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A Tale of

Harry Wharton and his

Chums at Greyfriars.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New SixtheFormer.

o AVE wou seon him TV
“Who 1"
H “ Him ! " said Bob Cherrsy.
Harry Wharton ond ank

Wugent, of the Greyiriara Remove, were
examnining the football ground, teo -see
whother it would be humanly pessible to
play on it after the last few days' vile
weather, when Bob Cherry came up,
grinning almest irom ear to ear, and
propeunded thet query.

" Him " said Wharton, leoking puzzled.
“ There are a good many ° hims ' at Groy-
friars, I belisve, Bob. Which particular
‘him * are vou referring to 17

“Ja he a " him ' sncient or modern ¥
queried Nugent.

“Him!' ropeated  Hob  Cherry.
“ Thera’s only one him at presspt who
is attracting particular attention, and
that'y—him ! ™

“ But who isit ¥ " )

* The new chap in the Sixth."

“ Haven't noticed him,” said Wharton
careleasty.  “ Bleased if I can ase what o
pew chap in the Sixth matters to us. A new
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it, shouldering one another off the ball
and keeping it going gaily.

“ Look out!"™ shouted Bob Cherry,
suddenly.

Wharton and Nugent had overtaken
tha bounding ball together, and wers
kicking at the aame wmoment, too busy
just. then to notice that two soniora wore
crogsing their path. The two were Win-

to, the eaptain of Greyirviars, and & slim,
g:rk-akinnag fellow, dresssd with the
prentest elegance, and whio carried him-
axlf with & somewhat mincing pgait.
Ha waa an undeniably handsome fellow,
though somewhat effeminate in appear-
nnee to a British eve, and at a rJ;flﬁtm:v;': it
could be dcen that he was e forcigner.
He held his noas well in the air, and
thers wad a lurking suspicionof patron
in his manner as he locked about him.
It wos ovident that the new lellow in the
Sixth Form at Greyiriars had an cxcellent
opinion of himself.

The contrast between the big, rupged
Wingate and the slim, scented Greek was
veary striking, but it was all in Wingate'a
favour. There was nothing effominate
| about the captain of Greyiriars. Ho

chan in the Lower Fourth weuld master.
But how did a new chap come right into the Bixth, by the
way T

* Oh, of course, he's been to anothzr school before. I hear
thot he's great guns on Greck—as, of cours?, he would be, as
he's a Greek himaxlf. But you should s2o him—he's a ripper.
There are some dreasy fellowa in the Fifth and Sixth, but Ionides
—that's his name—knocks them all into a cocked hat. But
you nmusbt come and sze him for youraslves. He will aurpriss
you.'

* Well, wo aha'n't get any footer,’” sald Wharton ; * the

nd'a too rotten. We may as well go in, Frangk.”
" Qood. Follow the ball! ™

Nugsnt, who had a ball under his arm, dropped it, and
kicked it as 1t rose—a neat drop-kick that sant it s third of the
way to the achool-house. The three juniors ran merrily after

No. 49.

was showing the new fellow round the
arhool, but it was not likely that he felt much fellowship
towards him.

“ That's the gym.," he waa saying, * We're rather proud of
onr gym. hers at Groyfriars. 1 don’t kEnow whether you go In
tor gymnastics much.”
b::ru Luti ot oll,"” said Tonides. ** Gymnastics, I find, are &

re. i

It was at this morment that Wharton and Nugtﬁllt kicked the
hall. Their boota struck the ball together, and it Aew up like
a gtono from a catapult, and then there was a terrifie yell from
Tonides.

“Oh! Warcoooooh [

- My—my hat ! " Nugent.

* Goal ! ¥ shiricked Bob Cherry.

The apinning leather had landed fairly upon the Greek's chiu,
and he was bowled over like & ninepin.

“ We've done it now 1™
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He¢ sat down in the Cloas—and as misfortunes never come
kingly, he sat down in the very place where the rain had eollected
in a deap puddle.

‘Thero was & sounding aplash !

It woa followed by a wail of anguish from Icnides. He was
not much hurt. But he was simply amothered in mud, and his
elopant clothes wera & pictures of uncleanness. There were
apluahes of muddy water on his dark face and on hia previeusly
npotless collar.

