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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Against Gdds on the Ice.

" REEZING, by jingol”

ol Cherry apole glee-
fully as he looked out
inte the Close at Geey-

friars in the keen, crisp Decem-
her morning. Snow had been
falling, on and off, for scveral
days, but there was no snow thia
morning. Tho nir was clear,
kecn, and seomed to cut like o
knife. Frost was hard on the
panes, and icicles glistencd every-
where in the rays of the wintry
U0,

Football had been impossible
for some time, but now
that freezing had fairly set
in there was a pood substituie
for thoe good old gamce. Bob
Cherry looked out at the icicles
and the frozen puddles in the
Close, and then dashed indoors
for his elkates. Of course, he
dashed right inte Iarvy Whar-
ton, who was coming to the door
to get his usual airing in the
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“ 1 say, Cherry—"

“Fh? Get cut of the waw,
Bunty."”

“ Look hera—"

“ Aeg! T want Lo open the cup-
board door.”

“ Yes, I know you do, but it
won't do, Cherry, Just wait a
minuie.’’

Bob Cherry starcd in amaze-
ment at the fat junior. Why
Bunter should want to prevent
him from getbing lus skates ount
of the cupboard he conld not
Hnagine.

Billy Bunter stood before the
enphoard door in the attitude of
Horating defending the bridge,
or Ajax defying the lightning.
He blinked through  his Ing
glasses at Bab Cherry with grow-
ing indignation. _

{1t won't do, Cherry, I think
it's ahsolutely mean of you—I do
really, and T'm sincercly sorry
to see vou Jike this”

Baoly Cherry could only stare.
J “ Off your rocker?' he eXx-

Close before breakiast,

Wharton sat down on the mat, and Bob Cherry staggered
and then ran on.

“ Sorry ! he gasped, and disnppearad up the stairs.

Harry Wharton stared after haim hlankly.

Bob Cherry woni up the staira three at o tima, and met
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on the landing. He left the
Nabob of Bhanipur in a sitting position, and ran on io
Btudy No 1. here was a sudden exclamation as he
entered.

A fat junior in spectacles was standing at _the cupboard,
just about to open the door. It was Billy Bunfer, of tho

emove, no doubt leoking for what Le called a * snack ™
before brealifast,

Bob Cherry made for the cupboard with outstretched
hand, and Buoter snapped the door shut and placed his
back against it hastily.

Mo. 44.

olaimed. = What are you driv.
ing at? Let me get at that cupbea rd, you duffer, before 1
put you over on your neck!”

“ Oh, really, Cherry!  It's mean—absolutely and down-
right mean, to cut in like this, thinking you would be beforo
me. You know as we!l as T do that there’s only two saveloys
loft from vesterday, and—""

“ Baveloys 1"

“ Yes, and one cold baked potato. You know that I only
keep moing, in my delicate state of health, by having &
anaclk every now and then to eke out the school meals, and
I roally think—=""

Bol Cherry burst into a roar.

Yo utter ass, do vou think I'm ofter your savelogs?™
he exclaimed. * My skates are in the back of the cup-
board, and I want tham. It's freezing, ass! 1 suppose you
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don't want to cat my skatoe, do vou? Even you couldn't
digest them.™ _ . .

M, I osee ! sard Bally Bunter, looking greatly relieved.
“Its all rrpht, Cherry, i it's only vour shates you want, 1
thoneht—-—" i

“ Never inind what yoby thougnt ; open the door.

Buunter opened the enphonrd door, and Dol Uberry sorfed
out hiz skates. Hjlij fatsl lll'ﬂlucuug hand over the
sovelovs, as if his doubts were still hingesimp.  As a matler
of fact, the fat junior could not understand how anybody
could pessibly think of skates when there were saveloys in
the copbeard. ol Cherry ran oul of the study with his
shates clinking over his avm, and Billy Bunter was easy in
his mind at last. :

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was standing en the landing,
dusting down his trousers. Ie looked rather expressively
at Bab Cherry as the junior comie havevine by again,

“ls this the pla ‘E'qu japeinklness, my worthy cham " he
asked. " The dustiolness of wmy cstectned trovsess is rroat,
ard I inclinefully think that the puschiuliess of your angrust
fai head should be terrific.™ .

“Sorry, Inky,” said Bob Chorey gendally, ©1 was i A
harry, you know, and T was bound to upset any sily ass
who got in the way. T left somebody on the mat down-
statrs, 1 believe., Tt's froceine.

I oam aware of that feelfully,” said the nabob, with a
shiver. ““The winterful climate of vour estecined country
13 coldfully uncomiy to o native of India.”

" Come out and skate and get warm,” :

" That is a wheesy good iden, and I shall be honaurably
pleased to——1"

But Bob Cherry was already flving down the stairs, ITe
grinned at arry Wharten in the doorway.

" Gt I].’{:Ur skates and come out ! he exclaimed.  “ The
Sark will be frozen as hard as o rock, and we cun have a
ripping time hefore brealkfast,™

“ Good idea 1V

Bob Cherry went sliding down the path asross the Close
and disappeared. It 1.-.-:13%1355 than five minnics to the Sarlk
—tite deep wide river that ran within sight of the school
But closer than Greyfriars to the stream was Florr
Rosenblaum's Forcign Academy, and a babel of voices in
French and German warned Bob Cherry as he approached
that Herr Rosenblaum’s pupils were aleeady out on the ice
that fine December morning.

Hob Cherry came ont on the banle of the Sarck,  The
streamn, that sang werrily throngh the rushes in the sumines-
time, was silent now under a eruzi of ice, The reads, rotten
cand frozen, were erushed down by the bank., Acreses the
river stretched a sheet of ice, glistening in the sun, and Pob
Cheery's eyes glistencd, too, as he looked at it. Whother
the iee was thick enough to be quite safe, was a thousht
that never entered the head of the impulsive Bob

Hesides, some little way down the river, o posite the rod-
brick walls of the new academy, a cr-:-wdp of bovs were
already disporting themselves. Their excited shrioks s
gestures showod that they were forcigners. They shricked
m French and German, and performed all sorts of ecurious
evolutions on the ice, Scme of thom had skates, but most of
them were shiding, and both skaters and sliders seemed to
think it casier to slide on their backs than on their feot
at all events, that was the position thoy were most often in,

Bob Cherry looked at them and grinned, and sot dewn on
the bauk to jam on his skates. Tob was a good skater, and
hitherre he had had few opportunities of indulging in the
sport this winter. Now he was revelling in the prospect of a
real ripping run on the frozen Sark.

He rose and stepped out on the ice. Tt was firm and hard,
though over on the other side by the willows it did not look
5 safe. As the Greyfviars lad slid ouf on the ice there was o
shout from the academy crowd. They had sighred him,
and the old warfare between the two schools woke at onee.

“ Ach!" shouted Fritz Hoffman. “Tat ve goes for him,
ain't ot ?'*

“ Zat is correct ! exclaimed Adolphe Meunier.

Beb Cherry’s actions were indeed a little provoking. ITe
came down towards the aliens with a rush, and went right
through them like an arrow. 1In vain the foreign juniora
buzzed round the experienced skater. Ho oluded them with
rearcely an effort, and after eutting a figure eight through
the erowd, whizzed off ogain, laughing almost too much to
skate. A yell of wrath followed him. Bob Cherry reached
the bank again, and found Harry Wharten and Frank
Nugent putting on their skates there,

“* Come on I shouted Bob. “ This is ripping fun I

“ We're coming 17

In a few seconds the chums of the Greyfriars Remove wers
on the ice. The aliens had mostly rolled over in their
eflorts to catch the elusive Bob, and they were getting up
again with all sorfs of exclamutions.

Harry Wharton laughed as he looked at them.

“By Jove!" he exclaimed. “I don’t think I ever saw
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Another School Tale

skaters or zliders pxactly like thoem before.  What pricoe
clearing tho lot off the jeu ¥

“Good wheezs !V pricoed Nugent,
do it

“ Right-ho I exclaimed Bob., *“ Lock arms, and rush "em."

And the three juniors formed up in 2 row, Iarry in the
middle with a good grip on both Cherry and Nugent, and
they chaveed in lire. .

“ Murrak ! shoufed Bob Cherry, **Line up, Groyiriars!
Bock it to them ! ] i

Whiz went the three skaters. With excited shricks the
alicns rushed to meet them, many of them slippine and
fafiing over in their haste. ¥ells and screams rent the air,
as tho Greyfriars three gol to work among the excited
crowd,

Three better skafers than Wharton, Nugent, and Dob
Cherry woero nol to be found in any Form at Greyfriars.
The heroes of the Remove were quite up to their work.
They kept their footing and their speed, and ** hiffed " alien
after abien with shoulder or elbow, or in full tilt. The ice
was covered with fallen forms, and the uproar was incessant
and deafening.

“Oh, mwy hat!' excluimed Bob Cherry at last, nearly
doubled up with laughter, “I can't stand this. My ribs
will go! Let's cut !

Harry Wharton locked round, langhing.

There was hardly an alien standing, and the vietory of
the Greyfrizrs tric was pretty completo,

“Come on, then,” he said. “I faney Hoffmann & Co.
havo had nearly enough.”

And the laughing trio skated back to their own Ianding-
Mace, IFritz Hoffmann sat up on the ice and stared after
them racfully,

Y Ach!™ o mormured. “T tink tat it vas an eariquake
tat strike me, and den I tink tat it vas dem pounders, ain’t
it. Ach! Mein pones!”

“Ciel I” groaned Adolphe Moeunier. “It is zaf ze rottairs
are practice vieg zo shates, and zat va are not, mes amis.

zzervise, ve liclk zemn holtow. ™

And the alivns crawled off the ico.

“1I believe we eould

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Nabob Takes a Lesson inm Skating.
ARRY WHARTON and his chums eame in  slowin
H from their run on the ice. The freezing of the Sarl:
was an event at Greyirviars, of mwore mmportance to
the juniors than even fthe great concert latoly given
by the Wharton Operatic and Dramatic Socicty. Most of
the youngsters were shators, and at all evendis theey could all
slide.  Billy Dunter was almost the only fellow in the
Remove who did not hail the freezing of 1he Sark with
delight. 1le had other ilings to think of. That morning
there was o shade of deep thought on his plump countenance,
which his study-mates in No. 1 were not slow to notico.
“Home new wheese, I suppose V' osaid Dab {herry, as
Billy Bunter came townrds them in the Close after break-
fast. * Lucky I'm stony.”
“I say, yvou fellows—"7
“ Hallo, halle, hallo, Bills!
with us "
"*No, I don’t, Cherry, The excrcize is too violent for me,
and, besides, T haven't any skates. O ecourse, if one of you

fellows could lend e the tin to get a pair, that would be
differont.” i

“ Yes, and you'd blue it in the tuckshap,” snid Nugent.
" You szee, we know vou, Billy.”

Dunter blinked at Nugent in an extremely dipnificd WAY.

" 1IF you think I'm not to be trusted with a little money,
But what [ was
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gﬁéng 10 ey is, I've been disappeinted about & postals
order

Bob Cherty looked wery thoughtful.

“1 fancy I've heard something like that before,” he aaid.

Hava vou ever heard Bunter make that remark hefore
now, Nogent®”’

“Yea, I think so—about a million times.”

“0h, really, Nugent! You sec, I sha'n’t be gelling the
first prize in the Gemt IMootball Ceompetition for some
time, and i

“ And perhaps you won’t be getting 1t at all.”

“0Oh, no, there's no danger of that, because with my
gplendid abiliby 1 guessing the right answers, [ am bound
to rope in the prize! And a prize of a pound a week for
thirteen weeks fsn't to be sneered at in these hard times!
But az I was ﬂa:.riugi, tf you fellows weuld like to coma inte
the competition—"

“We're in ik, Billy: at least, T am,” said Harry
Wharton ; "and I really thinlk I zhall come before you with
the pound a weel 1™

“I'm not speaking of the Gem Competition now; I am
referring Lo the Christmas-pudding Competition.”

“The whichi"

“Of course, you don’t know anything about it yet! I
suppose you know that competitions i making Chriatmas-
puddings are common enough-—it'a a good old wheeze, and
there's lota of fun in it? A lot of fellows, you know, make
Christimas-puddings, and the best one takes the eake-—the
prize, you know."

“The wheesy 1des i3 good,” 2aid Hurres Singh, “and ths
prooffulness of the eating lies in the esteemead pudding, as
your English proverb saya”

“You mean tho proof of the pudding lies in the cating,”
grinned Bob Chorry.

Tha nabob shook his head gently.

*1 think not, my worthy chum. T learned that honouwe.
able proverb from the muoster who instructfully taught me
vour  catesmred  languzge—ihe  best native  master  in
Dhanipur.™

“Well, he must have baen a ripper! There pre sbsolutely
no masters i England who eould teach Kaglizh as he did 1

“ X aay, ?‘Lﬂt fellows, what do you think of the idea? As
a matter of fact, Lovison and Desmond are both in the iden,
and they’d like us to come into ip—-"

::Th:-n it isn’t your wheeze at all?”

Well, it's my wheese as far a3 No. 1 Stady iz eqnearned.
You see, the beanty of o competition ke this is that there's
the puddings to eat ab the finish. 4 fretwork, or poker-work
coonpreliiion hasn't that advantage——"

“ Well, no, even you would net want to eat pipe-racks or
hookeases,” assonted Dob Cherry, * What kind of a prize
i3 thora'"

“Well, I was thinking of your pockei-knife; you know—
the one with the three blades and tho corkserew and flo
and serowdriver—""

Yk

O el:e Nugent's acetylene bieyele-lamp. Lots of {cligws
have admired that, and it would be a popular prize.”

“What 1"

2 Or if you wish to do the thing in decent style, thors's
Wharton's bicycle. I dare say his unecle will ‘be getting
hiin & new one in the apring, and, anyway, it would maks a
vatuablo prive.”

HFE&:‘IQH glnmi] al the generous Bunter.

et mo eatch you putting up my bicvel F
s i :-mid].' I z up my bicycle as a prize,

T W&II._ tf you fellowa are going to be mean about it, all
I ean think of is Inky's sot of ivory choss. I know they'ro
valuabls enough.'”

¥ The knowfulness of our Bunterful chum is great, but if

he meddies with my chess the thick-carfulness wiil be
torrific.”

“Well, T dure say somo other prize can bo thought of.™
said Bunter. "1 forgot for the moment how selfish von
chaps are abt times. Doritaps all the competitors ecan el
togetuor to make up a prive.  But the great point to bo
rermombered is, that thoe moro follows who cater {iie com [rrefi-
tion the more puddinga there will be to eat at the fnish.
Evon the 1‘rucl:.lm%5 that don't get the prize will be all right
to eat, you know,'

“Well, wo might think of i," said Bob Cherry, *I'm
going skating now."™

“ Bt I say, yvou fellows—"

But the follows were gone.  TDunter blinked affor them
disconsolately,  ITe was startled the next moment by a slap
on the shoulder that made him jump. ' ]

“ (Oh, really, Bulsteoda—'*

*1t's not Bulstrode " chuckled Lovisen.
are: you feeling at all hungry "

“ Yoz, rather!” said Bunter. % We get next to nothine
to EEI.L fi};' hrea.';;f:ist. here! I'm simply ravenous ! ’

Y LCould you do wilh 8 rood feed—s: aveloy i b
g iﬂi!‘piﬂ?” g eod—suy saveloys and bacon,

Dunter’s cyes glistoned.

