastly cowardly bully ! he cried.

Bulstrode's eves blazed with fury.

" Btand back, Harry Wharton !™

“Bah! There 15 no one hers who can make me stand
back !"" eried the captain of the Hemove, his oyes flashing
round him. “You cught to be ashamed of yourselves for
ragging a Iittio chap like that !"

1 wasn't going to cut off his pigtail, vou fool "

“1 know vou weren't; you dared not, that is the reason.
But he thought you wera."

“ Get aside!"™ said Bulstrode, between his testh. " You
may he captain of the Form, Wharton, but yvou can’t ride
the high horse with ns. You're not master here. Wa
aren't gpoing to hurt the brat. Bub we're going to havo our
fun with hiro, so I tell you."

“ You are going to let him alona'’

“Dy James! I'll show you! Fellows, are you going to
be hullied and dictated to like that? Is Wharton your i:nrd
and master "

There was a murmur from many throats. Threatening
lagks wore vast upon Harry from® all sides. They did not
daunt him. He had thrust Bulstrode back, and now he
stood beside the Chiness boy, hiz hand on Wun Lung’s
shoulder, his eves flashing debance at the Remove.

“ Btand aside, Wharfon ! eried a dozen voices.

HY won't!”

“Then wa'll jolly acon shift you!' welled Bulstroda.

He rushed furicusly at Harry. Five or six of the rougher
Removites followed him up. Huress Singh and Desmond
and Hazeldone rangad up beside Harry. Wharton's eves
weare blazing. He hit out savagely, and Bulstrode received
the right-hander on his chin, and went over backwards as
if he had been shot. The next moment Harry's left caught
Travor under the ear, and ho aprawled seross Bulstrode.

There was a shouting, & trampling, a fierce struggling for
g few wmoments round the -tarr':gad Chineze boy. But
most of the Romovites held off from an attack upon their
Form captain, and although Harry's chums were not thors,
he had friends to stand by him. Levison, rathor unoex-
pectodly, took his side, and Bulstrodo, when he rose to hia
foet, was not feeling inclined to continua the conflict. He
had had only ons %Iﬂw, but it waa a terrible ona. The
gerimmage ceased almost as soon as it had begun, and Harry
Wharton loocked round with a flushed face and blazing eyes.

“There won't be any ragging of this kid whila T can
stop it,"" ho said. I don't want to ride the high horse, az
Bulstrode suggests; but there’s & limtt, and vou ought to
shop at it ‘m poing to see this kid through. As for
Bulstrode, if ho thinks T'm taking too much on myself, he's
welcome to meet me in the gym. any time ha likes, with
or without gloves.” Wharton linked his arm in that of the

Chinese boy. * Come with mo, kid. I'm going to look aiter
you for & bit. You understand 1"
“"Ms asavey,” said the Chinee softly: and he held

Wharton's hand tightly as they left the common-room.
THE END.
{Another splendld compiate story of Greyfriars nexi
Tuesday, ontitled * Tha Greyfricrs Chines.” Pleaso
ordecr your copy of THE MAGNET In advance. Price

One Halfpenny.
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READ THIS FIRST,

Onu the death of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Dashwood),
lack Dashwood finds to his astonisliment that he has beén
practically disinherited in favour of his Uncle Dominie and
Cousin Leonard. He conseguently cnlists in the 25th
Hussars, under the name of Tom oward, and soon becomnes
n corporal. Unfortunately for Jack, however, his Cousin
Leonard is attached to the 25th as second licutenant, and,
with the aid of a bullying trooper named Slige, suecccds in

etting Jack deprived of his stripes. By the death of his

ather{lmmiﬂicf Lisutenant Dashwoeod is at first prevented
from aecompanying the 25th to India; bBot he subseguently
joins the troopship at Port Said, having travelled there
pyerland. While at Port Said he bribes n Greck gambler
named Constantinidi to Kiduap Treoper IHoward, whom
he sends nshore on a false gvand.  Ownr here is attackKed
and stunncd, and weakes to find himseli a prisoner. How-
ever, with the hetpof a party of officers from the troopship
Ganges, Jack makes his escape amd continues his journdy
to India, and eventinally vejoins the 25th Hussars. Jack is
soon reinstated favourite and becomes onee more full
corporal, Just as the irksomeness of Indian service in peacc
time is setfing somewhat heavily on the men a frontier war
breaks out, and the 23th receive orders to mobilise for the
front. (Now goon with the story.)

First Glood,

The scens ad Aldershiot when the regiment gob orders for
Indian was nothing compared with the uproar that Corporal
Howard aml Bill Sloggett found when they reached the
hﬁrrllﬂ]{‘f- J]_!.- EI-{}'I;:H I]I:.[L"T:Lhﬂ.'ﬂlln.