He hardly knew what had happened for the moment, and he
fat in the puddle staring blankly, Wingate stared st him and
prinned. e could not help it. It was rough on Heraclea
lonides, but it was very funny ; and the expression upon his
face was the funnieat of all.

Harry Wharton ran up, contrite enough, and determined not
to laugh. Teonides ought to have scen the ball coming and
Itmigmf if, 8 Wingate would hove done: but he had been
rariying his nose too high in the air to think of anything of the
sort.

*1 say, I'm awfully sorry !" exclaimed Harry.
guite an accident. Let me help you up.”

He gave his hand to the Gree Ionidca s ered to hia feet.
But the dozed look was pone from his face, and & glare of fury
had replaced it. Effcrninate and dendified Tonidea wmight be,
Eut there wos o passionate Southern strain in his nature.  Hig
black eyes were bluzing with rage. He turned upon Wharton
like a tiger, srasped him savegely, and coromenced to strilte
him without merey.

“Take thet!™ he hissed. ** And that! I will teach you.
Ilt wag & trick—it was done on purpose! Seoundrel, take
that t?

Wherton was too much taken by surprisa by the savege attack
to resiab for & moment.  But he begen to strugglo furiously, and
threw off the Giresk, Heo faced the new Sixth-Former with a
blaze in hia eves.

* Hands off, confound you!" he exclaimed.
dickens do you mean ?

Tonides snapped hia white teeth.

b} ]

*Ah! I will thrash you—I will—e )

“ Oh, hold on! " exclaimed Wingate, scvizing the Greek by
the arm.  * We don't allow that sort of thing herc, you know.
Yo can't pitch into & junior like that.”

* I—I will kill himm 1 7*
Cat off, Wharton ! ™

** Oh, don't be an n3s !

Wharton was breathing havd. Althoogh he was only in the
Remove—the Lower Fourth—he was the finest athlete in the
Lower Forms, ond he would not have been unwilling to take
win the Greek, Bizth-Former as he was.  He thought he could,
at least, have given a good account of himself in o tusale with
the over-dressed, acented fop. But the captain of Greyiriars
pushed him away-

* Cut off ! he said crisply.

* (h, very well ! said Harry ; and he walked awey. Nugent
picked up the football and followed him, Bob Cherry chuckled
14 e joined them.

* Well, that’s the new chap,” he remarked.
thvinl l:lf him 1 !

Harry gritted his teoth.

“ T think he's a cad and a bully ! ™

" Kot lar wrong, either. DBut did you ever sce a chap dressed
like that T And he uses scent—he recks of it at o dozen yards
off 1 "7 '

“ He will have to learn to keep his paws off the Remove, ar
there will be trouble for him at Greyfriars | ' growled Harry.

And Wingate wos speaking in the same strain to hig new Form:
fellow. The Greek, with a sullen face, was wiping the mud off
his clothes with & cambric handkerchief.

* That sort.of thing won't do, Jonides,” said Wingate, in his
ternr way. " What do you mean by going for a junior like a
tiper-cat ' You might casily have done him injury, thumping
his head like that. You'll have to learn te control your temper.”

* T shall not take lessons from you ! "' snapped the Greek.

Wingate looked him up and down.

* T am the captain of this school,” he said. ** I dare say you
don't know our eustoms much, but I warn yvour that the head of
the Sixth expects to be listened to with reapect, and to have hia
ndvics followed.  You will take lessona from me, if T chooss to
pive 'em, and vou won't give me any surly answers, or there
will be trouble!"” And the Greyfriara ecaptain furned on his
heel and strode away.

The Greek muttered something beneath his breath in hig own
language, and it was something very uncomplimentary to
Geeyiriars and all who dwelt therein.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Decides fo Stand a Feed.

* o BAY, you fellows !”
Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove, met Harry
Wharton and hia chums as they came in with his usual
ing. There was & troubled expression upon the fat
fece of Willliam (eorge Bunter.

¢ Halla, hallo, hallo ! What the dickena is the trouble now ¥
Have you lest & threepenny-bit, or has the fiat gone forth that
you are to wash your neck of a morning—or what s it 1"
demanded Bob Cherry. )

‘“ Oh, really, Cherry, I don’t know what's to be deno—I'm
in an awiul fix."