“A LAD FROM LANCASHIRE.
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“ Yoz, rather, Leviaon! This is ripping of youl"
TWith tarts and jam-puffa and cake to follow—""

“ My word--rather !

“And jam-pudding and lemon-pudding and Chriztmaa

pudding 7
“ff]::-rmus! Come on!" ) ]
HERT Come on where?' said Levison.

“To the tuckshop, of course!
“What am I to como to the tuckshop for?™
“Oh, 13 it in your study?  All right, come on
“[a what in my study?" asked Levieop, looking amazed.
“The foed!" sald DBunfer, a little indignantly,

1 { doar chap, thers isn’t nny feed! T was only asking
you what you could eat. I was curious fo know the amonnt
yi:rlu could put oway just afier breakfast if you tried, thuat's
E. .!I'

And Levison strolled away., Billy Banler looked after
him with an expression that would have been inatantly fatal
if loolks could kill.

Levison joined the chums of the Remove on the bank of
tho river, There was time for & good run on the ice before
morning chapal, Nezsmond, Roseell, Skinnar, Bolalroda,
and a good many more of the Remove were thore, besides
Temple, Dabney & Cno., and oihers of the Upper Fourth,
Hurrce Jamset Ram BSingh was putting on his skates with
Ilob Cherry's assistance. The Hindeo junior was not a
s]culeq'._]mv‘in%.‘ of course, had fow, if any, opporiunities for
praclizing i s native homie in Bhanipur.

8Bk tight!” granted Bob Choerey, as the nabeb lurchad
on the skate that was already fastensd on,

The MNabob of Bhanipur loolked puzzled. e was standing
up, supported on one side by Harry Wharton and on the
agther by Frank Nugent, and he did not understand.  Still,
he wanied to be obliging, so he sat down on Beb Cherry,
who was knoeling to fasten b other shale, 3

YOw ! prunted Chorry, " What s the young wvillain

sifting on mia for? llrag 'Lirn off, somehody "
“The unreasonablenass of the worthy Uir:rr:; is terrific,”
sid Hurcee Jomaet Bam E-ingh, L H“.-]L‘ i:]di;{:mult}'. “Hao
told me to sit tightfully, and as z=oon as I sitfully repose he
grumbles tog."

“You utter duffer, T tald vou to sit fight!
sproad your legs all over the landscape!™
Chorrey.

“0h, I understandfelly comprehend 1

U Recp vour gichdy legs gtall P77

“The riddifulnesz of the legs 1z torrifie,” purrad the nahbalh
disiressfully., * The skates seem to wishfully desive to walk
away by themselves”

Y Keep vour feol close !

The nahob dragged his straying feet close, and jammed
Bob Cherry's hand between them. The Bomovite gave a
FOORT.

“* Put vour feet apart, you villain?™?

fThe unroasonableness of Ltho ‘I.'r'i.::r'r.h:,' l:!ht:rr}' y—

“Tarrifie,” grinned
on L

" He's smashed my fngors !

“ Never mind; don't worry over a trilla!
finished yat ¥

**Yes,” grunted Dob Cherry, rising; “and the next 1ime
I put the skates on Inky you can use my head for a
football 1™

“The womdennesz of the foothall would Le hurtful te the
w::rrthrv toes,” murmured the nabob.

“Why, you inky nsse—""

“Hold on!" roared Nuopent.
the iee, Inly!d
either!”

St It s my wortny feet Lhat seck to skatefully depart in
different directions.™

“* Then sit tight—I[ mean, keep vour hoofs under control.”

“T]lﬁ}.‘ refuss Lo be L'E:Iirrulfu”:,r restrained,

U Movar mind, wo'll hold wour ' snnd ]_I:ery Wharlon, linel-
ing. M Don't let go till I give the word, Frank! Feel
bettor now, Inky®"

: *" Ye-oos," wunmured 1Turree Jamezet tam Singh, doubt
ully.

IMis right leg |:Iun_?{~.t] across the dee, and his left les
plungod off to one side. s wi o weight fell upon his
supporters, who exerted themselvea manfully to the lask
of holding him up.

“ Don't toke such giddy big steps!” gasped Nugent, pant-
ine with his exertions.

" The feet thomsolves talie the piddiful steps,' aszid the
nabobh, It was not of my own wiliulness.”

Y Ieen your hoofs close ™

Y L—T==l—=] will try."”

The nabob tried, but his fect seemed to insist upon going
on their travels. IHarry and Nugent manfully wpheld L

r'll:l

I mean, don't
bawled Bob

1%

Wugent. ** Never mundd, Bob; go

Ain't you

: U Warl till we get you on
You can't skale in two directions st once,

By FREANK RICHARDS. TUHEES}EE?.
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a3 e staggered and sprawled in their arms. There was a
yell of laughter from the bank.

Most of the skaters had turned their attention to Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh, and the sight was certainly comical.
The nabob was clinging round Harry's neck with one AT,
and to Nugent's shoulder with the other, and kicking about
With his skates in o frantie manner.

" Here, keep that manize out of the way!™ called out
Qarhnrry of tho Sixth, who was putting on his shates,
“ Koep the course clear, you whelps "

Whurton and Nugent took ne notice of the bully of the
Sixth. Carberry was a good skater, and it was for him to
I:r:{!ri out of the way of a beginner.

“I—I feel very uncertain on my worthy feet,"” muriau ad
Hurree Singh.
august chumst"

“ Right-ho, Inky "’

And Wharton and Nugent supported their dusky chum,
and  piloted him on  the sli pery ice. It wits  pro-
bably the thought that he was i'-.:".ﬁlhg up his comrades’ {ime,
and preventing them from pgotling g run before breakfast,
t‘r!ut made the nabob finally decide to make a trial alone.
Wharton looked doubtful as the dusky junior bade him let
£o.

“ Feel safe!" he asked.

" Well, no, my worthy chum, I canmot truefully say that
I feel safe; but the way to learn is to risk the hard Enock-
fulness."

. Bomething in that,” said Nugent. “I'd rather hold vou
till you feel all right, though ; :% don’t mind.” >

" Not n bit!” said Wharton.

1 think T shall be all-rightfully safe now, my friends,"
?f“d Hurree Singh, cauriously feeling the ice with his skates,

I will not take longful sicps, nor allow my honourahle
ﬁ:g; to Hoat away from one another if I can helpfully prevent

“ DBuck up, then !

And Wharton and Nugent, with some doubt =til’ in their
am]!:".-r:i' released the nabob, and Hurree Singh iried his luck

His right leg went on its travels immediately, and fortu-
nately his left leg decided to go in the same direction.
Hurreao ﬁm?h went off down the iee at top speed, hiz arms
1.*.'::_‘1.'{?113 ];u f,I T mt'i.

My hat!" exelaimed Nugent, ; o
W{liart{m T e Tl g He ecems safe enocugh.
“That's & case of skales running away,” he said. * Ho

can't control himself. J—I hope lﬁ:& w:}r?’t get too hard a
biff. He's bound to go over.”

It certainly seomed as though Wharlon was right. Hurreo
Singh was off on a slant, which was carrying hlin towards
the opposite bank, and it was only o matter of seconds befare

he dashed into the frozen rushe d P G :
miracloe happenad, sites and went down, unless a

" Look out!™

“Pray do not let go il I tell you, my

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Carberry Loses His Temper.
. 00K out !

h _ A dozen voices yelled oud the words, hut the warn-
mg was quite oseless to the gmateur shater. 1is
zhates were running away with him, and he cocld

no more have controlled them than he eould have flown.
But as he drew near the rugged bank, and the biff seemed
mevitable, a kind of instinclive wriggle sent the nabob whirl-
g on & new course. He shot off af a tangent, and went
upsiream,

!i-nrry Wh? rion breathad apain.
ntr;v:‘;!f hat,” gasped Nugent, " what's goingy to happen

Righi up the stream went the nahob at a frantic speed.
He was half-sitting now, and skating in that posture, his
l?gﬂ refusing to remain perpendicular. T seemed a miracle
that he did not roll over: but he did not. ©On he went at
o dizzy speed, and suddenly—Ffor ne cause that the onlookers
could assign—tcok a fwist in his course, whirled round in
a half-vircle, and came shooting back.

Wharton and Nugent and some of the juniors knew that
he was a vicrim of the tkates, and indecd his terrificd face
was suflicient to show a1 muoch. But, as @ matter of fact,
hia performance looked o much like a very clever bit of
real skating, that the majority on the bank were deceived,
and there were loud shoute of encouragement to the Hindu
junior.

*Go it, Inky! Buck up!”

“My word ! I neve: thought Inky could skate like that!"

* Marvellous how he keers it up I?

Poor Inky did not hear the shouts, He did not hear or
sce anything. His tongue was cleaving to the roof of his
mouth as he whizzed on.  The grey sky seemed floating
round him.
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There was an angry roar from Carberry, of the Sixth,
Carberry was doing ‘some fgure skating, uwnd the unfor-
tunate Hindu was making directly for '3, The senior
stopped in the middle of o fgure and yelled fiercely to the
junior,

" Keep off the grass, you silly lunatic!”

The nabob cam. strairht oo like an arrow.

Carberry had just time to dodee, or he would have been
howled over, The ill-tempered prefect ground his teeth,
Ho could not sea that Iurree Hingh could not help himself,
and he regarded it as a piece of unheard-of cheek on the
part of a Tumur. -

He whirled round, and velled after Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, and the next moment simply gasped with rage. Tho
nabeb had whirled round, too, and was making %?‘.II himn
agaln,
 Jurree Singh was not responsible; it was those terrible
sxiics.  He made straight for Carberry, and the scnior
dodged. There was a roar of laughter irom the bank. As
if the Hixth-Former hoad some magnetic attraction for the
dusky junior, Hurrce Singh was following his every move-
maent, Every dodge of Corberry was followed by a dodge
rom Hurrea Singh, the dusky Removite hanging on his
movemants like a bloodhound. The prefect, panting with
rage, dodged to and fro, and to and fro dodged Hurreo
Singh after him, $ill Carberry finally made for the bank,
amid vells of langhter from 'LI{& onlooking crowd.

"My only hat” gnsped Temple, * what a nerve! Car-
barry will skin him,

“He can’t help it,” caid Wharton, choking with merri-
ment; “it's the skates. Inky can't skate for tofice.”

Temple winlked knowingly.

“¥ou can tell that to the marines,” he remarked. "It
*r'-'{:}r_lu-’t be much use telling it to Carboerry when he gets Inky
ashore,”™

Carberry was making for the bank. The curiouns thing
was that the terrified Hindu, as if stil]l attracted by the
serdor, wae following him fast. He travellied fastor than
Carberry, and overtook him at the frozen rushes on the edge
of the river.  An offer of o thousand pounde could not havae
saved Hurree Singh from the eollision. He rushed into
Carberry’s back like a steam-engine, and the profect, with a
fearful yell, went down on his face in the recds, and Iurree
Singh sprawlml aeress his logs

The jumers Aung themselves down on the bank and
perenmed. Kven Wharton, anxious as he was for Hurreo
Singh, wae shricking with laaghter,

Carberry serambled cul Froon under the dusky junior, his
face pale with rage.  lle was wet and muddy from the reeds,
the knces of his tronserz and his handz clopged with mud,
and his face emothered with it. IIurree Singh tried to rise,
and rolled aver on his back,. Wharton and Nugent dashed
forward and depgzed him awny,

Ularberry paused for o few moments to gasp for breath,
for he was pretéy well winded. Then he made o rush at
the dusky junior for venpeance.

Murry "ﬁf’]mrl;m sprang inta the wav, and in & moment
Bob Cherry and Nugent were at his side.  Alter a moment
Levizon joined him, too. The prefect glared at them, almost
petrified with astonishoront and anpger.

“ Got out of the way, you brats ™ he roared. ;

“Iold en?” savd Harry Warton calmly. * Easy doeca 1t}
Inky couldn't help 1t; i wat an accident.”

“You lving young lhound!” roared the prefect, besida
hims=elf with rape. ™ You koow it wasa't an accident,”

Harry Wharton's lips seb tight.

“I mn not a liar,” he said quieble, " and vou shall not
tosich Tnnky—notb withont walking over me first.”

Carborry was alnwst stullering with rage. Tha juniors
round wasped. They had never heard a Lower Fourth-
Former talk to a prefeci like that before.

“Wall, T'll jolly soon walk over you,” said Carberry.
Awed he fairly flune himszelf apon the hero of the Remove.

Wharton did not flineh from the attock, e was ne
mateh for the buarly Sixth-Former, of course, but he was
game to the backbone, and traired as bard as iron.

{orherry, much fo his astonishment, did not sweep the
Femovite from his path bke o steaw. Harry closed with
hiz burly antagomist, and his foot flashed round Carberry’s
ankle in a trick he had learned from his Chincse chuam, and
the prefect went over backwards with a crash.

“My only aunt,” velled Temple, ™ Carberry's down

“ Bravoe, Whartoan '

* Hurrah 1" ]

Carhberry was indeed down, with a bump ihat shook every
ounce of breath cut of him, :

Hab I:!Imrry Eave Ha.rrj.r a1 enthusiastic thurr:up on the back
that nearly sent him sprawling acress the Bixth-Former.

“Here, hold on, Bob!” ejaculated the enptain of the

Roemove. 3 ey
“ Hurrah!’ roared Deob Cherry. “ Hip, pip?’
dazed bewilderment

Carberry eat up. The expression of
T,
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on his face made the juniors yell again, But the Famous

Four were looking serious onough. They were committed

to a4 row that might turn out very seriously for them. Win-

g:.te, of tho Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, came pushing
rough the crow

“ What's the matter, Carberry?’ he asked, staring at the
pr:::fi:wt in_amazement.

Carberry was trembling with rage, but he hardl,;}mmd to
confess that he had been floored by a junior. ut there
wera plenty of others there to supply the information.

““He's sitting down for e rest,” explained Temple, of the
Upper Fourth. " He's been wrestling with Wharton, and
e'd git down,”

o,

a4, hal™

“It's damp in the grass, Carbarry,” remarked Blundell,

ﬁ the Fifth, solemnly. * You w;fl' catch cold if you =it
ara.

““Ha, ha, hai”

FUN-T'1L half kill him "' hissed Carborry, scrambling to
hie feet. * He took ms by aurpria% And——""

“I should think & prefect might find something better 4o
do than wrestling with a junior,” said Wingate.

“I wasn't wrestling with him,'” yelled Carberry. *'Ia
got in .m;i'l way when I was going to give that confounded
niggor 4 hiding.”

“The niggerful appellation is & proof of the extremeful
ignorance of the worthy Carberry. The inhabitants of the

dian Empire are not miggerful individuals."

Wingate grinned.

“Well, you can keep your paws off Hurrce Singh, Car-
berry,” he said. “1 saw the whole matter, and the young-
gtar couldn’t help himself.”

“That is truefully correct. I am mot a practised skater,
and the esteemoed skates carried me away at their own
pleasure and wilfulness.”

“It's a lie!" yelled Carberry. ]

* Oh, shut up!” said Wingate, in disgust. “Don't be a
hooligan, if you can help it. Why can’t you take an
accident 1n a good temper, like a decent fsllow."

“ Mind your own business, Wingate.”

