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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Wharton Interferes.

b OMN'T—oh, don't, Levizon!"
Harry Wharton heard the
words s he came n.lﬂn?_the
Remove passage at Greyiriars,
and his handsome face clouded over.
“ Don't—oh, don’t!" )
Harry knew the voice; that of little
Bonson, the youngest, and one of the
cheekieat of the boys in the Remove—
the Lower Fourth Form. The cry came
clearly through the closed door of
Ernest Levison's study. :
Harry Wharton peused, irresolute.
He did not like to interfere with any
fellow in his Form—least of all with
Levizon—but anything in the nature of
bullying * put his back up’ at once;
and, besides, as captain of the Remove,
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Levison turned his head, with an
exclamation of annoyance; but as he
saw who his visitor was, his expression
changed, and he gave a short nod. He
had started on very ill terms with
Harry Wharton when he first came to
Grayrriara\, but of lata they had hean
on a hetter footing, and Levison had
tried to keep on good terms with Harry
since the night when the latter had
saved him from death on the rainy
summit of the Black Pike.

 Hallo, Wharten,"” he said civilly;
“I didn't know it was you!"

_ Wharton's glance was turned to tha
fag, who was wu:rmm‘; in Levison's
grip. Little Benson’s plump face was
wet with tears. Levison had a hard
grip on his wrist, and had plainly been
twisting his arm. The fag's eyes turnsd
appealingly on the captain of the

it was his duty to put down snythin Remove. _ _
of the kind. And there was a note o “ Wharten, don't let him! He'll
pain in young Benson’s voice that went break my arm!™ i
straight to Harry’s heart. “I'll break your neck for two pins,

Az he paused in the passage, a cry rang again from the
study; and it was followed by Benson's voice once more,
broken by a sob.

“ Don't—aoh, don't!”

Wharton made up his mind. He stopped at Levison’s door
and tepped. There was no reg\lg from within, and he
knockoed again—more loudly. ereé was still no reply.
Levison evidently did not want visitors at that moment.
Mothing wa3 audible from the study but the frightened
whimper of the voungster.

Wharton's hand went to the handle of the door to open
it, and then he paused once more. He had no doubt that
Benson had been ''saucy,” and Levison was the last fellow
with whom liberties could safely bo taken, The captain of
the Remove stepped back from the door without opeming it,
but a3 he did so there came a wail from the study.

“PDon't! Oht"

Wharton hesitated no longer.
threw opon the door.
the room.

He knocked sharply, and
His eyes glintod as he stepped into
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growled Levison. ‘“IP'll teach you to start chipping me in
my own study! I'll teach you a lesson on the subject of
cheeking vour elders, ry son! A few more twists like that,

and I fancy you will leave the subject alona!

“Oh, don’t! Oh, Wharton, stop himn!"

“ Hang it, Levison,” broke out Wharton sharply, * stop it]
Let him alone!”

Levison Iooked at him anearingl_r,-.

“ Are you going fo interfere?’

“Well, I lﬁ?ﬂk I cught to. I don't like doing it——

“Ahem! You have a reputation in the Remove for
interfering with most things, all the same," seid Levison.

Wharton turned red.

“Well, I think I am quite within my rights in interfering
here, anyway,” he ropped out. ** What do you mean by
tormenting a kid like that?”

“1 was teaching him a lesson for hia confounded cheek,”
snapped Levison. * And I'm not finished yet."

“T don't know the rights of the case, but—""

“Then don't push your car in”
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You have no right to use Denson like that,
whatever he has done.  What have you been doing, Benny ¥

* It—it was only a joke!") sobbod young Bensen. - 1-—I
was only making a liitle joke nbout Levison plaving the
detective, you know—I heard it from Bunter. He thought
Waun Lung the Chinee was comspiring, or something, because
he used to have postcards come with a cipher or something
e them.”

1larry Wharton could not repress a smile. e

Levisan wae aeuspicions boy by nature, and his suspictous-
ness had got him into trouble on that occasion. Wun Lung,
the Chinese junior, had been playing a game of chess by
correspondence, an & mysterious-locking posicarda he
recpived exciled the suspicions of Levison, who was not a
choss-plaver and did not know what the simple abbrevia-
tiona, such as " K or K1 or ““Q,"” meant. )

The suspicicus junior had worked out an amazing theory,
founded upon the supposed ciphor, and had sent an anony-
mcis letter to Scotland Yerd, which had brought a detective
to Greyiriars and coused conziderable trouble.

Harry Wharton and his friends had intended to ke::}m the
matter a secret, but Billy Bunter, the chatterbox of the
Remove had got hold of 1t and related it to several of his
fricnds in the Hemove,

Levison, who was of & proud and sensitive nature, had
zuffered keenly from the consequent ridicule, and hia temper
—never very good—scemed to be growing much sourer.

He set his teeth hard now ns Benson spoke, and, reachin
norosa to the table, pushed o sheet of cardboard townrds
Wharton.

“ Look at that!” he said savagely.

Wharton locked at it.  The cardboard was about a foot
sguare, and an inseription was daubed upon it in the shape
of an advertisement, It ran as follows:

“E. LEVISRON, Private Detective. Fellows spied upon,
and their letters read, at the shortest notice.  Plots dis-
covered to order, and anonymous letters wrntten with
promptness and despatch. All kinds of meanness under-
taken, and sprving into other chaps’ correspondence a
speciality.””

“Y must.

" Farry Wharton tried hard not to laugh, but he couldn't
elp it
“Ha, ha, ha "

Levison's brow grew blacker. He had expected sympathy
nnd he had reccived lamughter, and the look he now gave
Wharton was as savage a3 any he had given him in the days
before they became friends.

**The voung cur was pinnin
came along and caught him,’
find it amusing 1"’

I‘:;I am_ sorry, Levison,” said Harry, checking his mirth;
(T} ut__il

*Oh, don't mind me! Of course, it's amusing! I made a
fool of myeelf, and it's like you to make it a standing joke
in the Form "

“ Nothing of the sort,” said Harry, flushing. *I have
never said & word about it, and neither has one of my
friends. Wun Lung agreed to keep it dark. It was that
Wlmt ass Bunter caught something of it and spread the
tale.

“T—I heard it from Bunter,” stammered Benson. “I—I
didn’t mean any harm, Levison; it—it was only a joke.”

" I'll teach you not to joke with me!"” exclaimed Levison
fmriously. And he gave the fag's arm a twist that made him
shriek with pain.

Harry Wharton stepped quickly forward.

“Iet him alone, Levisen.™

“ Bha'n't ™

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“1 tell you gwan’t see him bullied, then! He ought to ba
citffed for this, if you like; but youw've done more than
ﬂnnugh!”

‘T'll do as I hike!™

that on my door, when I
he said. *1 am glad you

“*MNa, vou won't while I'm ecaptain of the Remove," said
Harry Jete[mim:u'll:.r. “ After all, ho's only a kid, and it
was only a joke—and you let yourself in for it. You know
you did wrong in the matter of Wun Lung, and you ought
to be willing to take gﬂur gruel and live it down.”

* I didn't ask you for your opinion, Wharton, and I don’t
want to hear it. I'Il be obliged to you if vou'll get out of
my study.”

“I'll got out with pleasure, but Densonm goes with me.
Come, young "unl™

Benson made & movement to po, but Levison gripped hia
I‘Wrist. tighter, with a hard and obstinate expression upon his
ace.

i Let him E Levison.”

“T won't. )

Harry =said no more. He took hold of Levison's hand, and
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by sheer foree unloosed his fingers and releascd Benson. The
Tag seuttled our of the study like a frightened rabbit.

 Levison clenched his free hand as if he were about to dash
it in the face of the captain of the Remove. Dut he re-
strained himself. He tore his hand from Wharton's grip as
Benson scuttled away, and faced Harry with heaving breast
and blazing eyes.

“ Maw gpo,"” he zaid, between hiz teeth. * You'd never
leave this study without a hiding, or without giving me
one, only—you know why I cannot fight yon. You sro
trading on that—on the t;rm:t that you saved my life. Now
get ouk, than!"

YWharton's faco was erimson.

“I am not trading on that, or thinking of it,”" ho said.
“And I did no mare on the Black Pike than a dozen fellows
would have done.  I'm sorry to cross you, becauss [ know

ou're a decent chap, if it wasn’t for your rotten temper;
fur JT'm not going to stand by quietly while you torture a
ag.

“Who was torturing him?® said Levison, with a harsh
laugh. " I've had my wrists twisted often enough by a bully
in the Sivth 1"

All the more reason why you shouldn’™ start the same
tricks in the Hemowve,"

“Bah! I don't want to argue with you! T've tried to be
friendly with %:01.1, because—because of what happened that
night on the Pike. That's done with. I'll never speak to
you again, or any of your set. I hate the lot of you! I hate
the Remove and all this place!™ said Levison passionately,
“1 wish I had never come here! (et out of my study!”

Wharton turned without a word and left the room, closing
the door guietly behind him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Carberry Finds a Fag,

ARBERRY, the prefect, was looking out of his study
doorway. There was a frown of ill-temper on Care
berry's face as he glanced u
Carberry wanted a fag, but he did not want to bawl
“fag!” at the top of his veoice along the passuge, ns was
customary with the great men of the Sixth when they re-
quired service,

Carberry, prefect as he was, was the black sheep of tha
Sixth. ¢ frequently reguired services of his fags that
would have got him into serious trouble with the powers
that be, if the matter had become known. :

Some of the Sixth knew the kind of fellow Carberry was,
and shrugged their shoulders at it, but it was only in the
Fourth Form and the Remove that his character was really
known in its true light, for from the lower school Carberry
picked his fegs, and in return for their services frequently
mitiated them into his own iniguities.

Meore than one young swaggerer of the lower achool had
smoked hiz first cigarette in Carberry’s study, the reward
of smuggling the **smokes™ into the school; amoking being
LE ﬂtrm}jy forbidden at Greyfriars for seniors as for juniors,

Hazeldene, of the Remove, had frequently been Carberry’s
enussary; but since Hazeldene had taken up with Harry
Whartont and his friends, he had rather avoided the bully
of the Bixth. And this was not a case in which bullying
could help much. The prefect had to depend upon the die-
cretion of the hﬁi.-: to keep his secret.

Carberry was having a couple of friends into his stu
that evening—ifriends of his own kidney, and he intende
to " do them down™ in first-rate style, and for that pur
he wanted a messenger to go to the Red Cow, in the villags
of Friardale, to obtrin supplies.

But the question was, who should he send? As he stood
looking cut of his study door, he murmured the name of
Harry Wharton, aceompanied by anathemas., Since Harry
had become captain of the Remove, Carberry had found the
youngsters very shy of his study. It was due to Wharton's
influence, and he knew it, and it intensified the hatred he
had alwava felt for the boy.

There wias a step in the passage, and & junior came along
with a hool under his arm, Carberry looked up, and gave
& nod of satisfaction. .

The junior was a& new hoy at Greyiriars—a lad named
Mark Linley, who had come to the school on a scholarship.
He had worked, in his earlier days, in & Lancashire cotton
mill, and in consequence some of tfmﬂmme snobbich of the
Greyfriars fellows kept sloof from him. He was just the
boy, in Carberry's opinion, to need the protection of &
prefect, and to be glad to be taken up by & %l;:th-Fnrmer.

Carberry called to him as he passed, and Linley stopped.
The lad from Lancashire knew very little of Carberry,
except that the senlor was something of a bully. He had
not seen muoch of the prefect yof, and he was always willin
te oblige. The prefect looked at him searchingly, and nﬂteﬁ
the big book he was carrying under his arm,
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l‘f '\*ﬂéat on sarth have you got there, Linley!" he ex-
tlalmed.

“It's Wingate's Liddell and Scott,” explained Linley.
# He was kind enough to lend it to me"

The prefect stared at him blankly. ;

“ In the name of all that's idiotic, what do you want with
» Gresk lexicon?" he demanded.

Mark Linley coloured = lLittle,

“I'm doing Greek,” he said. *It's an extra bere, and—and
I don't take it in class, but I'm doing it en my own, and
Wingate helps me sometimes, and lends me books, and so
does Wharton, I haven't s lexicon, you se0.”

Carberry burst into a laugh. He knew that the Lanca-
shire lad came of extremaly poor pecple, and that only the
geholarship he had wen by hard work enabled him to come
to Greyiriars at ell, Any “extras,” outside the ordinary
school curriculum, he could not afford, nor, probably, would
his finances have been eqgual to the strain of the purchass of
a Greek loxicon. The grit of the lad in sticking to a diffi-
cult study under such heostile conditions had found him
helpers, but it did not appeal to Carberry in the least.
Carberry had to do Greek, whether he liked it or not, and
the sight of o (Greek character was sufficient to throw him
into & teampeér. :

“Wall, you'll do!"” he exclaimed.

pod coming that humbug with me
or that; but it's deep, very deep.”

Mark Linley looked puzzled.

“ What's deep?” he asked, “T don't understand you."

“Oh, don't come that with me!” said Carberry im-
?at.ientlf'. “T'1l never beliove that a Junior tackles Greelk
or the fun of the thing, You'ra playing that little game to

et round some master, or to curry favour with the Head. [
:now the dodge, and I've scen it worked bafors, Nice boy
is accidentally discovered by master swoiting over lexicon;
is taken into favour from that moment, and always baclhod
utp by the masters afterwards. My dear kid, it's one of the
oldest dodges possible, though I must say you've caught on
to it very scon.”

Mark Linley flushed erimson.

“ T wasn'"t thinking of anything of the kind,” he said.
“ My acholarship here is only fur two yenrs, and I want to
make tha most of my chances, that’s all."’

_“1 tell you yvou can't take me in,” said Carberry, frown-
ing. “ But never mind that, keep it up i you like. I
want you to go down to the village for me"

Linley's face fell.

He had locked forward to the next heur, to devole it to
quict study, while his study-mates were out of his quarters,
and he could do it unintarm:!&d}g. But he knew that if
was of no use to object. I'ha Remove could always be
faggad by the Sixth, and, besides, he was obliging a fallow.
Carberry walched his face with an amused grin,

“T'l go, if you like,” said Linley.

“Good! You understand—I suppose you understand—
that you're to keep it dark? 1 mean, I don’t want you gas-
si? all over Greyviriurs that you are going for me.’

inler looked surprised.

“1 shouldn’t be likely to gas all over Gregvfriars” he
said. '* Besides, T don’t see that it would matter if I did.
A prefect has a right to send a junior to the village, hasn't
he, or you wouldn't send ma ¥

“ Keepr off that, you young jackanepes! Tt won't work
with me. I can give you a pass after I-u:rcI-ngg-u[;. and if
anvbody wants to know what you're gmi_llg to Friardale for,
you're going to select & new football at Harvey's.”

