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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A New Chum.
“NEW ZEALAND ?”
“So I hear.”
“That’s a jolly long way to come to Greyfriars.” Bob Cherry remarked.
“I wonder what the chap will be like.”
“And he’s coming into the Remove?” asked Nugent.
Harry Wharton nodded.
“So Wingate says. He mentioned the matter to me, because—”
Wharton paused for a moment.
“I suppose he thinks I might look after time chap a bit at first.
“Good! If he’s a decent sort we’ll look after him,” agreed Bob Cherry. “He’s bound to be a bit strange in the place at first, and Bulstrode & Co. will do their best to make things warm for him, as they always do with new boys Might as well give Bulstrode a hint on the subject to start with.”
“Or a licking,” suggested Nugent.
Wharton laughed.
“We’ll wait till he gets his ears up, anyway,” he remarked. “He may let the new chap alone, you know.”
“What’s his name, by the way’” asked Bob.
“Brown—Tom Brown.”
“Stunning name,” said Bob Cherry heartily. “British all through. I wonder where he’ll be put. The studies in the Remove are all full up.”
“Somebody will have to make room for another,” said Harry Wharton. “ I’d. have him in No. 1 like a shot, only we’re four— myself, Nugent, Hurree Singh, and Bunter. You’re only three in No. 13, Bob.”
“Oh, we’ll take him in with pleasure.” grinned Bob. “We don’t have a chap from New Zealand every day. When is he coming?”
“This afternoon, I understand, but I don’t know by what train. Might be on the look out for him, though.”
“What—ho !
“I say, you fellows—”
Those Upper Fourth chaps are starting footer,” Bob Cherry remarked, with a glance out of the hall window, near which the group of juniors stood “Temple has a new ball, and they’re giving it an airing in the Close”
“Let’s go and lend them a hand——”
“Or a foot——”
“I say, you fellows——”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that you, Bunter ?”
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the remove, blinked reproachfully at the juniors through his big spectacles. Like most incessant talkers, Billy Bunter frequently found himself talking without finding a listener. His study-mates had compared Bunter to the little brook which went on for ever.
“Yes, Bob Cherry, it is,” grunted Bunter. “You know jolly well it is. I say, you fellows, I'm going out—”
“Good-bye!”
“ Yes, but——”
“We won’t detain you, Bunter. Buzz off !”
“Look here —“
“You’ll be late. Bunk !”
“Oh, really, Nugent. Look here. I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order this morning, and I’m stony. I’m going to meet somebody— somebody important—and if you fellows could lend me half a crown---“
“What do you want a half-crown for to meet somebody? ” demanded Bob Cherry. ‘ You can walk to meet him, I suppose?”
“Yes; but he’s coming a long way, and I think I ought to stand him a bit of a feed,” explained Bunter. “He’s bound to be hungry. It’s really for the honour of Greyfriars. We don’t want to look inhospitable, I suppose? As captain of the Remove it’s really up to you, Wharton.”
Harry Wharton laughed.
“I can guess who will get most of the feed, Billy,” he remarked.
“Oh, really, Wharton——”
“And I can guess that Bunter won’t go further than the tuck-shop to meet him,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Oh, really, you know I’m going to the station.”
“Chap coming by train? ”
“Yes.”
“Coming to pay you a visit?”
“Well, not exactly. You see—er,” Bunter stammered, and grew rather red in the face, “ You—er——see——”
“Yes, I see a fat duffer, who is trying to take us in.” said. Bob Cherry. “What’s on the carpet? What idiotic secret are you keeping?”
“ It’s not exactly a secret”
Harry Wharton looked at the fat junior attentively. Bunter was evidently keeping a secret of some sort, in connection with his visit to the station at Friardale. As Bunter was continually getting into scrapes, and expecting his study-mates to pull him out of them, his proceedings naturally had a certain amount of interest for the Removites.
“Look here, what’s the game?” demanded Harry abruptly. “Are you getting up to some new prank?”
“Oh, no, really, you know—”
“Who are you going to meet at the station?”
“A—a—a friend.”
“You’re keeping something deck.”
“N-n-n-not exactly.”
“You young ass! ”
“I—I say, you fellows, I—I don’t think you ought to pry into my private affairs like this” said Billy Bunter, wagging his bend with an air of admonition. “You see, I’ve a right to do as I like, haven’t I? I don’t see why I should tell you all my affairs. You don’t tell me all yours.”
“It would be telling all Greyfriars.”
“Oh, really, Wharton, look here. Can you let me have the have the half-crown? If you could make it five bob, it would be better, because the black chap may be hungry—ahem!”
“Black chap? “
“Oh, really, I—I— that was a slip. I—I—”
“You’re going to meet a black chap?”
“Oh, no—that is to say, yes—I mean, can you let me have five bob? “
“No, money’s tight.”
“You can have it back to-morrow morning out of my postal-order,”
“Here’s a couple of bob,” said Harry Wharton, tossing the shillings into the eager palm of the fat junior. “Now buzz off, and don’t bother.”
“Thank you, Wharton. I’ll put this down to the account.”
‘ Rats!”
And Billy Bunter buzzed off.
The chums of the Remove looked after him with somewhat puzzled looks.
“Blessed if I know what that young ass is up to,” said Harry, “ He seems to me to be off his rocker, He can’t have a nigger friend. And if he has why can’t he say so plainly “
I suppose it’s a yarn to borrow the tin.”
Wharton shook his head.
“No, there’s more than that in it. But never mind Bunter. Let’s go and collar the footer from the Upper Fourth.”
“Good egg!”
“Hallo, you youngsters!”
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, met the juniors at the door.
“The head has heard from the new kid’s guardian, and it seems that he’s coming by the four o’clock train. The Head suggested that he should be met at, the station as he’s a new kid and coming such a long way.”
“Good idea, Wingate.”
I was going,” said the captain of Greyfriars; “but it occurs to me that the kid might feel more at home if he were met by some fellow belonging to the Form he is going into—the Remove. What do you think, Wharton?”
I’ll go with pleasure,” said Harry, smiling.
“Good! The four o’clock train at Friardale, mind.”
“I’ll remember.”
The big Sixth-Former nodded and walked away.
The Removites turned out into the Close, where a crowd of fellows belonging to the Upper Fourth were “airing,” as Bob Cherry expressed it, Temple s new football.
Between the Upper Fourth Form and the Remove—the Lower Fourth—there was a keen rivalry, which frequently led to scrimmages in the Close and the passages, and the occasion of the airing of Temple’s new footer was am opportunity too good to be lost.
The Upper Fourth fellows were kicking and passing, getting into shape for the coming football season.
Harry Wharton grinned as he looked at them, and gave the signal whistle, which brought the Remove fellows from all parts.
“On the ball! ” yelled Bob Cherry.
And the Removites bore down upon Temple. Dabney & Co. Wharton hooked the ball away from Temple, and was off with it like a shot, leaving the captain of the Upper Fourth almost speechless with indignation.
“You—you Remove rotter! ” gasped Temple. “ After them!”
“Hurrah!
“On the ball !”
The Removites rushed the footer off at top speed, passing from one to another as the Fourth-Formers made desperate attempts to recover their property.
As fast as one of them got near the fellow in possession of the ball, that fellow would pass it to another Removite, who kept the ball rolling literally.
It was Wednesday—a half-holiday at Greyfriars—-and the Close was crowded. Fellows belonging to both Forms rushed up from all quarters.
“ Hurrah!”
“On the ball! Pass! ”
“You rotters! Give us our ball!’
“ Thieves!”
“ Rotters!”
“Hurray!”
The din was terrific. Temple, who was getting wildly excited, clawed at Hurry Wharton and dragged him over.
There was a yell from the Removites.
“Foul”
“Where’s the referee”
‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
Harry pitched the captain of the Upper Fourth off, and sprang to his feet, gasping with laughter.
The Upper Fourth had never been no thoroughly ragged. The football went whizzing forms the gates of Greyfriars, and there was at rush of juniors after it.
Gosling, the porter, was standing near the gates, gazing with an eye of great disfavour at the juniors.
Bob Cherry saw him, and a gleam of fun came into his eyes.
He put on a spurt, and gained possession of the ball.
Bob Cherry was a sure-kick at goal, and Gosling’s portly figure was a good target. Bob kicked, the ball sailed through the air, and there was a yell.
“Goal !“
“Ow! ” gasped Gosling, as the footer bumped on his chest, “Ow! Yow!
He sat down with violence and suddenness in the gateway.
“Goal! Hurrah!”
“Young himps! Wot I says is this ‘ere ---“
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“On the ball !
And the rush of the juniors passed over Gosling. The ball was kicked out into the road.
Half-past three rang out from the clock tower.
Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed, and he uttered a sudden exclamation.
“Come on, kids! It’s near time to go to the station—let’s take Temple’s new footer to meet the new kid!”
“Bravo !
“Good egg! “
“ Hurray ! “
And the Removites dashed down the country read—still “on the ball “ with the Upper Fourth streaming after them in furious pursuit.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Little Joke on Bunter.
“I—I SAY, Skinner—”
“ Hello, haven’t you gone yet?’
“N-no, I wanted ‘to speak to you chaps first,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at Skinner and Bulstrode through his big glasses. “You see—”
“Oh. buzz off! The train’s in at twenty to four, and you’ll miss it,” said Bulstrode.
“That’s all right—I can run to the station,” said Bunter. “I’m rather good at running, you know, since I took up physical culture.”
Bulstrode glanced at the fat, unwieldy form of the Owl of the Remove, and chuckled.
“Yes, you’ve got the build of a runner,” he remarked. “I fancy I can see you on the cinder-path, going along like an elephant—I—I mean a locomotive. But look here, you’d better buzz off! I know for a fact the chap is coming by the three-forty, and you haven’t too much time.”
Bulstrode and Skinner were sitting on a stile in Friardale Lane, half-way between the school and the village. Billy Bunter had just come from the direction of the school, and he had stopped to speak to the two Removites. The fat junior appeared to be a little doubtful in his mind.
“Oh, I’ll run!” he said. “that’s all right. But—but I’m thinking about the chap I’m going to meet. You’re sure about it ?”.
“Oh, yes, I know he’s coming by the three-forty!”
“I don’t mean that. About his being black. I mean, and ---“
“Of course,” said Bulstrode, with perfect seriousness. “All inhabitants of New Zealand are black—black as the ace of spades. That’s why they’re called Maoris. Maori is a—a Sanskrit word meaning black.”
Billy Bunter swallowed this statement whole, Bunter was rather given to making imaginative himself; and like most persons who lean to deceit, ho was easily taken in himself.