The captain of Greyiriars gave him a grim leook, :

“I fancy this is my business. And since you want plain
E_ngi:h&h,. r'Elﬂ-r'l::e.u'r,z.r, ftﬂll you that if you 4ouch Hurree
8ingh I'll jolly soon stop you."” .

”h“:f arsd at the stalwart captain of the school;
but he only glared. He would as soon have iackled 2 wild
bull as Wingate when his temper was up. He ground his
teeth and turned away, giving Hurreo Singh a glance that
showed very. plainly what bhe would have done had he
dared, and what he etill would -do whan his chance came.

A hiss followed the prefect as he atrode savagely away;
but & glance from Wingate stopped that. But the Remove
chuckled gleefully over the affair as they went in to morn-
ing lessons. Carberry was the best-hated prefect at Grey-
friare, and any decombture inflicted wpon him was "“one
up "’ for the Remove.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Russell's Ralsins.

HE Removites came into the clazs-room with & healthy
flush in their cheeks. Hurree Bingh had a bruise or
two, but in spite of his gentle ways, he was not at
all *“eoft,” and he did net mind., Billy Bunter had

something bulmng out of his inner pocket, upon which the
Form master's eys casually fell,  Mr. %uelch madoe no
remark, but hoe kept an eye on Bunter. First lesson was
not half over when the fat jumcr found himself in trouble.

“ Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter pave a jump as Mr. Quelch rapped out his
name. His hand pad just gone into his Inner pocket, and
it eame out agaln in a huery, and there was a scattering of
raizsine over the boys nearcst to him. Mr. Quelch emiled

Fimiy.

“1 think I have told vou hefore, Bunter, that the clasa-
room iz not a place to eat surreptitiously,”” he sand.

“I1—I wasn't, sir,” stammered Bunter.

The Form master’s brow grew very severa,

“ Bunter, how dare you, sir! I saw vou with mv own
eyes, and yet you have the imPudﬂncﬂ to assert that vou
wera not eating surreptitiously.’

“1—I wasn't, sir; I was eating raising.”

The Remove shrieked, and even Mr. Queleh's face relaxed
into & smile.

“ Bunter, I hardly thought that even vou wore 2o dense.
I mean vou were eating secretly because you thought yeu
were unobserved.”

“0h, I eae, sir, Of course, I can’t tell what you mean if
you don't eay what you mean, oan [, sir?”

“Ahem! You were eating raisins in the class.room.”

“Wall, not exactly eating them, sir,” sald the [at junior
cautiously. * I—I was just puiting them into my mouth,
gir, to—to taste, and—and I choewed them, and—and I think
I must have ewallowed some.”
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And the class shrieked again. .
| ecannot see much difference between that mnd eating

them, Bunter. You will turn out all the raising nto the
fire, and take twenty lines of Virgil"
“Into the fire, sir "
“Yea; and af once.” W s R
“ Baot—but—but they’re jolly good raisms, wair, said
Bunt-:a;r, in diemay, * and you know, sir, ‘waste not, wang
not.” '
“ If you do not obey me instantly I shall cane youl”
Bi]lyr%unter mluctajntl_y erosaed to the fire and empti_afi
his pocket into it almost in fears. It seemed i‘-Ert"lhiﬂ to him
o aI!:’anw good food to be consumed in that way. The twenty
lines were nothing, but to waste the raising iu:'a him
pain. The lessons proceeded, but Mr. Quelch kept the
corner of his eye on Bunter. Fresently the pointer came
down on the desk with a rap that made the Remove jump.
illBuﬁtEr]" a " " u
“ M-m-m-m-m-m-m-m ! aaid Billy Bunter, with his mouth
full of raisins.

“ Bunter! You are eating again!"

* M-m-m-m-m-m 1" : i

“You did not obey me!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. ' ¥ou
did not put all the raising in the fire, Bunter!” ;

Billy Bunter bolted the mouthful, and nearly choked him-
self. He began to cougn and choke and Bulstrode slapped
tim on the back, with such unnecessary force that he choked
and coughed worse than ever.

“ Leave off, Bulstrode!” said Mr. Quelch sharply.

“J was trying to help him, sir”

“Do as I tell you. Bunter!"

“ M-m-m-m-m—yes, aic!” s = .

“¥ou did not throw all the raising into the fire, .

“Yas, I did, sir. I hope you don't think I should dis-
rogard the order of a master I respect as much as I do you,
sir,” said Bunter. . Y :

“Why, you ars eating raisins now!" exclaimed Mr
Quelch. :

“ M-m-m-m—y-y-yes, eir, but these sre different ones!”

' Then someons has given them to you,” said Mr, Queleh.
“ Someone else has brought food into the class-room. 1
can forgive much to your stupidity, Bunter——"

“ Oh, really, sir——"" i i

““ But the other boy is probably not so stupid as mis-
chievous. Who gave you the roisins?” _

‘If you please, sir, I'd rather not sneak, and it would be
sneaking to tell you that Wun Lung——"

* Shut up ! whispered Harry Wharton fiercely. :

““ All right, Wharton, I'm not going to %ﬁ'& him away.”

* Silence, Wharton and Bunter! un Lung, stand up!”

The Chinese junior in the Remove etood up in his place.
His quaint, Iitda, Mongolian face wore the smile that waa
child-like and bland, which the Remove fellows were begin-
ning to know so well. Mr Quelch looked at him severcly.
He camo into less close contact with the Chinee than Wun
Lung's Form-fellows, and though the Remove wore begin-
aing to know him, he was still a puxzle to the Form master.

“ Wuan Lung, you gpave some raising to Bunter?”

“ Mo savvy,” eaid the Chiness junior, in & voico as solt
and gentle as the ¢oo of & dove.

“You gave raisins to Bunterl"

“ No -Elﬂ"l""l"'_:'r'-" 1

“(ome, Wun Lung, I am eure you understand plain
Fnglish. I do not wish to be hard on a foreign pupil in my
Form, but I cannet allow anything of this kind, You will
take fifty lines of Virgil, Wun Lung.”

“Me no savvy.”

Mr. Quelch looked harassed.

“T am sure you do understand, Wun Lung. I hope that
no bey in my class would be guilty of prevarication.”

" Ty Ea""l"j"-” ‘ ; 5

“ T shall expeet those lines this evening, Wun Lung. You
mey sit down.™

Wun Lung sat down.

Mr. Quelch looked at him more than once during the morn-
g, but the Chinoe's bland air of innocence disurmed him.
Yossons wern over at last, and the Remove left the class.
roomn.  Bob Cherry dropped his hand heavily upon Bunter's
shoulder, ] )

“ Got anything to say before I biff your bead apainst tho
wall?" he asked.

Bally Boanter looked alarmed.

fE i"'; really, Cherry——"'

*What do you mean by giving Wun Lung away and gei-
ting him an unpot?"’

“I'm sincerely sorry that Mr. Queleh guessed that it was
Wun Lun 4

“ Why, you told him, you woung raseal!"

—
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“Oh, reall{, Cherry, I don’t think you ought to say that,
sou know. Mr. Quelch ecrtainly guessed very quickly, but
that wasn't my fault. 1 wish you wouldn't shake me,
Cherry. You disturb my nerves, and you might make my
glasses fall off, and if they were to get broken, I should
cxpect you to pay for them.'

ab Cherry lauﬁed, and let him go. It was no uso talk-
ing to Bunter, the chums of {ﬁe Remove went up to
Study Ne. 1 for their skates, Russell came out of his room,
looking worried.

“ I say, anybody Lknow what's become of my raisinsi” he
esked. *I had three pounds of them here to shove into
my_Christmas-pudding, and they're gone,™

Hulf & dosen pairs of eyes turned upon Billy Bunter at
AT,

“You fat young burglar!’ exelaimed Bob Cherry.
“¥You've been burgling Russell’s raisins!™
“I—1 haven't! T Ow! Koop him off i

“ My aunt!” roared Russell. ** They were my raisins
you were scoffing in the class-reom! I'lI—T'M smash you!”

“Ow! Drag him off! T didn’t! T wasn't! I wouldn’t!
I never ate any raisins except those Wun Lung gave me.”

" Wun Lung!”  Russell released the fat junior, who
staggered against the wall, gasping. * That young Chinecso
rotter 1s in my study. I wonder—— Here, you heathen,
did you take my raizins?"”

Wun Lung nodded coolly,

“ Me takeo laisin!”? he murmured.

“ You—you—yon giddy heathen! You took my raisins,
and you dare to tell me so!” yelled Russell.

* Yoo askee me™

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghouted Bob Cherry.

reason.'’

"I say, you fellows——"*

“I'l—I'll have your pigtail for them!? cried Russell,
“T'd laid in those raisins for my Christmea-pudding, and
now you've scoffed them. Don't you know you've no right

to take other people’'s preg, yvou heathen Chineel™
“ No savvy.”

“Il jolly soon make you savvy!” yelled Ruesell: and
he rushed at the Chinese junior, d ;

Wun Lung skipped out of the way, and went along the
passage like a Frightencd hare, with the infuriated Removite
in hot pursuit. They both vanished round a cornor, leaving
the juniors yelling with lauwghter. Micky Desmond ecamoe
out of his study with & grin on his cheerful Irish face. He
had watched the scene from his door.

“TFaith, and that haythen's a coughdrop for a fellow to
have in his studs,” he remarked. * Sure, it's hard cheese
on Russell's Christmas-pudding.  But sure, and are you
fellows coming into the Clivistmas-pudding competition?
Russell and Levison and meself are in it. Levison and
I ars making ono between us, and Rusecll is doing it on his
lonesome, The more the merrier, you know.”

“ Well, I rather fancy the way I make puddings,” Nugoent
remarked. ¥ Bunter can cook sausages and chips, but when
it comes to making & pudding, I think I can keep my end
up. I rather like the idea.”

“Well, so do L, said Bob Cherry. “ To make n Christ-

Ems:-pu::]ding rcally rich, you have to put in plenty of
utter.””

I don’t know about butter,”” said Wharton doubtfuily,
“It gets & good colouring if you Jput some brendy in, "I
believe they always put brandy in,

“ My idea iz to have lots of peel,” eaid Nugent, * 5till,
wo can talk that over. I think we might 23 well go into
the thing, and club together for the funds.™

“1 say, you fellows, that’s a ripping idea. Will you be
making the pudding befose to-morrow?” asked Bunter,

“I don’t suppose so. Whyt

“ Why, I was thinking that you might hand the funde to
me, and—you see, I have o postal order coming to-morrow,
and I could have the use of the money to-day, and get the
stuffi out of my postal order——"

“Oh, get off the postal order, Billy!" said Wharton,
]ﬁtlghlflg'.‘ “ Why don't vou ask us to wait till you've won
the prize in the ' Gem ' competition, while you're about it.””

" (}h, really, Wharten—->"

“ We're in the competition,” said Harry, with a nod
“ We'll lay in the materials at once, and all start fair,
What about the prizei™

" Bure, Levison has a good iden for that. He suggests
eversbody putting threepenny-pieces and things into the
puddings, and all the tin at the finish forms the prize. Every-
body can put up a little, you know. Most of the Formz will

gome to the feed when the puddings ave eaten.”
" Good wheesze !
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warm and

. Rusaell came back along the passage looking
at him inquiningly.

flushed. The Removites grinned
“ Did you catch him?"*
“* How's anybody io caich a blessed ool 7 grunted Russell;
and ke went into iis study and slammed the door.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Laying in Supplies.

HE idea of a Christmas-pudding competition cought on
in the Remove., The prospect of eating the puddings
at the end of the competition was attractive to others

. beside Billy Buuter. Beveral other fellows, beside the

original entriea into the contest, took up the idea, and for
some time hardly anything was talked of in the Remove
but Christmas-puddings. )

The Remove was an impulsive Form, and did aver{-
thing in deadly earnest—they played football and cricke
they skated and boxed and wrestled, hard—and when they
went into a competition, they went in to win, Christmas-
pucldings were the topie now, and the Removites took the
matter scricusly.

Some of the fellows—in fact, most of them—could not
afford the necessary ingredients. As Skinner remarked, the
materials for a Christmas-pudding did nol grow on every
bush. But this difficulty was overcome by fellows
clubbing together, and making up funds for the purchase
of the articles required.

Then fellows were scen hunting cut old cookery-books,
aml entering into Jong talks with the cook or the house-
keceper in search of information, and for a few days the

cmove was in a buzz with the new wheeze. Fellows
wrote home to their people for cockery-books and recipes,
and contributions to the expense., Others depended wpon
their own knowledge, and not a few had original ideas to
work out in the making of Christmas-puddings.

The chums of Study No. 1, of course, had eclubbed to-
gether for their pudding. Bob Cherry pointed out that
there wasn't room in a Remove study to mix up five pud-
dings, let alone boil them. Besides, by making a singls
pudding in common, labour and expense would be saved.
As for the prize, if the study won it, that would be all right
—they were all for one, and one for all. These propositions
being agrecd to, the Famous Four commenced the purchase
of ingredients,

Billy Bunter offered his scrvices. He promised to supply
all that was wanted at a really rcasonable figure, if the cash
was only placed in his hands. But as Bunter was somewhat
unreliable in matters of cash, his kind offers were
claclined.

“Well, you can please yoursclves, of courze,” ha said,
with a sniff. “ ¥You'll ba done by asll the tredespeople, that's
all. They're all looking out for mugs. Ow! Let my ear
alone, Bob Cherry, you beast!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

* Oh, really, Nugent, you beast!"

“ We'll accept Bunty’s offer in part,”” grinned Nugent, as
the junior rubbed his plump ear. ““He shall come with us
to do the shopping, and we'll carry the cash. He can carry
the parcels.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter blinked at them indignantly.

1 shall decline to do anything of the sort,” he said. “If

ou eannot trust money into my hands, this discussion had

etter cease.”

“My dear Bunty, we can't trust anything but parcels info
your hands, and not then unless we watch vou all the time:
and if vou don't lend & hand, you she'n’t have any of the
Christmas-pudding.™

*(h, of course, I'm willing enough to help, and to do
anvthing 1 can, Nugent.”

“{M course you are, if there's a feed at the ond of it
Come along, then™

And the chums of No. 1 adjourned to Mrs. Mimble's tuek-
shop. Mrs. Mimble was the wife of the Head's gardener,
and she kept the zchool shop, and supplied the needs of tho
Greyiriars junior:s at a more or less reasonable fizure.

To boys who criticized the prices, the explained that things
could not bo bought for nothing, even wholesale, which was
certainly true, and added that she hed a number of bad
debts to make up for, which was equaliy undeniable. Billy
DBuntar was hor best customer and her woist. Nothing eould
exceed the generceity with which Billy would give his orders,
except the dificulty with which payment was exiracied from
him afterwards. And Mra. Mimble had another pood-and-
bad customer in her own son, ¥erbert Henry George, who
had an appetite for all catables nearly equalling that of
Bunter, and never pretended fo pay for anything. As son
and heir of the house of Mimble, he considered himself en-
titled to tale what ho liked, and he frequently took
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spplications of the good lady’s slipper, externally, which he
did not like.

Mrs. Mimble beamed wpon the juniors as they ecame in.
She had heard of the Christmas.pudding scheme, and she
had already laid in some suppliez to meet it. Goods of the
finest quality and the lowest price were to bé had at the
school shop, according to a little card that was displayed on
the counter, the work of her hopeful son.