Tie chums of the Remove Ht-n;ﬂ"»ed. Billy Bunter was their
ptudy-mnate, when they had a study. At present, like the rest
of the Greyfriars Remove, they were in what Nugent described
a8 n studyleas condition.

There hoad been s fire at Greyinara on the fivat day of the term,
and the Remove had been burnt gut. .

The dormitory and the row of studics tenanted by that lively
Furmn had been reduced to cinders ; and although the workmen
weres buay ¢learing the ruing away for the rebuilding to proceed,
it wag likely to be some time befors the Removitea had per-
imanent quartera again.

The Remove felt 1t keenly. Several lumber rooms on the top
floor had been cleared out to provide themn with sleeping ac-
cormnmodation. Btudies they could not have, They had to do
their preparation in the junior common-room or the Form-room,
and stody feedas were a thing of the past. The Removites
turned up to tea in Hall, greatly envious of the Upper Fourth,
whe atill had their stodies and enjoyed private and cosy teas
therein.

Tt was upon Billy Bunter that the blow fell most heavily.

Bunter was necustomed to petting up great feeds in No. 1

Study, and he would borrow the cash of anybody for that
mrpose.  Generally the Famous Four stood the expenses and
]ﬁuntar did the cooking. But now that the study was gone,
nned there wna no immediste prospect of getting another, Bunter
wia* done.” He went sbout with a lengthy countenance. and
his woes became a common joke in the Lower School. Temple
of the Upper Fourth ¢compared him to Rachel, while Dabney
was of opinion that he more resembled Niobe. And frequently,
indeed, the voice of Bunter was heard bewailing his leat feeds,
and refusing to be comforted.

“I'm in an awful fix, you fellows——

* Cut it short,” sald Harry Wharton tersely,
trouhle 7

“ It's about the study. I waa thinkin
it of & feed this evening—we haven't h
time—and there's nowhere to cook it
let e enok it in his study."

“ And what did he say ¥ " :

““ Never mind what he said—it was something very rude. T
ean’t cook it in an Upper Fourth study. Of course, it's no good
ngking the Shell or the Fifth. They'd take it as cheek.”

* I ghouldn’t wonder.” 4

“ The difficulty is, what’s to be dono T should think you
fallowa were getting ready for a decent meal, after having tea in
Hgll jor three daya running.” .

* Well, tha tea in Hall isn't so bad,” said Wharton, ]m::ghmg.
“ But & cosy study feed would be all right, all the same. We
rould manage it. But what hes happened? Is it raming
cash, or has your celehrated poatal-order ¢coms T

* I don’t see why you should call it a celebrated postal-grder,
na if there were only one of it," said Bunter peevishly. * I
expecting & poatal-order just now for & rather decent amount,
but there has been some delay in the post.  But ebout the feed
—what do you suggest "

* Nothing.” .

“ I think you fellows :mifhi- stand by a chap in your own
study st a time like this. was thinking of standing a really
ripping feed this time, ‘1_!;' I can only find a place to cook it.
Can’t you suggest anything 1"

“ Ask Hoskins., He'd do anything for you if you'd listen te
him playing the piano.”

Bunter leoked thoughtful.

“ Well, ves, there's Hoskina, But the beast has Iately set
up & mandoline, and he may want to play that.” _

“* Well, why shouldn't he ! He's more harm]eqa with a
mandoline than with & piano. Stop your cars and stick it out,
and he'll let vou use his study.”

“Qoad; 'l try. But if I menage to get round Hoskina,
how about the feed 1™

* (h, we'll coma.’’

“ Yes, rather. You eonn rely on va.”

* I—1I don’t mean that, exactly. OF course, T want you to coma,
But unfortunately my postal order haa been a little deluyed,
I'in going to inguire about it at the gﬂ&t-ﬂﬂﬂﬁ when I'm in
Friar to-morrow, but just now I'm short of the rcady money,
I was thinking that you fellows might put up five bob each—m"

L ]
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of getbing up a little
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" You will have to get a new thinker, old chop, and stark
'I!'I.-"

' Oh, really, Cherey——"

* Beripusly, its not a bad wheeze,” said Nupgent, * We do
want o sbudy feed, you know, and if we could borrow a study to
bhaveo it in o

“* Oh, we don't want to hold the feed in Hoskins's study.’
ganl Bunter ui::k.iy. “He would want tg opme, and all his
fricnds. You know he has Mole, Maddisen, and Turper in his
study, and we can’t hove the whole Shell to the feed, TE weo
cock in the study, that’s all we want. We can have the fead in
the lower box-room.