The whale thing was 2o unexpeeted, and the regiment so
newly out from 'ﬁmm:-, that the men went positively mad
with delight at their good fortune.

As o matlor of fact, the Blue horze that bad gone up to
Bimla some months before huwd got " pink eye,” and the
25th Husears, being partienlarly smart amd in very fine
condition, had been selected by the powers that be, and
g0 got their chanee.

Thera is alwavs trouble, more or less, on the mountainons
frontier of our Indisn BEmpire—always some tribal disturb-
ance, which is pencrally eetticd so quietly that only the
faint ocho roaches our ears at home; but now and again
things are very scrious,

Gome mad fakir hoists the standard of revoll, and eeis
the bosder in a blaze. Thoen the Government of India semd
ap a field force, and there 1s much fghting in these imme-
morial hills, Vietoria CUrosses and C.Bs are gained, and
it was just one.of these more serious revalts that the 25th
were shout to take part in

As o matter of fact, they were ready fo march in twenty-
four hours: but it was three daye before they entrained, and
ghcok the dust of Hyderabad from their feel with wild
cheers of delight.

During those three davs Tom Heoward had been uneasy.
Tt was quite on the cards ihat his cousin would report him
te Colonel Greville,

He had an tdea that Leonard Dashweood was fool enough
for anything; but, as a matter of faet, his folly stopped
ghort at that ;|:u'.'.-i1'|.!,| ar::{‘w]mll tha P-E{mp;]'mhirﬂs fedlowoed the
Hussars on their long journey northwards, Leonard Dash-
wood's Face had assumed itz nermal appearance, thanks to
the ministrations of his soldier servant, who was a past
maxter in the art of euring o black eye.

Then thev went up through Allahabad, Agra, and Delhi,
all names that brewght the odd mutiny days back to Tmn
Howard, as he thought of his father's stirring stories ; and
at laat they reached Simla, and saw the mighty chains of
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the Himaleyas towering up to the brilliant blue of the
northern shky

The 25th Hussars stayed in SBimla only one day. Major-
General Sir Ponsonby Smithers, K.C.B., G.C.81, etc,, was
collecting a field foree to operate with the brigadier-general
at. Mulakand, and, sitting silently on a white arab in
the centre of a knot of officers, he watched the khaki clad
squadrons file past, having apparently nothing on his mind
bevond ordinary curiosity.

he keen grev oyes, however, woere aparkling in the shadow
of his helmet, and, the group suddendy parfing, Sir Ponsonby
Smithers canteresl up and came alongside the colonel, who
had not expected to see him.

““ Ah, Greville, how are vou?’ said Sir Ponsonby, " Iow
socn can yvour follows be ready to maren?’

The colonel looked sharply at the general, and his face
grew redder under 1ts tan. ]

“They can march at onee, general,” he said, a quiver of
excitement in his voice.

“1 do not know that I want them at onee,’” said the
gencral, Jaughing; " but that is the good old spirit of the
25th, I am going up yonder in a day or two, and you shall
go with me. am waiting for an infantry battalion, sup-
posed to be on its way now. Do you know anything of the
Ploughshires?'"

""Ves; they have been lying with us ut Secunderabad.
Very good crowd,” replied Colonel Greville, .

“1 am glad to hear it said the general, * We are gong
to have hot work up there. Perhaps not much chance for
the cavalry, Lut these Pathans” (proncunced Pattans} ' are
alwave worth fighting."”

Both men smiled into each other’s eves as they shook
hands and parted, and 2s the Tegiment went on its way the
general etaved his white arab uwatil they had passed, and
made a mentfal note of their condition, very fattering to
Colonel Greville and his men.

Onca the grey eyes contracted a3 a smart young corporal
passed the general, and the corporal's right-hand man, whe
was BN Slogpeit, though: that Howard's face Hushed o
decpar red.

UWhere have I seen that foce before?” multered Sir
Ponsonby Smithers o himself, as he cantered baek to tho
knot of officers. ' It is not often that I forget & man, and
thut youngster ie singularly familiar to me.”

Then the blare of 4 brass band away in tho distance tald
him that an infantry battalion was approaching, and the

encrad rode off o meet them. He had gone to glmln. quite
¥ chance, never expecting such fortune would await

hun there. and his mind being &et on the collection of men
with which 4o play the great game of war up in the hills
vonder, he had little thought to beetow upon CUerporal

homas Howard.