 But—>but I'm not going to select a now foothall”

“] know you're mot, mss! That's what yon're to say if
you're asked.” _

Linley's face set hard. . .

“ Do you mean that I am to tell lies?" he asked, with his
Laneashire directness. “If you do, I won't, for you or any-
body clse !

“Why, vou cheeky young seoundrel—"

“T'm not going to start telling lies on your account!"

“Vou never told any when vou worked in a mull, [
supposa?™” sneered Carberry. “ You never lied when you
were late, or when yvou broke snything, eh 7"

“No, 1 never did. Lancashire lads don’t tell lies, as a
rule,” said Mark contemptucusly. * As a rule, thoy've grit
gnough to face the music,'

“ You'll have some music to face if you don't do as I tell
vou,"" said Carberry threateningly. 1 want you to go to
the Red Cow in tha village——"

“We're not allowed to go there." 1

i And give a noto to the landlord, snd bring back what-
ever he gives you,” went on Carberry, unheeding, *‘and
keep it dark. I'll give you a tanner for your trouble"

Y don't want your money, and—and I can't fetch you
enything from the Red CUow,” broke cut Mark,  “It's
against the rules, and you've no right to ask me!”

“"Phere's no danger, if you're caraful.” :

“Tt's not only the danger. I—I can’t do it. ¥Wou've no
right to ask me. You, s prefect, too!" exclaimed Mark
indignantly.

TULEBAY:

“Of course, it's no
I'm & little too Lkeen

“HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS.”

RVERY
TUEIDAY,

ONE
HALFFENNY,

The “ Magnet”

LIERARY.

Carberry's brow lowered like s thundercloud. ;

“I've told yom,'” he said, in » grating voice, ' that acting
won't go down with me. I'm up to all that kind of thiog.
Can’t you see, you young fool, that it will pay you best to
be candid with me?™

Blark was silent.

“You are sent to Coventry by most of the Form you
belong to,” said Carberry. *I cen help you in a hundred
ways, if you meke yourself useful to me, I always thought

‘north-country people had a keon eye to their interests. Can't

you soe that you ecan make a good thing out of being backed

up by a prefect?"’ )

¥ Iynhnu]dn‘t wonder! But—but I can't do it."

Carberry almost panted with rage. It was not only the
bumiliation of being bravoed by a junior, it was the sneaking
sanss of inferiority he felt, for he had a secret feeling that
Linley was not acting, after sll. He locked as if he would
spring upon the junior, and Linley backed away o little.

“I'm sorry,’” said Mark guietly, “ I can’t do it. I'll do
anything else you like, but you've no rl%‘ht- to ask me ihah
You know very well what the Head would say if he knew,

“ 8o you are going to tell tales, you young sweep !

Mark flushed crimson.

“ Mo, I'm going to do nething of the sort; ’hut I won't
go to a public-house for you, and that settles it.”

And he walked away down the pamage. Carberry would
have given a great deal to rush after him, and send him
spinning with a savage blow, but he could not venture to

o so. He had placed himself, to a certain extent, in the
junior’s power. If Mark Linley chose te talk, he could
deny ; but such a controversy would do him no good,

“Wait & bit, you insolent young scoundrel I he muttered,
glaring after the Loncashire lad. *f Just you wait a bit!
I’ll find an cccasion soon, and then I'll make you squirm for
this. Put—but what shall I do now? I suppose I hnﬂ
better look for that voung cad Hazeldene, and see if he--—

Carberry broke off, as he felt n touch on his elbow, He
locked round, and saw Ernest Levison. :

There was a curious expression upon Levison's faco, a
curions, reckless gleam in his eyes. Carberry looked at
him savagely.

“ What do you want, you whelp ™

Lovison shrugged his shoulders. ]

# Nothing. f eard what you said to young Linley.”

Carberry gritted his testh. ]

 Don't get vour rag out,” said Levison coolly. “All I
Fﬂm to say is that I'll go to the Red Cow for you, if you
i E‘ll

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Levison is Obstinate.

ARRY WHARTON was standing at the door, looking
out into the Close, whan Bob Cherry and Nugent
came along. There was a shade on the brow of the
voung captein of the Remove, and he was plunged

into & deep reverie, and did not notice the approuch of his
chums till Bob Cherry smote him_across the shoulder. Then
he started, and turned round with an angry lovk, which
faded away immediately at sight of Bob's cheery face.

“You mustn't fall into thess fits ni absent-mindednass,
kid," said Bob Cherry, wagging a warning forefinger. *'I've
been looking for you. You have ut-tar!i.; overlooked the fact
that it is teatimne, and have given us the trouble of coming
down to look for you. It won’t do, you know.”

“Gorry,” said Harry, loughing. 1 forgot tea.” .

“ Better not tell Billy Bunter s0. He has been making
omeleties, and 1 must say that they're a marvel. It's a
special sur :-ri?ﬁ for vou, so vome along and be surprised.
You must be hungry."”

¥ Ye.a08, hut_g_ﬁ Wharton hesitated, and Bob Cherry
apd MNugent looked at himn with some curiosity. *

“ What's up?” said Nugent. * Been having 2 row with

gomebody T
‘¢ Not exactly & row. Tt was that chep Levison.”
¢ Oh, Levison! My dear kid, haven't I told you & dozen

times that it's no good trying to keep on good terms with
Levison? He's a suspicious beast, and you never know how
to talee him. It's a marvel to me how you've kept from
rowing with him for so long.”

 Heo's not o bad sort, take him all in all.”

] shouldn't like to take him anyway; but what bas he
been doing now i

“ Ha “'Es ragging young Benson. The little rascal hed
been cheoeking ﬁim, over that ridiculous affair of Wun
Lung's postcards, you know.”

I la:h., ha, hat” . :

“Tt was absurd, of course," eaid Harry, his faco relax-
ing. * Levison made & fool of himself, and showed uFam
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2 very mean light. ITe meant well, but he ought to have
known that a chap has no right to do & dirty, mean action
for ever so good o motive. And the affair ended so ridicu-
lously, too! Bunter got hold of it, and half the Form has
heen laughing at Levison since; and he can’t stand that
kind of thing. He's too sensitive.”

“If he had been & bit more.sensitive on the point of
honour, he would never have got inte the serape,” said
Ih"{uﬂ"f",“t indifferently, “I can’t suy that I feel very sorry for

i,

““No; but  Well, he's a fellow with a curious temper,
and he foels o thing like that more than most. He's getting
soured over it; he's guarrelled with most of his %?iﬂnda
because they chipped him, and he seems to faney solitude.
I had to interfere between him and youhg Benson, and now
he's got hiz back up against me.” :

{.'IH Lot him rip! Come and have the omelettos "' said Bob

WITY.

I zupposa T may as wellM

Harry Wharton was turning away with his chums when
Levison came towards the door, with coat and cap and
scarf on. His eyes glinted as he saw the chums of the
Remove, but otherwise he took no notice of them,

“Cut along, you chaps!” muttered Harry.
to speak to Levison for o minute.'

Bob Cherry and Nugent grimaced, but they did as he
desired, and Harry stepped over towards Levieon. Thae
latter halted, and looked at him coolly.

I want to speak to you, Levison,” said Wharton, a little
abruptly. **I'm sorry there was that little brecze between
us an hour or so ago.™

“You're sorry yvou inferfered with me??

“Well, no! T think you'll admit, on refleetion, that you
were Carrying 'Ehmff: a little too far,” urged Wharton,

Levison elicked his teeth,

“I'm not inclined to admit anything of the sort! I think
you interfered with me like a meddling ass, if you want to

now my opinion! And, unless you say yvou're sorry for it,
I don't want to have anything more te say to you !

" ¥ou make it very hard for a chap to got on with you,”
snid Harry, biting his lip.

"I don’t want you to get on with me; I want to be left
alene!” maid Tevison bitterly. *“You are making a sct
against me in the Remove '

“I'm doing nothing of the sort!™

““ Most of the fellows are, and you don't back me up in any
way. I ecan’t show my nose in the common-room now
without a howl going up about that confounded affair with
the Chinee. I shall never hear the end of that! I'm
chipped to death in my own study. I've had enough of it.
Hang the Remove! I've got friends in another part of the
gchool, and the Remove can go to Putney !”

“I don’t quite understand you,” said Wharlon. * But
I'm not against you, as far as I'm concernod, And that
affnir will coon die out, if you let it alone. It's your flying
cut in & temper about it that makes the fellows keep it up.
Eﬂklﬂng 25 you loze your temper over it, they'll keep up the
joke.

“ Hang them all!” said Levison., “I'm donc with them,
and with you! T don’t know what I'm standing here jawing
for mow ; I've got to get to the village,”

He turncd fowards the door, arry Wharton stepped
guickly after him. There was o savage recklessness in

evigon's manner that made him very uneasy.

* Wait & moment, Levison! Are you going out i

“ Haven't L said so?™

“ ¥ou needn’t snap a fellow’s head off ! It's snowing I

“1 know it isl”

* Look here, old man, you ean't go to the village after
locking up! Gosling will be closing the gates now. You
know what that meanas.”

“ Buppose I have a pass?”

““Oh, of course, thut makes all the difference!” seid
Wharton, “It's a jolly gueer time to choose for going to
the village, though. I should prefer to loave it till the day-
time myself.”

“The daytime wouldn't suit me.” said Lovison coolly.
‘You ses, I'm going down to the village for Carberry.”

And he strode out of the door. The steps were white with
stiow, and the Close was wr%{; ¢d in a winding sheet of tho
white Hakes., Bubt Harry arton ran after the junior,
hatless, and in his Eton jacket ns he was,

' Levison, hold on! Stop, I sax 1"

Levison did not even look round. Wharton cgught him
up, and drepped & hand on hia shoulder. Levison had to
stop then, :

“Well, what do vou want ¥ he said savagely.

“I must speak to you. I know what it means when Car-

?urr / gives a junior & pass. You are going to a public-house
OF i !

“What if T am?!

rJLEBAY,

“YT want
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“Levison! I don’t want to preach at you, but—but yoll
know you oughtn’t to do a blackguardly thing like thisl™

“T shall do as I like I" ] ) )

““¥es, I know you can do as you like. DBut listen a minute.
Itz not only the wrong of it, but think of the danger.”

“I'm not afraid of the danger!” _

“It's not a guestion of being efraid. Suppose you ard
caught, as you very likely will ge? Wingate and the other
pretects are very 3i!;n.rp after that sort of thing. If you are
caught, do you think Cerberry will stand by you? He will
deny having had any knowledge of your action.”

“ Do you think I don’t know thati” ;

“Do you understand what I meap? A fogging, or you
might be expelled,”™

“1 shouldn’t care much if T were I™

“Don't be an ass!’ said Harry sharply. “"Levison, you
can’t po—youn c¢an't-———""

“1 ghall go!"

“T've a good mind io call a prefect now, and bave you
Ettﬂﬂ"gd i* said Harry Wharton passionately.

vison smiled very unpleasantly.

“ 1t won't do any good your playing the sneak, even if you
have & mind to, Wharton, If I em questioned, I am going
to Harvey's for a new foothall, and that's why Carberry gave
me the pass!”

“You mean fo say that you would tell lias?"” exclaimed
Harry scornfully.

“Don't force me to it, then. Lot me alone.

Harry Wharton stepped back, without another word, and

vison disappeared in the falling snow,

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Wharton's Study.

L ALLO, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, &3
Whearton came into Situdy No. 1. “What on earth
have vou been deoing Y
* Nothing."” .

" You—you duffer! You're smothered with snow! And
no eoat or cap on! You'll catch cold! ¥You asal™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm all right !’

“You're not!” said Bob Cherry determinedly. * You've
gol to change all your i;-hius:ain. or you'll catch cold! Bunter's
cold made the study uninhabitable for a week, and we don't
want any more. and change !

“H'm! I suppose I may as well," assented Harry, who
wag usually very eareful in such matters,

Ho knew that to sit in damp clothes was the surest way of
catching a cold, and there wasz nothing slovenly about him.
He hurried out of the study while Bilﬁr Bunter was serving
up thé omelettes, . .
“1 say, vou fellows, these will be ripping!™ said Bill{
Bunter, blinking contentedly through his big spectacles. *
must say I think my cooking 13 up to
worth the money I spent on them.'

“Thoe money who spent on them, iy w::-rthg chum
asked Hurree Jamset m Singh, ti'ua Hindu chum, in a
tone of mild surprise.

“Well. you fellows subseribed the cash, but I laid it out,”
snid Bunter. *“I spent the moncy, Inky., And I think they
are ripping.”

“8o they are,” said Bob Cherry. * You're worth your
weight in bacon fat, Billy, and I wouldn’t change you fo
any other pig in the United Kingdom 7

“ Oh, really, {Jh&rr?r—” -

“I Like a fellow who beging,” said Mugent. ¥ Come on,
and leave Wharton's on the hob I

“I've cooked fiftcen eggs,' said Billy Bunter. * That
will be a couple cach for you fellows, and—and the rest for
mal I feel very peckish thas evening.”

* Young cormorant ! Berve, and don't ljaw i

Harry Wharton re-entered the study; he had only been a
few minutes changing. In the keen winter air the juniors
tloveloped remarkabla appetites, and they did full justice
to the meal Billy Bunter had grepnrﬂd.

The omelattes, flanked by ham and hu%f: I]'}il&ﬂ of bread-
and-butter, disappeared as if by magie. illy Buonter's fat
faee was glistening contentedly.,

il n::n‘f:ly think this is ripping!" he remarked. ""I'm
singerely sorry it won't run fo a feed like this every evening,
It you follows started a catering fund, and put your tin
inte it, instead of wasting it on football and other rubbish,
as yvou do, we could live ﬁl:-:: ﬁghfiug-mck:a in this study."

“ Like prize pigs, you mean ! grunted Bob Cherry,

“Well, I've often thought that prize pigs have a jolly good
time of it,” said Bunter. “Of course they dic a sudden
death, but everybody hes to die some day, and they live a
jolly happy life while it lasts. If I hadn't been diseppointed
about getting a prize in ‘The Gem' foctball competition,
I should hava stood a series of extensive feeds in this study,
and shown you what things might be like if we devoted our
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energies to one important end. As a matter of fact, though,
I'm expecting & postal-order this evening, and—— What
are f:'}u-u fellows grinning at ™

“ Nething,' said Bob Cherry. * Pass the ham, my son!”

“ﬂEﬂ‘-ﬁIl’ﬁj’ Cherry ! As I was saying, I'm expecting o
}aml-ﬁrﬁm for ten shillings this ¢vening, and if one of you
ollows likes to cash it—"

“ We'll eash it when it comes, Billy I

“But it won't come till after the tuck-shop is closed, un-
fortunately. If you'd like to cash it in advance, it would ba
only & matter of a few hours—"'

““More like a few centurics!” yawned Nugent. * Do get
off the subject of that postal-order, Billy! You know it's a
standing joke in the Form.”