* Woll, vou ought to ask Hosking, if you use lus study.”

1 you like-—though it's 8 waste—we'll have Hoaking by
himaell, then, But aboot the fupds—T'm willing to de all the
shopping. 1 don’t mind how muech trouble I take so long
EE k1

* Bo long as you pot o feod.™

O, mgﬂy, Nugent | I was going to aay, so long os I make
you chaps comiy.”

*Altey menerosity like that, we can't do better than stand tho
Ein,”" said Wharton, langhing. *° Here's my five."

The juniors were prebty Hosh at the beginning of the term,
The cesh was fortheoming, and Buntfer received it wilh great
antistaction.

“Of course, it's nnderstood that I'm standing this feed,” he
remmarked.  **Shall I let you hawve this back out of my postal
order when it comes, or pat it down to the old accounk T7°

“ Whichever you like,” spid Bob Cherry. * It amounta to
the same thing, you know."

Y Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ Buzz off, old chap, and let vs know when the fead’s ready.”

And the choms of the Remove went in. They felt rather
stranded without a study of their own to go to. They wont
into the junior common-room, which was pretty fwll. Tho
weather was cold, and the football ground unplayable tliat
afternoon. In the cornmon-room there waa a bright fire and
corafortable chaiwrs. Wun Lung and Hurree Jamset Roamn
Singh were playing ¢hess on o tablo near the Areplace. DMark
Linley, tho lnd l%um Loncaahire, was reading oear them.
Tople, Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fourth wers discussing
sctoe matter apparently of gréat intorest, to judge by their
cxeited looks and tones.

“ Cateh me standing it said Temple heatedly.

" O, rather, gadid Dolbmoy,

' Mo fear,” chimed in Fry. " The ¢hap's off his rocker,”

* Must be ! O course it’s all right to log tho Hemove | Tho
Liemove are ¢nly born to be fapped.”

* Tat the Upper Fourth—well, my hat ! "

“ Tho chap's off his rocker ; that’s the only explanation. He
only cemeo yesterday efterncon, and ha's thr’(es this already.
The nerve '

* Phe cheolk 17

“He's o piddy Greel, and I sappose he'a a gort of fish out of
water hers,  Bub we're not going to stand any of his bosh; 1
can tell Lim.™

* Rathor pot.™

And Temple, Dabney & Co. looked very determined. Harry
Wharton nned his chares oxchanged glanees.  The now fellow
in the Sixth hod evidently been getting on tho wrong side of the
Uppor as well as the Lower Fourth.

* Ind they want to Ing him, then * * said Boly Cherry aympa-
tnetically.  © And wouldn't he lot them do it 7'

Tnmpln glored at i,
“ Coteh us fapming ! The

Oh, wveu shubt up,’ he gsid.
Upper Fourth never inps !t That's for thoe Remove and the
it Ii"-'ﬂ‘

Thivd,"

" Well, the Demove doesn’t fag mach,”’ aaid Harry.
never fngpod. But 13 it o fret that the Greek i3 trying to fag
rou T

" (hy rather."

Y Wantod e to ron Lis erranda’ said Templs excitedly.
Y hlo—enptain of the Upper Fourthe—told mo to go down to
the village, and spoke aa iF T were o dog ! Why, I wouldn's
havo spoken to n Third Form kid as he spoke to me—and 'm
ﬂailtnin of the Upper Fourth ! Captain of the——"'

*Yoea, we know you're captain of the Upper Fourth,™ said
Fupent scolhingly, " Don’t keop on like a geamophone witly
only one record, ¢ld chap. It atrikes mo that this Greek bounder
wanta aitling on, hard.”

" And what do you think he wanted me o foteh ¥ ahricked
Temple. ** You'd never guess in a month of Sundays.'

Well, what was it 2V

" A bottle of Binker's Patent Face Wash,' smid Templs.
“ Faney me—captain of the Upper Fourth—pgoing into o ahop
and MEing fur o bottle of face wash. A bottle of face woah—
face wosh, you kpnow."