Tom's mind went back 4o the prize giving at Redminster
Grammar School: and when Hld Sloggett ventured to ask
him whe the old bloke on the wiite horse was, the corporal
told him sharply to hold his tongue, whereat Bill throst tho
offending member into his cheek and smiled.

“ Another of his toff pals,” thought Sloggelt to himself.
“Blow me if "Oward won't furn ount to be a dook one of
these ‘ere davs, onlv T don't fink that no deok who hasz cver
lived could *it it with his lefd as "e can !

The brass band belonged to the Ploughshires, who cama
stepping along very bravely from the teain, and once moro
the gencral made a private inspection as they went by, wial
marked them down for his own. There was jf:-:-’ i the hearfs
of the 25th Ilussers, which joy was reflected in the perspinng

Another School Tale

By FRANK RICHARDS, TuNEEE}!%EY;



16 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY De=~ THE "BOYS’ FRIEND™ 3™ LIBRARY.

bosoms of the 1st Battalion of the Ploughshires, and the two
rogiments turned their eyes to the silent, far-off mountain
peaks whare there was war. :

Y War, my chicken ! said Bill 8loggeit, koocking all the
breath out of Alf Sliro’s body by a playiul tap on the ribs,
“War, my boy. and don't you [orget iE!"” And that might;
if it had not been for the sharp eyes of the corporal, §3III
Jloggett would have been talen early to the guard tent.

L] L] L] =

Next day the 25th were szent along the railway to
Poshawar, that ancient Afghan city which is now included
in the Punjaub, and thither followed the Ploughshires, where
they waited for the arrival of Sir Ponsonby Smithers, who
was not long behind them. Beyond Fort Jamrud lay the
passes and mountains of that wild region which has been
stirred up by the Mullah, or Hudds. Brigadier-Genoral
Meiklejohn's force was in camp at Malukand, and had been
hn;?- pressed, .

L1750 ware flazhing backwards and forwards over the
telegraph-wires, and when 8ir Ponsonby Smithers atepped
on the platiorm at Peshawar hiz nostrils dilated like an old
war-horse, for he was met by an officar, who draw him aside
and whispered a few briaf words in hiz ear. The general
nodded twe or thres times, and then superintended in person
the removal of his horses, one of which was immeagdiately
saddled. He seemed to have grown ten years younge? in tha
last five minuies, and, springing into Eis saddle, palloped
away to the camp of his little brigada.

“It is coming now, Howard!" said Sergeant Clavering,
as the general reined up in front of the colonel’s tent. ** I'll
bet you & weel's puy that we hear “hoot and saddle” in five
miméaa! : h, the stirri 11 I baf

nd, sure enough, the stirring call rang out almost bafore
be had finished aﬁea!:ing_ ’ o

Then the regiment mounted, the Ploughshires fell in, and

the turbaned regiment of native infantry that completed the
brigade mustored, grinning in high gles, and they went
along the high r-::aqf and into the mountain pnsses, joining
the relief force under Sir Bindon Bleod, who was in
supreme command of the operations at Mardan.
. Then there came a telegram at three o'clock in the morn.
gn? bidding them push on to Meiklejohn’s reliof, with tha
mnformation that he was hotly pressed in the Malakand and
that the outlyi post of Shakadars Fort was hattling
h]'ﬂ."r'&l;r’ for its I)}fe.

“ B Bguadron of the 25th Hussars was acting in tho
advance, and, passing through a grassy plain with tower.
g mountaing on cither side, the report of a musket sud-
denly broke the silence, and a white puff of wmocke floated
away from a cleft of rock on the left. The dust spurted up
about twenty yards in front of the sguadron, and the shot
was followed by three more. Captain Vincent and the
Honourable Algy whipped out their field-glasses and toolk
stock of the snipers.

“By Jove, Vincont,” said the lieutenant, “ I believe we
could round those beggara off! There are only four of them
behind those boulders, and the hill i3 as stesp as a houss
behind them. What do you say? Shall I take half a
dozen men and have a
shot 1"

“Hight you ara!” said

captain, And the next
moment the lientenant waa
avway at full gallop, with
Tom Howard, Bill Sloggett,
and four other troopers,
riding as if their lives de-

nded upon it through the
ong, parched grass,

Again the pulfs of smoke
fioated away above the
boulder, and Sloggett felt
the wind of a bullett go by

51 Nexi W

24.29, Bouverle Street, Fleet
London,will be glad to hicar lrom you.