“If you fellows can't trust me, this discussion had better
cease,’”’ said Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

“A jolly sight better!” agreed Bob Cherry. * Pass the
bread-and-butter, Porpoise !”

“The betterfulness 1s terrific!” purred the. Nabob of
Bhanipur. '

':?ea: but as I was saying, you fellows—"

‘' Rata! The discussion has ceased! Ring off 1"

. Eul:ﬁt!l:}m postal-order is bound to comte—"

CaG .

“In fact, T shouldn't wonder if it came by the last post,
and is waiting for me in the rack downstairs. I'll go and
look after tea.”

El;;i?rd for goodness’ sake shut up till then ! implored Bob

Harry Wharton was very silent during the meal. Heo was
thinking of Levison. The junior would be at the Rod Cow
E:{; that time. Whether he had ever been there beforo

harton did not know, but he felt that this would not be
tho last visit,

To Levison, in his present reckless mood, the place was one
of the most dangerous conceivable. And Harry, knowin
the lgo::-d that there really was in the junior, in spite of s
unpleasant temper, could not help thinking of him.

et there was nothing more that Harry could have done;
he had done all that was in his power.

Hazeldene, of the Remove, looked into the study. Whar-
*“i‘; lanced up, and beckoned him to onter.

0 ad your tea?” ho asked. “If not, hera you are

Right-ho "’ said Hazeldene. * T see you've got omeleties,
and it would be a sin to waste such good grub on Bunty !
Tinned beef is good enough for him; he only wants
quantity ™

:: Oh, really, Vaseline——"'

But I looled in to see if Levison is hera,” said Hazel-
dene, anaﬁnn? himself at the table. ' Quelchy is asking for
him, and is looking rather wild. If Levison can't be found,
he wants to sce you, Wharton.”

:* What does he want Levison for?”

‘I don't know : but I fancy our suspicious friend is booked
for & row, to judge by Quelch’s look. Levison has been in
all sorts of tantrums lately,” grinned Hazeldene. “1It's
that affair of the Chinee, you know. The fellows won't let
it rest, and Levison seems to be determined to go the wrong
way to work to stop it

Hinrry Wha-rtcindrmbuﬂ imm.the tah&a. N g

“1 suppose I’ tter po to Quelch,” he remarked,
" Where is he, Hazeldene?” '

“In his Etu&y. By the way, what's become of Levison?
He's not to be found.”

“He's Ej-?m cut."
* Then he'll get warmed when he comes in, I opine.”
Harry Wharton made his way to the study of the Remove

master. He found Mr. Queleh standing on the hearthrug,
fihh r}'.l;ﬁ back to the fire, locking ?Er%.r annoyed and dl’gﬂ-'
urbed,

The Form master looked at him with a clouded brow.

“Ha, 1t 13 you, Wharton! Whare i1a Levison?"’

Wharton involuntarily coloured. He knew that Levison
wae either at the Red Cow, or on the road home from it
But it was impossible to betray the reckless and foolish
fellow to the Ferm master,

“ He has gone out, sir,” said Harry.

Mr. Quelch made an angry gesture.

“(Fone out! At this hﬂﬂ-ﬁ“

“1 think—I mean I know ho has a pass, sir.”

“Put he has no right to gé out. I gave him an imposi-
tion this morning, for a flagrant case of bullying o younger
boy,” said Mr. Quelch. * He had orders to bring it to me
by six o'clock. 1t is now half-past six, and you say he has
gone out."” .

“ He—he must have forgotten, sir,” faltered Harry.

“He will learn not to forget a Form master's orders,”
eaid Mr. Queleh, setfing his lips. *““ You may go, Wharton,
but look for Levison, and bring him to me the moment he
enters the house.”

And Harry Wharton left the study with a clouded face,
It was of course impossible for him to have concealed the
fact that Levison wae absent, when several juniors wera
looking for him and he could not be found. The hardy
recklessness of the boy in going out under such circumstances

Tﬁ%ﬁ? .
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aemazed Harry. It looked as if Levison was deliberately
locking for trouble in a quarter whera trouble would be
mest serious for him. . :

Wharton did not return to his study. As captain of the
Remove, he sometimes had duties to perform thet were
distasteful enough to him, and the present wae one of them.
He waited downstairs for Levison, having no choice but to
do so, and to conduct the delinquent to Mr. Quelch's
presence as soon as he came in.

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Levison Takes His Grael,

ARRY WHARTON had not long to wait. About ten
minutes later Ernest Levison came in, looking tired
and oold. The mud and wet clung to his boots and
trousers, and snow was thick on his oap and ceat.

He shook himself as he ground his boots on the mat, and
glonced at Wharton with a surly oxpression. [is walk to
the village had not been a pleasant one in the bitter
December evening. . .

Wharton felt awkward enough in the position he found
himeelf in, but there was no kelp for it. He went directly
towards Levison. ko

:;M-r. Quelch has been inguiring for you, Levison,”” he
said,

“ Has he?’ said Levieon sourly.
told him where 1 was?’

“T told him nothing, except that you had gone out; and
he knew that. He zays I am to take you straight to his
study the moment you come in." i

Levison chuckled, and indicated a parcel under s arm.

“ Precioua row there would be if 1 took this into Quelch’s
study,” he said. **I must nip upstairs a minute first.”

Wharton looked uncomfortable. )

“It can’t be done, Levison. I had etrict orders from
Mr. Queleh, and he might see you go up from his study
door. You must come at once. ] 3

“Don't be a fool! Do you know what I've got in this
parcel 1

“1 can guess.””

Y Well, vou know I can’t take it into Quelch’s study, then.
There's «a bottle of whisky and & box of cigarettes. Don't

bo a fool!” -

Wharton hesitated. As it happened, Mr. Quelch’s door
was open, and it commanded a view of a part of the big
staireaza. If he happened to be glancing in that direction,
he would ses the boy go up, and would know that Wharton
had disobeyed him.

“It's impossible, Levizon.
said at laat.

Loavizon gritted his teeth. !
h” I ece your game; you want fo ruin me, and you
think "

“Don’t be a fool!" said Wharton sharply. I don't
know what to de. It's your own fault for going there, and
I warned vou beforchand. You've no right to shunt the
responsibility upon me now.” :

“You know Jolly well I shall be expelled if I take theso
things into Mr. Quelch's room. Leok here, I'll tell you
what. You take the parcel, and put it inte Carberry's
study, and I'll go in to Quelch.”

Wharton started back. ]

“What! Take those flthy things 4o Carberry, and maks
myself a party to——"" )

“ Very well,” said Levison, clenching his teeth, © I'll take
them in to Quelch, and you can have the pleasure of getfing
me expelled. I'll remember this”

“ (Five it to me,” said Hoarry heavily.

What elso could he do? Levison spoke the truth. Tt was
expulsion, and nothing less, to be discovered in posscssion
of the smokes and intoxicants. The punishment would not
be undeserved. But Wharton could not make up his mind
to let the junior mceet the fate he had deliberately zisked
against repeated warnings. ] L

He took the parcel Levison handed to him, and the Iium-ur,
with a sacaring smile upon his face, walked down the Hagged
passage to Mr. Quelch’s study . :

Harry, with a heavy heart, went upstaira, He had said
that he would take the things to Carberry's study, and ha
did so. The study was dark and empiy; Carberry and his
Eriends were not vet there. The feed was, in fact, fixed for
cight o'clock, when the prefect’s evening duties would be
aver nnlil ha!lf-pa.st nine, when he had fo put out lights for
the Remove. .

Levison walked down to Mr. Quelch’s study with almest a
jaunty air, tapped at the open door, and entered. The stern
cyes of the Form master fixed themsclves upon him,

50 you have come back, Levisoni”

" Yesz, air.”

“And I suppose you

You can’t go upstairs,” he
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" Where hoave you been?

“ Friardale, air.”

" And for what purpose®’

" I've been to Harvey's, sir, to select o mew foothall,”
said Levison, with perfect calmness, The dic came trippingiy
enough to his lips,

Mr. Quelch gave hun & searching glance. It seemed that
some vague suspicion was in the Remove master's mind.
Bq!:TI!;gwﬂ_-nn m&? the glance w;hh pmrfﬂci:l: nnncfhalmme.

153 15 surely a cirange time to choose for going to
Harvey's about a fmthalﬂEL:wimn.” i

“I had a pass out of bounds, sir.”

“Who gave you the passi”

" Carberry, of the Sixth, sir.’

" l"j:i.' or the purpose of selecting a new football at Harvey's ™

es, sir,

" And you effirm that thet is why you went to the village??

" Yes, sir. I like o walk in the snow ; it freshens one up.”

“ 1 should write a note to Mr. Harvey, and ask his corro-
boration of your smtumnnt;" said Mr. Quelch sternly; and
Levison turned white. ““But I cannot bring myself to
express in Enhhc doubt of & Greyfriars boy's word.”
nﬂ!;en'lmn. reathed again. His eyes were on the carpet
cei hope you have irld me the truth,” said Mr. Quelch.

With your visit to Friardale, then, I shall not deal, but
I ehall speak to Carberry on the subject. What T have to
remind you of ie that you had an imposition to bring to mo
:it sg:;:,n{:lwlt, It is pow mnear seven. Where is the Lnposi-

11

“I—I haven't written it, ir.”

“ You preferred to go out—to seleck 4 new foothall ab
Harvey's!" said Mr, Quelch, in a tonn of surcasm.

vison was silent,

“Did you forget it, Levison?™

* No, sit,” satd Levison sullenly,

Mr. Queleh torned pink.

“If you had forgotten it, Levison,” he said sternly, 1
should have caned you for your negligence; but you tell
me that you did not forget. Am I to understand that vou
have deliberately disregarded my orders?

" I—I haven't had time to wrife it, sir.”

" This is mere trifiing. You have gone out, instead of
doing the task I eet you—a task which was only a light
punishment for the fault you were guilty of, 1 do not
gquite understand you, Levison, ¥ou have frequently becn
guilty of impertinence, and more freguently of egging on
weaker boys to be impertinent. Of late your whole character
seeis to have taken a turn for the worse, Under the cir-
cumstances, I must conclude that gentle usage has encouraged
you, and I have no alternative but to administer o severe
punishment. Hold out your hand.”

Mr. Quelch took up a cane. Levison hesitated for a
moment, but the stern glance of the Form master compelled
obedience,

He held out hie hand, and reccived a stroke that made
him tingle with pain from head to foot. His eyes blazed,
and his face went white, but he uttered no ery.” The reck-
iess, obstinate nature of the boy came out in full force now.

Five more cuts he received, each as hard and stinging as
the first, but not a scund escaped hiz dipe. But for the
drawn, strained look about his lips, and the blaze in his
eves, he might have been a statue standing there, under the
blows of the cane, so little did he give a sign of suffering.

Mr, Quelch looked hard at him, and lid down the cane.

“ You may go, Levison.”

Without & word Levison left the study., He closed the
door hard—very like n slam. Mr, Que!cﬁ started, and his
eves sparklod, and the words rose to his lips to ¢all the
juntor back, It was an act of intentional diercepect, and
Mr. Quelch was not the master to forgive it, as a rule. Buat
he did not call Levison back. The junior’s punizshment had
already been severe, and the Romove master let him go,

vison paunsed in the passage, uncontrollable hate and
rage welling up in his breast. He pressed his hands under
hie armis to assuage the pain, bot the relief was very little.
The strokes bad been laid on with a strong hand, and the
pain was aching and tingling throogh all the junior’s nerves.

“Oh!Y muttercd Taovison, ORI

ITe went slowly down the passage. His white, drawn face
attracled glances from several fellows he paseed, and ono
or two of them stopped to inquire what was the matter,

Levison did not answer them ; he did not even hear them,
He went straight to the Remove dormitory, where he knew
he would be able to cscupe observation. There alone he
could expeot lo find solitude.

In the long, lofty, shadowy room the wretched junior
flung himsell upon his bed, and no longer fearing observa-
tion, the hard-held tears burst out in a passionate flood.

There was a step in the darkness, and Levisen started up.

“Who's there?”

TJEEBAY
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** Don’t be alarmed,” said a quiet voice, *' it’s I—Wharton.”
""8o you have followed mel” enid Levison savagely.
MYmt?”want fo triumph over me. Can’t you leave me
alone

“I wanted o sea if T could do anything for you. Levls
son, old ehap, do be reasomable. I—"'

“Tf you want to do anything for me, get out, and leave
me alone.”

H YVery well .

Harry Wharton left the room. Levison remeained alone;
sitting on the bed in the darkness, hiz burning eyes glimmer.
ing in the shadows, and haired and anger and all nijs
charitableness running riot in hie breast,

i
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YHE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Little Conviviallty (?)
= OU'LL never get your prep. done,” sard Nugent,
Harry Whﬁ?tﬂiﬂm}dded without epeaking, and sat
down in the study at the table. The other juniors
_wore l“:lgrel-m'ig: theough with their work, but Harry
found it hard to concentrate his attention upon it. Bob
C'fnirrr looked at him curicusly once or twice, and at Jast
spoke,

** Whera have you been all this time, Harry ¥

Wharton explained. A glimmering of fun came into Bob
Cherry’s ayes at the mention of the packet placed in Car-
berry’s atudy.

* Rotten Tow cad I’ he said.
but Carberry iz a blackguard,
Faney a bottle of whisky 1™

** The fools!"’ said Nugent. " They'll start drinkivg whisky
and waler in the study, and smoking, and pretend they like
it; and there 13n't one of them that wouldn't rather have o
stick of toffee if he only told the truth.” .

* True encugh. I say, it would be rather a jole to doctor
that stuff,” said Bol Cherry. ' 1'm thinking of paying e
visit to Carberry’s study.” :

“What's the whoeze?"

"“Well, if the precious party aren’t there yet, I think I
may be able to work up some comical efects,” prinned Bob
Cherry.  ** Don’t you {ellows come; I can manape alone, and
a crowd would attract attention.”

And Bob Cherry lefs the study.

Ha hastened at once te Carberry’s guarters, anxious lest
the prefect should have returned there, and so spoiled hia
intended joke. But the study was still dark and unoccupied.

It was dangerous for a junior to venture into a Bixth Form
study without permission—especially Carberry’s study. Dot
Bob did not hesitate,. He went in, and closed the door, and
lighted thoe gas, turning it just high enough for a light.

Vharton had placed the obnoxious packet on the table,
and it etill lay there. To untie the string eod open 1t was
the work of o momaent,

A bottle of whisly and o box of cigareifes were dizcloged.
Bob opened the box and found it nearly full of gold-tipped
cigarottes.