“Yes, but—but the Colonists?” he said argumentatively. “They can’t all be black—”
“My dear chap, it’s the effect of the sun!” explained Bulstrode, “As soon us a chat) lands in New Zealand, it begins. In a year he’s quite black. In two years he has woolly hair.”
“Oh, really—”
“Fact, I assure you. You can find it all in Foozleum’s Geography. People born there are born black—black as the inside of a hat. But, you’ll see for yourself when you meet this Maori chap.”
“It’s jolly curious, isn’t it ? ” said Billy Bunter.
“Well, yes, come to think of it, it is.” assented Bulstrode. “I hear they’re very nice chaps—very generous with their money; and this one who is coming to Greyfriars is as rich as Croesus”
Bunter’s eyes glimmered behind his spectacles.
“Is he really, Bulstrode? ”
“Yes, His father owns goldmines and diamond mines in— In Poppa-Galla-Gogga-wallah,” said Bulstrode, rather hazily. “You’ve seen that on the map, of course?”
“N-n-no, 1 don’t remember.”
“It’s a famous place. This chap’s father is as rich as half a dozen dukes, and I hear that he allows the kid a couple of pounds a week pocket-money. That’s the sort of chum you ought to have, Bunter.”
Bunter’s eyes gleamed. He thought so, too, Such a chum would be a godsend to the impecunious junior; the most relentless borrower in the lower school,
“I hope I shall get on with him all right, Bulstrode.”
“You’re sure to. You’ve only to put on that winning manner of yours—that pleasant society manner that marks you out from other fellows in a drawing-room.”
“I really think I am a little distinguished in a drawing-room, Bulstrode, you know.’
“Yes, rather. You know what the girls at Cliff House think about you,” said Bulstrode, “I won’t tell you what I’ve heard Marjorie Hazeldene say about you, or you’d think I was a flatterer. But a girl can’t help noticing it when a fellow has a fine, full figure, and the mannpr of a man of the world.1’
“I—I suppose not.” answered Bunter.
“It will be the same with this Maori chap. He will be charmed with the first representative he meets of the real British aristocracy.” said Bulstrode, with an air of deadly seriousness, while Skinner seemed to be afflicted with a pain in his inward regions. “You see, old chap. you have the true manner of the De Bunters—you are descended from the De Bunters, I believe—”
“I—I believe so, Bulstrode.”
“And you are bound to impress him. Then you ought to look after him—stand him a feed, and so on. Don’t ask hint to spend anything—be very careful to keep off the grass in that respect. Generosity’s the word. You’ll make a good impression on him, and he’ll chum up with you. Then you’re all serene.”
Billy Bunter almost purred. The idea of being the close chum of a millionaire’s son was very fascinating.
“I suppose you’ve raised some tin, as I told you?” said Bulstrode.
“Yes, Wharton let me have a couple of bob, and I’ve raised two more on my camera with Snoop. I’ve sold Bob—ahem---- my pocket-knife to Stott for four bob, and Wharton’s—I mean an old cricket bat for four bob as well. That makes twelve”
“Jolly good!”
“If you fellows could lend me a few—”
Awfully sorry,” said Bulstrode hurriedly, “we’re broke, Otherwise, we should have jumped at this chance of chumming up with a millionaire, ourselves.”
“I—I suppose so.”
“Better buzz off, Bunter! The train will be in in five minutes now.”
All right.—I’ll run.”
And the fat junior started towards the village at a rolling run. Hp disappeared round a bend in the lane; and then Bulstrode and Skinner looked at one another, and grinned. The grin became a laugh: and the laugh a roar,
“Ha, ha. ha! “ roared Bulstrode.
“He, he, ho” giggled Skinner,
“The young ass!!
“The frabjous duffer! ”
“But I say,” murmured Skinner, “will Snoopey be able to keep it up, you know? It’s about the funniest rag I’ve ever heard of, but—”
Bulstrode chuckled,
“Oh, that’s all might! Snoop can do it! It’s only a question of blacking his face and hands like a nigger minstrel—and Bunter’s too short-sighted to see it, or to know his features again. He often takes one of us for another, even without our faces being blacked.”
“Snoop can work it all right, and it will be a jolly good feed for the lot of us,” grinned Bulstrode. “It will come like corn in Egypt now, when we’re all stony, Bunter has raised twelve bob, and twelve bob means—”
“Ha, ha! A royal spread!”
“Exactly! ”
“I say, you don’t know exactly when the real Maori is coming, do you?” said Skinner, struck by a sudden thought. “It won’t do for the two of them to run together on the station platform, you know.”
“Phew ! I never thought of that! He might be coming by this very train. Bunter’ll have to take his chance, and so will Snoop. Let’s get along to the tuck-shop in Friardale, anyway, to be ready for them.’
And the two Removites, still chuckling over the “jape,” strolled down to Friardale, and waited in Uncle Clegg’s tuck-shop for the arrival of Billy Bunter and the remarkable new Zealander he was to welcome to Greyfriars,
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Coloured Gentleman,
BILLY BUNTER came up to Friardale Station at a breathless run, and ran into the Friardale porter in the vestibule. He staggered back against an automatic machine, and gasped for breath.
“Is the three-forty in yet?” he jerked out.
“Ow ! “ said the porter.
“Is the three———”
“Br-r-r-r !”
The porter was rubbing his waistcoat, where Billy’s head had smitten him, apparently causing him considerable inward pain. Hp glared at Bunter, but the glare was quite lost upon the short-sighted junior.
“I want to meet the three-forty———”
“Ger-r-r-r !”
And the porter, having worked up an expression of anguish in expectation of a tip by way of compensation, and having received no tip-—Billy Bunter had a conscientious objection to tipping, or indeed to parting with money at any Lime if he could help it— he resumed his normal expression and walked away, leaving Bunter’s question unanswered.
“Beast !“ murmured Bunter, “I’ve a jolly good mind to report him to the company and get him sacked.”
And the fat junior found his way to the platform. The train was not in yet, however, and Bunter had to wait several minutes for it. He filled in the time by extracting chocolates from a machine on the platform, and eating them. When at last the train came puffing in, Bunter’s mouth was full of chocolate, and his lips liberally smeared with it. The three-forty train at Friardale was only a local, and the new boy at Greyfriars would have found it difficult to come from London upon it: but Bunter never thought about that. If the Maori was on the train, it was all right. And Billy Bunter blinked up and down the row of carriage windows as the train steamed in.
Several passengers alighted, and walked towards the exit of the platform. Bunter blinked at the last to alight, who stood staring up and down with a strange and inquiring air.
He seemed to be a youth about Bunter’s own age, but as black as the ace of spades. He was dressed in Etons, and wore the regulation silk topper; but his face was as black as his hat. His hands were encased in gloves and could not be seen. Ho looked up and down the platform, and Bunter hurried towards him,
“ I say, you know————”
The stranger looked at him.
“I’m Bunter “ explained the fat junior. William George Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove. I suppose you’re Brown ?”
The stranger nodded.
“Tom Brown, of New Zealand? Quotes
“ I’se Brown.”
“Blessed if he doesn’t speak like a nigger, too, like a nigger minstrel,” murmured Bunter. “ I don’t know about chumming up with this chap. He’s blacker than Inky. Still, if he’s rich, I suppose it would be only hospitable to look after him.’
“I’ve come to meet you,” explained Bunter. “ We thought it would he only decent for on8 of the principal chaps in the Form to.”
“I’se glad.”
“Curious thing, I seem to know your voice,” said Bunter, blinking at the stranger. “ I suppose I can’t have met you before. You look awfully like a Christy minstrel, if you’ll excuse my saying so.”
“You tink so ?”
“Well, come on. I suppose you’re hungry after your journey?”
“Berry hungry.”
“ Where’s your box ? “
“M-m-my box?” and
“Yes. I suppose you haven’t come all the way from New Zealand with only the clothes you stand up in ! exclaimed Bunter, in amazement.
N –n-no ! ‘‘stammered the newcomer. “ You see, it’s coming on,”
“Oh, I see! Good! That will save trouble. Come on, and have a feed at the tuck-shop before you go to the school.”
“You’re berry good.’’
“Not at all. I’m always kind and to new boys. As you come from such a distant place, of course 1 feel it a duty to look after you.”
“Berry much good,”
“Come on. You give up your ticket here. It’s all right, porter, I’ve only been on the platform to meet this gentleman.”
The porter, who was also the ticket-collector, looked at the two, and grinned. He could see what was quite invisible to the short-sighted junior—that the New Zealander’s dark complexion was only greasepaint, But that, was no business of his. His business was with Bunter. He was remembering that collision in the station entrance, and the tip that had not come off.
“It ain’t all right,” he remarked.
“ What do you mean, porter?”
“Strangers ain’t allowed on this platform.”
“I’ve only been to—”
“Ticket, please,” said the porter. allowing the dark youth to the barrier, and detaining Bunter and there.
“But I haven’t a ticket.”
“Then you’ll have to pay from the station you came from.”
“I haven’t come from any station! And “ roared Bunter. “ You saw me go on the platform yourself”
“I ain’t seed nothing,” said the porter obstinately. “ If you’re a trespasser you’d better look out! Ticket, please !”
Bunter snorted, and drew twopence from his pocket.
“Take that, then.”
“From what station” asked the porter stolidly.
“It’s a tip, you idiot!’
“Railway servants ain’t allowed to take tips,” said the porter. “From what station? ”
Bunter simply glared. The porter at Friardale made much more by tips from the Greyfriars fellows than he received from he railway company. But Bunter’s tips were too few and far between to be worth troubling about.
“Well, from Lindale,” said Bunter, naming the first station that came into his mind.
“Fare from Lindale twopence-ha’penny,” said the porter grimly.
“Look here, you idiot——”
“ Passengers ain’t allowed to abuse a railway servant in the discharge of his dooty,” said the porter. “A complaint will be sent your ‘Ead-master.”
Bunter added the extra halfpenny to the twopence, and passed on, snorting. The dark youth had wandered away towards the entrance, and Bunter was afraid of losing him. The porter grinned after the fat junior, and grinned at the two pence halfpenny in his palm. He had given Billy Bunter his quid pro quo.
Bunter joined the newcomer, and they left the station together. Bunter slipped his arm affectionately through that of the dark youth.
This way to the tuck-shop,” he said. “There are some friends of 9there—jolly fellows that you’ll like.”
“Me berry glad.”
“We thought we’d give you a bit of a welcome,” said Bunter, “ I’m standing a feed.”
“Berry much good.”
“ I hear that your pater’s awfully rich,” went on Bunter, perhaps a little hastily, for he wanted to be really assured on that point before he expended the twelve shillings; and he blinked inquisitively at the New Zealander.