 Hay ha, ln”

* It'a no laughing mabter,

" Andd what didd he gar- "

" Bleased if T know -1 haven't seen him gineg™

" Phew! He'll come to look for you”

“Let him,"” sail Trmple recklesaly, " I don'k eave! T'wn
nobt.going to fag, and 't not guing to fetch faco wash for any.
body ! dified moucher! Fancy a fellow of more’n asyen-

¥

OF courga I didu’t go™
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teon Leing such a silly ass! Faco wash, you know! Face
waah ! Me, captain of the Upper fourth, going mnto & Jﬂm!‘.
and aaking for face wash ! I'm not going—he can come and look
for me if ];;m liken ! Il fell him A

Temple broke off suddonly.

A lithe form had appeared in the deorway, and a derk face
looked into the room. It was the face of Heracles Iomices.
And a sudden silenee fell upon the jumniors,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bully and the Remove,

ONIDES pglanced over the crowd of juniors, |1qt.m1ﬂﬂ'ﬂtnndu~.g

l the lwaal that had fallen upon the roém. His cyes fell upon

Temple, and e beckoned to him. The coaptain of the
Upper Fourth did not stir.

“ Temple ! Come here ! Havo you fotched what T sent you
for t "

* No,'" said Temnple, drawing a deep breath.

Ionides looked surprismd.

Y Why have you not fetched it 3™

“ You can't ing the Uppoer Fourth.” -~

A very unpleasant expression came over the senior’s face,

“ Indeed ! T amn new to Greyiviars, but I asked Wingate, and
he told me that all Forma below the Shell could be fagped,” he
raid. ' T think you are mistaken, m¥ good Temple. I think
1 can fag you, and I shall fag you. I think you will get into
troubla if you don't obey my orders, my good Templa.”

There was something ** catty ™ about the Greek's mannor}
romething spiteful hard, and yet effeminate,. He cama
into the room,

“ Then you have not been bo the vill

¥ No,"” said Temple, between bis fecth.

“ And you are not going 77 o

“ No. If you nsked me to feteh a football, or anylhing like
that—but I wouldn't go into & shop and ask for face wash for
the Hend himself."”

The Greek coloured a littlo. . N

' You will do as I tell you,” he said in & biting voice, " or
wou willsuffer | I give you achanceto chey I Are you going !

Temple waa silent for & moment. The fellow waa a [oreigney,
and he despiaed him. But to stand out against direct orde.s
from g Sixth-Former was a bold undertaking. Ewvery oye in
the room was on Temple, and he felt that he could not retreat.

' No!'" he said.

Ionides waited for no more. Mo grasped Templs and struck
him suvagely. There was a supple strength in the wiry Greek,
and though Temple was a sturdy fellow, he had no chence.  Buat
Ionides had not to deal with him alone. In e sccond Dabney and
¥ry fnstoned on the senior, and he was dragged oft.

" Eosy does it ! aaid Dabney.

The Greels turned on the juniora like a tiger. A wave of the
passionate rage he had shown towards Wiarton in the Closa
geemed to gweep over him. He struck out with elenched fial,
pnd Dabuey rolled under the table, felled like a tree under the
woodman’s axe. .

There waa a ery of indignation from the juniera

** Bhame ! "

Tonidea took no notice of it. He was dealing o sccond
crashing blow at Fry, when Harry Wharton sprang torward and
struck up his arm.  The Greek staggered with the force ol hia
own blow as it met with no resistance, and nearly fell. Temple
gave him a shove at tho right momont, and he went reeling to
the floor.

His fafl wps tho signal for a general rush. i

The juniors, angey and indignant, simply piled on him, and
Icnides disappeared under & heap of arma loga.

He gosped heoarsely under the juniors, Htrru,gglmg wildly and
uttering burious threats ; but they had him down, and they
meant to keep him there.  Dabney erawled cub from under the
talle, looking dezed.

“Lot me up ! Let wme up ! ghricked Tonides, and a atring
of savaga threats followed. ™ Let me up 1"

“ What ia all this t "

It was a cold, hard voice at the door. It sent a shiver through
the juniors. Mr. Quelch, the meastor of the Remove, was
looking in with glinting eyes.

The juniors scrambled off the COreol: as if he had suddenly
beecome rod-hot.