“ My aunt ! murmured Bob Cherry. * Thai's one way
to get rid of one’s tin! Such extravagance c:ug}at to bao
nipped in the bud, and it’s the duty of a good junior to
sre that his elders are stopped on the downward path., Good
little boys in books are alwaye preaching to their elders and
telling their parents how to behave; and now I'm going to be
very good. It will be a little surprise for Carberry, too, and
I hke preparing little surprizses for my kind prefocts.”

There was & g of wniﬂr-cuutuiniug flowera at the window,
and it did not take Bob Cherry long to dip the ends of the
cigrarettes In the water, wetting them a third of their length,
s that it would be impossible to light them,

Then he wiped them dey on his handkerchief, and restored
them to the hox. The tobacco, of course, remainced wet, and
waould never light, if whele boxes of matehes were expended
for the purposo Wi g .

Then the humorous junior tourned his atiention to the
bottle of whisky.

The seal had already been broken, and the cork drawn,
and DBob neled that the bottie was anly threc-guariers
full. Doubtless even Carberry apd iz precious friends did
not want a whole bottle for their convivial meeting, and Mr
Jolliffe, of the Red Cow, had sent the gquantity ordered in an
ald botile, for convenience of carriage Bob Cherry opened
the bottle, and poured half the contents into the jug of water
with the flowers. Then he added an amount of liguid sufh-
eient to restore the liguor to its former guantity. DBut it
was not water that he added. He uscd several ingredicnts,
as they came handy; among othera cvcle lubricating woil,
oum, and paraffin,

[ think that will do,"” murmured Bob, as he recorked the
hottle, and he procceded to tie up the parcel as he had
found it.

“Levicon is a reckleas fool,
He ought to be expalled]
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Ho had Rist finished, and was putting up his hand to
turn out the ges, when there was a sound of footsteps out-
pide the study door.

# Have we ara!" said the voice of Hacker, ome of Car-
barry's intimates.

_Bob Cherry turned out the gas instantly, and drew to the
bids of the door. He hopsd to be able to slip out as the
genlors entered.

rberry throw open the door.

“ Bleased if I didn't think I saw HEH: under the door!"
bo exclaimed. “I—— Hallo! What's that?”

“That " was Bob Cherry trying 1o slip out of the study.
He whisked past the surprised Carberry, and bolted; but
Datchett, of the Sixth, was & pace or two behind the others,
ard he put out his hand and caught the junior by the collar.

* Hold him!" exclaimed Carberry furiously.

" I've got him,™ gaid Datchett. * Is it your fag®

“No. It's ome of those Remove brats—Cherry, I think.
H{&f}lbhtx;‘ whila I g;l: a light.” ; i b Datos 4

‘herry was dragged into the study by Datchett an
Hackor, while Carberry lighted the gas.
The prefect turned a glinting eye upon the junior
:: 20 1t is you, Cherry,” said Carberry. “ I thought so.”
Yes, I think so,” assented Bob, with unshaken coolnoss,
" Will you kindly take your paws off my collar, Datchett?
T'm not Iﬁartmular, but I bar having fellows’ paws on my
gollar. 1st's & clean collar—or was a minute ago.”

* ¥ Cheeky young whelp!™ eaid Datchett.

“Give him a hiding !" euggested Hacker.

Carberry gave s harsh laugh.

“ That's what I'm ﬁﬂing ta do. Lay him across the table,
while T get my cane.

“Ha, ha! Good!”

“Hold on," said Bob Cherry. * T might kick, you know,
and knock that parcel down, and bust your whisky-bottle.”

Carberry started.

““That young fool Levison! Fancy leaving the things
there!" he oxclaimed, catching sight of the parcel. * Any-
body might have come in—— Cherry, you brat, have you
been spying into that pareel?”

“ He's been drinkine !’ exclaimed Dafohett.
jolly stromp smell of whislky in the study !’

Ilob Cherry could not help grinning, There certainly was
8 decided arome from the whisky he had poured into the
flower-jug.

“1 suppose 30," sald Carberry. * I've often suspected
those brats in Study No. 1 of that eort of thing, E‘FP kecop
uphg.p?qut.x:a’ancﬂs so jolly well that there must be something

IrCh 1T,

“ Break his neck for him, then!™

Carberry hesitated. He would gladly have thrashed Dol
Cherry, but he [eared that the junior, if cxasperated, might
talk too much. The Removite was not likely to sneak to a
master, but he might spread the tale in his own Form; and
it would not be pleasant for Carberry to have half the
Remove come along the Sixth Form passage to pecp in
at his convivial meeting. . '

" Beiter let h.mnr go,” he said, after & pavse. * You ean
cat, Cherry; but if you say a word outside this room, I'll
skin you alive." ;

“ I shall say what I like, when I like, how 1 like, and to
whom I like,” snid Bob Gj';erry independently, as he shoole
himself free. ™ You know jolly well I sha'n't sneak, you pig.
It would serve vou right if I did, thongh. And you'd lick
me now if you dared; and you're a set of rotters, anyway.”

And Dok Cherry scuttled out of the study,

The three seniors looked st one another with rather sickly
expressions. ‘The junior's plain speaking, which so evidently
came from the heart, was not palatable 10 any of them, Car-
barré forced a laugh. )

“Checky young brat!” he said. “T'll take it out of him
an?tllr:{-.r time. Close the door, Datchy, and we'll get the stuff
cuk.

" Right »ou are, old man!”

Datechett clozed the door and locked it, and Hacker stirred
the fire to a cheerful blaze. Carberry opened the pareel, and
took out the bottle of whisky and the box of cigarettes, He
set a kettla on the fire, and produced a couple of lemona, a
basin of sugar, knife, spoons, and glasses from his cupboard.
Three chairs were drawn up reund the fire, and the whola
scene certainly looked very cosy.

There was not one of them who would not have preferred
lemonade or coffee, and each in his heart knew it perfectly
well, but they would have died rather thun admit it. Hacker
and Datchett kept up o look of eager anticipation as Car-
berry uncorked the bottle. Hacker sliced the lemons, and
the scent of them neutralised the smell of the whisky, which
was unpleasant to them, in spite of their cluborate sniffs of
appreciation, :

“Jolly good stufl,” said Carberry, “ Puts life into vou.
It's just what vou want on a cold night like this. Wingate
takes a trot round the Close to warm his feet; let him if
bo likea. I prefer thig stuff.”

ﬂ.ré%}é Y:

“ Thore's a
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“ Yea, rather!" )

“You'll find the smokes good, too—real Turkish, and gold-
tipped."”

“ Ripping 1" said Hacker. _ : 2 s

They would have preferred the mildest of mild Virginia,
but nothing would have induced them to say so.

The glassce wers filled, with whisky and water and lemon,
and the three absurd young donkeys scttled down to pre-
tend to enjoy themselves.

“ Here's to youl!" said Hacker.

They clinked their glasses, and drank—and then thers was
& yell in the study, E-:r'l‘!ilc-we-tf by the crash of three glasses on
the floor,

1 Gw L

1] Dh IT!

“ Qooch 1™ 3

Carbarry franticslly spat into the fire. Hacker stuffed his
hagdkerg};éef into his mouth. Datchett aputtered and choked
and gasped.

“(fall that whisky!” panted Datchett  “ If that's your
idea of a joke, Carberry, it's the Isst time I'll ever enter
your study."”

“ I"'m poisoned " moaned Hacker. :

“You fool!” snarled Carberry. “Can't you see I'm
poisoned myseclf as much as you are. BSomebody has been
doctoring the atuff,”

“* Gr-r-r-r-oo-0-0-oh I'*

# J—I—T feel sick.”

A ““ It must be & joke of Joliffe’s, or one of the fellows at the
ow.'

““ What about that brat we found in here?"

Carberry uttered a fierce exclamation

“Cherry! Of course—it was he! That's what ha_wos
doing here! That's why there was a emell of whisky! Ho'd
been doctoring it!" 3

“ What—what Jdid ke put in #t? I—T feel an if I were
going to die!” moaned Hacker. ; : 7

“Oh, don't be an ass! It tasted like oil to me.

It was like paraffin to me."

“ Yea, there was paraffin, too. It's not dangerous, and you
didn’t swallow enough to hurt you, anyway. But—but that
young villain—=—"

“ Tl smash him——""

“ Let's go and collar himm——"" )

“Hold on! We don't want to start & row, and have It
blabbed all over the coll, that we had a bottle of whisky here.
I'll take it out of him later. I'm sorry this has happened,
you chaps,"” ssid Carberry, remembering that he was the
host, " Never mind; I've got somo lemonade in the cup-
board, and we can drink that with the smokes. The smokes
are riEping!“ )

* That's all right, old fellow !"

The lemonade was forthecoming, and, as a matter of fact,
the convivial party, upon reflection, were not sorry for the
substitution. The smokes wers handed round, and the three
essayed to light them. s

Carberry struck matech after match, but his cigarstio
would not light. .

“ Bomething wrong with that!™ he muttered, throwing
it angrily in the fire, and taking another from the box.

# Mine won't light, either!" grunted Hacker. " It seoms
to me to be damp.  Careless of Jolliffe to let his smokes
gat damp.™ ) ‘

2 ‘L:ﬂinc’s damp, I thinlk,” said Datchett,
Ig, '_1!li

The three Sixth-Formers took fresn cigavettes, buat the
sane difficulty recurred. They would noet light.

“DBlessed 1f I can understand it!" said Carberry
savagely., His little party was a decided frost, and Hacler
and Datchett were looking very discontented. *'I've tried
four of them, and they won't light !

“They seem damp,” said Hacker thoughtfully, foeling
over the cigarettes in the box. *  Why, look here, iho
botrom of the box is qluim wet !

Crarberry gave a vell

" That young svoundrel again!”

" What do you mean?’ eried Hacker.

“Why, he's been playing tricka on the smokes, ton!
They've been dipped in water!" said Carberry, almost
raving with rage.

“ My hat! 8o they have!”

*The young villain!"

g Carberry, with an oath, hurled the cigarettes into Lhe
re.

“I'll make that young scoundrel wriggle for this!" he
exclaimed savagely. ** Let him wait till after lights out
to-night, that's all! I'll go into the Remove dormitory
with a cane, and give him such a hiding that he won't ba
able to crawl!™

And the unconvivial party broke up.

“It won't

T

A Tal r'H Wharton &
By FRANK RIcHARDS Co
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THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Beb Cherry's Little Scheme,

EVISON did not show himself in the common-room
ihat evening, and his absence led to many jocular
remarks. Bulstrode suggested that he was off
following up o trail in search of ancther mare's nest;

s sugpestion that was received with loud laughter. Ogilvy
waa © inion that he was hanging round the letter-rack
looking for a chance to read somebody’s posteards. All
E_{-rtsncﬁ‘ suggestions were made, and when the Remove lined
up to go to bed, and Levison took his place in the ranks,
there were some whispeted inquiries as to the progress of
his supposed new case. .

Levison made no reply to the humorous gquerief of his
Form-fellows. Ha never could bear rxidicule, and the
knowledge thaet he had fairly earned it did not make it
any the more palstable,

f‘hera were gome fellows whe did not join ig the genmeral
chipping, among tham being the chums of Study Neoo 1,
Wun Lung the Chinee, and Mark ILinley, the new boy.
The latter, indeed, felt sorry for Levison. Levicon's absurd
cenduct towards the Chinese junior had taken place before
Mark came to Greyfriars, but he had heard all about it
azd he was keen enough to see how ilhe sensitive lad
wr:thed under his outward mask of indifference.

Mark Linley’s sympathy, however, was worth little to
Levison, for Mark himself was to a great extent avoided
by the Form. Bince he had thrached Bulstirode the lad
fromm Lancashire hed no open “ragging” to fear, but the
prejudice against him was still strong in eomo guarters,
But the chipping of Ernest Levison had taken the genecral
etzention off Linley ever since Billy Bunter had blurted
out the story of Levizon's blunder,

Levieon said no word in reply to the joke: he was
8 spiled with, only his eyves burned.

The Removitea went to bed, and Carberry came to see
lzhts cut. The prefect’s eyes were gleaming as he glanced
a* Bob Cherry.

" Anything wrong, Carberry?’ asked Bob, with claborate
INIHOCenCo. ;

**Oh, no, Cherry,” said Carberry. " Quite the reverse,”

And he turned dut the lights, and quitted the room with-
out aying ‘* good-might I

A couple of minutes later Bob Cherry skipped out of bed
ail lighted his candle.

“Who's game for g lark?’ he demanded.

Larks in the junmior dormiteries were common encugh
rfter lights out, and at Cherry's words half the
Remove eat up in bed. Bulstrode growled. Bulstrode was
the bully of tfne Form, and hia recent licking at the hands
of Mark Linley hod not improved his temper. He made it
o point to growl and assall any suggestion made by
another boy, end frequently would take n plan cut of the
hands of weaker bovs, adopt it os his own, and carry it
out amid general admiration, after bullying or cuffing the
l:r!'ig_innt-crr of the idea in order to put down any possible
rivalry,

* Oh, shut up!"” he said. '‘Let's go to sleep?’

“"You can go to ﬂlenp if vou like, beast,”’ said Bob
Cherry cheerfully. “'We're going to have a lark. What
miice o pillow-fight "'

“Good ! snid a dozen vaices.

“(h, rats!" seid Bulstrode, eitting up in bed, " We've

had enmough pillow-fights, goodness knows! Why can’t you
think of zomething wew "
Cherry looked reflective,

*Well, anything for =a quiet life,”” he remarked.
“Buppoee we have a race up the dorm., jumping over the
beds—or, better &till, from bed to bed

“You'll bust the beds, you ass!”

“HRata! I suppose it doesn't matier if we bust a bed or
two. They'ra not our beds,* ke hal

s e

“"Hea, ha!" cackled two or three
race, then!"

* Well, if you bust my bed T jolly well warn you that I
::.haF] gleap in yours, that's all,”" said Bulstrode threaten-
gly.

" Oh, don’t be a pig, old chap. Are you ready?”
uniors were soon ready. It was a chilly night, and

“Come on!

most of them were cold on going to bed. Bleep was not

possible till the limbs were warm, and so a race up and
down the dermitory was just the thing to appeal to the
youngsters. It would set the blood flowing freely, and was
a quicker and healthier way to get to eleep than by lying
in bed waiting for warmth to acoumulate. ]

The juniors, in nighishirts and pyjamas—the laiter having
the advantage—were soon recdy for the race. Bob Cherry
Jed off. He sprang upon the end bed, and leaped to the
next, and one after another the juniors followed suit.

Billy Bunter sat up in his bed in alarnn,

“I sawy, you fellows, I'd rather you went Fgumi my h&d.
if you don’t mind,"” he exclaimed, I don't want to get
up, you know, but I can’t have you jumping on me.'”

et out of bed, Dunter!”