The black youth nodded.
“Berry rich,” he said—” Berry, berry rich,”
“That must be ripping for you.”
“Berry ripping.”
“I suppose you have all the pocket-money you want? ”
“Oh, no, Fader allow me only a pound a week.”
“A pound a week “ shrieked Bunter, with visions of unlimited feeds dancing before his eyes.
The newcomer nodded,
“Den he sends me tips as well,” he remarked.
Bunter pressed his arm lovingly.
“I can see that you and I will get on,” he remarked. “ I took a fancy to you at first sight. You’re just the fellow I wanted to chum with,”
The black youth grinned.
“I’se berry glad.
“That’s all right. I’ll see you through. I’ll teach you to box if you like, and show you how to take photographs. Hello, what’s all that row? “
The new boy glanced up the street, and hastily backed into a shop doorway. Down the old High Street of Friardale came a wild and noisy crowd. They were the juniors from Greyfriars.
Well ahead were the Famous Four, with the ball at their feet, and they were keeping the ball rolling in fine style. Round them surged the Removites, and after them came the Upper Fourth, red with rage. Temple, Dabney & Co. had been making great efforts to recapture their new football; but in vain, and the chase had extended all along the lane to Friardale. Wharton’s object in going to the village the Fourth Formers did not know, but they would have followed him across the whole county rather than have given up the struggle for the footer.
The new boy seemed strangely anxious to keep out of sight of the Greyfriars fellows, But black faces were too uncommon in Friardale to escape notice. Bob Cherry and Linley stopped too, Nugent rushing the footer on amid a crowd of Removites.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! “ ejaculated Bob Cherry. “ What’s the game?”
Bunter blinked at him.
“Oh, really, Cherry, I don’t quite understand you! ”
“What’s that? “
“I wish you wouldn’t allude to my friend Brown so disrespectfully, Cherry. This is the now boy from New Zealand.”
“What!” yelled Wharton and Bob Cherry together.
“This is Brown.”
“It isn’t—it’s black,’’
“Oh, really, Cherry——”
“Ha, ha, ha! ‘‘
T he black youth was making frantic signs to the Removites not to give him away. They did not recognize him, for the moment, but they knew very well that his black complexion had been laid on before a glass.
“It’s Brown From Taranaki,” said Billy Bunter. “ I’ve chummed up with him because I consider it my duty to look after a stranger from a distant part of the Empire.”
“My hat! Here’s Bunter as a patriot now.’
“I hope I am patriotic, Wharton. I believe in strengthening the bonds of Empire, and—and hands across the sea. you know, and—and that sort of thing. I am going to chum up with Brown.”
You utter ass! ”
“I don’t mind his being black. All New Zealanders are black.”
“ What ? “
“It’s the climate, Bulstrode says.”
“Rubbish! Ha, ha. ha!
“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at! I’m going to look after this chap, and I don’t care if he’s as black as your hat. I like him.”
“Ha, ha, ha! This is what you were borrowing tin for, was it—to stand the stranger a feed, eh ?“ roared Bob Cherry.
“Well, you know I like being hospitable.”
‘ I suppose Black’s—I mean Brown’s—rich? “said Wharton, grinning.
“He has a pound a week pocket-money,” said Bunter importantly, as if he already felt a considerable portion of that pound in his own pockets.
“He, ha, ha!”
“That accounts for Bunter falling in love at first sight.” grinned Bob Cherry—” that accounts for this chap being regarded as black but comely. “Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, really, Cherry—”
“Well go it, Bunter! They’re all black in New Zealand, are they 7”
“Yes. You remember the Rugby footballers—I didn’t see them, but I remember they were called the All Blacks.”
“Ha, ha, ha! ”
“Blessed if I see what you’re cackling at! ”
“Ha, ha, ha! You’ll see soon. Go ahead with your New Zealander.”
And the chums of the Remove ran on in pursuit of the foot-ballers, who were nearly at the station by this time. They were laughing almost too much to run.
“My hat! “ said Wharton. “This isn’t so rotten as most of Bulstrode’s japes, either! It will serve Billy right for sucking up to a rich chap—as he supposed.”
“Supposes, yes!” roared Bob Cherry. “Ha, ha, ha! Fancy his being idiot enough to believe that New Zealanders are black!”
“Ha, ha, ha! He’d believe anything when he’s on the track of a feed.”
Meanwhile, Billy Bunter piloted his new friend to the village tuck-shop, where Bulstrode and Skinner gave the New Zealander a most effusive welcome.
Billy Bunter slapped down a handful of silver on the counter, and gave his orders with the air of a prince. It was a time to be generous when he was chumming up with a chap who had a pound a week pocket-money as well as tips.
“Come on, chappy,” said Bunter affectionately to the New Zealander—at whom Uncle Clegg was staring blankly— “come on, order what you like! ”
“You’re berry good.”
“Not at all,” said Bulstrode, “Bunter’s doing the right thing---_he always does. Wire in, kids, and let’s do Bunter honour. Bunter’s the real sort of a chap to stand a feed!”
And Bulstrode, Skinner, and the dark youth “wired in,” and the way they travelled through the tuck” was amazing.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Is Unfortunate,
“ON the ball! ”
“Go it!”
“ Pass, there——you duffer—pass!”
“On the ball ! “
Outside the station raged a terrific struggle for the procession of Temple’s new footer. The run down the long lane had not made the energy of the Greyfriars juniors abate in the least. The Upper Fourth were determined to get their ball back, and the Removites were determined to keep possession of it till it suited them to part with it. And when the crowd of excited juniors swarmed round the station the struggle was keen. The villagers came to their doors to look on, and a crowd collected to watch. The village policeman caught sight of the scrimmage from a distance, and quietly strolled in the opposite direction. He had no mind to be accidentally rolled over in the gutter, and scrambled over by forty or fifty excited youths.
“On the ball! ” roared Wharton. “Play up, Remove!”
“ Hurrah ! “
It was the Famous Four’s object to send the ball into the little Station in order to retain possession of it- while they waited for the train to come in with Tom Brown of Taranaki—the real Brown.
The Upper Fourth soon saw what they were at, and ranged up to prevent them, so that Temple, Dabney & Co. found themselves keeping goal at the station door.
Again and again Wharton & Co. sent in the ball, and the defenders cleared, and the Fourth Formers tried to rush it away up the street. But the Removites always rallied and brought it back again.
In the excitement of the struggle no one heard or heeded the sound of a train coming into the station.
The four o’clock train had arrived, but the fellows who had come to meet it were thinking of anything but that.
The struggle was at its hottest, and the attack on goal was hard and hot, when a stranger appeared on the scene, from the interior of the station.
He was a lad of about Harry Wharton’s age, and of much the same size—perhaps a little more stoutly built—but very active and agile, too. He had a round, boyish face, extremely sunburnt, with a pair of dark eyes, that seemed capable of staring the broad suit of noon in the face; so strong, and steady, and keen was their glance. The expression of the face was happy and good-humoured, and there was a gleam of fun too, in his eyes.
The lad came down to the station entrance, and looked out in great amazement at the scene: Temple and Co. grouped in the doorway, and the Famous Four pelting the ball in at them, a crowd of Upper and Lower Fourth boys swarming round with excited faces and wild yells.
“Great Scott! “ ejaculated the newcomer.
Dabney had retired into the station for a few minutes to dab his nose with a handkerchief. He had met the incoming footer with his nose—and stopped the ball—but his nose had suffered considerably.
The newcomer tapped him on the shoulder, and Dabney blinked at him over his crimsoned handkerchief.
“Excuse me,” said the sunburnt lad. “ Will you tell me what’s the matter?”
“Form row,” said Dabney briefly.
The other looked puzzled.
“What’s that?”
“We’re licking the Remove.”
The stranger seemed to understand.
“Oh! You belong to Greyfriars School? ”
“Oh, rather!”
“I’m a new boy.”
“Oh, are you?” said Dabney, without taking much interest in the matter; and he mopped away fiercely at his streaming nose.
“Yes; I believe I’m going into the Lower Fourth—that’s the Remove, isn’t it? ”
“Yes,” said Dabney. “Go and eat coke, you cheeky Remove waster!”
Tom Brown laughed—a hearty, wholesome laugh that was good to hear.
He stepped towards the doorway, leaving Dabney mopping his nose, and looked out. It was easy for him to distinguish the Remove from the Upper Fourth. They were younger boys, though the difference was not great; and their shouts. too, showed who they were. The New Zealander looked with great interest on the struggle.
“On the ball ! “ roared Wharton. “Buck up, Remove!”
There was the shriek of an engine in the station, and Bob Cherry gave a jump.
“That’s the train going out! “he exclaimed.
“Blow the train! “
“But the New Zealand kid—”
“ Oh! ‘‘
“He must be there.”
“Come on, then.”
Wharton and Cherry made a rush for the station door. Temple and Fry jumped in their way; but the Removites did not close with them.
“Pax! “exclaimed Wharton. “We’re here to meet a chap— a new kid coming front New Zealand—we want to get on the platform.”
“Rats!”
“We want to meet Brown— —
“Bosh ! Give us our ball!”
“Now, look here——”
“It’s not pax till you give us our ball.”
“ But——
“Go and eat coke!”
“It’s all serene,” said Tom Brown, quietly, stepping forward.
“I’m Brown—I’m the chap from New Zealand—and awfully obliged to you for coming to meet me.”
Harry Wharton nodded, and glanced over him quickly. He noted the keen eye, the sturdy form, with satisfaction.
“Good! “ he exclaimed. “ You’re coming into our Form. Line up!”
“Right-ho!
“On the ball!” shouted Wharton, “Back to Greyfriars— on the ball!”
“Hurrah!”
“Buck up, Remove!”
The Removites dribbled the footer away, and Temple, Dabney & Co. rushed in pursuit. Temple robbed Nugent of the ball, and sped away with it. A lithe form shot past him like an arrow, and the ball was a fairly taken from his toe with lightning speed. Temple hardly knew that it was gone till he saw that active form speeding away down the lane, with the ball bounding in advance.
Harry Wharton gave a shout.
“ Bravo, Maori!
It was the New Zealander who was on the ball!
The Removites gave him a cheer, and dashed after him. A swarm of excited juniors went down the street. They swarmed outside the tuck-shop, where it unfortunately happened that a Wagon coming down the street stopped the New Zealander’s pace. The Upper Fourth buzzed round the boy fromTaranaki
“Collar the ball “ shrieked Temple.
But Tom Brown was not to be robbed of the leather. As the Fourth-Formers closed upon him, he kicked for safety, taking the door of the tuck-shop as a goal.