** Ia it posaible that you have attacked & senior in this manne
] & new boy, tee ! exclaimed Mr. Queleh angrily. ** Ionides,
1 i::anB you are not hurt."

am hurt."!

‘It 15 digraceful.  Boys

“If wou pleaan, sir——" began Harry Wharton.

“ Bilenece, air ! I am very much surprised to see you helping
in sach a display of hooliganiam,” soid Mr. Quelch. * Ewvery
boy conce in this disgracciul affair will take & hundred
linca.™'

15 [:'h-l- gir ——"

at all " he asked
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“ Not o word ! "

And Mr. Queleh marched off with & frowning brow. Ionides,
too dusty and rumpled to think of vyursuing the dispute with
Tomple any further, followed him. The janiors would have
hizizd him, but for the pressnce of the Form master. They
exchanged angry and rueiul looka.

" The rotten bolly ! " snid Bob Cherry. "' 1 suppoas it looked
rather bad to Quelch, buat it was all the rotter’s own foult.”

" Y, rathers.™

“ The ratherfulness is terrifie,” murmured Hurree Jamsst Ram
Singh. T think we shall be upfully againat the honoursble
rotéer alter this, my worthy chams.”

Harry Wharton pritted hia teeth.

"' He will have to learn that he can’t treat the juniors like this,™
he said. " Why, he's o wors? beast than Carberry, and he is
bad enough. Tt's the Remove up against Ionides, and I think
wo'll mako hirm aing amall.”

The Groek had certainly mads a bad start as far ag the Lower
TForma wera concernsd. But he cared little for that, His face
was dark with rope as he made his way to hia atudy. His reom
win next to Carberry’s, and the lntter was standing at his door
a1 the new genior came along.  He locked at him curiously.

" Deen o the wara 17 he grnned.

The Greeck scowled, and swung paat without & word. He
went into his study and shat the door hard.  Carberry chuckled.

In hig room the Greek ealmed down somewhat. He utﬂPped
before a large cheval glass and looked at hia reflection there
Clieval glasscss were not, we need hardly say, provided by
Greviriora for the Sixth Formers. That, and many other
articlea of furniture, had heen asnt in by Tonides at Liis own
expene. The study was richly fumnished compared with
the reat o the Hixth Forn passage. There were no oxercigers
or punching-balls to be gsen, never a football, not a ericket.-
bat. The Greek found sathletics o '* bore.™

But a silver cigavette.cass was on the mantelpices, and
there werg ligueurs in the little inlaid cabinet which any boy
ol lwive bBoen Better withoont.  Ionides was the son of a8
rich Coeek resident in London, and ho hed an almest unlimited
allowanece—one of the worst pessible things & boy can have.
He apent his moncy with profusion, and in the twenty-four
hours b had already been at Greyfriars, be had found frienda
among a 43t of fellows who wore willing to put up with kis
nirs for the sake of his hogpitality,

Tonides looked in the glasa, and muttered something in Greek
@9 he saw that one of his oyes was alightly discoioured, He
atripped off jacket and waisteoat, and went to the washatand
in the alegve besile the bed. The soniora et Greyiviars had
bedaoom and study in ene, instead of sleoping in dormitories
like the Lower Form boys.

Then an angry exclamation left his lipa. Thers was no
hot watsr tap in the study, of course, and Tonides did not
like cold water., He wont to the door and looked into the
passage. Carbherry was atill standing at his door, and he
grinned ot hia new Form-fellow,

“ Where can I get aome hot water " aaked the Greel.

“You lpok as if you had been in hot water already,” grinned
LAarherry.

“ Bah! I did not ask for jokes., T want hot wales”

" Take your jug and go downstairs, and ask the cool.”
anid Carberry. ‘ghe may give you some if she fecla like it.
We don't have hot water hora.™

I eanmot wash in cold water.”

“ Ratg ! " anul Carherrey.

T eannot go down with the jug.

* (o without, then,”

1t i3 abaurd | 7

Y Cannot you feteh it for me ¢

Carberry looked at him.

“Ia that n joke 7™ he asled. ** Or do you think you can
pet B Bixth Foreer te fag for you? For twe ping 1I'd wips

up the passage with vou.'

The Greek slivank back a little. He could bully a Remove
Loy, bus he did not want to .quarrel with o burly senior liko
Carberry. Skinner of the Hemove came along the passage
whiatling, and Ionides turned and called to him.