“I'm very sorry, but I ean"t—— Owl”

Bob Cherry landed on thé bed within an inch of Bunter,
and the shock nearly threw the fat junior out. Bulstrode
eame next, and he purpossly trod on’ Bunter, and the Dwl
gave a gqueak of pain,

“You beastly bully!” muttered Nugent, who came next.

But the fat junior had taken warning, and he had
agquirmed prompily out of bed, and gained a safer place.

The race went on, the length of the dormitory. The
Jdistance between the beds was considerable, and & m@l
leap was required to ecarry a lad from one to another.
There were suppressed shouts of laughter when a junior
full short, and rolled over on the hard floor. o

The beds, too, groaned and ereaked when the juniors
londed on them. Bob Cherry, whenever he Janded on
Bulstrode’s bed, seemed to eome down with speecial force,
and that bed had more to stand than any of the others.

The inevitable happened at last.

There was a terrific crash as Bob Cherry came down on
Bulstrode’s bed for the sixth time, and 2 yell from Bob.

LUrazh!

The bed went right through, and Dob Cherry disappearcd
in a maz2s of bedelothes, nnd twoe or three other juniors,
un{ai,lﬁle to stop themselves, rolled over him on the wrecked
bod,

COWYT rpared Tlob Cherry. “Ow! Gerrof me meck!”

“(h, murther!” howled Micky Desmond. " It's broke
up I am intirely !’

*Oocooh! The brohefulnees iz terrifie!™

*Me blokec—me hlokee to piceee ! moaned Wun Lung,
as he rolled off the bed to the floor, and gasped for breath.
“Ale velly much blokee!™

**Ha, ha, ha!" roared the rest of the Remave.

Wharton and Linley dragged Bob Cherry from the
wiecked bed. It was a wreck, and no mistake!

Bulstrode came up with & threatening brow.

“I'm going to have vour bed, Cherry,” he &aid
agaressively.

* That's only fair,” eaid Hazeldene, .

“1 don’t eare whether it's fair or not. I'm going to
have Cherry's bed to-night,” snid the bully of the Remove.

“But what am I going te do?” asked Bob Cherry, with
unusunl meekness, and a2 lurking ghimmer of fun in his
eyes that Bolst rode did net sce,

“Bleep on the floor, for all T care!” retorted Bulstroda.
“All T know is, I'm jolly well going to have your bed,
that’s all!"

“Tou'd better not.”

" Who's going to stop mei" .
“Well, I dare say I could stop vou if I tried,’’ said Bob
Cherry. ™ But rou can have the bed if you like”

“I'm jolly well going to, whether you like it or not!”

Bulstrode’s manner was very hard for anybody to bear
and Harry Wharton's eyes wore beginning to gleam, and
MNugent clenched his hende. But Bob Cherry took it all

with amazing urbanity.

* Very well,” he said. * Don't forget that I warned you
vou'd better not have that bed. But if you ineist,
Bulstrode, there’s an end of the matter.”

Bulstrode grunted, and went to Bob's bed to turn in,
Tha noize haﬁ bren toa great to continue, and the Remove
went quiekly to bed, anxious lest eomo alert prefect should
have heard the ¢rash, and should come nlong to investigate.
Bob Cherry cocked his oye thoughtfully 2t the broken
bed. It certamnly did not look very inviting.

“My hat! A fellow ean't sleep there!”” he cxclaimed,
“ 1 say, Bulstrode, can I have half that bed with youi”

' No, you ecan't!” grunted Bulstrode, turning over.

“1 sha™n't take up wuch room, you know

“You're not coming in here!™

“{Coma in here, b," said Harry Wharton, making
rOOn.

And Bob Cherry blew out his eandle, and came over to
his chum’s bed, grinning in the darkness.

“ What's the little game, Bob!” demanded Harry, as the
junior shipped into hie bed. " What are you knuckling
under to that beastly bully for"
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Harry Wharton sprang Inio the room, and with a blow of his fist dashed the glags from Levison 8 bhand, ‘
betore he had taken more than a mouthful of #he lquor.

SRR - E———

“Oh, he's entitled to my bed, ae I busted his.”

“*But he 1sn’t entitled to bully you, and—"

"}'.]'h, that's sl right*,tl dﬂn’t]x;:tilnd." ——

71 za you've got some little game on,’ sai Arry.

Bob {glmr nhucklu%l_ 5 ? ¥

“1 warned Bulstrode that he'd better not sleep in that
bed,” he murmured. ‘' He disrégarded my warning. It's
kis own lock-out what happens.”

And Bob Cherry turhed over to go to sleep,

o

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rather Rough on Bulstrode.

it H
0 There was & sudden rear in the Remove dormitory.
It was half-past ten, and every junior in the
long, lofty room was sleeping soundly, when all of
a eudden a fearful yell awoke the echoes. It was followed
by another and another, and the sound of a cane thrashing
upon bedelothes and the form under them,

“(h, ch, oh! Help!"

It was Bulstrode whoe was velling.

The Remove, startled out of their slumber, sat up in
blank amazement in bed, ecalling to one another to learn
what the matter was.

“Oh, oh, oh!”

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

** There, you gmng whelp, that will teach you to play
tricks in miy study ™

It was the voice of Carberry, the prefect.

“Oh!’ wvelled Bulstrode, in anguish and
“0Oh! Owl”

Thwack—thwack—thwack!

“ What on earth’s the matter?” exciaimed Harry Whar-
ton. springing out of bed. ‘' What is it therel”

HO0w—ow—ow 1™

Thwack—thwack—thwacl ! :

“It's all right,” murmured Bob Cherrs. * 1 warnaed Bul-
strode that it would be better for him not to have my bed,
hut he wouldn't take an? notiea.”

“ There, vou voung eweep, that will teach you!" came
the voice of Carberry again, The bully of the Sixth was
panting for breath.

A light gleamed out in the dormitory. Nugent had
lighted a candle, and at the same time Desmond lighted a
bicyele lantern. Tho light showed the Sixth-Form hully
starding over Bulstrode’s bed with o cane in his hand, pant-
ing from his exertions.

Bulstrode was writhing in the bedelothes, hia face red, and
his eves néarly starting out of his head. He was as amazed
ts hurt—and he was very considerably hurt.

“What does this mean, Corberry?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton fiercely. ' What do you mcan by coming in here
at this time of the night, and—"

The prefect scowled savapely at him

*1 came in here to give that raecal Cherry a lesson.
—why--it=-if 150't rry! This i his bedl"

amazement.

Why
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“Of course it 1an't Cherry!"” howled Ddlstrode, * It's
e,

“ Buistrode! What are you doing in Cherry's bed?
Yhere 18 Cherry?™

“Here I am,” said Bob Cherry coolly. He had slipped
out of bed, and picked up the jug of water from his wash-
gtand. “ Come on, old chap, if you want a wash!”

Carberry, red with rage, started towards him; but Bob
held the jug ready, and his intention to send the contents
over the i:u]l_r was 30 plain that Carberry halted in time.
He dudn't want a drenching in icy water on that freezing
Decomber night.

" ¥You—you young rat!
knew I was coming, then
Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ Bulstrode insisted on having my bed,” he remarked.
“I didn't want to fight him over it, and 1 thought you
might be coming. Are you hurt, Bulstrode?™

“ Oh—oh—oh!" moaned the Remove ball

“Wall, I warned you not to have my

“Oh—oh—oh! Ow!'’

“It's like your cheek to come here like this, Carberry!™
snid Harvy Wharton, his eves flashing. ™ If it had been Bob
Cherey in that bed. we'd have given you a hiding before
you got out, prefect or mo prefect. Now get ont!’

Carberry glared st the junior. He did not like to take
orders from the Lower Fourth boy, but the eapect of the
Remove was threatening.

“Out you go!” said Bob Cherry. *No dogs or Sixth-
Formers admitted here! I give you tweo seconds before I
chuck this water at you!"

“You yvounz scoundrel—""

“ (e _r"-'?

“I'll tan your hide—"

“Two !

“I'Nl—— Ow—ow—oaoococh!"

Bob Cherry had kept hie word. The water from the jog
gewished over Carberry, and drenched him to the skin. The
prefect gave a horrified gasp, and stagrered back, and then,
Ell’rh B face hile o demon, be Aung himself forward at Bob

1eTTY.

But Harry Wharton sprang npon him and dragged him
!'m‘::k, and then Nugent an mond and Mark Linley
joined in, and the prefect went over on the floor. _

The bomp he gave rang through the house. He struggled
up furiously, bat the Removites clung to him, and more and
more of the juniars piled on him, clinging to him hike eats,
tili Carberry had 2 dozen assailante to contend with, and
gank to the floor agais under their weight.

Then Bulstrode, mﬂinf an opportunity of getting a little
of his own back, jumped out of bed, and wrenched the cane
from Carberry's i‘m-n , and commenesd to lash the legs of
the bully—the only parts of him that could be secn from
under the sprawling heap of juniors.

The yells of Carberry rang far and wide. A light gleamed
in at 1he door, and the stern face of Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, looked in.

He had been going up to bed when he heard the ferrific
din preeeeding from the Remove dormitory, and he had at
onee hurried 1o eee what was the maitter.

HBovws!" he exclaimed.

At the Form master's voiee the senflle immediztely ceazed.
The Removifes bolted back to bed like rabbits to their
burrows, and in a marvellously short apace of time Carberry
was left alone. sprawling dizezily on the floor.

_ " Carberry! ]]::. that Carberry?" exclatmed Mr. Quelch,
:n"aYm&.zEmen!. i sed Carbe P
©e-o8, Sir! & inrberry, gelting u

“What doea thiagdr-:im.- mean? ™ e B

“Those young villaing——""

“ Those young what? How dare you use such an expres-
sion, Carberry?’

“T--T mean those young rascals atbacked me!" gasped
Carberry. * They set on to me, ae vou sea, gir!'"”

“What are you doing in tho dormitory at thiz hour of the
night? " asleed the Form maoster eoldiv.

“I—I camwe to -::haaljiya Cherry for—for an act of imper-

tinence, and—snd—'

* At this honr? I hardly understand this, Carberry. You
were cartainly wrong to do anything of the kind, and T am
not surprised that fhe boya set upon ene who startled them
uat such a time of the night. This ie not the way to make
the office of prefect respected, Carberry. If I hear of any-
thing of the kind happening again, I shall consider whether
1o speak to Dr. Locke on the subject. Leave the dormitory
st onea ™

“ But, sir 24

“ Do vou hoar me, Carberry?”

And Cuarberry, gritting his teath, left the dormitory,
aching in every limb and wild with rage. Mr. Quelch gave
ona expressive plance along the row of beds, and then went
out and shut ihe door,

TLFE?I%R? -

You did this on purpesc. ¥You

Fir

"HOME FOR THE ROLIDAYS.”

THE ~BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

Trom the Remove came a long though suppressed chuckls,
Ther hﬂad ?Levar triumphed so zxgg'nallj' before over the bully
I th ixt
i What 8 brick Queloh is? " eaid Nugent, Ho know that
Carberry came here to bully, and so he was down on him.
He'as a brizk!" ]
And the dormitory unanimously agreed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mark Linley's Advice.

Iy

“ 7 e LLO there! *Skuse me—-
Harry Wharten looked round. The snow wod

fzllinz in the Close in the grim Decembor midday,
but ﬁarr; Wharton was tra,ng)ing round to get a
whiff of fresh air before dinner. red, fat faco wos
looking in between the barg of the gate, and & hand was
beckoning to hiut. _ E

Wharton's brow darkenod m little as he logked at the

erson who called. He koew him by sight, and knew that
¢ was the young man from tha Cow, in Friardale.
The voung man wore a loud chack overcoat and a bowler
hat tilted om one fide of his head, and had a straw between
his teeth, His nose was red with cold and with something
he had taken to keep out the cold, and his eyes were fishy,
He grinned with oily amiability at the disgusted Remorite.

“ "Gluse me!” he said, ““your name don’t 'appen to be
Levison, I suppose? ™

“ No, it dﬂznn"t'.” said Il'-arr;r shortly.

* Yon know Mister Levison?™

EE EE"E-” .

“Will you tell him that Ted wants to sea "im, or give

" him thiz note?'

Harry looked straight into the fishy eves of the young man
from the Red Cow. ’

“Wo, I von't!" he said:

&4 Eh?. ¥

“ Get out, or T'll enme out and kick you along the road!"

The yvoung man from the Red Cow was twice the size of
Harrr zﬂ'hn rton, bit ha had probably not half the atrength
and nerve of the sturdy, ¢lean-living schoclboy. He blinked
uncertainly at Harry, and ejaculated, * My word! ‘5[119:1
ke turned to go down the road, agsin exclaiming, “ My
word [ "'

“Hold on, Ted!™ 5 )

Levison’s voice rang ouf, and the junior came scudding
up to the gate. He gave i—Inrrg o leok of quick suspicion
and dialike, and held out his hand between tho bars.

“ Ja that a note for me, Ted?”

“Wes, sir,” snid the yourng man from the Red Cow.
Jolliffe, he——--"" .

““Bhut up! It's all right™ i

“*Opes as I ‘aen't let any cats outer the bag, Mister
Levison—"

“It's all right. Cet along”

* Right-ho ! said the young man from the Red Cow; and
he went down the road with a rollicking gait, slipping very
¢ften in the snow. Levison put the leiter in his pocket, and
losked at Harrv's anxious face with a sneer. .

“You couldn't tell me he wanted to seec me!" e anid
savagely. ;

“No, anid Harry directly. “I wouldn't have a hand in
anything of the sort. You've no right to have such acquaint-
anees, and vou know it.’’

“ Mind your own business, confound you 3

“Jt's any docent fellow’s business to keap out of helping
on an wequaintance like that!” said Harry ecornfully. * You
could see that the fellow was threa-quarters intoxicated.
Quppose a prefect had becn pear, and had heard him aslang
for you? ™ ‘

“Yeoa, he was a careloss fool. T suppose Jolliffe gave him
the nete to get it ko me, Imt didn't mean the dommy to
CD!!I_I\E to the gute like that,” muttered Levison, half to him-
ezl

“If o master had heard him, he would have faken the
note and read it." ] .

“ Bhoulin't wender! I shall spenk to Jolliffe about it
and I suppose yon are nob geing fo blub?" said Levison,
with a sneer. )

“1 don't know whether I cuzht not to," said Harry., 1t
scems that vou know this rotten cad Jolliffe pretty well"

Levison shrugged his shoulders. His visit to the Red Cow
on Carberry's business had been the first real step in his
aequaintance with Jolliffe. Since then the acguaintange had
ripened. The first visit had not been the last.

Only a few days had elapsed, but Levisom had goae a
pretty good distanes on the downward road—driven by his
own ohstinacy and recklessness, and the desire to flaunt Lis
independence in the face of one whom he believed to desire
to conrrol his actions. -

Ho pretended to'be indifferent to Harry's opinion, but, as

“Take yourself o !"