The leather flew, and true to its aim, it bounded in at the tuck-shop door. There was a swarming rush of juniors after it.
From within the short came a fearful yell.
Billy Bunter was sitting on a cane stool, eating jam tarts and talking, when the ball came in. There was a big box of eggs behind Bunter, and he was tilting the stool backwards and forwards as he talked and ate. He was telling the greatly impressed black youth about his surprising powers as a physical culturist and a performer in the gym ; and no thought of danger crossed his mind,
He gave a jump as the ball came in.
The leather struck a wall and rebounded—and caught the fat junior full upon the chest!
“Ow “ yelled Bunter.
He went over backwards, his tarts flying far and wide.
There was a terrific crashing and smashing as the plump form of the junior bumped into the box of eggs.
“My only hat ! “ gasped Bulstrode. Here’s a giddy go ! “
“My word “ said Skinner. “ Eggs are cheap to-day.”
“They’ll have to be paid for,” hooted Uncle Clegg.
‘‘ Ow ! Help! Help! Yow! ‘‘
The doorway was blocked with eager juniors in pursuit of the ball. They saw Bunter’s plight ; and they yelled.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
Bunter, sprawling helplessly in the box of smashed eggs, blinked and roared.
“ Ow ! Yow! Help! Ow!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hw the Chum from New Zealand arrived at Greyfriars.
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“Help!”
Harry Wharton came in, and seized Bunter’s outstretched hands, and tried to drag him from the box of eggs.
But the box was not wide, under the pump form of the Falstaff of Greyfriars was jammed into it.
“Help!”
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“Ow ! You’re jerking my fists off—yow! Help ! Go easy ! Don’t be a beast! Yah!”
“Here, lend a hand, some of you chaps!”
“Right— ho,” exclaimed Tom Brown.
He took one of Bunter’s arms, and Harry took the other. They yanked at the fat junior, and Bunter, grunting, came out of the box like a cork from a bottle.
There was a roar of merriment as his back was seen.
He was smothered with eggs from neck to knees.
Broken eggs streamed all over him, and made lines down the legs of his trousers to his ankles. The interior of the egg-box resembled a soup tureen.
“Ow “gasped Bunter. “ What beast kicked that ball at me?”
“Ha, ha, ha! “ roared Tom Brown. I’m sorry! Ha, ha, ha! ”
“You—you waster! “
“I’m—ha, ha, ha——jolly sorry!”
“Yes, you look it,” remarked Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added that the lookfulness was terrific.
“I am really sorry,” gasped Tom Brown. “ I’ll pay for the clothes! Ha, ha, ha!”
“You——you worm “ gasped Bunter. ‘‘ Who are you ? You don’t belong to Greyfriars. I say, you fellows, bump him over. You’re not going to let a rotten stranger muck up a Greyfriars chap like this, are you !”
“But he is a Greyfriars chap, Bunty; he’s the new kid from New Zealand,”
Bunter forgot the eggs in his surprise.
“What?”
“It’s Tom Brown, of Taranaki.”
“ Rot “ exclaimed Bunter, warmly. “ You know all the people in New Zealand are black. That’s why they’re called the All Blacks.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Besides, the New Zealand chap is here. Where is that black chap ? “exclaimed Bunter, blinking round the shelter. “Where is he?”
The pseudo New Zealander was quietly making for the door. But the doorway was so crammed that the disguised joker could find no exit. Removites were cramming it, keeping out the Upper Fourth, who were clamoring for their ball.
Bulstrode and Skinner were roaring with laughter. The truth was coming out now but they did not care. Bunter had expended his twelve shillings, raised by such various means, and the feed was over.
Tom Brown caught hold of the black youth’s shoulder and jerked him back into the middle of the tuck-shop. Brown was looking surprised, and he wanted an explanation.
“ Hallo ! “ he exclaimed. “So you’re the chap from New Zealand, are you ? “
“I—I—I——,’
‘‘ Of course he is ! “ said Bunter indignantly. ‘ If you chap knew anything about geography, you’d know that the people in New Zealand are All Blacks——’’
“ Ha, ha, ha !
“ You utter ass‘‘ said Tom Brown
“Look here, you outsider---“
“ I‘m Tom Brown.’’
“Rats!”
“This is a chap who has been japing you.”
“Oh, really, you know——’’
“It —it was only a joke.” gasped the joker. It was only a joke up against Bunter. He, he, he!”
“M-m-m-my word! “gasped Bunter. “ I—oh—Snoop!”
Tom Brown had jerked his prisoner over to the counter, where was a basin of water, with a dish-cloth in it, with which Uncle Clegg had been washing pastry plates.
Tom seized the cloth, and rubbed it hard over the disguised junior’s face.
The hard rub removed enough of the colouring to reveal a big patch of the junior’s face, and he was recognizable even to the Owl of the Remove.
“ Snoop!”
“He, he, he! “ giggled Snoop. “ Here, lemme alone, you New Zealand lamb. It was only a jape.”
The New Zealander released him. The crowd of juniors simply roared. The expression of Bunter’s face as he stared at Snoop was too funny for words.
“I—I——I say, you fellows, I’ve been done,” gasped Bunter at last. “ I’ve been dished. I’ve blued twelve bob on feeding these chaps—”
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“ He told me he was Tom Brown, and was allowed a pound a week pocket-money——”
“He, he, he !’’
“ I’ve treated him, and—”
“ Ho, ho, ho ! “ roared Bulstrode. “ it was a ripping feed, too, Billy. We’re grateful.”
“What-ho! “ giggled Skinner, “ I pass a vote of thanks.”
“ You-—you beasts!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ You’ve taken me in!”
“ You Frabjous ass! “Ha, ha, ha!”
“ 1—I say, you fellows—”
But Bunter’s indignant voice was drowned in the roar of laughter. Uncle Clegg tapped him on the shoulder. and Bunter blinked at him angrily.
“What do you want, hang you?”
“ Paying for them eggs,” said Uncle Clegg,. grimly.
“ Go to the dickens! It wasn’t my fault!”
“ You broke them eggs—”
“ It’s all right.” said Tom Brown, interposing. “ I’ll settle. It was my fault, as I kicked in the ball. Take it out of that.”
Uncle Clegg’s grim visage relaxed at the sight of a sovereign. He gave the New Zealander his change, and meanwhile, Nugent had sorted the football out from the corner it had rolled into. Outside the shop, Temple, Dabney & Co. were still clamouring. Tom Brown took the footer and put it under his arm.
“We’ll give them a run to the school,” he said. ‘I play rugger at home in New Zealand, I’ll show them a three— quarter’s run.”
“Right : we’ll back you up,”
“Buck up, Remove!”
“Hurrah
“I say, you fellows, how am I to get home in this state?”
“Ask us another, Billy”
“I’ve been done out. of twelve bob—”
“Serve you right for being a greedy young rotter!”
“Oh, really, Wharton—”
“Come on, you chaps! Rush them
“I say, you fellows—”
But no one heeded Billy Bunter. The Removites rushed the Upper Fourth, and fought a clear way to the street, Tom Brown still with the ball under his arm.
The Fourth-Formers tackled him on all sides, but Torn Brown went up the street as he might have gone up a Rugger field, the ball under his arm, and flooring his opponents right and left.
He gained the lane that led to Greyfriars, with a fleetness that made it far from easy for even the Famous Four—the best runners in the Remove—to keep pace with him. There he dropped the ball.
“Come on “ he shouted, waving his hand.
And away they went at top speed up the lane.
The rushing and running had fagged out most of both Forms, and only the chosen spirits on either side stuck to the game. The Famous Four , with Mark Linley and Tom Brown, were all of the Remove who remained ‘ on the ball,’’ while only five or six of the Upper Fourth contested it with them as they bore down upon the gates of Greyfriars.
But Temple, Dabney & Co. Were determined not to yield. They would never have heard the last of it if they had allowed the Remove to remain in possession of the ball. They fought it out to the bitter end.
Gosling was careful to keep out of the way as the dusty, excited juniors came streaming in at the gates, the Removites still keeping the ball, and passing it to one another in fine style as they came in.
“Come on! “ shouted Bob Cherry. “ Lets get it into the house and up into the Remove passage!”
“Right-ho!”
“The rightfulness as terrific!” panted Hurree Singh.
If the juniors had not been wildly excited, they would not have been so reckless. They rushed the ball across the Close towards the Schoolhouse. The Fourth-Formers panted after them. Only Temple and Dabney were in at the death ; and of the Remove, only Wharton, Cherry, and the New Zealander were still on the ball. Bob Cherry was rolled over by a charge from Temple, undo he gasped on the grass, too breathless to rise again. Wharton was tackled by Dabney, and he passed the footer to Torn Brown.
The lad from Taranaki rushed it door-wads, and kicked just as Temple made a clutch at him. The ball rose in the air and sailed into the wide doorway, just as Mr. Quelch, the Master of the Remove, came out to see what the disturbance was about.
The result was inevitable!
Biff!
“ Goal “ gasped Bob Cherry. ‘My only chapeau!”
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Score for the Remove.
MR. QUELCH staggered back into the house, and disappeared from view for a moment.
There was the sound of a heavy fall within, and of a football bouncing away. The Removites stood petrified.
Tom Brown chuckled.
“Goal!” he ejaculated. “That’s the second!”
“ What!”
“That’s the second goal—and both flukes ! Ha, ha, ha
“ My hat! Do you know who you’ve goaled?”
“ Haven’t the faintest idea.”
“ It’s Quelch—our Form-master,— master of the Remove!”
“ Phe-e-e-w ! “
Mr. Quelch reappeared in the doorway. The Remove-master was usually quiet under some what cold individual ; but on the present occasion he showed very visible signs of excitement.
He was almost stuttering with wrath, and for some moments he could not make himself intelligible.
“Boys! “ He gasped at last. “ Boys!”
Tom Brown raised his hat, with an expression of contrition upon his handsome, sunburnt face,
“I am very sorry, sir.”
“We are sorry—” began Wharton.
“Leave it to inc.” whispered Brown. “I’m a new boy: I shall get off more lightly than you would.”
Wharton could not help being struck by the solid sense of that remark. It showed that the lad from Taranaki had all his wits about him.
Tom Brown came towards the wrathful Remove-master with a contrite expression, which was blended with the most perfect innocence.
“I am sorry. sir—so sorry! I hope the footer did not hurt you!
“Boy!”
“ If you please, sir, I’m the new boy.”
“ Boy!”
“Tom Brown, sir, of Taranaki, North Island, New Zealand.”
“Boy “gasped the Remove—master.