Master Herbert Honry Mimble was sitting on the counter,
H‘H’lngmg hiz legs, and waiting for his mother's back to be
turned before he bolted o jem-tart, when the chums of Study
No. 1 came in.

“ What can I do for you, young gentlemen?" asked Mrs,
Mimble hospitably. “ Herbert Henry, if you touch the tarts
I zhall bex your ears!"

“ Give your orders, Billy," said Bob Cherry.

Mrs. Mimble's face fell.

“Ahom! If Bunter is making the purchases, [ am afraid
that I must see the cash on the counter,” she said. ‘‘ Bunter
owes me o very long account.

Bunter blinked indignantly at the good dame.

“If that's what you call gratitude to me for bringing you
& lot of good customers, Mrs. Mimble, I can only say——"

“Bhut up, Bunter! You see, Mrsa Mimble——"
"I say, you fellows, I'mm not going to shut up! I con-
sider that Mrs. Mimble has as pood as implied & doubt of
I:'niy honesty., I think you ought all to come away to the
village shop, now, to punish this aspersion on my character.”

* Cheesa if, DBilly! We're buying these things, DMrs.
Mimble,” Harry Wharton explained. " Buater is only
giving us expert advice.”

“0Oh, that makes it all right, Master Wharton !" said the

lady, much reliaved.

Bunter snocted, amwd began to give hiz orders. As he was
not helping to foot the bill, he was wvery lavish with the
orders.  Buab the Famous Four kept a bHeht coin, caneelling
all superfluous orders as fast as he issued them, At last a
goodly pile of materials for the pudding rose on the counter.

* Better have a little moro butter,” said Bob Cherry
thoughtfully. I believe in putting a good deal of buotter
mto a Christmas-pudding. It's no good being mean with
the butter when you're making a pudding,™

“Bo long az there's plenty of braudy n it, it will be all
rigit.” said Wharton. * I really dou’t know so much about
the bulter, Bob. ™

“ Better have another pound of peel,”” said Nugent.
“Nothing like peel to give the pudding a flavour.™

“The richfulness is imparted by the goldonful syrup,’” said
Hurrce Jamset [Ram Singh. "It wouald be a wheery gonod
idea to improve b freaclefully.”

“ Seat ! ho ever heard of treacle
pudding?™

I think it iz 2 wheezy oood Ldea. We will purchase the
treaclo, anywayfully, and lalk it over togetherlully, my
worthy chums.

“¥ rather apree with Inky,” =26id Bunter. * Treacle will
malwe it richer, anvyway. Desides, if we don't use the treacle
I can cat it =0 i won't be wasted.”

And a tin of grrup was added to the pile. Harry Wharton
sotiled for the total purchases, and thoy were carcied off by
the chumsz, fhe eve of Herber: Henry Munble following
tham onviousty. '

“YWe've gol about all we want,” HMarry Wharton remarked,
as they left the shop. ** No need te go down bo Lhe willage
for anything, excepl the braady ™

Wugent gave a doubtful whistle,

“I say, Harry, brandy 15 rather 2 curions thing for o kid
fo bay,” he remarked. IE might lead to—to misconstrac-
uﬂﬂ."

Harry Wharton laughed.

U1 suppose no one could suspeck us of drnking brandy
in Btudy No. 1" Lic exclained,

“1 don't know. 1 know for a fact that Carberre of the
Sixth has a boltlo of whisky in the locker in his study. D've
fairmed for bim.’

“ Carborry is & blackguard.”

“ A ifF o prefect found a hottle of brandy in our study,
he mighl think we were blackguards (oo, you know

“AVell, we must have the bramdy for the pudding.”

“1 don't know, If we pot i pienty of bhutter I think it
will be all right.” said Bob Cherry.

“ 1 was thinking that a pound of extra peel would make
up for the brandy, of we lefe it ouf,”" Nusent remarked,

“Oh, rata!l Wo must have the bhrandg,” said Wharton
warmly, * You can’t make a Christmas-pudding  without
mixug up brandy in it I don't know exactly how much we
shall wang, but if I get a boitle L dare sy that will be
puoaerh,™

“it's close on locking-up.” Beb Cherry remarked. * Wou
ean't got down bo the villare to-nizht, Harry, and we're
mixing the polding this eveniog ™

“T'I askk Wingate for a2 pazs.”™

“A pass to po down to the Red Cow!™
Chezry.
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“ A paaz to feteh semethimg for the Chrizimas-pudding,”
said Wharton, “I don't ses why anybody should find fault
with our getting in & necessary ingredient for the pudding;
but I don’t want to drag Wingate into it, anyway. I expect
he'll give me the pass right encugh.” ) _

“ Oh, all right, If you've mede up your mind; but to my
mind butter—-'

*0h, blow your butter! 1 4
gee that Bunter doesn’t seoff the raising or peel—

“(h, really, Wharton——""

“T'll eut off, and ask Wingate for the pass.”

The captain of Greyfriars gave the pass willingly enough.
He knew that Wharton could be trusted out of bounds
Harry rejoined his chums, and showed the pass triumphant!y.

“Tt's made out for two," he remarked. "One of vom
chaps can walk down with me. It's a lonely walk affes
dark.™

“ Right you are,” said Bob Cherry, " I'll come!™

And tea being over in Study No. 1, Harry Wharton and
Dob Cherry set out in the dusk to walk down to-F&ardale.

Get Lha things to the ELI.’Jd}.', and

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Carberry, the Prefect Discovers a Mare's Nest.

HE evening was dark and cold. It was still freezing. A

T fow fakes of snow came down as the two juniors turned

up their oont collars, and stepped out brizkly from tha
pates of Grerfriars,

The snow was on the ground, frozen thers, and the Groy-
friar: chums slid most of the way to Friardale, thus keeping
themselves warm, and getting over the ground quickly. It
was not long ere they camo in sight of the Red Cow, an ald-
fashioned hostelry standing at the entrance of the sleepy
village. There were other inns in Friardale, but the Hed
Cow was the neavest to the school. There wuas a rumour at
Greviriars that ore than one fellow in the Fiith and
Sixth paid nocturnal visits to the Red Cow-—a rumour very
nearly a known fact, though it never secmed fo come to
the knowledee of the masters.

The juniovs halted in thoe glare of light thrown from iho
windows of the Red Cow upun the great tree standing be.
fore tho inm, and the pateh of grazs round it. Now that
they had reached their destination o sudden hesitation seized
upon them. o

“Hlessed if T like the idea of poing in!™ muttered Bob
Cherrey.

“1 don’t ecither. as o matter of fact,' admitted Harry.
CWo're doing nothing wrong, though, and I don't see why
we should feel azhomed. You wait here for me, Dob™

Bob Clerry shool: his head. -

“ fints! 1'm eoming in with you; I'm not afraid !

“ Na, bat it's better for one to go. Tt will attract less
attention.  You stay here, and I'll join you in s few
minues.”

“(Oh, all right, if vou'd rather. Duck up, then!"

Harry Wharton dizappeared into the Red Cow, and DBob
Cherry waitedd in the shadow of the big tree. e was feeling
vory unensy. Although there was no harm ab all in what
the juniors were dotng, Bob felt that appearances wero
arainst them if the matter should happen to come to light.
TTe waz anxious for Harry to como out with his purchase, so
that they conld pot out of the suzpicious I\{hig‘]lf)-outhaad of
the Red Cow.,

Thera was a [ootsten closo at hand, and ]—Mh (;!iler{j
turncd quickiy, Carberry, the prefect, loomed into view in
the lizht of the alehouse. .

Carberry was coming straight towards the place, as if he
meant {0 enter it——as doubtless he did. Carberry was one of
the * black sheep® of the Sixth at Greyfriars. He stopped
sudlelenly, s r]!inu,l_[ﬂl colour, ns he caught sipght of Bob
Clierey,  There was o time for the junioe fo dodge. As a
matter of fact, the prefeet alinost ran into him, -

“Cherey " exelanmed Carberry, with o guick, gusping
Iweath, :

Holy Uherey nodded. hiz eoolness returning ab onee. After
all, he bad s pass from the captain of the school, and
nokhing to fear from Carberry.

Rizht-ho ! he said, Y Faney meeting yon 1"

“What are you doing here?”’ exelaimed  ihe
nuerily,  Tlave you taken. to pub-baunting?
fatowst ™

Bob Cherry turned ved.

“When it comes 1o pub-haunting, there are chapz in the
Bixth who can teach things to the Bemove,” he replied.

“T=I waz coming here to—in fact, T was tnformed that
Girevirinrs boys had been seen here, and 1 ocame as 8 pro-
feet to look into the matter,” said Carberry harshly.

Boly Chorry winked ol spaece.

prefect
Is that your

7

T
By FREANK RICHARDS. Tl.?EE AY.



8 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2%~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

“Bo 1 have caught you, hanging round an alehouse,"
Buid ﬂn,rburr,?. “¥You were going in—don't deny #. Isha'n't
believe wou.’

“1 don't care whether you believe me or not. I wasa't
woing in,’

* Then what were you waiting here for?”

Bob Cherry was silent.

“You are waiting for someone who has gone inf"”
exclaimed Carberry, divining the truth suddenly. “1 dare
gay it's Wharton. Is itt"

“ Find ont!™

But at that moment H&rrg Wharton eame out of the Red
Cow, his pocket sagging under the weight of a large botile.
Carberry looked at him with unholy satisfaction. He had
caught Wharton at last! The boy he detested—the lad
whose open and honourable nature had always seemed like a
reproach to him—he had caught him at last—caught him in
one of the most serious offences known at Greyiriars—pub-
haunting !

“Wharton! Bo it is you?"

Harry Wharton started a little, but he met the prefect's
triumphant gaze calmly.

“Yes, it iz L" he said quietly,

“What have you got in your pocket?”

“That is my busginess."

“Is 1t something you have just bought in the Red Cow?”

*“ ¥es, corlainly.”

“ Bhow it me. I order you ae a prefect.”

Harry Wharton hesitated for o moment. He did not lile
tuking orders from anvone, especially orders given in such
a tong. But Carberry was quite within his righis so far,
and after a moment the eaptain of the Remove obeyed.

Carberry could scarcely contain his gles when the botile
of brandy was brought to light. He looked at it, and read
the label in the light from the alehouse windows, with
scintillating eves,

“ Wharton, so T have caught you fairly! I always sus-
pected this. T never knew a fellow set up to be better than
his neighbours without finding him eut in the long run.
And you're the brat who refused to feteh eigarettes for me—
you couldn't break the rules of the college! Ha! What
were you going to do with that bottle of brandy ™

“Take it to Grevfriars,™

** What for”

“ Becanse T wanted it there.”

“I mean, it was for yourseli—you were not fetching it for
anyboily clsa®’ asked Carberry, with a dim misgiving lest
he might be about to get another Sixth Form black sheap
into trouble.

“ It was for all of us in Bindy No. 1.7

"My word!  You were going to guszle brandy " said
Carberry, as much amazed as ple ;

Harry Wharton turned erimson,

“No, we were not. We—"

ou were going to use that bottle for an ornament on
the mantelpicce, suppose,’” eaid the prefect, with o
sareastic grin. ““You can tell that yarn to the doctor. Put
the bottle back in your wcknt, and eome along.”

“I had a pass from Wingate—"

“Did you tell Wingate you were going 1o the Red Cow?’
snecred Carberry.

“ No, I did not!”

“I Iaimuid imaging not. But I am net going to talke vou
to Wingate. This is too serious a business for the head
prefect to deal with. You are coming to tha doctor.”

Harry Wharton ect his teeth.

“Yery well, T am quite ready.”

* I expect your cheek will peter out before you get there.
But come alopg.” And Carberry turned back towards
Grayfriars

T say, Carberry, won't your friends in the Red Cow be
disappointed I asked Bob Cherry, with a grin.

The prefect made a cut at him, which Bob dadged: and
then the three set out for Greyfriars. Carberry walked
nhead, and occasionally a chuckle was audible from him.
He was gloating over his coming trivmph. The matter
could hardly end in anything less than the expulsion of
Harry Wharton, he thought. Harry's face was pale and
angry. The coarse suspicions of the prefect had stung him
ta the quick, and he was in no mood to explain to Carberry.
However the interview with the Head might end, Harry
was quite prepared for it.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Brought Before the Doctor.

R. LOCEE was surprised. A tap at his efudy door had
caused him to lay down his pen, and in response fo
hig “ecome in!" Carberry, the prefect, marched in,
fullowed by Wharton and Cherry, of the Remove.

The doctor adjusted his vince-nez and looked at them.

“If wou ]}Ie:u.ss, sir,” szaid Carberry, in a tone of great
humility, "I am very eorry to disturb you, but I thought
it my duiy to bring a matter of the pgreatest importance
befors you at once.™

“You may go on, Carberry.”

. "Hearing that Greyfriars boys had been seen in the
viginity of the Red Cow—a very cdramon alehouse in the
village—I paid the place a visit to see whether there waa
any truth in it, and found Cherry waiting outside. He was
waiting for Wharton, who had gone into the place.”

The doctor raised his eyebrows.

“Is it possible "

“¥eoa, sir. Wharton came out in a few minutes, and he
had a bottle of brandy in his pocket.”

:‘ A-a-a-a what?' gasped the doctor.

“ A bottle of brandy, sir.”

“Is it possible ' said the doctor again.

“* He has 1t in hiz pocket still, sir. 1 thﬁu;ght I ought to
bring the matter to your knowledge at once.’

" ¥ou did quite right, Carberry. It is certainly & most
serious matter.  Wharton is the last boy at Greyfriars I
should suspect of such conduct.”

" Thank you, sir,” said Harry quietly. “I hope you will
never have reason to change yvour opinion, sir,”

“I must change it if what Carberey states i3 correct. 1
hope there is some mistake, however, Waa Cherry waiting
far you outside the alshousai"

Yoo, sir.”

:'_‘%nd you came out while Carberry was there

" Xes, s’

“With a bottle of brandy? Place it on the table!”

Harry Wharton quietly did so. The doctor seemed hardly
able to believe his oyes as he pazed at the bottle.

Carberry grinned mn his spiteful way.

“I may add, sir,”’ he said, ** that { have long suspected
Whartan of this. He has covered up his tracks with great
cunning, becruse he is an accomplished hypocrite.  But 1
elways thought I should unmask him at last.”

“You musl not spealk like that, Carberry—not yet, at all
events. I still hope that Wharton may able to make
gome explanation. There wos a case onee at Groyfriars of
g Bixth Forin prefect sending a fag for liguor.”

Carberry winced. The doctor little knew how near his
remrark wenf fo Carberry himself.

Dy. Locke looked earnestly at Wharton,

"Were you sent for this by & bey in a higher Form,
Wharton?" he asked.

“ No, air.”

The doctor’s brow grew very stern.

“Am I to understand, then, that as Carberry suspeets,
Fou fetched this liquor for your own purposes—for the sake
of a vile orgy?" he demanded.

Harry Wharton smiled elightly. There seemed something
comniec in the Iden of a vile orgy in Btudy No. 1 in the
Remove.

1 certainly fetched it for our own purposes, sir,” ho
said. *'But we certainly did not contemplate any orgies.
I have never tasted intoxicating liguor, except as g
flavouring to Christmas pudding, and I nover shall, 1 think
—at all events, not till I am o man. Carberry ie quite
migtaken, and if yon asked my Form master, he would tell
vou that T am not the kind of fellow to play the black-
guard.”