“ Me,

L

A Tale of Harpy Wharton & Co.
By FRAH]?F RICHARDS.



o maticr of fact, it was the desire to wound and taunt the
captain of the Remove which actuated him as much as any-
thing else.

“Levison! I you refllected a hittle—r--"

“Dor't preach to mel™ ]

“I'm net preaching!” exzclaimed Ilarry, reddening
pngrily. "'I'm talking plain senmse. If you reflected a bit
vou would see that thiz is rotten, low-down foolery, and
that 5t cen’t last, I know you've been to the Red Cow
several times lately, I haven't waiched yon in any way, but
I know it, Every fellow in the Remove knows it, and thess
thinge can't be hidden for long. It will come to the ears
of a.Pprefmt or a master before long; it muet.”

i -EI'I']H.]?S you will tell them."

“1 sha'n't tell them; u know that. 1 don't know
whether I oughf not to, though. If a fallow persists in
making a fool of himself, he coght to be stopped.”

“ Buppose you attend to your own affairs, and leave me
to manage mina!"™ sugppested Levieon, with o sneer.

“T don't like to eeoc & chap going to the doge. 1 supnose
that note means that you are geing down to the Red Cow
to-night. I'va more than half & mind te stop you.”

“You cooldn’t.” ]

“I could, but I can’t make up my mind to do it. I don’t
like the idea of telling, even for a good object; but if ever
it would bhe juatified, 1t's now."

“Oh, don't talk to me! I've had more than enough_ of
vou and your airs of supericrity!™ growled Levison., *‘ Let
me alone, to Eﬂ my own way, that's all 1 want,”

And he walked angrily away, ) i

Harry Wharton throst his hands deep into his pockets,
and strode towards the housze. He wae in a mood of painful
indecizion. Whatever he might say to Levison, it was im-
possible for kim to betray the reckless lad to the masters.
Yet to stand by while he went from bad to worse—how could
he do that?

He knew the kind of ecompany the boy met at the RHed
Cow. Ewven in a few dave the difference in Levizon had
beconte noticeable,

The bn:{' had had few friends, though his bitter tongus had
made fellows fear to be his encones. Buf many of the
Remove were now openly aveiding him. The master’s eve
was sternly upon him, ‘oo, On one occasion, a packet of
cigarettes had dropped out of Levison’s pocket in the class
room, in the full sight of Mr. Quelch, and had considerably
opened the master’'s eves. He had observed Levison's
slackness with his lessons, 25 Wharten had observed his slack-
ness out of doors. z 3

This open revelation of his bad habits explained matters.
The junior was severely ecaned, but that was the worat pos-
sible remedy to a boy of Levison's temperament. He had
the peculiar facolty of always sesing the wrong side of =
guestion, and obstinately sticking to an opimion against all
reason. Mr. Quelch smoked a pipe himself, and why
shouldn't his pupils smoke cigavettes if they wanted to? So
argned Levison, shutting his eyes to facts, and refusing to
see any differonce befween the pipe of a2 middle-aged man,
und the chesp and nasty cigarette of a growing boy. That
smoking spoiled hiz wind, and would stunt hiz growth if
persisted in, did not appeal to Levizon. Why shouldn’t he
risk it if he wanted to. was the way he chose to look at it

There were some fellows in the Bemove who agreed with
him, but they were naturally the worst class of the bovs—
slackers morally and physically—[ellowa who would have
dropped exhausted before half-time in a game of foontball,
and who were always at the bottom of the class in the Form-
room. The better sort of lads let Levison severely alone,
gnd, in fact, Harry was the only one who remained at all
intimate with bim, and he did that in epite of Levison's
continual insults, for the purposs of yet averting the boy's
ruin if de could. :

Harry, with his hot and passionzie tempeor, wos the last
fellow one would have expected to exercise such patience,
But Harry had learned a lesson at Grevfriars, and he had
not forgotten how o chum had stood by him not se long ago
and helped him to win a battle with himself,

Biut his influence over Levizon seemed to have fallen off
entirely. The bey secemed to take a kind of gnomish dehight
in outraging hiz opinione, and shocking hia feelings.

Harry met Mark Linley a few minutes after he had lelt
}lrllﬂ?jE-D]h The lad from Lancvashive stopped to speak to

1nt.
“I ear, Wharton——DBut never mind, if you're busy,” he
broke off, teeing the cloud on Harry's face. ' It can wait.”

But Harry stopped at ouce, : .

“It's all raght,” he said, Y I'm not deing anything now,
What ia it 7" . w .

“IY'a a passage in Xenophon,” eaid Mark ruefuliy.
“J—I almost wish the Porsians had scoffed up the Ten
Thousand, sometimes! It's a gshame to bother you, but you
geem to do theze shings so casily.”™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“"Tetz go and have o lock at 1k, he =ad.

And the two juniors walked away to Mark Linlex’s study,
which the Lancashire lad shared with Ruesell and Laey, and
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Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. Russell and Lacy were out,
but Wu:lls Lung was curled utgﬁiu the armchair before the
fire. He blinked sleepily at two English lads. Linley's
books were on the table, but he hesitated before he settled
down to them ! ;
“VWau were bothered about something when I met you in
the quad,’” he ssid. * You've often looked bothered lately—
excuse my remarking on it. It seems absurd for a lellow
like me to offer to help you, but if there was anything 1

could do—0""
“ [#'s pothing,” said Wharton, * Thank you all the zame.
Yet—'* He paused a moment. ** You are a sensible chap,

Linley, and vou must have seen more of life than we fellows
At sc?:gml, an:':l 1 shouldn’t wonder if you could advise me.”

Wun Lung glided noiselessly from the room. Theré waa a

reat deal of delieaey about the little Chinee, The juniors
%u-rd‘-! noticed him go. ‘ .

* If's not about myself," said Wharton, a ]1tt}9 abruptly.
“ Pt vou must have notieed that chap Leviscn.

Mark nodded. i

“He hasn't treated you very well, I know, Linley—he wos
one of the sat who 5id:1ed with Bulstrode to rag you; but he
wasn’t as as Bulstrode. He isn’t a bad mrt,!-:-nly he
seems to have a kind of impichness about him. He's alweys
doing ill-natured tlm‘.tg}l and vet he has often owned up and
taken a licking when he has got another chap ihto trouble.
He's got his good side, though he doesn’t keep it uppermost,
He's laken the chipping he's had Jately very much to heart,
and he's quurrelled with me because 1 stopped him ragging
a fag who had cheeked him. I had to stop him, but—but
now he looks on me a3 an enemy.” Harry laughed a little
constrainedly. * Tt was through Carberry that he came to
be mixed up with the Red Cow people; but he sceme ta bo
gaing very strong there on his own. He's got a fancy nfo
his head that we are all down on him, and, as a matter of
fact, since ke took to pub-hounting, most of the decont E1]":E.ITI?._
Em? -]'.Igﬁl a wide berth. What would you do in my piace,

inley?

The Lancashire lad looked very thoughtiul. &

“That's & difficult question to answer,” he said. "Ik
would be easy enough to suy * Let hiin alene,” but you want
to help him.  I've seen too much of the evils of drink in my
early life to sparc any trouble to keep a fellow fram going
that wav. Levison i3 teo cool-headed ever to become a
drunkard, T should say; but you never know what this kind
of thing will Jead to. They will make him drink a2t the
Red Cow, and 1 haven’t much doubt that he playe cards for
mouey there, and bets on horses, and that kind of thing,
peor wretch! Ha happens to have plenty of money, and 1t
iz worth Jolliffe's while to fleece him. You conld stop h}m
by telling a prefect, but you can’t dn that, I suppose you've
argned with him ¥’

* Yes, rather!”

“ And what does he say ™ .

““Heo tells ma to mind my own business," eaid Harry, red-
dening. 1 dare say you worndder why I trouble about him
after that. But—bit I can’f let him go, somehow. It isn't
as if he was all bad. ¥e has his good points, a8 I've said.

Linley wrinkled his brows in thought. s

“] ¢an only say stick to it he said at lsst. * You're
doing right in trying to save him, that's certain, and so sit
tight-, and stick to it.”" _ ‘ -

‘I thought vou would say so. Linley, and I'l} d"g} it.

“You think he iz going to the Red Cow again!

“1 fee] pretty sure that he is going to-night.

“ Suppose vou went and fetched him away, and gove the
rasenls there a plece of vour mind ™ auggested Linley.
“Tell them that if & Greyiriais fellow comes to the place
again, youw'll let the police know about it. Joliffe would be
pretty scared at the idea of a ghﬂw:nﬁ up, 1 think. I'll
come with vou and back you up, if you like.

Wharton’s face brightened up. )

“There's something in that!" he exclaimed. * No, [
won't let vou come in cose anything shouid go wrong.
You can’t afford to run visks, Linley. I'll go, if Levison
{st_'r:

And, having made up his mind, Marry Wharten opened
the Xenophon, and the two juniers were soon busy retreat-
ing over again with the heroic Ten Thousand,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Caught.
H ARRY WHARTON started and awoke.

It was very dark in the Remove dormilory, and the
bov's open eves stared into the gloom unseeingiy.
What had awalenad him? e

Harry's sleep had beer light., e had been thinking of
Levison and his rascally friends at the Red Cow when he
went to sleep, wondering that the reckless jumior hadl not

A Tale of Happy Wharton & oy
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left the =ohool during the evening. Ile woke now with the
thought of him_in his mind. He had heard some sound, he
did not know what it was, but it seemed to echo in his brain

like the sound of a door guietly closed.
Harry Wharton, like most fﬁﬁﬁfu in good health and con-
aculties clear. In a

dition, awoke from aleiin with all his
stepped out of bed, and groped his

couple of seconds he h -

way towards Levison's. He kpnew before he touched 1t that
it was tmptil;‘ but he passed his hand lightly over it to
meke sure. His suapicions were correct. Levison was gone.

Ha.r% atood silent, shiveriog in the bitter cold of the
Dacember night. This was worse than he had anticipated.
Stolen hours at the public-house during the evening were
bad enough, but for the junior to leave his bed at n late
hour of the night, and break bounds while the college was
a;]::ﬁing-—ﬂﬂ.rrj col ardly realise that Levison

y done it, though the evidence of the empty bed was
before him.

His heart beat pacssionately. He was tempted to leave the
fellow to his fate. After sll, why should he persist in a
thankless task?

But that was only for & moment. : :

He groped back to his bed, and dressed himself, taking
care to awaken no one alse in the dormitory. He romem-
bered Mark Linley's edvice, and he determined to follow
Levison. If he could not prevail on the foolish fellow to
some back, he could at least make it impossible for Jolliffe
to allow him to entef the Bed Cow again. And a dezire to
speak out his mind to Mr. Jolliffe, and make him feel the
scorn he felt for him, was very strong in Harry's breast,

He quietly left the dormitery. The Removites had
broken bounds by night before, from motives of boyish reck-
lesanass, such as Eﬂttln!g night lines in the river, or getiing
in & feed from the village shop. But * pub-haunting” was
a noew thing in the Remove. Harry knew which window
Levison would have used to get out of the house, and as he
axpected, he found it unfastened.

A minute more, and he was in the Cioze, scudding towards
the wall through the falling snowflakes,

There was a place where the wall was easy to cros. The
gnow was brushed away from the top, and showed that
Levison had passed that way. How far was he ahead of
Herry? The junior, as he dropped inte the road, broke into
a tun, in the hope of overtaking Levison before he reached
the publio-house.

His feet pounded through the drif tingb.:;mw on the road.
Before him the lane ran like a white rjbbon between gaunt,
leafless trees. Round him whistled the bitter wind, i.‘ral'l'ﬂl'lg
the flakes upon it to and fro. Harry heeded neither win
nor snow, He ran hard, and the ground flew under his
feot. But Levison had & good start, and hiad loat no fime.
‘He did not come in sight, and Harry had seen n_—::-thmég' of
him when he arrived at last in the glimmer of light from
the windows of the Red Cow.

Eleven struck from the village church. .

Harry Wharton hesitated in the glimmer of yellow light
from the windows. What was he to do now? To enter the
place—to face the hostile looks and ribald iauﬁhtar of the
crew who nightly gathered there—he shrank from the
thought. The Rog w was the worst place in Friardale,
and bore little resemblance to the village inn where the
labourers and village cronies gathered of an  evening.
Undar Mr, Jollifie’s rule, the place was the resort of all the
blackguards in the neighbourhood, and especially of
*‘gporting ’* characters from the not distant racecourse. To
fape such 8 crew was not a pleasant task, but the thought
that Levison was there amangst them was enough. .

Wharton strode on firmly. He did not enter the public
doors, but went down the lane at the side of the bulding
into the gardem, upon which opened the windows of the

arlour wﬁem Mr. Jollifie and his special friends gatherod.

srry knew that, for he had heard all about the story of a
fallow at Greyfriars who had been expelled for going there,
and whose adventures were whispered with bated breath by
the juniors. On most evenings the Jolliffe sob were gathred
in that room, and Harry found the window streaming with
light as he expected. A door opened upon the garden, and
a wave of vellow light rolled out upon the snow. The sound
of voises came to the boy's ears 23 he looked in from the
snow and darkness,

“ It will do yer good, young master.” .

It was the coarse voice of Jolliffe. He was speaking o
Levison, who had removed his coat snd cap, and staod at the
table, about to sit- down, where thres or four others were
poated, There were cards on the table, and little heaps of
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money, and the landlord was oflering a glass to Levison,
steaming hot. :

The junior shook his head.

“ No, thank you, Me. Jolliffe." .

“ It will do you good on a cold might,” persisted Mr.
Jolliffe. **We're proud to have you among us, DMaster
Levison. You can’t refuse to taste a drop with your old
frionds."

“ T won't, I tell you." ]

“Oh, very well, if you're afraid.” c 2

“ Who says I'm afraid ?"’ broke out Levison fiercely. " Do
rou think I care what they say at the school, even if they

new i I."Int that I care whether they know or not. [xive
it to me!”

He took the glass, and put it to his lips. The men
Et, tl'I:iB table gave him approving grins, and rapped on the

oR .

“That's right, sir!" ]

““ Ba » man, snd let the old fogies go hang."

Levison's face was flushed and angry. He began to
drink, but before he had taken more than a mouthful Harry
Wharton sprang into the room. He dashed the glass from
Levison’s hand with a blow of his fist, and it smashed on
the table, the hot liquor splashing over the cards and tho
men sitting there. ey sprang to their feet with surprised
caths, and Mr. Jolliffe grasped Harry by the shoulder,

“ You young jackanapes! What do you meani”

Levison, for ‘t.JhE moment, was dumb.