“I didn’t see you before I kicked, sir. I hope it didn’t hurt you !”
“It did hurt me,” said Mr. Quelch, severely. But that “not the point. How dare you kick a football into the public doorway of a school! ”
“Oh, sir!”
You must know that you are not allowed to do anything of the sort here,”
“Oh, sir!”
“I do not wish to be hard upon a new boy, especially one coming from such a distant place,” said Mr. Quelch. ‘ but you must know—————’’
“Yes, sir,”
“You deserve to be caned most severely.”
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Quelch looked a little puzzled.
However, as you are a new boy—and considering that you have lately arrived from New Zealand, I do not wish to cane you immediately upon your arrival at the school.”
“ Oh, thank you, sir. You are very kind ! “
“You will be more careful in the future. Wharton and Cherry. you will take a hundred lines each. You were kicking the ball here, although it was Brown who sent it into the house.”
“Yes sir,” said Wharton and Cherry. meekly.
Mr. Quelch went back into the house. Tom Brown smiled at his new friends, and hurried in after the Form-master to look for the footer. Upper Fourth and Remove had been gathering on the spot, and a crowd followed Ton Brown in. But the New Zealander was the one to pick up the ball, and Harry Wharton linked to linked arms with him, and rushed him up to the Remove passage.
The Upper Fourths followed fast ; but on their own ground the Remove we’re invincible. The ball was kicked along to No. 1 study. and kicked into it ; and Temple, Dabney & Co. strove in vain to reach even the study door.
“Yah! “ roared t
he Upper Fourth., ‘ Give us our ball.”
“ Come and fetch it!”
“Yah! Rotters!”
“ Who scores this time?”
“The Remove! “ roared the Lower Fourth.
Harry Wharton held up the football which was not looking so new as it had looked—so that temple could see it across the heads of the crowd of Removites who barred his path to the study.
“Here you are, Temple.”
“Hand it over, you rotten fag!”
“Say ‘ please,’ pretty, and you can have it.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Temple did not say “ please, pretty ; he snorted with wrath. The Upper Fourth attempted a rush, but it was in vain.
“Are you going to ask for it nicely?”
“ No! “ roared Temple.
“Are you going to admit that the Remove scores ? “
“No!”
“Well, we score all the same. I’m going to chuck this ball out of the window, and you Upper Fourths worms can go and wriggle for it.”
“Gimme that ball!”
“ Rats!”
And Harry carried the ball into the study, and tossed it from the open window into the Close. The Upper Fourth, with many threats and cat-calls, dispersed, and the Removites were left to chuckle over their victory.
Temple, Dabney & Co. found their footer in their Close, but they did not feel inclined for any more punting about. They had had enough of that.
The Remove chums were fagged, two. Harry Wharton pushed Torn Brown into the armchair No. 1 Study, and sat on the table himself. Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh sat down, breathing hard, and Mark Linley sat on the window-sill. Nugent had not yet come in. For some moments nothing was heard in the study but the sound of gasping for breath.
“Well, it was a jolly good jape.” said Wharton at last. “You’ve had a rather exciting reception at Greyfriars, Brown,” Tom Brown laughed.
“Yes, rather. I like it,”
“You see, there are a good many rows between us and the Upper Fourth. They have a fancy that they can walk over the Remove.”
“ Ha, ha, ha !”
“ What are you cackling at ?”
“ It looks to me as if the Remove have a fancy for walking over them.”
“Well, we have to keep our end up, of course. Otherwise, we’re very peaceable chaps. By the way, I daresay you’re hungry after your journey ! “
“Getting that way.’
“ You can have tea in Hall if you hike, but we’d like you to come to tea with us,” said Harry Wharton. “ Would you care to? ”
“Yes, rather. Where do you have tea, then?”
“Here, in the study.”
“That must be jolly comfy.”
“It is ; cosy, you know. Not too much space, but, after all, so long as there’s enough, that’s sufficient.”
“Yes ; enough is generally sufficient, I believe,” grinned Tom Brown. “Can I help you ? I know how to light fires, and to cook damper.”
“H’m, I don’t know about the damper, but you can light the fire,” said Wharton, ‘ I think we’ll get a wash and a brush first, after that tussle. I feel as if I’d collected up most of the dust on the Friardale road ”
“Same here,”
“This way, then.”
Harry Wharton led the way to the lower passage where stood the row of bath-rooms, all of then empty at this time, though there was generally a rush for them in early morning. Billy Bunter came into the study after they were gone, and blinked discontentedly round. Bunter was in a decidedly bad humour.
He had been completely done, and for a youth who prided himself upon his cunning that was unpleasant in the first place.
Then he had swindled the twelve shillings, which had been so difficult to raise; and Bulstrode, Skinner, and Snoop had certainly consumed more than their share of it. In the belief that he was making friends with the richest junior at Greyfriars, Bunter had been generous. It was the first time in his life that hp had been generous, and he repented him sorely now.
He had tried to get back the cost of that reckless feed from Bulstrode, but the bully of the Remove had explained to him very clearly that it was not to be done. He declared that in the first place it was too good a jape to be spoiled. In the second place, it was a lesson to Bunter. In the third place, the money spent hadn’t belonged to Bunter at all. In the fourth he would see him hanged first. Bunter did not wait to hear a fifth or sixth reason; he snorted and gave it up.
Bunter had changed his clothes, and left his eggy garments in the dormitory. He fully meant to get about double the cost of them from the New Zealander.
But the chief thing that bothered him was that he had expended time and money in making up to the disguised Snoop, and had allowed the real fish to pass through his net. What chance had he now of chumming up with the New Zealander, who had found so many friends, and found them so soon?
Bunter was disgusted all round.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Third Goal!
HARRY WHARTON & Co. Came trooping into No.1, looking very fresh and clean after their wash and as hungry as hunters. Billy Bunter blinked at them discontentedly.
“ I say, you fellows—“
“ Anything in the cupboard for tea, Billy ?”
“ Nothing.”
“Where’s the cold rabbit pie? ”
“I had to have a snack—”
“And the beefsteak pudding?”
“I was hungry——”
Harry Wharton laughed.
“May as well say at once that you’ve scoffed the whole show.” he said.
“ Never mind; we’re in funds, and we want something extra special for the new kid. You can go down to Mrs. Mimble’s and do some shopping, Bunty.’’
Billy Bunter brightened up wonderfully.
‘ I say, that’s a jolly good idea, Wharton, You chaps can lay the table and boil the kettle while I’m gone. I’ll do some shopping for you with pleasure. I could get in a stunning feed for a sovereign,”
“You’ll have to manage to do it on less than half that, Billy.”
“Oh, really, Wharton! I don’t think you ought to be stingy on an occasion like this. It isn’t every day that we have a Fellow Briton from the most distant part of the sun upon which the Empire never sets—I——I mean the Empire upon which the sun never sets, You see, at a time like this people ought to rally round the old flag.”
“ Good idea, but if rallying round the old flag means standing you more grub than is good for you, Billy, I’m not doing any rallying at present’
“I say, you fellows——”
“Go and lay that out,” said Wharton, laying nine shillings on the table, which he had collected among the others. “ Do the best you can with it.”
“If you are going to be mean—”
“It’s quite enough, ass, and all we have, too.”
“It’s no good talking to you, I suppose. I never know a chap so awfully close with his money. I’ll do my best.’’
“You go with him, Nugent, and help him carry the things in.’’
“Oh, really, it’s not necessary; I can manage—”
“You go with him, Nugent, and see that he doesn’t scoff the grub.”
“Oh, really Wharton—”
“Buzz off.”
And Nugent put his arm through Billy Bunter’s and led him from the room. The juniors set to work preparing tea. It was congenial work to hungry lads with healthy appetites. Tom Brown lent a hand willingly enough, and soon showed that he knew how to be useful. He had the fire going in a very few minutes, and Wharton having told him where to obtain water he filled the kettle and put it on. It was soon singing away cheerfully. Bob Cherry laid the cloth, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh cut bread-and-butter at express speed. Mark Linley, who was Bob’s study mate in No. 13, came in to tea, and he brought with him a dish of saveloys from No. 13 study.
“Every little helps,” grinned Bob Cherry. Here comes Bunter. Behold, he is weary and heavy laden! Did you keep an eye on him, Nugent?”
Nugent chuckled.
“What-ho! I had to stop him about every ten seconds from taking a snack.”
“Oh, really, Nugent—”
“You know I did, you young boa-constrictor ”
“My hat! ” said Tom Brown, with a glance round the study This looks awfully jolly, you chaps. I like Greyfriars.”
No. 1 Study did indeed look very cosy, with the firelight gleaming on the shining crockery, and the table groaning, as a novelist would say, under the weight of goodly viands.
‘The jollyfulness is terrific,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. I suppose I shall be shoved into one of these studies? “ said Brown.
“Oh, yes. Not a study to yourself, you know; you share it with two or three other chaps —perhaps four. There are four of us in here; there used to be five with Cherry. He was shoved out into a new study at the other end of the passage because he made so much row with his feet.”
“Look here——” began Bob Cherry.
“Well, because he made too much row, anyway. He digs in the end study with Linley and Wun Lung.”
‘The New Zealander stared.
“Who on earth’s that? ”
“A Chinese kid— you’ll like him, There are only three in that study, so you may be put in there. I’d like to have you here, and if Bunter changed into No. 13, it might be managed,” said Wharton, thoughtfully,
“Bunter jolly well won’t do anything of the sort,” said Bob Cherry emphatically. “No Bunter in my study, please. Besides, I want Brown—he looks all right. He’ll help us to keep our end up. No. 13 is top study in the Remove, you know, young brown.’
“Rats! “ said Nugent. “ No. 1 is top study. Don’t tell the new kid any of your fearful yarns, Bob.”
“Look here, Nugent——”
“ Rats!”
“ I’ll jolly well——”
“Peace,” said Wharton. ‘ Never mind who’s top study just nine, while we’re having tea,”
“Yes, but if Cherry says—”
“If Nugent says—”
“Oh, cheese it. Look here, Bob, 1 don’t see why you shouldn’t have Bunter. He’s a jolly good cook. You must admit that.”
‘“Yes, and he eats pretty nearly all he cooks, too,”
“ You can keep an eye on him.”
‘ My dear chap, I wouldn’t take him at a gift.”
“Brown would like to come into No. 1—”
“Oh, no; he’d like to come into No. 13.”
“Stuff!) You’ve no right to accuse the new kid of having bad taste already——’’
“ You ass——”
Tom Brown laughed heartily.
“ You’re awfully good,” he said, I should like to come with both of you. But isn’t the matter settled by the Form-master or the Head?”