Tha doctor's face relazed.

1 have glways thought well of you, Wharton, and I know
Mr. {Juelch enterfains a high opinton of you. But how can
vou explain this circumstance—how can you expiain having
fetched o botile of brandy from the publicchouze®”’

“It iz very simple, sir. I would have explained to Car-
Lerey, but he jumped to the conclusion that I was acting
in a blackguardly way, and probably he would not have
LoYieved iy explanation if T had made it, We are having
a Uhristiaz pudding competition in the Eemove 1

The doctor stared at the jumior.

“YWhat ean that possibly have to do with the matter o
hangd, Wharton?”

Y Bverything. sir. We purehased most of the fngredicnts
for Sludy No. 1's pudding at Mrs. Mimble's, but, of eourse,
she dees mot sell brandy.  You are aware that brandy is
uged as a flavouring to Christimas pudding, =sir. I volun-
teared {o fetch some from the village, while Nuegent and
Inky—Hurree Singh—stoned the raising and mixed the
flaur. Tob eame with me, and waited ouiside the Bed Cow
while I fetched the brandy.” ;

“Do you mean to say, Wharton, that you intended to
put & whole bottle of brandy into n Christmas pudding

“Well. I don't know about putting in the whole bottle,
¢ir,” said the junior cautidbusly; "I believe in putting in
plenty of brandy fo give it a rich flavour——"" .

**1 should haove kept him within bounds, though, sir,”
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“My Apnt!™ roared Russell, " They were my ralsins you were scofiing in the class-room !
iat young burglar}™

—— e e d L et F =,

I'll smash you, jfuﬁ

said Bob Cherry. " Butter is the stuff you really want a
lot of in a Christmas pudding.”

*{f couree, this yarn is lied from boginning to end, sir,”
gaid Carberry.

“I don’t think anything of the sert, Carberry,” eaid Dr.
Locke acidly; " and you iaw no right te speak in such a
way. Did anyone else know that you were going to fetch
this brandy for the Christmas pudding, Wharton ™

“Thea ffj]ﬂw:i 1 Study No. 1, sir.”

“Carbarry, kindly fetech the other cccupants of Study
Ne. 1 here at onge.” ;

Tie prefect quitted the room. A painful wait ensued—
the deotor lookimg into the fire, and the juniors staring at
the carpet. Carberry returned in a few minutes with
Nugent, Hurree Singh, and Billy Bunter. The first two
wore locking curious. and the latter seared. The doctor
fixed his oyes unen them,

* Nugent, did you know that Wharton was gone to Friar-
dale to foteh a bottle of brandy ¥ he asked.

Mugent turned a rather scared look at Harry.
smiled,

" Don't keep anything back, Franl,” he said,  * Dr.
Locke only ‘wants to know the truth, and there's no harm
in it.”

“¥es, sir,” said Nugent.

“What was he fetching it for '

“As a flavouring for the Christmas pudding we are
making, sir,”

The latter

“Ware vou all aware of-that™

“Oh, yes, sir; though for my part I would rather have
put in an extra pound of mixed peel, and kept down the
brandy.”

“1 say, vou fellows, I told vou some harm would come of
it,” said Billy Bunter, blinking nervously. ' It would have
been much better to spend the money in treacle. Treacle
it the thing to make a Christmas pudding rich, and I knoew
all along that if Carberry got hold of the brandy we should
never soe it again. 1 know he drinks whisky as a rule, but
a fellow who drinks whisky will drink brandy, and——"

Harry Wharton trod on the toe of the incantioua Billy,
and the fat junior yelped with pain. Carberry had turned
white. Dr. Locke gave him a very curious glance,

"“Oh, really, Wharten, you've hurt my toe, and-——"

“ Bileoce, Bunter! Bovs, this matter ia at an end. T am
quite certzin that Wharton fetched the brandy for the
purpose he has stated, and I aecquit him of any Lnd intan-
tions; but I must say that he has acted in a very foolish
and reckless manner, open to a very gerious misconstruetion
I have no objection to a Christinas pudding being made in
Btudy Ne. 1, or to its being Havoured with brandy, but I
certainly cannot allow a bottle of brandy to be in the
pozsession of a junior. I think the housekeeper had better
take c-h&rf:ﬂ of it, and allow you as much as ehe thinke
neeessary for the purpose, Wharton.”

I am quite agreeable to that, sir. I—I wish I hade't
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gone to the Red Cow now; but I never meant any harm,
E1r,”

“I am sure of that; but I hope you will be wiser wn
Future. If you had been a little more patient, Carberry,
ated a little less suspicious, I think you might have avoided
troubling me with this matter at a!{ You may go.”

“ Thanl you, eir!™ said the juniors together. :

The: left the doctor’s etndy. %n rherry followed them with
a face like 1 demon. In l]"'u} passage, when the door was
closod. he turned upon them with o snarl. )

“You have lied

“You yeung wlhelps!™ he growled.
Foursslves out of that—"'

“We have not lied, and you know it!" said Harry Whar-
lon, with fAashing cyes. Tt is you who have made a fool
of i_‘;'{j-]l.'sclf, and all through being o rotten, suspicious
el

“So you ean pub that in your pipe and smoke it!'" said
Bolh Clcrry,

And the chnma of the Remove marched off, leaving Car-
berry zritting his teoth with rape

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Making of the Pudding.

IE keroes of rhe Remove ﬁ{rinnﬂd as they made their
“;H to Study Ne. 1. Carberry certainly had made a
fool of himscll, and he stood Jower in the doclor’s eyes
than before his attempi {0 blacken the Remwoviles.

Havey Wharton had come safe through the ordeal, but he
felt that he had had a narrow cscape. A headmaster of a
MOrG UEPICions or Joss sympathetic nature might casily have
given more credit (o the prafect’s view of the matter
*The IHead's a briglk ! iHnTr:.-r Wharton remarked, ag they
enterad Study Noo 1. “ And, as o matter of laet, wo were
plaving the giddy ox in going to the Red Cow, Bob."
“You ware, you mean,” grinned Bob. I oniy came with
1 ou.
“Waell, T was thon: and I mean to be a bit more careful,
EuE"thE trauble is that we have lost the brandy now, and

“ Mrs. Kebblo will allowanee us to the proper amount.”

“H'm! Yee, only 1 beliove in pulting in plenty to give
lhe stuff a flavour.  5till, it can’t be helped. I know Mrs.
Kobbleo oan make rippiag puddings, o I dare say sha knows,
If ihe allowance she gives us is small, wo must keep down
the oibor mgrodicnts in proportion.”

“Weli, T don’t know about that., I beliove in putting in
plenty of butter,”

“I say, you fellows, wo don’t wank the pudding a Ilnmp of
greaze, you know.  Treacle's the thing to give it richneas.”

** Plenty of peel—-

The differentfulness of ihe honourable opinions is great,”
observed Hurree Singh.  * It will be necessary to reach the
hunourable compromisefulnoss™

Harer Wharton knitted his hrows in thought.

“Something in that.,” I romarked. *“We can't all CATTY
onl our own views, and it will he necessary to be reasonable,
Betler allow Inky, as an  independent and disinterested
partv, to allowanee the sl

“1 shall have furrific pleasnrefulnoass in deing so, my
worthy chums,”

“"Keep off those rvaising, yon .young cormorant!' ex.
claimed Nagoent, giving Biliv Bunter a cuff.  **That's about
the tenth time I've caught von scofing thom !

" Well, 20 lonz 2a you have plonty of treacle, o fow raisina
more Gr desn don’t matlor, Nazent ™

:‘ Oh, do ring off the rreacle! You make ine tired.”

o Well, af you put in plenty of treaclee—-"

‘Shut up! Let's got 1o work. chaps, or we sha'n't hava
the mixing donoe before Loadiime! ™

Durmmz Harey's aleence his eliims had commoenced the
i“i‘-ﬂrli of nuxing (e fanous pudding, and had got it woll in
mnd,

A huge bazsm had been boerowed from below siairs, and
lhe tneredients hod been shot indn jte=tloar and biread-
craitds, und saear, sprees, amd oprrants, wilh oo liberal
allowance of waler, and the whole was being industriously
stiprod up wiih a erickorsiump,

Nugent bad dechired that s mother alwavs put in some
cold tea. and the teapol bad beeo soaptiod into the pudding
-'l.("-'.'“l:l'-'":“ﬂ:..',]_'l-' HEH_’«' Boter liauad L".{]J]'n_‘.‘-‘w-h:.; a doubt about tho
tan-leaves that wont i by aceldent, but Nucent remarked
that o few tea-leaves wouldn't be noticed in a rich pudding.

Amd the pudding cevtainly was going to be a rich one.
Adtiongle the nosed poed, the butier, and the ireacks were
kapt walun bonsmds by Tnky's walchiul eye, the quantitics of
the Impgredeends wore pretby larpe

Tl hasin was nearly Toull of peedding, and of beeaime rather
kard work 1o keep “he cricket-stump going in the sticky
FISREE)

The juniors teok i in turns, amd slaved away indusiricusly.
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Mugent began to pour in the raisins, which made the mass

icker {than ever. .

Lhi?‘kﬁn ghall have to have o lil,t‘t-‘,:t more water in,” Nugent
remarked doubtfully, locking at tha mass,

“ Better thin it with treacle,’ enid Billy Buntaer. N

] was thinking of butter,” remarked Bob Cherry. In
a cies like this, about half a pound of butter is the best
thing." :

T}ﬁa juniors, afier an argument, compromised on cold tea,
and cold tez was accordingly added with a liberal hand. Tt
ithinned down the pudding, and they had to agree that it
gave it a richer colouring. y s

“The brandy would have done that,” Harry VWharton rve-
marked, ‘*Still, I think it's going to be a sucoess, and
rather fancy we shall get the prize in the competition,

To which his chums concurred henrtily., As a matter of
fact, each of them had a seeret idea for improving the
pudding, but snid nothing about it so far. 5

A good many fellows looked imto the study in the course
of the operations, and inquired after the progress of the
pudding. They looked in great admiration ot tha esticky
mn=a, ;

They were all cordinlly invited to the feed which was to be
the wind-up of the competition, and it was explained to
them that everybody who came fo the feed was supposed to
put something into the pudding. Skinner said he had an
old football-boot he hadp done with, and Stott generously
offered a broken inflator. .

Both offers were refused, as were likewise offers of cyclo-
oil, used-up carbide of calcium, end brilliantine, from other
numaorous young gentlemen.

Must of the Remove played up well, however. There was
quite u erop of threopenny-pieces and sixpences, all of which
were carefully washed in boiling water before being added
to the pudding. 2

The mixing being pretty well advanesd, IHarry Wharion
went clong to the housckeeper's-room lo ask for the allow-
ance of brawdy, and was considerably disappoinled by the
smallness of it. As he remarked when it was poured in, it
hardly added » niff o the compound. ] _

But that eould not be helped, und cortainly thore were
enough othor ingredients to make up for any deficiency of
gpirituous liguor. ; .

“I think that will ahout do for tonight,” said Nugent ol
last. “We'll give it o lust mix toemorrew, and get b
boiled. Ruseell and Desmond are hotling theira to-morrow.

Tha cook is doing it for them in ithe kitchoen™

“ She'll do it for us, too,” said Bob Cherry, * We should
have to borrow a sausipan, and I don’t see how we conl
get it on 1his grate; and besides, we couldn’t Teep tha fire
in all day. Yon have to Leil a Chrisimas pudding o whole
dav. vou know."

“ 1 thought alout four hours,” aaid Wharton,

1 was thinking aboat twelve hours myself.” sabd Naugent,

“ fat Jot you chaps know nhont it!” eaid Dunter. A
Christmas podding has to be boiled over a moderate fire for
cxactly nine howss.”

Harry Wharton laughed, )

“Well, we ceriainly don't agree,” he said. V' Buppose we
leave it to the cook.  She's prewty cortain to know how long
io boil a Christmas pudding.” : : :

“Gond! Now lot's go and get o osmiff of air after (his
fearfully hard work.™ - .

I stay and pive the pudding o bit more mixing, if you
Itk sakl Duster, s ;

“IT'm! Don’t geb taking any of the fruit out of 1, you
fat voung sillain !

“Oh, really, Cherry——-"

7 wenlan't trust vou with it if 1t were ¢cooled, but I_HLIT‘:I-
POl GVDI VO A b relicid]l on not 1a oal S AW pu_-*hhﬂs.';.
sail Nueent,  “ You ean give o anobfher smx 1 you hlke”

ST leck the cuphonmd, or Le'll send? all the nmterials
we've mol lefb aver,” Bob Cherry reanrked,

“If von think T ean’i bo {rusied with o few pounds of
peel and raisins, Beb Chorry, you had beller say o, and

Swell, T huve said co, haven't T2

Tialy Cloerry loobked the cenpboard, and the Removiles
auitied Bha chndly. _'BJHF Bunter blinked indignantly, :I.lrlllll
e Et O ;iijrritli; 1ise ]1*.1.'=ti11:_'_-:. Bt was a labour of jove wiin
him. e ¢id not like work, bui mistng a pulding was
mnre ko a pleasant vecreation than work to the fal junion

o huad been at work sono time, when bo beeame aware
of o Dwe luoking in at the door. I[le blinked round ab the
Eaca.

fl I? that you, Lovison?

#llow? ’
o 1i's me. Mastor Buntes,” said Herbert Ienry,
hopeful son of Mes. Minthie, coming into tho study,
olfence, Xaster Buonter.”

“ What do vou want?” . _

“1 was thinking yon-—you might like a little Lelp in

What do veun mean by startling
: ilo
L] 3"':'-.}
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mixing the pudding,” said Herbert Henry, with a preedy
¢ve roving round the study.

Y“Well, you can take a turn if you like,” said Buater,
“Don't got aecolling any of thoe [ruit. I can’t stand a fellow
who's always enl:mg, and ﬁu‘rﬂ & greedy young pig!’

"' always willing to help vou, Master Bunter, because
vou're the nicest and finest
Herbert Henry.

“Well, that's all right. Mix it round steadily, and don’t
make any bubbles, you young fathead! And when any
threepenny-pieces or sixpences come to the top, mix ‘em
down again,”

Herbert Henry's eyes glimmered.

** Three .enny-mmﬁ and sixpences, Master Bunteri”

“Yea DBEverybody who comes to the study is eupposed to
ghove in a threepenny-bit or a tanner,” Billy Bunter ex-
plained. “1 don’t see why you shouldn't, like the rest.’

“Only I haven't any, Master Bunter.”

“Well, mix 1t up, and don't jaw!” said Bunter, who
rether liked the idea of having somebody under his orders.
“Tli have a look over ‘The Gem,” and work out the
engwers to the last set of football pictures.”

Ard Billy Bunter sat down in the armchair. Herbert
Henry grinred, and waited %]l Bunter was buried in the
football pretures. Then he grabbed up a fistful of the
pudding, and chewed it in search of threepenny-pieces and
BINEIICRE,

arbert Henry was not a cleanly young gentleman. Ho
was not an honest one. He wes a young rascal, and Bunter's
eimplicity gave him a chance. He had come to the study
ir. the hope of cadging ¢r purloining some of the materiala
of the Christmas pudding, but he preferred cszeh. DMoney
was tight with the heir of the house of Mimbie, and three-
penny-pieces and sixpenoes were very welcome to him.