** Heve, boy ! Fetch e some hot wator”

Shianer stopped and stared at him. He did not feel inclined
to refes s, and Lie felt still less inelined to go alout Gm}rfrium
with a jug searching for hot water. But ﬂniﬂea wad looking
dlanparous,

* Gimme the jug,' said Skinner.

Tonides handed him the jup out of his roem. Skinner toor
it, and started nlong the passege. His foot slipped on the
linolewn, and he went down with a bump. The jug smashed to
fragments on the hard floor

Bkinner aat up, with an excellently-simulated expression of
dismay on hin face,

i Bi,' Goorge ! Look thore !

“0h, fool, fool!” execlaimed JTonides. " Fira ancther

HII-”
] Skinner scuttled off. The Greek waited impatiently, but
Rkirner did not return.  Carberry wad prinming ;.  his grin
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Tonides looked at
“Do you think

graw into a laugh, his laugh into a roar.
him savagely.

“Why do you laugh ' he exclaimed.
that the boy will not refurn 7"

“Ha, ha, ha! I know he won't.”

And Corberry went into hid room and slammed the deor,
atill laughing. He was right, Skinner did not return.  Tonidea
waited for him for some minutes longer, and then went into
his atudy with burning eyea. It was usclesa to go forth in
ssarch of an elusive junior who would certainly keep out of the
way, amd the Greek was forced to consume his own wrath.
But he muttered threats in his own language that boded ill to
Skinner and to the rest of the Bemowve,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sufiers in Vala !

ONG, pang, pong pang, pong |
Billy Bunter heard the sounds sa he ecame a'h:mﬁ
the Shell passage at Greyfriare, and his fat face brightene
in expression. He had decided to tak: the adviece of
the chums of the Remove, and endesvour to soften the heart
of Huoaking, and cbtain the use of his study for cocking the
feed. Ho had been shopping, and the é;o::rd things he hod
bought at Mra. Mimble's shop were atacked in & big 'rn.%, which
he waa earrying n8 he came down the passage. If Hosking
allowed him to cook in the study, all was setene.

Billy Bunter tepped at the door, but received no reply
Haoalkins waa pun.gvpungi;ug away a4t tho mandoline, and had
no ¢ard for anything else.  Bunter tapped again, and then
opencd the deor without further ceremony and atepped in.

** I aey, Hoskins "

Hoslkins of the Shell was alone in the atudy. The sound of
the mandoline wasg gufficiont evidenee of that, for Mole, Mad-
disgon, or Turner—hia study matcs—would never have stood
it. The Shell fellowa did not like mandoline practice at cloas
q}uﬂrtq?-m, and Maddison had solemnly prowised do asmash
the thing over Hosking's head if he ever started playin “ﬁ-
1

except when he had the study to kimsell. And Hoskins
taken the hint. )

Hoskins looked up.  He woa sitting by the window, mandoline
and plectrum in hand, and pink-ponking away induatriousiy.

* (let ont ! he snid.

* I way, Hoaking, I want to spenk to you—--='’

“Fet out ! "™

“I=—1 was wondering if you'd play me something on the
mandaoline, Hosky,” said Bunter meekly. " I should hke to
hear & sonata, or o aymphony, or something, on the man-
doling—-—

Hosking burat into a laugh. He hadn't a very well doveloped
senme of lumour—musiciana like Hoakine seldom have—but
the idea of a sonata or & symphony on & mendoline struck him
a3 funny.

* You voung asa ) .

“ Well, vou know, vou play so rippingly,' said Dunter, 1
wag thinking that if yon'd play me something. Hoaskins, I'd
like vou to come to & feed I'm standing to some of the Remowve,”

“I'm not in the habit of going to Remove [eeds,” naid the
Shell boy loftily. .

“ But this will be a ripper—rabbit-pie, becivteak pudding,
Christmas pudding, and mince.pies. apples and oranges and
cokes and cresn pufis.”

* I shouldn’t mind coming.”

“ Bacon and aansages anf chips and "

“I'll come with pleasure.™

“Good | The only thing is we should have te cook the things
in your study, aa eura has been burnt down, you know.
suppase you wouldn't mind wa deing the cooking here, would
you, Hoskina 1" ) .