“Oh, yes, but if you asked him, and we backed you up, he’d let you come in, I dare say. If Bunter changed into No. 13——”
Billy Bunter glared through his spectacles. He did not like being disposed of as if he were a dog that could be shifted from one kennel to another without being consulted.
“Look here, you fellows—--” he began wrathfully.
There was a general exclamation of “Shut up, Bunter!”
“I shan’t shut-up ! I——”
“Look here, Bunter, don’t you bother when we’re talking things over,” said Harry Wharton, severely. I’m jolly well going to ask Quelch if Bunter can’t be put into No. 13, and—”
“I shall jolly well kick him out, anyway.”
“He’s a good cook,” urged Wharton,
“Well, if he’s a good cook, why don’t you want to keep him ?”
“Well, you see, he’s rather a pig—’-”
“Well, do you think I want a pig in my study ? “
“One more wouldn’t be noticed with the rest.”
Bob Cherry jumped up in wrath. He remembered that he was a guest. in No. 1 Study now, and sat down again.
The dropfulness of the esteemed subject would be the good wheeze,” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, peaceably.
“I rather think so too,” grinned Torn Brown.
“What about footer for the coming season? ” said Nugent, grinning, to change the subject. “ Can you p1ay footer, young Brown?”
Tom Brown laughed his merry laugh.
“What-ho !“ he said, “Rugby, of course; what game do you play here? ”
“Soccer. We’ll teach you soccer.”
“Or, I’ll teach you Rugger,” suggested Tom Brown. “It’s the better game, you know.”
“ Bosh! “
“I’ve played it all my life, and I ought to know.” said Brown. Warmly. “I’ll show you fellows how to play. Anyway, it’s a good dodge to play both kinds.”
“Yes, there’s something in that.”
“I suppose you haven’t a Rugger ball in the place ? “ asked Tom Brown, with a slight sniff, glancing round the study.
“No, I think not,” said Wharton, laughing. “ Still, it would be good fun to learn to play Rugger, and will get a ball, by all means.”
Tom Brown had finished his tea, and hp rose from the table. He picked up Harry Wharton’s football from the bookshelf.
You see, there1s a jolly lot more in Rugby,” he explained.
“You can’t drop a goal in your old game, for instance. When I played for the Taranaki Terriers I was considered rather a dab at dropping a goal. I’ll show you if you like, with this ball.”
Wharton jumped up in alarm.
“Here, hold on, old chap; you’re so jolly unlucky with your goals,” hp exclaimed, “and this is a small room for footer. It was all very well to biff Bunty into the eggs—that was funny---”
“Was it? “ snorted Bunter, “ I didn’t see anything funny in it.”
“And you got off pretty easily after goaling Quelchy in the chest. But you’ve given us enough goals—you have really.”
“The enoughfulness is terrific.”
“I’ll drop the goal against the door, if you like,” said Tom Brown. “Lightning never strikes three times in the same place. The ball will bounce back from the door, and won’t hurt anything.”
“Oh, all right_—go ahead.”
Tom Brown faced the door, and took the ball. He dropped it on the floor, and as it rose, he kicked.
It was a splendid drop kick, and it sent the ball straight at the door. If the door had remained shut, the footer would have bounced from it as Brown expected.
But he was certainly unlucky with his goals, for, just as he kicked, the door opened wide and Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars looked in.
‘ You—— Oh! ”
Wingate sat down in the doorway
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode’s New Study-Mate.
TOM BROWN stared blankly at Wingate, and Wingate stared blankly at Tom Brown. Bob Cherry burst into a roar.
“Ha, ha, ha! You were going to drop a goal, kid— and you’ve only dropped a prefect! Ha, ha, ha!”
“ My hat ! “ gasped Tom. “I’m sorry.”
“The sorrowfulness of the esteemed Maori is continual and terrific !” murmured Hurree Singh.
Wingate staggered to his feet.
“You cheeky young sweep —“
“I’m sorry! “
“Do you know I’m captain of the school—Head of the Sixth?” roared Wingate. “ Why, I’ll scalp you—I’ll pulverise you!”
“It was an accident—”
“Are you the chap who biffed Mr. Quelch with a footer?”
“That was an accident, too.”
“You’ve had too many accidents,” said Wingate, taking the new junior by the collar, and twisting him round, and applying his boot with considerable force to his person. “I think you ought to allow yourself one accident a day at the most.”
“Ow!”
“I think that you won’t have any more accidents for some time to come, now.”
“Yow!” -
“There!” said Wingate, stopping. “I think that’s enough, as you’re a new boy.”
“Ow ! It’s more than enough, thank you,” gasped Tom Brown. “ I’m jolly glad that I’m not an old boy.’
Wingate grinned. He had had a sudden shock, but his wrath never lasted long. He liked the New Zealander, too, for the plucky way he had taken his punishment.
“I came here for you,” he said. “I suppose you’re Brown, the kid from—from—what is it—Borriobool-Gha ?”
“Taranaki.” said Tom cheerfully.
“That’s it! Mr. Quelch wants to see you—he’s your Form-master. Go to his study—here, I’ll take you there. Don’t bring a footer.”
Tom Brown grinned, and followed the captain of Greyfriars. Wingate looked at him once or twice curiously. as they went downstairs. New boys at a big school like Greyfriars generally showed some sign of nervousness, or at least of being subdued. There was very little of that sort about Tom Brown. Greyfriars might have belonged to him, and the whole county might have been his private estate, to judge by his easy manner.
“I was going to give you a few tips, as you’ve come such a long way,” Wingate remarked, “about getting on here, and holding your own. But it seems to me that you are able to look after yourself pretty well:’
“I’ve usually been able to do so,” assented Torn modestly.
“ Well, you don’t seem very downhearted, anyway.”
“ I’m never downhearted.’’
“ Good! You seem to have made friends already, too.”
“‘Yes : jolly decent chaps they seem, too.” said Tom Brown heartily. “ I like Greyfriars. I say, I’m really sorry I biffed you with the footer. My luck seems to be out.”
“Oh, that’s all right,” said Wingate. “ I should recommend a little more care in the future, as all the prefects here aren’t as good-tempered as I am”
“I hope they all haven’t had as much practice at kicking goals as you seem to have had,” Tom Brown remarked.
Wingate laughed, and stopped at Mr. Quelch’s door and tapped. He opened the door, and signed to Brown to go in.
“Here is the new boy, sir.”
“Thank you, Wingate.”
And Tom Brown entered the Form-master’s study, to go through the usual ordeal of a new boy. But he went through it calmly and coolly enough. Mr. Quelch found him “all there,” and the new boy quite satisfied him. The Form-master referred to a list on his desk.
“Ah! You will go into No. 2 Study, Brown,” he said. “There are only two boys in that study at present, and there will be ample room for you.”
“Thank you. sir,” said Tom.
And he withdrew from the Form-master’s study. He went slowly back to the Remove quarters. He was disappointed at not being put into No. 1 or No. 13, but he knew that he could not argue about the matter with the Form-master. Exigencies of space determined the matter as far as Mr. Quelch was concerned.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the New Zealander came into No. 1. “ Get through all right ?”
“Right as rain, thanl4s
“Do you know which study you are going into?”
“Mr. Quelch says No. 2.”
There was a general falling of faces. Tom Brown looked round enquiringly.
“ I’m sorry not to be with some of you chaps,” he remarked. “ But is there anything up against No. 2 Study ? “
“It’s Bulstrode’s room,”
“Bulstrode ?”
“Yes, the big chap you saw in the tuck-shop—the chap who was japing Bunter.”
“He’s a beast!” remarked Bunter.
“Well, it can’t be helped,” remarked Harry Wharton. “It may be possible to change later, if you don’t get on with Bulstrode. You’ll find Hazeldene, the other fellow in there, all right. If your things have come from the station, you may as well get installed then, and we’ll lend you a hand.”
“Right-ho!”
Tom Brown’s box was in the dormitory. His books and personal belongings—including a Rugby footer—were unpacked, and the chums of the Remove helped him to convey them to No. 2 Study.
They were engaged thus when Bulstrode came in.
The Remove bully looked a little surprised at seeing so many fellows in his study, and he looked at them with considerable disfavour.
“Having a party here?” he asked.
“We’re helping Brown shove his things in.”
Bulstrode stared.
“Blow Brown and his things. What the dickens is he shoving them into my study for?”
“He’s to come in here.”
Bulstrode grunted.
“Oh, hang ! Blessed if I see why he should be shoved in here. There are other studies up and down the passage, without bothering me with the bounder.”
Torn Brown’s eyes gleamed. It was not so much the words as the way they were uttered, that angered him. Bulstrode seemed to be going quite out of his way to be as offensive as possible.
“Well, it won’t be any more pleasant for me than for you, if that’s a specimen of your manners,” said the New Zealander. “I shall feel a great deal as if I were shoved into a cage at the Zoo with a bear.”
Bulstrode glared at him.
“Do you know who you’re talking to ?” he demanded.
“If you’re not jolly civil, you’ll go out of this study on your neck,”
‘‘ Rats ! “
“ What?”
“ And many of them ! “
Bulstrode made it movement towards the New Zealander. Harry Wharton quietly stepped into his way.
“None of that, Bulstrode,” he said quietly. “if you make yourself disagreeable to a new chap who’s just come from a distant country, you’ll hear of it!”
“Oh, let him come on,” said Tom.
“You’re not going to fight him, Brown. You can do that later, if you like; but you don’t want a fight on your hands the first evening at Greyfriars. Bulstrode is going to behave himself, or else he’s going to get a Form licking that he won’t forget in a hurry.”
The Remove bully forced a laugh.
“Keep your wool on,” he said. “I don’t want a row.”
“Keep off the grass, then!”
And Bulstrode grunted and was silent,
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
More Woe for Bunter;
BILLY BUNTER looked into No. 2 Study later in the evening. Bulstrode was sitting there, in the arm-chair, with his feet on the fender, reading. Bunter blinked at him over the top of the chair.
“I say, Brown—”
Bulstrode grunted.
“I say, Brown, I wanted to speak to you very particularly. I couldn’t do it while all those fellows were about, and I wanted to catch you when Bulstrode wasn’t here.”
The Remove bully grinned.
The short-sighted Owl of the Remove evidently mistook him for the chum from New Zealand, who had, as a matter of fact, gone out with Harry Wharton & Co.
As Bulstrode was rather curious to know what the Owl wished to say to Brown, which he--Bulstrode—was not to hear, he said nothing, and allowed Billy Bunter to rattle on.