Bunter looked round once or twice. Hach time Herbert
Henry was solemnly mixing up the pudding, and Bunter
suapected rothing. .

But each time that Bunter’s look was turned away again,
Harbert EHenry rarried on his work of investigation after
the immersed coins.

Hia prﬂsp-ec{inF for silver was highly successful. He had,
in fact, struck ‘' ile. Coin after coin come to lizht as he
chewed i1n eearch of it, to be transferred to his trousers'-
pocket, Bunter suspected nothing.

Abount a quarter of an hour passed thus, till Herbert
Henry began to thigk thot he had realised most of the cash
in tl;j:u pudding. But Nemssis was on the track of the young
rascal.

He was so busy waiching the back of Bunteris head, to
ssoertain when he should look round, that he had no eyes
for the door of the study.

The door was pushed open, and Bob Cherry locked in,
and he pave a gasp as he saw Herbert Henry clawing up
a handful ni{ru ding and jamming it into his month, Bob
Chercy stared, and gasped, and then he gave a roar, end
bounded into the study.

“¥ou horrid little beast!™

Herbert Henry jumped, dropped the ericketstump, and
holted for the door. Bob ceupht him by the neck, and sent
him sprawling on the carpet with a swing of his arm.
terrified] young rascal squirmed past the indignant junior
like an eel, and squirmed out of the doorway, and nicked
nimegelf up to run. But Wharton, Nugent, and Hurrce
Emsih waerg bahind. The nabob's dusky hand closed on
Herbert Henry'a collar.

“Stop him ! roared Bob Cherry

"I have caught him stoplully,” purred the nabob. * The
rﬁifl,fulncss iz vainful, my worthy young rotten friend—
ﬂw: L] L

Herbert Henry, in his terror, had kicked out savagely,
and the nabob caught it on the shin. The uzlfﬂrtunat;fnk:r
staggered against the wall with a gasp of pain, and Herbert
Henry bolted.

But there was no escape for him. ITarry Wharton ewung
him round with a grasp on the shoulder, and swung him
into the study. He knocked against Bob Cherry, who slung
kim into a corner, where ho sat gasping. The chums of the
Remove cama in, and Bob Cherry closed the door.

ellow at Greyiriars,” esaid

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Herbert Henry Catches It.

ARRY WHARTON looked at the terrificd Horbert
Henry crouching in the ecorner, and then zt DBob
Cherry inquiringly. Billy DBunter was on hiz feect
now, the paper in his hand, looking on in amazement.

Bob Cherry’s eyes werse blazing.

“What's the matter, Bob? asked Harry., * What has
.young Mimble been doing?®”

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right. He's been mixing the

udding, and I've been keeping an eye on him, you know,

t's all right.”

“You young owll” prowled Bob Cherry. “Ho was
chawing up the pudding to find the coins mixed in it.”
herry, 1 dida't ses him!"

“Oh, really,
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“1 saw him, though.” ' 2

“ The horrible voung pig!” exclaimed IHarry Wharton,
in uﬁiﬁ: disgust. * He ought to be skinned for such a dirly
trick.”

“ And he's going to be!” growled Beb Cherry.

* The at-:in‘ﬁflne:}s should be terrific,”” murmured the
nabob, ﬂﬂgﬁress:pg his ;F;ur&d shin. " The beustlinces of the
roung rotter is great!

To Got anything to say for yourself?” demanded Bob
Cherry, jﬂriing ilﬂrhﬁ_rt Henry to his feet. ** My hat, ho's
shedding threepenny-bits 1" ]

The ¢oins were clinking *rouind Herbert Henry. His
rough usage had tumbled many of them out of his pockete.

Proof of his guilt wna not wanted further. The coins were
all sticky, just as they had been extracted from the pudding.

““ The young mongrel,” said Nugent. ‘' Search his pockets
and get the tin back, before we sling him out.”

“If—if you please—'" gasped Herbert Henry.

. “¥Yaz, we look pleased, don’t we?’ said Babuﬂherr_r.
* (}ive us the rest of the money, you young thief!

“1f you please, I—I—I—""

“ Shut up, and hand over the tinl”

Herbert Henry sullenly handed it over. To meake sure,
they searched him, and discovered a good many coins he
had overlooked. The money was piled on the table, and
made the respectable total of neariy five shillings. The
brows of the Removites were very dark. It was not so
much the theft-—though thaot was base enough—but the utter
datestableness of the trick. They locked at the pudding—o
short time ago the pride of their hearts—with great aver-

sion.
“The voung thief!” said Wharton. ‘‘We'd better take
him to the doctor. What he wants is to be sent to a
reformatory.”” ; 1
Herbert Henry dropped on his knees in sheer ferror.

“QOw!"” he roared. ‘"Don't tell anybody! Don't! Ow-

- waar 1T

The juniors ayed him in disgust, ;

“ (et up, you cowardly little beast!” said Bob Cherry,
“If you were a Greyfriars chap, you'd bo -:-.::Pefled for this,
and, az it iz, you wil pet off .with a hiding.”

“Ow! Ow! Don't tell! Ow!”

“ The pudding’s wasted,” said Bolb Cherry. “ He's_eaten
half of it, and wo couldn’t toach the rest after 1his. Lucky
wa laid in plenty of materials, cnongh to make another one.”

“ We'll let him have this one, instend of taking him to the
Heoad," said Nugent, with s grin. “ What do yon think?’

*Good wheeze " exclaimad Bob heartily, *“*Hold the
voung beast, while I crown him!”

Bﬁg Cherry lifted up the pudding-basin. It was more
than large enough to fit over Herbert Henry's head.

The culprit squirmed snd wriggled with horror.

“Oh! Dron't! Don't!™ he roared.

e made a frantic atterapt to cscapo. But three strong

airs of arms grasped him. Bob Cherry inverted the huge

asin, and brought it down .ike a bonnet on the horrified
head of Herbert Henry.

Squelch !

Thera was o pasping ery from the culprit under the
squelching pudding.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roarced the junjors.

Bob Cherry jerked off the basin.

Herbert Henry’s hair and face had disappeared under o
sticky, clinging mass of aloppy Christioes pudding,

" Ow—wow—m-m-m-m-m-m-m 1Y he moaned.

“Outside V'’ zaid Bob Cherry. * You can't slop that stufl
about this study, Get out, will you?"

L Oww-wwew-wow 7

“Outsade U7

Horbert Henry was pently assisted to the door by the
application of four boois, He staggered blindly inte the
passage, and blundered slong to the stairz.

" Great Seott, what's {hat ¥

L owas Wingate, of the Sixth, whe ultered the exclama-
tion, Herbert Henry dodged by, and the captain of Grey-
friars made a prab at him. His hand slid through a-sticky
mass of pudding, and Horbert Henry dodged and escaped.

He blundered on down the stairs.

“ Biop him "' gshouted Wingate

Blundell and Bland, of the Fifth, werc at the foot of the
stairs. Lhey saw the strange object coming down, and heard
Wingate's shout from the landing, and they closed up to
stop the Hight of Herbert Henry.,

The latter, almost baside himself with alarm, ran right
at them. Blondell grasped him, and his hand slipped, aa
Wingate's had done, ml-t]l Herbert Henry drove his head full
against Bland’s waisteoat.

Biland eat down on the lowest stop, and pasped. Blundell
made another grasp at Herbert Henry, but the desperate

fugitive eluded him, and darted out of the open door into
the quad.
11
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“Btop him!" yelled Bland.
walstcoat | LEt{r’E him 1™

“ After him |” shouted Blundell,

Bulstrede, Levison, Skinrngr, and several other
Removites who were in the hall ran out in pursuit of the
fugitive. Bland contemplated hiz waistcoat in  despair.
Bland was rather particular about his waisteoats, and this
was certainly ruined. f

““What on earth is jt?"" exclaimed Blundell. “ My hand's
as gticky as anything ™ ;

‘*It's pudding of some kind."” i
. "My aunt, so it js—Christmas qung! What on earth
is that rat going about with ristmas pudding on his
napper for?" 5

" Blessed if T know! But if I catch him, I'll teach him
_iﬁrzl kedep his filthy pudding off my best weistcoat!™ groaned

end.

“Ha, ha, ha! It does look & sight, too, old chap! Hallo,
you kids, have you eaught him?”’

“No,” growled Bulstrode. I made a grab at his top-
knot, but he's got it greased, or something—my fingers
glipped off him.’

“Ha, ha! It's Christmas pudding. Anybody kiow who

he was?"

Mobody knew. The sticky pudding had masked the
features of Herbert Henry. %ha search had to be given up,
and Bland went away to clean his waisteoat, though, as he
pathetically said, it would never be the same waistcoat
again. Herbert Henry was cleaning his head about the
same time, under the uinﬁeut. the gardener’s lodge, and feel-
ing extramelg sorry that hzd ever entered Study No. 1,
or_doparted from the paths of honesty.

Meanwhile, the chums of the Remove had cleaned out the
basin, end started mixing a fresh pudding. And, though
t were not quite able to make up for lost time, the new
fc:lb{'lﬂldng was well advanced by the time they had to retire

“The wvillain's spoiled my

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Surreptitious Improventents.

HE hour of eleven boomed out from the clock-tower of
Greyfriars, and Bob Cherry sat up in bed in the
Rémove dormitory.

“"You felldws aslesp?” he said, in a low vaice.

Ther? was no r&pﬁ;, save an unmusical snore from Billy
Bunter's bed. The desp breething round him showed that
tha Remove were aslea;;‘, Bob Cherry put one leg out of
bed, and shivered, and then the other, and shivered again.

But he was reaclute, He stepped right out, and cautiously
and silently drew on his ¢lothes and a pair of rubber shoes.
He glanced up and down the dermitorv., All was still and
silent, and the Removite crosséd to the door.

A few moments more, and he was stoaling downstairs 4o
the passage on which the Remove studies opened, on the
firat floor of the old building.

The place was very cold, and very eerie at that late hour.
But Bob Cherry went on firmly, reached Study No. 1, and
pushed open the deor. All was dark within. He went in,
closed the door, and lightad the gas,

Then he grm_ned at his reflection in the glass.

I can’t let & good pudding be ruined for the sake of a
little trouble,” he murmured. "  What a Ehristmm-pudding
really wants to give it richnesa, is plenty of butter, and ii
the other fellows don't see reason now, they will when the
time comes to 2at the pudding. The proof of the pudding is
in the eating, and I can tell them afterwards, and they'll
own up that T was right.”

And Bob Cherry unlocked the cupboard, took out a couple
of pounds of butter he had in readiness thero, and deposited
the mass into the Christmas-pudding,

Then he plunged in the cricketstump, and began to stir.
The butter grat?gu:rlh.r diszolved, and was mixed up with the
rest of the pudding, and the whele mass assumed & decided]y
ETeasy appearance,

But that did not trouble Beb Cherry. Ho was the slave
of a theory, and in that state of mind no one is inclined to
listen to reason. The gressiness of the puddin only mada
it dock more excellent in his eyes. He stirred it up with
growing satisfaction.
. It works & great deal iore easily,” he murmured, * and
it will go down a lot more easily, too. Curicus how
obstinate chaps are whon they don't’ know anything about
the matter,” :

And, giving the pudding a final stir, Bob Cherry extracted
the stump, and put it away. He turned out the gas, and
left the study. No one awoke when he re-entered the
dormitory, and he snuggled back into bed with a conscious-
nezs of having deserved well of his chums in spite of them-
selves, He was asleep in about three seconds, and he did
act wake again until the rising-bell was clanging.

When he rubbed his ¢yes, in the dim light of the

“A LAD FROM LANCASHIRE.”

December morning, whila the clang-clang of the bell rang
from the dimt?:ﬁi' of no chapel, he n%tin-ed that Frank
Nugent was already out of bed and half-dressed.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol"” exclaimed Bob Cherry staring at
his chum. * Were you up before the bell started, Frank?

I:}'u ant coloured a litﬁlﬂ. »

& , I'm up early this morning. g

And he finizhed lacing his boots, and left the dormitory,
while tho reat of the Remove were gotting out of bed.

“ Skating, I suppose,’” said Harry Wharton. “ It's freez-
ing again this morning." :

%ut Nugent was not gone out skatlmg at that early hour.
He went downstairs, and aligpad quietly into Btudy No. 1.
He grinned as he closed the door and pulled up the blind.

“Those innocent kids haven't an idea,” he murmured.
“1'1 toll them after they've eaten the ’E-uddmg. when they
will admit that it was an improvement. 2 .

And Nugent emptied a huge packet of mixed peel into .
the Christmas-pud inﬂeplunged the gtump in, snd stirred
away energetically. noticed that the Euddmg worked
very easily, but he was too busy worki in all the
chopped peel to think about anything else. had finished
his important task, and slipped out of the study, before the
Bemove came down. )

Both Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent were looking rather
mysterious at breakfast. After breakfast, the Remove went
out into the erisp air of the Close. It was still freezing
and a slide had been mads in the snow almost the Jength of
the Close in the direction of the Cloisters. While the horoes
of the Lower Fourth were disporting themselves upon the
slide, Billy Bunter was otherwise occupied. The fat junior
blinked round to make sure that he was not observed, snd
then stole quietly into No. 1 Btudy.

To take the jar of treacls out of the cupbosrd, uncover
the pudding, and empty the treacle in, was the worl of a
moment.

Then, with a grin of satisfaction, the fat junior thrust in
the cricket-stump and stirred away.

“I'm sgincerely sorry those fellows wouldn’t listen to
reason,” ke murmured. * It’s no good arguing with obsti-
nate people. I'll tell them about it afterwards, and they'll
have fo admit that I was quite right.”

Apd Billy Bunter industriously worked the treacle into
the pudding &ill it waa all absorbed.

The contents of the basin was beginning to assume a
somewhat peculiar appearance now, ss, perhaps, was not
surprising under the oircurnstances.

.ﬂ.mnng’I the chunks of orange, lemon, and citron peel wera
Aoating lumps of treacle an butter, and where the ingre-
dientz had mixed the compound was not what could be called
exactly inviting,

But Billy Dunter was blind to that., He worked on till
he heard footsteps in the passage, and then he hastily put
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away the ericket-stump, and covered up the pudding, He
felt that he had done his vty to the study. .

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton came in. Billy Bunfer
was groping in tme cupboard, and as he brought out hiz
hand with a eake in if, the juniors had no suspicion of the
waork he had been engaped in.

“Hungry again, Billy 7" grinned Beb.
guarter of an hour sinee breakfast, 1 think.” i

“ Well, I folt that I could do with a snack,” said Bunier,
and he hastily left the study with the cake under his arm.

Wharton uncovered the pudding, and Bob Cherry sprend a
newspaper on the table, and then o pudding-cloth over it

The cook had told the juniors that if they gave her the
uddings before morning school, she would put them on the
re, and have them done some time thet day, and so there
was no time {o lose.

Bob Cherry had borrowed a pudding-cloth of the good-
natured dama, and it enly remaimed to get the famous
pudding tied np and delivered into her hands,

“ Plop it down in the middle of the cloith!" said Bob.
“Then you draw up the four corners round ik, you know.
Like s0.”

Y Right you are

Wharton ** plopped ' the E:udding upon the cloth, by in-
verting the basin over it. It was a rather [abby-looking
mess, and the captain of the looked at it
sueniotously.

“ Laoks thinner than it did last night,”” he remarked.

[k, 1t works thinner, T expect.”