““ Hands off!" cried Harry flercely. " Hands off, I say!
You blackguard—you dirty, cowardly blackguard, to give
that filthy stuff to a schoolboy ™

“ You—you young hound ! ] : :

““ Hold your tongue ! cried Harry imperiously. * You're
e dirty scoundrel, and your friends hers ara the same, and I
tell you so to your faces. Yes, you can scowl as you like,
he went on, facing Mr. Jolliffe’s friends, who were drawing
nearer to him with savage looks., “ Dan't you dare to lay
2 finger on me. [f B ]

“Kick the cub out!"” growled Jolliffe. )

“ Do,” said Herry, “and I'll go strm%ht to the police-
station, and tell them what I've seen here !”

Jolliffe changed colour. _ .

“Or if you like to come on one at a time, I'll give you
all the fighting you want,” cried Harry, with flashing eyes,

The sporting genilemen of the Red Cow did not accept the
invitation. Tgﬁe was something in Harry's courage, and
in his fashing eyea that daunted them; and indeed, the
champion athlete of the Remove would have been a tough
customer for any one of the Aabby-muscled set to tackle,

But Levison broke in now., He had been too surprized
by Harry's sudden appearance to speak before, but now he
broke in furiously.

“ YVou have followed me, Wharton.

“I have not spied.” ‘

“You have followed me. Put up your hands!” eried
Levison, advancing fiercely upon the captein of the Hemove.
“I'va had enough of this, Put up your hands, I say!"

Wharton dropped his hands to his sides.

“I1 won't fight with you,” he said; *‘at lesst, not hers.
I came here with a purpose, not to spy on you, but to speak
ny mind to that scoundrel Jolliffe,” ;

“ That what?" exclaimed Jolliffe furiously. )

“ What else do you eall yourself? You're a low, gambling
thief,” cried Harry, who was foo angry te measure his
words, *that's what you are! And I tell you plainly that
if any Greyfriars fellow comes here :j;nm, ou shall be
shown up. You're breaking the law, and you know it.

““ If this is the kind of thing you're going to bring on us,
Master Lovison, the less you come here the better,' snarled
Jolliffe, without replying to Harry. ] ,

Lavison was cool again now. He looked at Jolliffe with a
snesring smile. 1

“ [t's mot my fault,” he said. “ The fellow Pam
taking an interest in my welfare against my wi 1. As for
coming here, I assure you I don't want to. There are
plenty of other blackguards in Friardale for me to associate
with when T want such excellent company. 1 assure you
that T'in not fastidious about my blackguards.™

Mr. Jolliffe turned purple.

“ (et out of my "ouse!” he velled.

“ Cartainly,” said Levison. “I'm going to make this
interforing puppy smart for this; but, all the same,
what he says is quife true, you know. You're a set of low,
gambling thieves! Good-night!™ ]

And Levison, having, as usual, made himeelf as unpleasant
as possible, walked out of the room, followed by Iiarry
Wharton.

In the little lane beside the public-house he stopped, and
turnaéd upon Harry with a face almost convulsed with raga.
His Aippant coolness was guite gone. :

“This isn't the first time you've meddled with me,'” ha
said thickly. “ Now, put up vour hands, you puppy "'
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Wharton thrust his hands deeper into hiz pockets.

“If you're of the same mind to-morrow, I'll fight you,”
he said guietly. ‘I won't fight you to-night,™

“ Coward " +

Harry reddened, but the taunt did not wove him. He

stood calm and quiet, and Levison dropped his hands.
“ Very well,” he said savagely, * to-mmorrow, then.”
And he strode sullenly out into the street.  Wharlon

followed. The two boys emerged into the glimmer of light
from the house, and a quiet voice, with tones that seemed
to cut Jike a knife, fell upon their ears,

“Levison! Wharton! Stop!l”

It was Mr. Quelchl

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Expelled,

ARRY WHARTON had little more sleep that night.
He lay in bed, troubled and restless, thinking,
thinking? No scund came from Levison's bed, but
Harry was pretty certaih thet Levison was awake

50,

What would happen on the morrow?

Ha could not tall. .

Mr. Quelch had discovered the two boys in the act of
leaving the public-house. He had naturally drawn the con-
clusion that they had gone there together. What elze would
he assume? .

Wharton could have explained; but he felt that it was
impossible to announce himself as having gone for the
purpose of saving Levison from his folly. There would be
so much of the * good boy ™ about i, so strong a savour of
the self-righteous prig-here of a good story-bock. He had
acted rightly, he ]E::te.w that; but to explasin his righteous-
nesa to another was a very different matter. Besides, would
Levison have borne him out? Levison was in s bitter
humour, and had already shown that a lie came easily to
his lips. If he had denied the truth of Harry's explanation,
that explanation would c¢ertainly have been discredited.
Harry would have appeared in the unenviable light of
having wished to clear himself by further blackeming his
associate in wrongdoing.

Besides, to thus clear himself, even 1f successful, would
only make the case worse against Levison. And Harry had
not spoken.

Mr. Queich had asked them if they had any explanation
to give. Harry Wharton had kept silence. and Levison,
with & curious smile, had answered “ None!” He evidently
intended to let Wharton share in his punishment.

What would come of 1k

Mr. Quelch had told the two boys to go back to bed, and
to come into the Head's room the following morning after
breakfast. The matter was ta be dealt with by the Head
himself. It was too serious for the Form master.

Unless Harry was cleared, he could hardly fail to be ex-
pelled. As for Levison, his fate was certain, And how
could Harry be cleared, when he could not open his lips?

Sleep was impossible. The unhappy lad was up long
before the rising bell in the morning, and tramped round
ihe Cloge in the dim dawn, trying to compose his mind and
think of what he could do. He thought of his uncle, the
kindhearted but unbending old colonel. What would he
think if his nephew were expelled? FEven if he believed
the explanation the boy would give, what a blow it would
be to him!

Harry's face was gloomy when he came In to breakfast.
His chums noted it, but his leok did not invite inguiry.
They could not hai? him;, and Harry rezolved to keep the
matter to himself till the worst was known,

It would not be long now,

Mr. Queleh’s face was like iron as he sat at the head of
1]:9 _'l}rea.kfaat-tablu. He did not lock at either Wharton or
YISO,

Levison cast more than one glance across at Harry. Harry
kept his eyes upon his plate. But without looking at Levison,
he l::;:::w that a cynical smile was playing upon the sneering
mouth.

It was slmost as if the boy who had ruined him enjoyed
the situation.

A fellow like Levison was not likely to fael expulsion so
keenly as another. ¥Yet it could nob fail to be a blow to
him. Ha could not hope to escape, ecanght in the very act
of Aagrant wrongdoing as he had been, Wag the prospect
of involving Harry in his ruin g consolation to him?

Breakfast over, the Remove left the Hall, and Harry,
slipping away before his friends could spealk to him, made
his way to the Head's room. ILevison followed him, and
the juniors locked at one another outside the HHead's door.

A bust-up at last,” smid Levizon, with a sour smile.

“¥es,"” said Harry quictiy, *"and as bad for me as for
ronn."t
: “T warned you to let mo alone, you know.?

Harry made no reply, but tapped at the deor, and the
deep base voice of the Head bade him enter. Mr. Quelch
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was already there. The Remove miister had reported the
matter to the doctor the previous night, and so Dr. Locke
was fully informed. There was a shade of care on the good
old doctor’s brow. :

He fixed his eyes upon the juniors as they entered.

Harry Wharton's manner was calm and respectful, but
thera was a flippancy about Levison's bearing, which
brought a frown to the doctor’s face. The outcast of the
Remove knew that nothing could save him, and evidently
he did not mean to attempt o propitiate where it could do
him no service. ) ;

“My boyvs,” said the Head quietly, "I have received o
very painful report from Mr. Quelch. I am pained nnd
surprised, especially in your case, Wharton. Have you any-
thing to say, my boys?’

Harry Wharton was silent.

* Nothing, sir " said Levison, ;

“ Mr, Queleh having received a hint that Greyfriars boys
had been seen about the Red Cow at night, went there to
investigate,” said the Head. ''He discovered you twe im
the sct of quitting the place. That it was your first visit, I
cannot believe! The discovery confirms the vague reports
that first drew your Form master’s attention to the place.”

The juniors were silent.

“ Once before, and not long ago, Wharton," went on the
Head, directing his glance towards thé captain of the
Remave, © you were accused of something of the same sort by
g prefect. You succeeded in making me believe that you
were innocent.’

“T was innocent, sir,”

“In the light of veur present conduet, Wharton, I cannot
help fearing that you deceived me on that oceasion.”

“§ am sorry you should think so, sir. I have never de-
ceived vou, I should think Mr. Queich could answer for my
charzeter.” G T

T would have done so gladly up till last night,” said
Mr.'(iuai—::h zadly. * You cannot expect me to do #0 now,
Wharton.”’

The junior did not speal. 2

“Mr. Quelch found you leavin
place of its kind in the village,

“ Yes, sir” )

“You have been in thet place ?”

* Yes, sir.” .

“At o late hour of the night? Leavin
and breaking bounds for the purposs?
more !

“ One moment, sir.
acting in a way you would not approve I—I had & good
motive for going.” .

“* That ia very hard to credit, Wharton, What good motive
could you possibly have had for entering into association
with & set of low, drinking wretches at & place of that
description?’

 J—I gannot explain, sir; but——"

“You cannot explain, and you expect me to take dguur
bare word in the face of the strongest evidence! said the
Head sternly.

There was a grim silence in the study for o few momente.
Mr. Quelch, who was looking more wretched than Wharton
had ever scen him belore, turncd .uwagl' his head. The Form
master, ¢old a3 he sometimes was, had taken a deop interest
and pride in the head hoy of his Form. He huad learned to
like and trust Wharton. He would have taken his word
without question the day before. But now—— It was a
hlow to Mr. Quelch==harder than he could have ex ;
His faith in Wharton had bron strong, and if Wharton had
heen deceiving him, how could he ever place faith in any
boy again?

The Head waited some moments for the accused lad to
epeak, but he did not. With a sigh, Dr. Locke turned to
Levizon. .

“ Levizon, have you any explanativn to makel"

o Wo, sir "

“ ¥ou broke bounds last night to go to the Red Cow "’

1] ?Eﬂp E-il' ]ll

“ For what purpose?"’

“ To play cards with the gang of rotters there, and smoke,
and to @rink whisky-and-water, eir,” said Levison, with
perfect cooluess,

The Head almost gasped, ond M. Queleh’s Jace grew very
stern.

“Levisont! What

* You asked mw, sir 1™ ]

* Boy, this astounding impudence will not eerve yout”

“ I suppose you wanted me to tell you the trath, eir?'! said
Levison, with affected humility. 1 will tell you lies, if you
like, sir. I will say that I went to the Red Cow with a
good motive, and the best intentions in the world,”

Wharton fAushed crimson.

the Red Cow, the worst
harton " said the Head.

your dormitory,
ou need say po

T went there without any intention of

i
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Levison was parodying his wonds, with the gnomish
humour that was his strongest characteristic. A mecking
grin met Harry's glance of indignation, and the boy felt
:I I:E h?urt sink. Thero was no hope of Levison's speaking out,

(13§

" That is enough, Levison'!" said the Head sternly, ' It
would ‘be impossible for me to allow you to remain at Grey-
triars, but 1 u:::;iecfﬂd some slight signs of repentance and
proper feeling. I can or'y regret that two culprits caught in
the act of wrongdeing should take refuge, the ona in brazen
impudence, the other in what, I am afraid, I can only
cegurd as prevarication. Wharton, is there nothing else you
cant say? Can you give me no explanation at all?”

" No, sir !V

“Then I must do my duty.
from Greylriars.’

Wiiarton started csnvalsively, Levison smiled grimly. Ha
had known what was coming, and he wae prepared for it.

* Yory well, sir,” said Harry, in a low voice.

The Head's glance searched %is face, but it was quiet and
eold. There was no sign of conscious guilt thers. Hut the
eQndit-zflce was top strong. The doctor turned wearily to Mr,

uelch,

* The school will be assembled afier prayers, Mr. Quelch,”
!i'll:'éilll.l. " There is no need to delaylth{::; st m:?blﬂasunt.

uly.

2 Why don’t you epeak, you foal?™ said Levison, looking at
Whkarton. “ D¢ you think I should be cur enough to lie
about vou now "

. Wharton did not_look at him, but & wild hope sprang u
i his heart. Dr. Locke turned guickly to Levﬂ?:n? B

* What is that, boy?

Pmuwn gave a scoffing lnugh.

"I meant o speak all the time,” he said drawlingly, I
was letling il go on to see whether Wharton would hold out.
Wharton 1s innocent!™

“ What do you mean "’ 5

“1 mean what I say. He did not coms fo the Red Cow
with me last night. He followed me there to feteh mo
away.

“ What !

* He has been good enough to constitute himsell my father-
confessor for a loag time past,’”’ said Levison sneeringly, I
did not appreciate his kindness. He eanie 1o the Red Cow
1o repeat his lectures, and had a row there with Jolliffe and
his friends. They would have thrown him cut if they had
had the hp]un::ki Hr masle Jolliffe turn me out by threatening
t-:i!a}}uw im up if he allowed me to come there again, That's
‘ ¥
Mr. Quelch drow a long, deep breath of relief. The Head's

lance scarched Levison's face, and then he looked at

Vharton.

* Ia this true, Whartont"

“ Yes, air,” snid Harry quietly.

“ And why did you not explam?”’

“ Because—because [ could not.
could not ("

You will both be expelled

[—

You must see, sir, that I

* Besides, you wouldn't have believed him, air,” said
Levison coolly., “ Not if I had relused to bear lum out,
anyway."

The Head shiverad a little.

* I have come very near to doing & terrible injustice,” ha
said. ** Levison, I hardly understand how you can find a
pleasure in- torturing in this way & boy who, on your own
showing, has iried to be your best friend. Of tha isTespeck
shown to me, I will not speak. But I am glad you havo
told the truth now, at all events; and I thank you for that.
I cannot allow you io remain at Greyfriarg; but at least T
will spare you the degradation of a public expulsion. You
will leave the school this morning. You shall leave quietly
and without fuss, while the other boys are in their class-
rooms, XYou mny go.'

Levison left the room without a word.

The Head placed his hand on Harry's shounlder.

I ean only say, I am sorry, Wharton," he said. * Ana
Mr. Ciuelr:h shares my feelings. You have acted like a hero,
though I think you have strained a sense of honour too far
in refusing to soquaint mo with the true facts Give me
your hand, my boy!” And the Head shook hands with the
captain of the Remove, and then Mr. Quelch followed hia
example.

Harry Wharton left the study with a lighter heart than
when he had entered it.  DBut he was still thinking of
Lavison, and he went up to the dormitory, where the expelled
junior was packing his box. Levison was a little white, but

is coolness had not deserted him. II: locked up with a
curious grin as Wharton came in.

“Thank you, Levison!" eaid Harry.
me—as I tried to save you, and [ailed.”