“I say, Brown, you might step reading for a minute. I wanted to warn you against Bulstrode. He’s a rotter! He’s the worst bully in the Remove, and he’s always playing some mean trick. The other chap in this study, Hazeldene, isn’t much better. And don’t have too much to say to the chaps in my study. They’re no good, though I don’t really like to say it about them. I’ve rather taken a fancy to you, and I am quite willing to chum up with you.”
Another grunt.
“I will look after you, and show you the ropes,” went on Billy Bunter. “As for Bulstrode. if he bullies you, I’ll make him sit up. I’m a ripping ventriloquist, you know, and I could easily get into a row by imitating his voice. I’ve made fellows sit up like that before. I—”
“Have you? ” said Bulstrode.
Bunter nearly fell upon the floor as he recognized the voice.
“Bulstrode!
“Yes, you young villain.”
“ Oh! Oh, really, Bulstrode—.——”
“The burly Removite rose from his chair, and towered over the startled Owl.
“So you want to warn Brown against me—”
“Oh, really, Bulstrode—”
“I’m the worst bully in the remove, am I 1”
“ I—I say—”
“You’ll make me sit up?”
“I—I—“
“I’ll jolly well make you sit up, for a start! ” said Bulstrode, seizing the fat junior by the collar with one hand, and taking up a cricket stump with the other,
Billy Bunter wriggled in his grasp.
“Ow! Leggo ! Help ! ”
“Why, I haven’t touched you yet!” cried Bulstrode, in disgust.
“Ow! Help!”
“You young beast——”
“Help! Yow Help!”
Bulstrode brought the cricket stump down upon Bunter’s plump person, and Billy yelled in earnest.
“Ow! Yow! wow!”
The door of the study opened. Tom Brown of Taranaki stood in the doorway, looking on at the scene in astonishment. Billy Bunter was hopping round Bulstrode, and the cricket stump was following him as he hopped; and the fat junior was letting oat a yell at every step.
“Here, chuck that!” exclaimed Tom,
Bulstrode glared at him.
“Mind your own business!”
“It is my business,” said the New Zealander resolutely.
“You’re not going to larrup that kid with a cricket-stump. Let him alone,
“Get out !”
“Rats!”
“I’ll larrup him as much as 1 like.”
“You won’t!”
“Ow! Help! Yow! ”
“Put that stump down! “
“Go and eat coke!”
The New Zealander advanced upon Bulstrode. The Remove bully had to release Bunter to face him.
“Stand back!” he said thickly. “You’ll get hurt.”
“Let that kid alone, that’s all.”
“The worm wants a licking.”
“You’ve licked him enough, then.”
“Not half enough. I—”
“Here, out!” exclaimed the New Zealander, pushing Billy Bunter towards the door.
Billy Bunter gladly scuttled away, and Bulstrode Sprang forward to stop him. Tom Brown got in the way,
The next moment they were grasping one another.
“You confounded cad!” said Bulstrode, between his teeth. I’ll show you—”
“ Go ahead, then ! ‘‘
Bulstrode struggled hard to throw his opponent. But Tom Brown’s arms were round him with a grip like that of bands of iron.
Surprise was as great as rage in the face of the Remove bully. The New Zealander looked active and strong, but Bulstrode had never dreamed that strength like this was hidden in his limbs.
The Remove bully gave up trying to throw him, and tried to release himself; but he found that equally impossible.
The grip round him was closing tighter and tighter, and it seemed to Bulstrode that his breath would soon be cut off.
He fought hard for liberty; but he could not relax that grip. The smiling face of Tom Brown looked into his. The New Zealander was breathing a little hard, but otherwise showed no sign of strain,
“Had enough?” he said pleasantly.
“Hang you”
“Very well.” ‘The grip tightened.
Bulstrode gasped for breath, and collapsed in the iron grasp.
“Let go, you beast”
“Had enough?”
“Yes; hang you”
“Will you make it pax? “
“No! “ roared Bulstrode.
“Good!” Tighter and tighter grew the vice-like grip.
“Ow! Leggo!”
“Will you make it pax? ”
“ No ! Yes!
“I don’t want a fight on my first evening at Greyfriars.” smiled the New Zealander. “Bad form, you know. Make it pax—I think that’s what you call it—till tomorrow at least.”
“Yes.”
Tom Brown’s arms dropped to his sides. Bulstrode staggered to a chair, and sat down in a collapsing heap.
“You—you beast!”
“Sorry. You would have it.”
“I’ll lick you for that to-morrow.”
The New Zealander laughed.
“Right-ho! I'll be ready.”
Bob Cherry looked into the study.
“Have you got that footer, Browney?”
“Sha’n’t be a minute.”
“Well, hurry up !”
And Bob Cherry departed. Tom Brown looked into a box, and picked out a Rugby football. Then be left the study, without another word to Bulstrode.
Billy Bunter was waiting for him in the passage. He pulled the New Zealander by the sleeve.
“I say, Brown—it is Brown, isn’t it?”
“Yes; what do you want! ”
“I want to speak to you very particularly. I want to warn you against—”
“That’s all right. Thanks ; I’m in a hurry.”
“ Yes, but I want———”
“I’ve got to get to the dormitory. We’re going to play Rugby.”
“Oh, realty, Brown! Wait a minute. Look here, I’m short of money—”
“Sorry; it’s not my fault.”
“I didn’t say it but this is how the matter stands. I’ve got a postal order coming by the first post in the morning. but I'm short of tin to-night. Will you let me have five bob, and have it back tomorrow morning? ”
“Yes, here you are.”
Tom Brown—who did not know Billy Bunter yet—passed the shillings into his hand, and hurried on. Billy looked at the shining shillings, hardly able to believe his eyes. Bunter was a merciless borrower; but all the fellows at Greyfriars know him too well to lend him money. A new boy at Greyfriars was always a windfall to Bunter; he generally contrived to make a good deal out of him before the hapless newcomer discovered his little ways.
Bunter blinked at the five shillings, and blinked after Tom Brown. Then he ran after the New Zealander.
“ Brown! I say, Brown! ”
“Can’t stop!”
“But I say—it’s Important!”
“Sorry! ” And the New Zealander ran on to the stairs leading up to the Remove dormitory. Bunter put on a desperate spurt, and overtook him on the stairs.
“I—I say, Brown, just a second!”
Hp grabbed the New Zealander by the jacket, and stepped hi@. Tom Brown looked round impatiently.
“Buck up! What do you want?”
“The—the postal order I’m expecting to-morrow is for ten shillings. Can you let me have the other five are no? That will really be cashing the postal order in advance.”
“Sorry—no”
“But I say---“
“ Rats! “
And the New Zealand junior jerked himself away and dashed on. Billy Bunter made a jump after him, missed his footing, and rolled down the stairs.
“Ow ! Yow! Ow!”
Bunter bumped at the bottom of the stairs. He had thrown out his hand wildly to catch at the banisters, and the shillings had flown in every direction. Bunter sat up and groped for his glasses, which had slid off his nose.
“Ow! Groo! Where are my glasses? ”
“I’ll help you look for them,” said Snoop of the Remove, coming up. Bunter jumped up at once. He knew the sneak of the Remove, and he did not think that the scattered shillings were safe with Snoop there.
Snoop grinned. The traces of the paint were still visible about his ears. He had heard the clink of falling money.
“It’s all right, Snoopey; you needn’t wait,” gasped Bunter.
“Have you dropped any money 7”
“No. Oh. no.”
“Sure?”
“Quite sure.” said Bunter, who was particularly anxious that. Snoop should not help him to look for the shillings. “That’s all right.”
“I thought I heard some money fall.”
“Oh, no.”
“Good! ” said Snoop. “Then this boblet doesn’t belong to you.”
He picked up one shilling, and then another. He could see them easily enough, while Billy Bunter was still groping for his spectacles.
Bunter gave a yell of alarm.
“Here! That money’s mine, Snoop!
“How can it be yours ? ” said Snoop, picking up a third shilling. You told me just now that you hadn’t dropped any.”
“ I meant——”
“By George! Here’s another.”
“ It’s mine.’’
“ Rot! Another still! I’m in luck—I’ve found just five bob.”
“It’s mine! I just dropped it.”
“You told me you hadn’t dropped any.”
“That was because---because——“
“I’ll tell you what.” said Snoop generously. “ We’ll have a feed with this five bob, and you shall have as much as I have.”
Bunter glared at him,
“ Why, you rotter, that’s mine! It’s all mine!”
“Bosh! How could it be yours when you didn’t drop any?”
“I did drop it.’” yelled Bunter.
“You’re lying now, or else you were lying then,” said Snoop. “You can’t expect me to believe you. Look here, you can come and share a feed at Mrs. Mimble’s with this tin, or you can go without. Take your choice.”
Bunter glared—but glaring was useless. Snoop had too much effrontery for an indignant glare to make any difference to him.
“You—you rotter, Snoop! ”
Snoop chuckled.
“Are you coming? ”
“Ye-e-es. I suppose so.”
And Billy Bunter went, on the principle that half a loaf was better than no bread, It was a very good feed in the tuck shop, and every penny of the five shillings was expended; but it was Snoop who consumed the lion’s share.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The First Rugby Match of the Season.
TOM BROWN burst into the Remove dormitory with the Rugby ball under his arm. Harry Wharton & Co. were there, with Ogilvy, Morgan, Elliott and several other fellows of the Remove. It was getting late in the evening; but the proposition to have a little Rugby in the dorm. had been hailed with acclamation.
Mark Linley had played Rugby at home in Lancashire, and Morgan in Wales; but they were the only Removites besides Brown who knew anything to speak of about the game. But the rest were willing to learn. And it was fun, anyway.
“Here he is! ” exclaimed Harry Wharton as the New Zealander came in. ““Now, then—”
“Line up.”
“The lineupfulnes is terrific.”
“How many of you can play Rugger?” asked Tom Brown.
“Two,” said Wharton: “Linley and Morgan. We all have a pretty good idea of it, though
“Good! Form line sides. Linley had better captain one side, and I the other.”
“Right you are.”
The sides were soon formed. Goals were arranged at opposite ends of the dormitory. The ball was kicked off, and the somewhat peculiar match commenced. The footer field was rather incommoded by beds and boxes and washstands, but there was a great deal of excitement in dodging the obstacles.
The fun was soon fast and furious.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, always thoughtful, had kicked off his boots, to make less noise; but he rather regretted his thoughtfulness in the first scrum, when Bob Cherry trod on his feet.
Bob Cherry’s boots were of a good size, and he had not re moved them.
The unfortunate nabob squirmed out of the scrum and rolled on the floor, assuming a remarkable attitude, as he tried to clasp both feet at once in his hands.