‘It seems rather greasy.”

“ Al the better for the digestion, yon know."

" Seems to niff of treacle, too,”

* (h, that’s sheer fancy."

And Bob Cherry hastily gathered gathered up the corners
of the pudding-cloth ruunf the valuable pudding, and tied
them across, and then gathered vp more corners, and yet
more, and tied and pinned them togpather.

Harry Wharton was still looking at it doubtfully. He
didn’t know exactly what it was, bat he felt that there was
something wrong with that pudding.

“ A bit sloppy, 1=0't it, Bob 7" he remarked.

“Oh, that will be chanpgod in the boiling. '

“ Do they boil harder, then "

“I think so. Anyway, this will be all right. You can't
expect to see o pudding firm wnd consistent before it's
hDI]ﬂd’, vou know.

“H'm! I suppose not. How greasy the cloth s’

*That will prevent it from sticking to the sawcepan.”

Harry langhed. Boh Cherey certainly had an answer for
evorything, The pudding was tied up safely ot last, and
Hab Cherry earried it out of the study, and down to the
lowar regions presided over by the cocl.

The ook locked at tne pudding with & curious expression,
but ghe made no remark. 2Bhe may have been surprised by
the squelchy etate of it, but she would not wound the
amateur r:l.:l.;lt!ing-mnimrﬁ-

Bob Cherry went upstairs again, and met Russell of the
Bemove coming down with a podding in hig hand.

" Got it ready, you see,” said Russell, with o grin, " Have
you taken conky vours?"

“¥Yos; and f thought she looked pieased with it," raid
Laob 'L':hm'rir. in the innocence of his heart.

“She's bound te be pleased with this,” said Russell.
“ Perhopa it docan’t Teel zo firm as it migilt, but that will
ke made up in the boiling, That young villain Wun Lung
wanted ta help ma make 14, and sugrested putting Worcester
snugce inbo it to give it a Aavour. 1 took him by the pigtail
angd slung him oul, you krow, PBlessed if 1 know what they
wanfed to shove that heathen into my study for”

And Russcli went down with hiz pudding. A few moments
iater, Bob Cherry passed Levison, also bound for the regions
below, with & huge puddiag.

YT rather think this will be & succesa,” Levison remarked.
" Better hold the trial this afterncon, 1 suppoee, as it's a
half-holiday ¥

“Yes, rather. We shall be pretty keen afier a run on the
iﬁn!ea, and able to do the puddings justice,” grinped Bob

Herry.

“ Faith, and I hear Mrs. Mimble 18 making some ripping
Christmas puddings,” Micky Desmond remarked. * 8he's
relling them st two shillings eoch, a great dale cheaper
than it costa us to make them."”

“Oh, it's the fun of the vempetition, you hknow. Of
crirse, you can't make these things as ci’n‘mpl;r,' as you ¢an
buy them, but look at the exira quality !

" Faith, ve're right infirely. here's something in that,"”
agreed Micky,

And the three puddings went on to beil. They were the
only three that reach the stage of completion. Many
Removites had taken up the idea, bub most of them had
finished up by eating the raisins, currants, peel, ete., in a
raw state. COthers had had to give up the idea through
the failure of funds. Bome hadh‘ visited the tuck shop to
purchase materials, and had WE&ILIH sguandered the caszh in
tarts and lemonade and hot drinks instead,
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But, a2 Skinner pointed out, three puddings would be
enough for a feed all round for the Remove. They wers
big engugh, though there were a few doubling Thomases
who hinted that they might not be good enough. But upon
these, of course, the amateur puddmg-makers cast only the
glance of scorn.

e s

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Trial.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were thinking more aboutb
Christmas puddings than about lessons during morn-
ing scheol that day. As for Billy Bunter, he weod
revelling in anticipation.  He had some doubta

about the Neo. 1 Study pudding at first; but since he had
succeedad in adding pleniy of bis favourite ingredient, he
was satislied in his mind. He was looking forward to the
trial of the puddings with great anxiety. After the trial,
was to come the feast.

Dok Cherry, Nugent, and Bunter had each his little secrat
to keep, and there was, at times, o coarious grin upon the
face »::n! Wun Lung, too, as if he had thoughts in his mind
that were somewhat amusing.

Immediately after marning achool, the Famous Four pre-
gsantad themsalves at the kitchen, to inguire after the pro-
gress of the pudding.

They were followed by Levizon and Desmond and TRussell,
all equally anxious to learn how their puddings were getting
Ok,

The smiling cook assured them that they were making
eatizfactory progress, They had not been boiling all the
time, but they were being looked after, and she would aee
that they were boiled enough. JAnd they would be ready
about half-past thras,

“T say you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, * that's all right.
. T ean ,'!Enl out from dinner-time i}l half-past three, with an
effort.’

* Right-ho ! said Harry Wharton, * We'ra much obliged
fjr:_n you, cook, for taking all this trouble about our puds

mga.’’

“El'fﬁt at all, Master Wharton," said the cook. " The
puddings have had all that cooking can do for them, so if
vou're satisfied with the way you've made them, they will be
all right.”

Amﬂtr ag the juniors were quite satisfied on that noint, of
course everything was bound to be all right! :

After dinner, they skated, and exchanged eatealls with
the aliens on the frozmen river, while they were waiting for
the puddings to come up. It was a hall-holiday, and it was
agreed that the puddings should be tested as soon as they
wera brought upstarrs. .

Billy Bunter did not take part in the skating. 1e watched
the head of the kitchen stairs like a detective watching a
suspected dwelling, or a cat watching a mouse, lle was
anxicus about those puddings.

The school elock was ringing out the half-hour when the
gkators, hungry and fushed with exeromse, ¢ame pouring
into the house, . i

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!"" exclaimed Bob Cherry, slapping
Bunter on the shoulder. ' Are the puddings up vet®”

* Mo, Cherry, and I wish you wouldn't bifl me like that.
You might make my spectacles fall off, and if they-—
Here they come !

“YWhat, the spectaclas ¥

““ No, ass, the paddings.”

The puddings were, indesd, coming. They were carried
into Moo 1 Study, where the trial wes to take place. Threa
huge puddings, set on three huge dishes, and a number of
plates, keives, and forks lent by the cool for the occasion.

The chums of the Remove erowded round the table. The

adding-makers were all there, as well 55 a number of

ellows who had constituted themselves tosters and judges
for the contest,

“71 gzay, vou fellows, which i3 which ¥’ asked Bunter,
blinking at the steaming poddings, from which the cloths
had been removed.

“That's all right,” said Bob Cherry. * Cooky says blue
dish is ours, ’piu ¢ dish Ruseell’s, and green dish Levison's
and Desmnond’s.” ; : :

* Qury looks jolly rich, doesn’t it,"" said Nugent.

Y Booms to me fo amoll of treacle,’ said Levison.

# (3h, that's your fancy.”

“My word ! said Skinner. It fairly reeks with bulter
or grease of some sort, though.”

Bob Cherry coloured, but Nugent shook hia head
decidedly.

* Nothing of the sort, Bkinner. It's only your fancy.”

“Fancy or not, it's 'ﬂﬂ&' greasy.”

" Btart with Ne. 1 élu y pudding 1" said Levison, ‘; &Ml

Wharton & Cos

By FRANK RICHARDS. TULS A

DAY,



% THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2= THE "BOYS” FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

the judges take a bit and taste it. The makers are out of
i, of ecourse

“Right-ha! Carve away, Wharton I
Harry Wharton plunged a Eknife into Ehe steaming pud-
ding. There was no denying that it was sloppr, and

Skinner suggested using a spoon instead of & knife.
Hlinner’s suggestion was received with a chuckle by the
judges, and with a freezing stlence by tha makers of the
pudding, Thare were six judges, and so No. 1 Study was
pretty falt of juniors. Tuach of the judges received a plate
wirhh ta small slice of pudding on it, and was invited {o baste
andd try.

Skinner was the first to taste, and he made a decidedly
wry face.

“No likee?” murmured Wun Lung.

“I4"s hovrid ! Tastes of rancid buttor.'”

“Himply recks of treacle,” said Stott.

“And 1it’s nearly all neol” said Trevor. * Why didn’t
vou put the fruit in in equal proportiona? That's the proper
way !l

The chums of No, 1 Study locked at one another. Thoy
wore all growing crimson.

“It's all ret!™ said Bob Chﬂrrg.
makes it all right! It would have been a failure without the
extra butter!™

“What oxtra bubter?' domanded Wharton, “ Do von
mean to say you put in any extra buiter after we had
finished the mixing¥"

“Well, you see, I—T—""

“That's 3t,"" exclaimed Nugent, tasting the pudding;
“that’s it! T ean kasta the butter mysell now 1™

ot ™ said Baohb l"h:’-rr:,.' warmly. “1 knew, af course,
that it wanted more bulter, vo I put it in last night?’

“¥ou azz! That's why it hasn't been improved by the
extra poel I--T1—1—"F -

“Eh? You put the extra peel in after all?™

“Well, yea, beforo breakfost this morning.  You sce, I
knew it needed it, and it would have been all right, if you
hadn't shoved 1n ihat filthy butier!"

“I say, you fellows, thia is borrid! The pudding’'s not
fit to eat!” said Billy Dunicr indignantly. " 1t's all becauso
of Cherry and Nugent fooling about with the puddipg! I
took the trouble fo mix in tha treacle this morming—"

“You did what?' rearcd Bob Cherey and Nureni

“I wish you wouldn't shake me like that, Iioh Cherry!
You might make my glasses fall off, and if they broke—""

“You puat that roften treacle in ¥
- "It wasn't retten treacle, 1t was jolly good traacle: and
if you hadn’t mucked the whole thing up with vour butter
and peol, the pudding would have been porfect!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Harcy Wharton. * You've im-
proved the pudding between you till it's uncatable!"

“ Well, of all the asses " begen Nugent.

0f all the dummmies!” said Iob Cherry.

“0Of all the blessed lunaties!” said Billy Bunter.

“(h, get on to the next pudding " said Hazeldene. ' This
one i3 poisonons, and it won't take the prize, anyway !

_ Even Wun Lung was making a wry face ever the pudding,
though he could eat anything as o rule. No. 1 Study pud-
ding was unanimously condemned, and was thrown aside in
o way not very complimentary to ita maliers and its
IMprovers.

“Tly other one," said Wun Tung.

Levizon and Desmend’s pudding was the noxt one tried,
The judges tried it, and looked ab one ancther; and tried
1t again, and locked at one anolher oneo move.

Micky Dezmond bagan to lool o little excited.

“Fauh, and ig it Gndin’ fault ye are with our iligant
pudding, bedad[|” ho exclaimed.

*There's somothing wrong with 11, said Ilozeldene,
“You've [orgotten to put any sugar in™

* Faith, and sarg [ !

** And any apiges either," grunted Trevor.

* Bure, and I—"

“Taste it yourself, then!"”

Micky Desmond tasted it himself, and his face was a study,
Levison looked daggers at him.

“You—you ulter Tipperary ass!™ he oxelaimed. Y1
attended to evorything else, and 1 trusted just thoso two
details to you, and you go and leave them out?”

“ Faith, and it's sorry 1 am intirely, but I remember now
that I forgot!" stammered Micky, * SBure, and the illigant
pudding’s spoiled intirely, so it is!"

**Ha, ha, hat"

It was No. 1 Study's turn to laugh, and laugh they did,
heartily. Mest of the judges joined them, and the atudy
ranz with merriment. Levison was looking annoyed, and
Micky Desmond dismayed.

“ (M all the chumps,” said Levison, in measored tones;
“of all the howling asses——**

“A LAD FROM LANCASHIRE.”

“That extra butter

Ancother Schoo! iale of Harry Wharton & Co,

“ IFaith, and 've admitted I forgot intirely " said Micky,
“ Faith, a follow can™ do mora than own up!"

“That won't make the pudd '“1‘,% ontable, nss!"

“IHa, ha, ha! Does Desmoend’s pudding take the cake?”
chuckled Bob Chorry.

' No!" came unemmmously from the judges.

“Throw il away ! said Ogilvy., * Russali's stoff will have
to take the prize! However bad ib is, it can't be as bad as
Wharton's or Desmond's!™

" Faith, and [ W

“Come on, iry the other one!
Russell, old man!™

“Right you are! Hand over the plates!™

Russcll began to cut slices of his Christmas-pudding. Tt
was certainly a nice-looking pudding—at all events, nicer-
looking than the others. It had a rich smell, though there
was sometiing 1 that which was not wholly pleasing as the
juniors sniffed it. But certainly Ogilvy scemed to be right
when he said that it could not very well be worse than the
other two.

The plates were handed to the judges, and Hazeldenc was
the first to taste tho third pudding. Tha next moment he
jumped up, and plate and slice of pudding went with a
clatter to the Hoor.

Chye 177

“Owl Oh, ho's trying to poison us!

““What on carth's the matter?”’

Y Ow, ow!"” wyelled Hazeldene, expectorating into the fire
ﬂnd!,rubhing his lips with his handkerchief.  * It’s poison-
oug !

“Rot!" exclaimed Ruossell, as tho other judges hesitated
to taste, " It's a ripping pudding, and 1 made it with my
oW hands from a recine my mother soob me from home!
il you say my pudding’s poisonous, 1'll jolly well punch your
head, Vasolino!™

“MTaste it yourself " velled Iazeldene.

“Of course I'll taste it!”

And Russell defiuntly shoved n poodly gquantity of the
pudding into his mouth, and closed his jaws on it.

*lrrererer-r 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Choerry. * Isn't it nice®’

“Grorrererer1”

“Ila, ka, ha!"

“Grererer-r-r! Where's that Chinea? ' sealp him

W un Lm::f was squirming towards the deoor. i]{t:ns.me;d'! spat
out the pudding and ruzhed towards the Celestial, Ilarry
Wharton caught him by the shoulder and pulled him back.

“ITold on, Russell—""

“Lemmae go! Grr-r-r-r!"

“Hold on! What's Wun Lung got to do with it?”

1;"_'5_31:-1‘-1‘-1'-1'! He put in the Worcestershire sauce after
ajl!

And Russell broke loose and sprang after the Chines.
Wun Lung went scudding down the passage, his pigtail
flying behind, and Russell scudded after hum, heut on
UMY VeNgeancs.

The siudy rang with laughter,

“ Worcester sauce!” gasped DBob Cherry. * Oh, iny only
hat! Worcester sauco—and about a gallon of it, to judge
Ly the tasto!”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The junicra wero still shricking over it when Russell re.
turned, his looks showing that he had not sucenedad in cateh-
ing the elusive Colestial. Ilis expression evoled a renewed
yell of laughter.

“But I say, you fellows,"” squeaked DBilly Tunter, *“the
ruddings were all rotten—who takes tha prizer’

Y Good; Lhere's the prize!™ said Ogilvy. * The puddings
were all too bad for the prize to be awarded, and I supgest
that the cask be divided equally among the Board of Judges,
o reward them for their trouble and for being nearly
potsoned by the Christmas-puddings,”

This was unanimously agreed to by the judges, but there
was a yoll of denial from overybody elso in the study. It
wus Harry Wharton whe found a solution of the defficuity.

“As the prite eannot be awarded under the eircum.
stances,”” he snid, 1 suﬁgest exponding it in some of Mra.
Mimble's Christinas-puddings, so that we sha'n’t miss the
feod, aficr all”

“And I sceond the motion!” exclaimed Billy Duntes
promptly. I say, you fellows, T never heard Wharton say
A more sensible thing in his Life !