“THE GREYFRIARS
CHINEE.”

some ruined fort and put in the spurs, and the aquadron,
turning round in their saddles, watched the roce with the
keoneat excitement. The tribesmen saw their dasnger, and,
bounding along the rocks and boulders that strewed the foot
of the wmounatin-side, fled with wild yells [for the narrow
crack that meant safety for thom, : ]

But Bill Sloggett’s mare had her own ideas on the subject,
and, out-distancing her companions, sha carrm_d the trium-
phant trooper to the foot of the pass, where Bill waved his
sword in triumph. Unfortonately, however, she had taken
the bit in her teath, and, pull as he might, he found it im-

ozxzible to stop her, and the next moment she had plunged
mto the gully and {Iisappeared from view. The Honourable
Algy drew his rovolver and fired three ineffectual shots at
the tribesmen, who replied with yells of derision, and thay,
in their turn, reached the mouth of the cleft and disappeared
o0,

“ Look out, sir,” cried Tom; “they will have time o
reload [

And from the side of the opening a red tonguo of flame
shot out, and the Honourable Algy's helmet spun from his
head. Thon they reached the gully, only to see the four cat-
like mountaineors still ﬂnﬂinggbefﬂre thotn, and to hear the
distant clatter of Bill Sloggett’s mare as she tore up the
stony pass.  The Honcurable Algy, who had now a good
mark ?m‘ his rovolver, fired, and one of the mountaineers
plunged forward and rolled down towards them, elutching
and {.it.ing ut the stones that strewed the track, while the
othera were making haste to reload as they ran.

They were out of sight of the sguadron now, which had
imlt-ed’,? and there was great s lation arnn:mf the men as
they were lost to view. Tom had darted two lengths ahead
of hiz officer—it.was no time for nice distinctions of prece.
dence—and, rounding anangle of 2 narrow ravine, they found
Sloppett, who had managed at last to check the runaway,
prodding at three wild, unkempt Pathans, his mare terrified
and waltzing about on her hind legs, at the imminent risk of
flinging her rider into the arms of the encmy.

At the sound of the new.comer, two of them turned and

faced tha corporal—a faet which gave Bill 3loggett his
chance. He tool it with a neat thrust, and the misguided
follower of the Mad Mulleh dropped his long musket and
fell. Bill Bloggett pave vent to his delight by o terrific cat-
eall, and wheeled hiz mare round to help the corporal. But
if Tom had excited Bill’s admiration hi' the maosterly use of
his fists, it was as nothing to the exhibition of swordaman-
ship which the cockney lad now witnessod.
. One of the tribesmen was armed with a long jesail; the
other had dropped his further down the ravine and drawn
hia terrible knife. Then they zliranﬁ cne on either side of
the corporal, and Bill E]gﬁgﬂtt caught his breath. Iut like
g lightning flash gleamed Tom’s sabre. One swift point
over his bridlesrm, and the man with the knife dropped
grovelling on the ground, clasping his face in both hands.
A curve of the flaammg blade above the head of tha
roaring mare, and the man with the Jesail Sung his arms
up skywards and reeled back.

“Ja that tha lot, Sloggett?” cried Tom, as though the
thing he had just done was
an everyday occurrence,

“ Beott: ‘iz that the lot,'
he ses!" muttered Bill, star-
ing with astonishment. * 1f
you ain't & marvel, I never

soed one! 1 thought I'd
: — | done  something when I
The Tdltor, " MAGNET" Llbrary, killed this nigger, but you

Street, do two to my ona !

Tom's lips betrayed an in-
clination to amile, but the
smile died away as he saw
the motionless form of tha
second Pathan lying so pain-

his cheek. Bill was ridin
all he knew, lifting his
mare along like a jockey,
and he gave 2 loud yvell as
four figures in fowing gar-
ments, which appeared- to
them like dirty dressing-
gowns, rose from behind &
rock and ran along the
mountzin-side,

“There's & pass i
hills, sir® Erf:d JHTLI::
Howard, as he went neck
and neck with the Honour-
able Algy. *If they reach
“'TE i;_r‘e dane !"l
: ieutenant leaped his
botga ' over a frngn{:mt of

biand."

Wun Lung is not by any means so
lopsided as his name may suggest, and in

our next siory bully Bulstrode learns to

respect the smile +“so childllke and

Foctball also takes an important part,
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fully  siill, And as  the
Honourable Algy and the
other troopers came round
the rock, Tem Howard's
fuce. hnd suddenly grown
stern and old.

The Honourabla Alpy was
very excited, for he, too, had
killed his firat man, wael, bid.
diny them gather up the
woapons as trophies of tha
fight, they scrambled thoir
horsea down the defile in
time to meet Jim Clavering
| and the coptain, who had
ridden out to their assiat-
A,

(Apother fong fnstalment af
this story next Tuesday.)

the GEM
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