“Man hurt!” shouted Nugent, blowing a cab whistle,
“Stop the game!”
They crowded round the Indian.
“ Hurt, Inky?”
“ Where is the pain?”
“Ow! Ow! In my esteemed feet,” groaned the Nabob of Bhanipur. “The august boots of the honourable Cherry came down upon them with an esteemed cosh.”
“Ha, ha, ha! “
“I thought I’d felt something under my feet,” said Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“The hurtfulness is terrific.”
“Sorry! You see——”
“It is all right. I will take a short restfulness on my esteemed bed, and will watch the playfulness of the game,”
And the Indian climbed to the comparative safety of a bed, and sat there nursing his damaged toes while the game was resumed.
Nobody, after that, followed the nabob’s example of removing his boots. The consequence was that there was a. considerable din in the Remove dormitory.
As the Remove studies were underneath, it did not matter so much; had a Sixth form-room been below there would have been an angry prefect on the scene in a very few minutes. But the noise touched many ears, and among them, the ears of Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth.
While the Rugby match proceeded in the Remove dormitory, a crowd of Upper Fourth fellows gathered in the passage outside, and Temple opened one of the doors slightly to peep in and see what was going on.
The Removites within were far too busy to see that.
Temple grinned at the sight that met his eyes. The Removites were swaying and scrambling in a decidedly irregular scrum, and seemed to have been transformed in a huge heap of legs and feet.
“They’re playing footer,” said Fry, in wonder.
“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.
“Cheek! Footer in the evening—indoors!”
“Oh, the Remove have cheek enough for anything! “said Scott. “They’ll have Quelch or a prefect up here soon.”
“We had better interfere, I think,” said Temple, gravely.
“Good! They want a licking.”
“Hold on! You remember the little game they played with us this afternoon? This looks like a chance of tit for tat.”
“Good egg!”
“ Wait till the ball comes near the door, and I’ll cut in and collar it,” whispered Temple. “We’ll make the Remove sing small this time.
The Fourth Formers grinned gleefully.
The affair of the football of the afternoon was still rankling very sorely in their memories, and they were eager to give the Remove tit for tat.
Temple pushed the door a little wider open, and the Upper Fourth Fellows watched their opportunity.
The Removites had no idea they were there. They were too busy, The informal Rugby match was growing very exciting.
Tom Brown had the ball. and was making a run up the field, and Mark Linley had tackled him.
Brown struggled desperately to get away from the Lancashire lad, but Mark’s tackle brought him down with a bump that was rather painful. The floor of the Remove dormitory was harder than the ground of the football field.
Tom Brown passed to Harry Wharton before he went down, and Harry caught. the ball; but he was tackled and bowled over by Bob Cherry the next moment, throwing the ball towards Nugent, who was near the door.
Nugent wasn’t ready for the pass, and the ball missed him and swooped against the wall near the door, dropping within a few feet of Temple.
That was Temple’s opportunity.
He darted into the room, and picked up the ball in a twinkling, and was out. again into the passage before a hand could be raised to atop him.
Bob Cherry gave a wild yell.
“ Hallo! hallo! hallo! Who’s that?”
“Temple & Co.”
“ Upper Fourth rotters!”
“They’ve got our ball!”
“ After them!
Harry Wharton leaped up and rushed to the door. After him in a stream went the Removites. The game had come to a sudden termination. It was a question now of dealing with the Upper Fourth, and recovering Tom Brown’s ball.
The Removites rushed into the passage.
“After them!” yelled Wharton,
“Come on!” shrieked Tom Brown.
And down the passage with a rush went the juniors. Temple & Co. were well ahead, Temple with the oval ball under his arm making for the stairs.
The Fourth-Formers dashed down the stairs, with the Lower Fourth hot on their track. Wharton, Tom Brown and Bob Cherry slid down the banisters at lightning speed, and reached the bottom at the same time as the raiders.
They hurled themselves upon Temple.
But the odds were against them, and they were dragged off and rolled over, and the raiders left them gasping.
Down the Remove passage went Temple & Co., shouting victory.
But the din had brought Removites from all quarters, and the passage ahead was blocked. Stott and Skinner and Russell and Trevor and half a dozen more of the Remove had poured cut of their studies, and the retreat of the Upper Fourth to their own quarters was cut off.
With Removites before, and Removites behind, Temple & Co. were in danger of losing the captured trophy, and getting a tremendous licking into the bargain.
“Stop them! “ roared Wharton.
Temple snapped his teeth.
“Come on! Rush the bounders!”
The Fourth rushed on. There was a scrimmage in the passage, but more and more Removites joined in, and the pursuers were on the scene now. Temple & Co. had all their work cut out to hold their own. They were driven up to the end of the passage by overwhelming numbers, and penned up there against the doors of the box-room and No. 13 Study.
There they made a last stand.
Temple was still clutching the footer, determined not to give it up; and the Removites gave him their chief attention,
“Got him!” shouted Bob Cherry, throwing his arms round Temple’s neck in a most affectionate way. “Collar the footer!”
Temple wrenched himself away, and went with a bump against the door of No. 13.
The door flew open, and Temple roiled helplessly into the study, with Bob Cherry rolling over him.
Removites and Upper Fourth rushed and rolled in after them, and in a second the study was crammed with fighting, struggling forms.
The room was a good size for a junior study, but there was no space for the excited combatants who poured into it.
They bumped against the table, and sent it flying—-and they bumped on the bookcase, and brought it over with a crash.
In the midst of upset furniture, scattered books and papers and flowing inkpots, the struggle went on with undiminished vigour.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Turned Out
“ BUCK UP, Remove!”
“ Sock it to ‘em! ”
“ On the ball! “
“ Hurray! “
The din in the crammed study was greater than it had been in the dormitory above. And the scene was one of indescribable confusion.
Temple and Bob Cherry staggered into the window, and an elbow crashed through the panes. An excited youth dragged the ashpan from under the grate, and scattered the contents over the Removites—his own friends getting as much of the ashes, however. Fry had Ogilvy on the floor, pouring ink over his head. The juniors were so excited with combat that, as a matter of fact, they hardly know what they were doing.
Temple was still holding on to the ball. Fry and Dabney and Scott rallied round him, and their friends were hurled forth from the study. But the four still held together, and now they were penned in a corner, with the Remove hemming them in.
They were backed up against the wall which separated the study from the box-room—a thin wall of lath and plaster, of no great strength. As the Removites rushed upon them, and the Fourth-Formers were bumped heavily against the wall, there was an ominous creaking. The excited juniors did not notice it.
“Gimme that ball! “
“ Rats! Move “
Harry Wharton closed with Temple.
They whirled to and fro, and went with a bump on the wall as the Removites crowded forward to collar the last defenders.
Crash!
A huge gap appeared in the wall, and there was a crashing of falling laths and a wild tearing of paper.
Temple and Wharton, still in one another’s grip, went reeling through the gap, and three or four juniors bumped helplessly after them.
“My only hat!” gasped Nugent. The wall’s given!”
“Help!”
Harry Wharton staggered up. The footer was in his grasp at last. He tossed it to Torn Brown, and the New Zealander caught it.
“ We’ve got it! ”
“Hurray ! “
“My hat! there’ll be a row about this!” gasped Wharton.
“No hiding a thing like that. Fancy the rotten wail giving way. It must have been very weak! ”
“Rotten! ” said Bob Cherry. “1 wonder if we could patch it up?”
Temple staggered to his feet. He was dishevelled and dusty and exhausted, but the prospect of a serious row over the burst wall put an end to the scrimmage.
“I—I’m sorry ! “ he panted.
“Can’t be helped. We shall have to face the music,” said Wharton, with a shrug of the shoulders. ‘ You fellows clear out!”
“Cave!”
“ Here’s Quelch!”
“Oh! Now look out for hurricanes” murmured Bob Cherry, “This is where the row begins, my beloved ‘earers.”
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, stood in the doorway.
He seemed transfixed by what he saw.
The juniors stood silent, dusty, disordered, and waited for the storm to break.
“It is, I presume, what you call a ‘rag,’” said Mr. Quelch I must make you learn somehow that a ‘rag’ must be kept within bounds. I shall punish you all most severely. Who started this struggle?”
There was no reply.
Mr. Quelch waited a few moments, and then went on.
“Very well; I will take it that you are equally to blame. Your punishment will be equal, then. You will all come to my study before bedtime, and receive six cuts each with the cane. You will do a hundred lines of Virgil each to-morrow. Brown, as a new boy, is excused the caning, but hp will do the lines!”
“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton.
“You will take your property out of this study, Cherry,” said Mr. Quelch. “It cannot be occupied again until it has been repaired, which may take some time,”
“Yes, sir.”
“You will go back to your previous quarters in the interval. Perhaps the discomfort of overcrowded quarters will make you realise the necessity of keeping order. Now disperse at once.”
Mr. Quelch stalked away, and the juniors dispersed.
Temple grinned at Wharton as he went.
“Well, it was fun, anyway,” he said. “It’s pax now we’ll lick you cheeky kids another time.”
Bob Cherry looked round the wrecked and dismantled study with a glance of regret. He had grown attached to his quarters in No. 13,
“Well, I shall have to come back into No. 1 with you for a bit, Wharton,” he remarked: “and Wun Lung will go back with Bulstrode, and Mark with Russell and Lacy—till this room is repaired. No. 13 Study is wiped off the list for a bit, and I’m willing to admit that No. 1 is top study—so long as I’m in it.”
“And after,” grinned Nugent.
“Oh, no; when I get back into No. 13, No, 13 will be top study again,” said Bob Cherry, cheerfully.
“ Rats! it never was top study.”
“Look here, Nugent!”
“Look here, Bob Cherry!”
Harry Wharton interposed.
“Don’t begin another row now, for goodness’ sake!” he exclaimed. “ We’ve had enough of that for one evening. Let’s go and get a wash, so that we can look decent to take our licking from Quelch.”
Wharton tapped Tom Brown en the shoulder. The New Zealander had a swollen nose and a black eye, but he grinned at Wharton with perfect good temper.
You’re getting an exciting first day at Greyfriars, Brown.”
“Yes, rather—but I like it! “ grinned Tom Brown.
The juniors took their respective lickings manfully, and listened with great meekness to some strong remarks Mr. Quelch made on the unruliness of the Remove. They went up to the dormitory that night with tingling palms, but feeling quite with themselves for keeping their end up against the Upper Fourth.
The next day Bob Cherry resumed his old quarters in No. 1 Study, and the Famous Four were united again, and for a time nothing more was heard of the burning question as to which was top study in the Remove.
THE END.