And Harry's suggestion was adopted without a dissonbiont
voieo. Che Christumaspudding Competition was over, and
the Chrisimas-puddings wore quietly buried in the garden,

THE ExD.

Carve your pudding

{Anciher splendid complete ialo of Harry Whasrton
& Co. next Tuesdoy, entitled A Lad from Lincde
shire.’”’? Please aorder your copy of The “ Magnet "
Library in advance. Price One Halfpenny.)

By FRANK RICHARDS. TUHEEE,ﬁ'RT.
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READ THIS FIRST, top of the hill a elump of ruined towers and walls. Sir
On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his L onsonby bad his field-glasses in his hand, and took stock of

astoniziunent that he has been practically disinhorfted in *}'“:'; ruine ns they appronched, , :
faveur of iz Unele Dominic aud Cousin Leonard., e con- Wonderiul peopla these old DBuddhists must have boen,'
%Eqmﬂﬂir cglih‘-tr‘:ﬂin tl'-ehﬂ Sth Hussars, tmldcrrtil}e 1{m:m: iﬂf Eelﬁﬂld. “1 suppeose one day, whon the whole of this region
om Lloward, and 50on Décomes o corporal,  Lnltorinnately alongs fo us, we shall malke somn vory | 3t 13-
gn:'h_:;ilnuk, ht:i“"i:::,.‘_er_ his {:gum&l Lgﬂmltrlfl ig _ﬁn;};hc% tﬁ the E'::r'-'{!ngc's By LI ory nteresting dis
Sth as sceond lieutenant, and, with e aid of a bullyin ra . ) ; ia
trooper named Slige, snceceds 1n getting Jack depri\'u::i o 1 Hao [m_:shml his seatence abruptly, for the general himself
his stripes. Domninie Dashwood's death occurs just as the ad just then made a very interesting discovery. It was so
25th wre sailing for India. On their arrival there, Leonard curtons that ho remained with his glasses to his oyes, wonder-
:r.:_umt’i:r:sd t]Lnt-;:r ti]:m 1*1;31':1::}]1:-“:11'::5, while j:fm!-.: is sm:r]u ing whether he had seen aright, It seomed to him that a
reinstated favourite, and bicomces once more full corporal. ) ith o shi . el o
g ity AL T et s Gl L o Lo m_ﬂﬂm s tribesman with @ shield an his arm and a swerd in his haned
mobilise for the front. Sligo is bribed by Bashwood (o drg
Tom lHoward oue night while the young corporal is on
piequet daty, Tom fail ;
in due time he will Be court-tnartialled. In the mecantimee, appeared. Some of the DBengal Lancers confirmed tlo
A detachment of the Floughshires, which includes Iheld poneral's suspicion by a guttural ery,
Vivian and Leonard Dashwood, have a fierce engountcr :
with the tribesmen under Jamra Khan, in the coartynrd
of an old monastery. IIaving repulsed their assaailnis, the
Ploughshires take some much-needed rest. At the first  on the spot whero the man had
grey strcak of dawn, Captain Montgomery gives them the there was no mistaking. A head and shoulders rose above
order to ' get on the move again.™ the ground, leoking for a mwoment in their direction, and

had suddenly risen out of the plain 2 the fool of the hiil,
risen inig full view, standing upright in the morning lizht,
3 aslecp at his post and i3 told that farcing tne advancing parity, and then as s:tdntulﬁ}' ckig-

“The enemy are yonder, sahib ! said the doffadar.
And the general ordered a halt, but still kept his glasses
{.fiE-:’lp[]ﬂ-ClI'(:[], and this timo

(Now go on with the story.) then vanishing.
1 say, "Oward,” said Bill S8loggetl, who kiew nothing of

The 25th to the Rescue—BRill Sloggett gets Left Behind, but  »ll this, pointing to the ruins, “when a man goes on to the

. house-top and waves his shirt, what does it mean ¥
Gives a hqﬂd 'F"c_:m_mt of Himsell. . ' By GGeorge, there is somebody thera!™ said the eorperal,
The hughzt* broathed into his instrument, but the captain H Claverning, what 15 that higure on the rains !

checked him. And the eves of the squadeon saw simultanceusly a rushing

* We won't make more noise than is necessary,” he said. fzura, frantically braadishimg a sneck of white as hae ran,

“Fall m, men !" ) hotly pursued by several mgre, Dol their speculations woere
And, shaking themselves together, the little company of  hrgken by a sudden arder o advance, and, at full gallop, the
the Ploughshires adjusted haversacks and fell in. ) littho party dashed for the hill,
,-lnlﬂgcrmery went to the door, dragged the bar from its The general hadd kept his eve rigidly fized on the spot
sceker, and flung it on the grass. where tha mysferious houre had cisappeaved, and z3 he

" Now we shall have to put our shoulders to " said the reached it he ealled fo tlie Toneers, in Hindustani, to halt,

captain, I expect some of those dead niggers outside are  Looking down from his saddlz, e saw o fissuve 1o the pliin—

lying elose up. wonder how many we dropped through the a4 fissure markeid by a block of chiselled masonry and the
loopiioles " prints of many fect all rownd about i, [le gave a command
Thoy put all their strength to it, and the huge door to the sowars, and they elustered round the hale, bending
eponed inch by inch. forward with a gleam of anticipation in {heir faces. and
* Hold hard a minute ! said Dick. * Let me slip through  their lance-points, with ihe fluttering blue-and-red pennons,
and drag some of the corpzes away.” poinded at the opening. ]
And Montgomery stepped aside to let him pass. But Dick The rest of the pariy had gone on, and as Sir Poneonby

did no more than put his nose round the corncr of the door,  overtook thown, he heard the mufiled rear of voices and a2
for all the Pathans seemed on a sudden to have heen let  solitary revolver-shot.

in-::-se,i and to be pouring into the courtyard from the deserted It was the Pleughshires last eoriridge!
ample,

o d for it eri _ After that there was a mad resh up the path, o ery of
By gad, now for 16" cried Montgomery, whipping out  pstonishmoent at the sight of osolitary khalki figure surroanded

: g 2 v ! : |
hES ima '-;_e:l'i "Th%hacmunm for the sudden disappearance by o lheap of white-clod Glaxis, The corbines were drawi
of these tellows. ey must have known of someo ancient from their buckets; Mo, 33 gathored the reins of the horsea

passage. Steady, my lads ! There's no need to remind you  from which their comrades hind dismounted. and the Hussars
thaet vou are Ploughshires! '

k ; : . rushed under the gateway, headed by Mr, Blennerluisscet, bis
And he fired two quick shots into the rush.  His men  eyeglass fismly fixed in bis eye, and his long legs out-

answered with o cheer, and the next moment they were hand i 15 mie
to hand with the fanatical tribesmon. 4 distRanies: JS e,

YT he dowee I oxelnimed Mr, Tlonnerhnszot,

I ' - i x s 5 And the next momenti be was [i:-ini;_ right and Ieft untid he
A cloud of dust came flonting along the plain, and in the  had empticd Liz revolver. and then he drew Lis sword,
middle of the cloud rode the sguadron of the 261k Hussars They were just in the nick of fime. Seven of that brave

and the troop of Bengal Lancers.  There were Landaged  little band of khaki lads were down s their faces in (he
hands and swathed brows in the squadron, and one man was  trampled grass, Three times that number of the tribesieen
supported between two of his comrades, Tt was simply o littered the conrtyvard; bat the company, armed only with
foss-up whether he would hold ont until they reached the its bavouecis, was on the swift road to exiormination.

cani, A shout of welcome came Trom the honrse, parched thronts

In the middle of the valley rose a conical hill, and on the  as the Iussars rushed in, and Jamrea Khan's rosr of roge was

[ 11
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drowned in the wild squeal of his followers, who, panic-
stricken, fled through the doorway of the monastery building,
carrying him with them in their flight.

Like hounds freed from the leash, the Ploughshires sprang
forward in pursuit, in spite of Captain Montgomery's coin-
mand to halt; and Bill Sloggett Iookaed round with s wild
eye, finding nobody te kill,

_ But Bill was not altogether destined to disappointment,
for down the stone stair from the roof sprang an exhausted
ﬁ%qre. stripped to the waist, still clutn}]ing the shirt with
which he had m‘:_rinnlled to the relief party.

It was the bugler, who had dropped his bugle at the frst

onset, and had been pursued by th
terrible five minutes,
Down they came after him, so keen on his slaughter that
they were half-way to the courtyard before they saw what
had taken place; .and then Bill Sloggoett, with a silent
chuckla of satisfaction, sprang up the steps to meet them.

“That miuures up' for that little fat be | ht

. L 1 ggar 1 ought to
‘ave klliﬁd“ over yonder!" asaid Bill Sloggoett, wh%n he
returned. “ Lot me see, that makes oleven altogether since

E];Iri}:fit}ﬁ sketch began! T shall be losing my tally if I'm not

ree HBwatis for a' very

————

How the Gemeral Led His Party Into the Vaults.

"I must congratulate you, Captain Montgomery,” said Sir
Pansonby Smithers, when he had haard‘tgg 3t¢¥::'. “You
duvﬁ made & very brave stand. Now, wo have two things to

0. Will you tell off & party of your men, and we will ﬁ;r:r
esa six poor fellows on the scene of their last fight? In

the meantime we have the Path i e A
them short shrift I athang in a trap, and will give

The Ploughzhires began to dig a grave with their trenchin
tools, and gir Pﬂnaungrn and the n%imr reconnottred for thg
hiding-place of Jamra Khan,

On the plain at the bottom of the hill the cirele of Bengal
Lancers sal on their horses round the cxit from the sub-
terranean passage, watching and waiting with a grim ex-
ch:tatmn on their faces. Every kit-bagz was ransacked
or any scrap of candle it might contain, and quite a
respectable array was fortheoming. The Ploughshires looled
sulenly on, blessing the losz of their arms: but the Hussars
were in high feather as they mustered with their carbines.

Very grim, with his sword in his hand, Sir Ponsonby
ttroda into the Stygian gloom, in spite of all remonstrances
from his officers.

“My dear fellows,”” he said. with a smils, ““this is not
the first time in my life that I have nosed out rebels, It
reminds me of my old Mutiny days, when I and vour late
lamented colonel, Sir Harry Dashwood, did a good deal of
this sort of thing."

* At any rate, sir.” said Captain Montgomery, a3z T have
been in here beforehand,

ahead of them, and a volley of Sniders and captured Leoe-
Meotfords erashed out with deafening noise. A ball passed
through Sir Ponsonby's helmet, and a loud exclamation
showed that one of the Hussars had baoen hit.

“Fire for the flashea ! cried Sir Ponsonby. 3

And some thirty rounds of ball-cartridgo from the carbines
flew into the darkness, and could be heard splushing and
striking the walls in the furthest recesscs. There was a
leuder splash, accompanied by a vell, and they know that
one of the tribesmen had fallen into the rescrvoir. Then
they waited, dead silence following, until the impatient
ganeral, spring a flight of stone steps that led somewhere on
fhe right, held his candle high above his head, and darted
forward with all the agility of a young man ]

They found themselves in a large sguare room, with a
door at the other end, and several empty cartridge-cases
showed that it had just been evacuated by the enemy.

“The place is. like n rabbit:hole,” said Montgomery.
“ Hadn't we better divide, sir—some of us go one way, an
some the otheri™

Bill Bloggett was one of the party that followed the %enaral,
and so cager was he that he outstripped Sir Ponsonby, and
sprang into a long, low-vaulted hall, holding hiz inch of
candle before him and guarding his head with his sword.

“Stop " hoe shouted suddenly. * Btand back, sirl"

And a eold shiver ran down Sloggett's back as a gigantic
cobra rose from its coils, its eyes glinting viciously.
Sloggett made a tremendous cuot, and slashed the reptile 1n
two: but as it fell writhing on the floor, he saw to his
horror that the place was [ulf;nf them, and, though Bill was
not afraid of anything that went on two legs, snakes were his

ot aversion. To make matters worse hiz candle dropped

rom his hand and went out, so that thers was nothing for
it but to circle wildly with his sabre.

The other men, crowding in the doorway, holding their
lights in Iront of them, saw Bill Sloggett literally surrounded
by enormous cobras. The whole vault was swarming with
them, and the severed body writhed hideously about his feet.

“ Clome oub of it, man!" cried the general.

And they ran back into the gallery, Bloggett's face as white
as death and his {ecth chattering.

Captain Montgomery's party had evidently found the
enemy, for sharp fiving rang out again, and they sped in its
direction, nol without several furtive looks behind them as
they went, lest the anakes should pursue them. They came
to o point where the gallery forked, and so confused wers
the echoes that roared and rumbled in the close atmosphere
that they were at a logs to know in which direction the firing
lay, and sped hither and thither into chamber after chamboer,
always coming back o the same place.

At last, and at tmminent risk of being fired on by their
own party, they suddenly emerged into a hall surrounded

- by sculptured fhgures. At

you must allow me to guide
you to the best of my ability.
The way is straight for

“BRITAIN INVADED 1”
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HTHE GEM * LIBRARY., i the far end a stone staircase

about fifty yards, but there

led up to the gallery, and in

are rooms on each side.”
They entered, the tramp
of their feet rumbling dully
in the silence of its interior;
and every crevice was
examined by men with a

ﬂ_;ﬁ/e/xf Weck.

the pollery were Jamra
Khan and his followers,
holding the head of the stair.

One of the wily tribesmen

candle in one hand and a
carbine in the other, without
finding any trace of the

7329, Rouverie Strect, Fleet Stroct,

The Editer, “ MAGHET'" Library,
London,wiil be glad to hear from you.

had lit a forch, and fung
it on to the marble bosom

of o sculptured god, where

Pathans. They had not
gone far, when the rushing I
sound that had alarmed the
Ploughshires fell upon their
ears, and the bats in thou-
sands cume whirling upon
t!mm, extinguishing half the
lights, and causing no little
consternation among the
party, ona man accidentally L
letting off his carbine, the
echo of which went rever-
berating through the temple.

“Wa have alarmed them
now,”" aaid Bir Ponsonby,
“and the sooner we find
their whereabouts the
better."

“Mind the steps, sairl™
said Montgomery., * There's
water at the other end ! |

And as he spoke o loud
vell rang from the darkness

“ A LAD FROM LANCASHIRE."

Our Tale of the Chums of Greyi‘r!ﬂrs%

will deal with the arrival of a lad from

Lancashire. This new boy, a factory hand

{ and winner of a Schofarship, has a pretty
lively time of it, but 1 leave you fto

imagine, till wnext Tuesday, how a boy

from the North meefs with rough treat.

P.5.—A fine boy detective tale by
A Detectlve-Inspector Coles Is In this 4
# week's MARYEL. -

it spluttered and flamed out
of reach,

lighting up tho
floar of the hall, ard show-
ing the Pathans where to
direet  their aim. Ths
gallery, dimly seon, high up

above them, was full of
I ficrce {facecs and shaven
hends, and te storm the

gtaircase meant heavy loss,
{(Another splendrd fong
fnstafmeont of this story

Read t!

5 next Tuesday. Fleage
‘u’x aorcer your capy oF The
" " Magnet'' Library in
I advance, Pricce One

Haffpenny.)
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