“1t cost me nothing to speak out,” yawned Levison. "I
was booked for the sack, anyway., You've nothing to thank
mea for. No bumbug, yvou know."

“¥ou spoke out because you agre a decent chap, and gpood-
hearted ot bottom,” suid Harry, taking no noties of Levison's
worda, *1 shall always remember that.  And I'm sorry

Fou're going.”

“I'm not, I made a bad start here, and I shall be glad
to get gone.” Levison paused a moment, and then held out
his hand to Wharton in a frank way. * Give us Ee-:-ur fist, old
chap. You're a good sort, and you've been a Dbetter friond
to me than 1 deserved, and I know I'm an ungrateful pig.
It's my nature, I suppose. You did your best for me, but it
was pulling against the tide. I've pon: under here; but—hut
when I make a fresh start I shall remember this, and=—hang
it, I'm not much of & hand at jawing, but—I shall do better
next time."

And the grip of his hand scaled the promise.

Greyfriars knew Frnest Levison no more, but Harry
Wharton did not ferget him, and he did not forget Harry
nor the lesson he learned from him,

" You have saved
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On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
dstonishment that he has been ;mctl{:ul]f disinherited im

favour of hiz Unecle Dominic and Cousin Leonard. He con-
gequently enlists in the 25th Huossars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and soon becomes a corporal, Unfortunately
for Jack, however, his Cousin Leonard is attached to the
25th as second lieutenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin
trooper named Sligo, succeeds in jetting Jack deprived o
his sirlpes. Dominic Dashwood's death oceurs just as the
25th are sailing for India. ©On their arrival there, Leonard
transfers inte the Ploughshires, while Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, and becomes once more full corporal,
A fronticr war bseaks out. and the 25th recelve orders to
mobilise for the fraont. Sligois bribed by Dazhwood to drag
Tom Howard one night while the young corporal is on
ri uet dutg,]r_; Tom falis asleep at his post and is told that
o due time he will be court-martialied. In the meantime
Tom, with Bill ,'-imggctt, is told off to nceompany & party of
sappers who are 1o blow np an old ruin, in the underyround
ﬂimngﬁﬁ of which a number of Pathans are lurking.
coming impatient of delay, Tom and Dill enter the
assages, unaware that two :qun]if! impatient DBengal
neers have preceded them, and lose thelr bearings.
Suddenly they hear ma man stealing nlong towards them,
“If he turns this way, creep into the first corner you can
find," whispers Tom, shutting off his lantero.

{Now go on with the story.)

A Strange Situatiom.

At last Sloggett’s hand found s gap, and, creeping into
it, he felt the ground suddenly give way bencath his feet,
end, with a atﬂf&d ery of warning, he fell through the dark-
nhasa.

Tom checked himself just 1m time, and, groping with his
foot, found that he was on the edge of a yvawning cavity,
from which no sound came. What had happened to his
companion he knew not, and, with a strange minilin of
sensations in his heart, and a decided raising of his hair
under hiz helmet, he gripped his carbine and waited.

The same low shifflo of feet went by him in the darkness,
and again he heard the mysterious figures descending the
stairs up which they had come. Iea waited for several
minutes, full of anxiety for Bill Sloggett. And then, hear-
ing nothing, he turned round again, opened his lantern, and
peered into the gull,

Fifteen feet below, the circle of yellow light showed the
Bgure of Sloggett sitting in & heap of sand, and locking up
with & curious expression on his face.

The corporal knelt down and fAashed the lantern round
about. The ?Im was a species of vault, with rock-hewn
walla; evident 5 tha very foundations of the temple itself,
from the send-drift that littered the ground. Tom put his
bead back into the corridor and listened a moment,

“Ts thera any door?"’ he whispered, making & trumpet of
his hands. ;

“Yes. Likewise, there's a black "ole in the corner ’ere!*

*Has your lantern gone out?”’

“Na, it's all right!™

" Then just see what you can make of it," said Tom.

And Sloggett, rising from his recumbent position, stole
alua:l-jng vi'if..h his bulleaye half on, like a peliceman in chase of
a burplar.

i | Hsu.}',“ he eaid, coming under the opening again;
“there’s o long passage goes straight on, and at the end
of that passage there’s a red light—lcoks like a fire to me.”

TLI%EEIA-? y
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“ Btand clear,” said the corporal; “I'm coming downi™
And, cloaing his lantern, he leapt into the sand,

Both men waited a moment, lest the clatter of the cor-
poral’s accoutrements should have been heard; but as
universal stillness reigned, they started out on their new
voyage of discovery.

t was n long Famaim species of tunnel—burrowing in
the very heart of the hill, and they had not gone far when
the chatter of voives fell on their ears.

As.they stood listening, a faint sound came to them from
somewhere up above.

" IFyer 'ear that?' said Sloggett. " That's the Engineer
officer.  They're blowing the retreat. I say, 'Oward, if
thay fire their train before we're out of this, it 1l be monkey-
nuty, and no mistake 1™ i

A terrible possibility fashed on Tom's mind, and he
frowned.

“ Anyway, we've got to find out what this light means,” he
said. ¢ Come along!”

And with redoubled caution they crept along the sand
until they suddenly emerged in a large chamber with {wo
rows of pillars, bﬂ?uﬂd one of which they sheltered. And,
sure enough, squatting on their hams round a wood fire,
eat Jamra Khan, his leg bound up in a turban oleth, and
eighteen of his followers with him.

* Hush,” said Tom; * thers’s somebody moving over
vonder "

_They tarned their heads, and were conscious in the dim
hﬁi‘-b of the fire that a couple of figures were sheltering
behind the ﬁlll&rﬂ, even as they were, and watching the
hunted rebels. They could see no more than that they
were Asiatics by the turbans on their heads, and so got
deeper into the shadow of the pil'ars, for they knew Hglgt
thay were in a dangerous place.

One of the tribesmen was pesticulating violently, and
though they did not knrow it, his was the face on which
Tom'’s lantern had flashed when they first entered the
termnple.

Ffmn time to time Jamra Khan, hiz face convulred with

ain, turned and loolked over hia shoulder; and he, foo,

eard the distant bugle-call, which was repeated many
timea.

There was keen excitement depicted on the faces of the
men round the fire, and the news the meszsenger had brought
them was evidentiy of terrible importance. Tom made a
mental resolve that if he ever got out of that place alive,
he would master the various dialects of India. One sergeant
of the Rifla Brigade, to whom he had talked, had told him
that he understood fwenty-seven of thom—finding the knows
ledea invaluable when he was on transport duty at Quetis.

* What are those two fellows deing over therel™ mur-
mured Sloggett. I think they've seen uat’? :

And sure enough the turbaned men sank on to their knees,
and began to crawl towards them. Ageinst the red glow of
the fire that shone between the pillars Tom saw that they
wera approaching stealthily nearer and nearer, and, touch-
ing Slopgett on the arm, he began to crawl away in the
opposite direction, .

“ Keep close to me, Bill,” he whispered. *We mair be
mistaken. Anyway, these pillara run round the whole place
and we must simply keep shead, that's all, and trust to ﬂmt
some way out. If only we could lead the sappers straight
hera, we would give thom a volley that would astonish
t'hmlr. i

Jamra Khan presently motioned to one of his foilowers
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and said something to him in a guttural voice, and the man
rosc to his feet and went away.

Tom and Bill E-lnggett continued to 1;‘1153 from pillar to
pillar, but always when they looked back thoy saw the twa
men still stalking them. Then they lost sight of them, and
a little later saw to their dismay that they had turned, and
wore circling round in the opposite direction.

“Tiold hard, Bloggett, we shall meet them at this rate,”
Tom whispered. " What does it mean, and why the
dickens don’t they give the alarm to the others?”

They did not !?:m::w that the two mysterious figures were
those of a duffardar and a sowar of the Bengal Lancers.
The natives’ sharp eyes had detected the unmistakablo
British helmets, and they set to work to stalk them, fearful
of disturbing the rebels. Two men against nineteen were
too long odds, even for the gallant troopers of the 1lth
Bengal Lancers; but four men might do wonders, and the
duffardar and_his cousin_Bolar Din, crept forwards on hands
and knees, with a broad grin of expectancy on their dark-
shinned faces.

" By the beard of the prophet,” muttered
atupﬂmg s0 suddenly that his spur nearly took the eye out
of the son of his mother's sister, “the sahib’s have mis.
taken us for rebels! Let us go back and meet them !™
_Bolar Din turned, and the two Lancers wormed their
silent way through the sand, keeping a aharp eye through

H:i] openings of the pillars, lest the Pathans should ses
e,

At last a long-drawn bugle-call came from the npper foor
of the temple, Tho Engineer captain had given itﬂﬂep for a
bad job; and, ighorant of the immense extent of the butlding,
had decided that the two Hussars must have found thelr way
out by another door, and eigned to his havildar—or native
sergeant—to prepare the fuse. They had laid half a ton of
gc-wﬂEr and a guantity of dynamite in three pilea connected

y a train, and for the last time the bugler hlew his warning.

Wait!" said Bolar Din. * The suﬁim have come back.
That's not one of our calls. Would it not be better to find
them, and guide them hither?”

. ' No!" said the duffardar, his hand clenching his tulwar,
" 3eldom do we get so good @ chance as this, ql‘hink of it,
my cousin—{our men against nineteon, and the light of the
fire to help us!"

" As you wish. But see, the sahibs have stopped yonder.
If EE Eurppmach thern they will give the alarm before we are
ready,

“Oh, son of little invention " said the duffardar. * What
matters it? Go you one way, and I will go the ather, and
when they see us stand vrect, the uniform we wear will tall
them who we are.”

S0 it came about that he duffardar turned once more and
erept rufmily back round the vault, the veine swelling on his
forehead, and his white teeth glistening, as he emiled, with
the blood lust in his eye.

the duffardar,
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your life, I' not! Let's get back 4o that passage, and
rec if we can’t find another exit; those fellows have got in
here somchow.™

But, even as he spoke, a fall figure rose up out of the
dark{?esa immediately opposite, and both moen.sprang on
guard.

“Do not fire, sahibe!” said a quick voice, in broken
Engillgh‘ And Duffardar Lalah Singh stepped from behind
a -pillar.

Both the corporal and his comrade had given vent to a

sharp gasp as the Bengal Lancer came so suddenly upon
them, that helf a dozen of the rebe's turned, and they were
discovered. With a yell they rose from the fire, paused for

n moment, and then rushed in & b::rr]; towards our friends'
conccalment. It was a fortunate thing that Lalah Singh
and Bolar Din had divided forces. The sowar now fired his
carbine, thus causing a mu:rmnntn.rujé diversion. It checked
the mad rush, and enabled the duffardar to penetrate the
darkness with his keen eyes.

** Thia way, sahibs,” he said.
which will serve us well.”

_And, bounding after him, the three men took up a posi-
tion In an un‘f!a of the chamber, and nmgared to do or die.

With a wild soreech, so familiar in the throat of the Indian
cavalryman, whether he be charging the enemy or galloping
madly on to a peg, Bolar Din sged away into the darkness,
in the mad hope of gaining his comrades’ side, pursucd by
the brother-in-law of Jamra Khan and two or tgree of tha
fribesmen. The rest, finding that the shot had come from
one man alone, ecame forward in a body to attack the trio,
who were plainly seen by the light of the fire, Whooping
aud dancing with delight, they advanced, brandishing
ewords and spears, their ?mnda bent down, and their shiclds
ect lorward, Jamra Khan limping behind them, his face
contorted with agony at every step.

He recognised T'om Howard, and gave o scream of delight.
5 * Allsh 15 goof!-”;ricd _I:l]nmrﬁ Khan. ul“stand a,aideat al

may meet the boy who ate my aslt and repaid m
huapitzs,litjr with hioodji" . B i

And, knowing the temper of their chief, the others drew
aside a little, and the Pathan limped boldly forward to meet
our here, As Tom fired his carbine, the chief dropped on
one knee, and the ball killed the man immediately behind
him; and then, forgetting his pain in the ecstasy of slaying
an enemy whe had outwitted him, Jamra Khen leaped for
ward, and their blades met.

Active as a cal, in spite of his wounded foot, Tom found
that he had to play the Swat carcfully; but Jamra Khan's
infuriated strokes were no maich for Tom's scientific sward
play. Three times he wounded him with as many thrusts,
and though Jamra Khan's curved blade slashed Tom’s puttes
from knee to ankle, and he felt the warm blood ushing
down his shin bone, the clumsy cavalry sword, wieﬁr!ad by
the strong young wrist, drove its inevitable wav into tho
heart of the chief, and,

*“There's a corner hero

Tom and Sloggett had
stopped hind o pillar
larger than the rest, and

throwing up his arms, with
o wild equeal, Jamra Khan
fell back dead.
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were silently debating what
to do. There were nincteen
men before them, all armed
with sword and spear and

shicld, and already the
alavming  posaibility  had
flashed into Tom's brain

that the engincer might firo
his charge before they could
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In 1he moantime, the
duffardar and Bill Sloggett
had becn loaping backwards
and forwards, assailed by a
veritable forest of steel;
but the pace was s¢ hot that
both men found themselves
pushed back inte the angle

L, d to hear from Yoo, of. the mason until Bolar

. :-}’E: muat  get away L"““ﬂ'wmh?ﬁu s Din, who h outdistanced
somehow, Bill," he whis- | | his pursuers, suddenly clelt
pered. “ MOME FOR THE his way into the rear of the
Sloggett stepped further B tribesmen, killing  thros
back into the nﬁlh:'l'l.'l(:r'l-'l-" of the HOLIDAYS. with his sword, and brain-

pillar, and drew his sword.

“I"l bet my bottom
dollar, Howard, we'll have
to fight for it. Twice nina
i cighteen, and one over.
If you're game, I am. Let's
rush in belore they can
etand up. I don’t sce any
other way for iti!"

The blood lust that shane
in the eyes ::rf the duffardar

have,

interesting.

was gleaming now in the
twinkling orbit of Bill Slop- |
girhk,

“Don't be a fool?" whis-
pered the corporal. " You

Next week the Chums of Greyiriars
become the guests of Harry Wharton's
uncle, and & right merry time of it they
Wun Lung especlally distingulshes
himself. Altogether the story ls provoca-
tive of much fun, and

I hope you will have as jolly and as
happy a time this Christmas as Harry

ing a fourth with a wel-
aimad blow from his clubbed
carbine.

But the angle was nar-
row, and though it afforded
1 protection  from  behind,
that wvery proteetion
cramped” them, amnd the
duffardar gave =& shout of
warning as he saw half a
dozen of the men run hack
to the fire and pick up
their rifles.

An extra long instalinent of thiz
aplendid Har story next Tuesday.
Please ordar o ey of o

is thoroughly

don't understand what it Magnet"” Library n  advance
menns, [ you're tired of Frice One Hallpenny.)
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