“'Oh, rata ! I'm not going to have my study turned into o
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kitohen for alot of Removs kida 1" growled Hoskins. * Get
out ! I'm practizing.'

“ Yeu could play me somothing while I'm deing the cooking,
ﬂﬂd—“-ﬁu

* Well, it would do you good to lear some docent musie,”
aaid Hoskina. " You den't care for it, thourh. I remember
i offered to pley you my latest sonata on Mr. Queleh's piano
yesterday, and you wouldn't come."

“ I—I hadn™ thought then about cooking in your atudy—
I—I mean I'mserry, 1 wes on ass, and no mistake ! " stam-
mered Bunter. “ 1 should awiully like to bear you playing a
tune on thet instroment,”

* I was playving e tune when you came in."”

“Wers yvou? I—I dida't notice. I—I mean, of course

u wers, and a jolly ripping one it was too.” Bunter caught
sight of & piccs of music with the heading ** Alice, Where
Thou 1" and thought he was on aafe ground. * Of courae,
I know that old tune, end I recogniscd it as I came along the
P“*"ﬂ L

“ What ¢ld tuna 1"

"t Alice, Where Art Thou !'—the tune yeu were playing,
vou know.”

Hoakina glared.

“ T waa playing the football song, ° On the Ball," arranged a3
& mandoline solo,”” hie said unpleasantly.

“ Oh—ah—I1—I1—I "

“ You don’t know what ;J'nu'm talking about," snid Hoakina
disdainfully. * You haven't an rar.'’

Dunter put his hand up to his head, a3 f to feel whether his
auricular appendages were still there. They seemed all right,
and he couldn't understand in the loast what Hosking was
driving at.

* I—1I have,” be aaid, * I've got two, Hosking.
ol right.”

“ Aszs! I mean you've no sar for music.”

“ Oh, Isea! Bnut I aay, vou fellows—I mean, I aay, Hosking,
I should like to hear you play * Alice, Where Art Thou 7' on
the mandoline.” . F o

“Well, I dare say it will improve your mind,” said Hosking.
¢ Would you rather T played * Alice,” or a little thing of my
own ¢

“1—I don't really mind which, Hoskins. Which ever
you play, I'm pretty certain it will be nipping.”

Hoakina made no roply. He took up the mandoline, and
began playing, with his eyes turned up towsrda the ceiling,
ﬂ.l‘l%l a far-away expression upon his face.

Bunter watched him with awe and admiration in his looks.
But he was a little puzzled as to which Hosking wos playing—
+ Alien,” pr the little thing of his oem. As IHosking was not
l-l:lﬂ.]-'.,]ln_ﬁ at the music, he l}ruhﬂ.lﬂy waan't :la}'iug " Alpen, It
didn’t sound like the tune Bunter remembercd, either. Tho
fat junior eame to the conclusion that Hosking was playing
the little thing of his own, and when the Shell musician had
finished pink-penking at last, Bunter burst into a rhapaedy of
admiring wondor.

Y A weord, H-:x-tllty 1 It's wonderful !

“Well, I think I play the instrument rather well,” aaid
Hos'king.

“ Yea, but fancy making all that up yoursxlf, too™! " said
Bunter.

Heakina gave him a freexing glare.

“You nga! It was Ascher wrote * Alice,” " he aaid.

Buntar's heart sank. Heo was . &fter all. In the cons
fusion of the moment he put his foot in it worae than ever.

" OWag—wal~—wia that * Aline """ he stutterad,

“ Yo shrieking idiot ! " said Hoskins.

*“I—I—I don't know the tune wvery well,” aaid Bpntor
apologetically. " You must excuse my ignorance, yoo know,
Hosking,. We can't all ba great musicianas."

“*%Woll, I guppesy thers's something in thet," said Hosking,
his face clearing o little, ' You are an utter idiet, but I dars
soy it improves your mind to hear really geood music. Il
play you a march if you like.”

““TIs it & long one T I—I mean, I should like to hear it."

Hoskins did not deign to reply, but he struck up on the
mandoline. This time, like the famous Mac‘phm:m Clong-
locketty .-'s.ngl_m MeClan, of the * Bab Ballada,” he succesded
in “ eliciting something reasmbling a tune.” 8So far as it
sounded like anvthing, it sounded like the prelude to tho last
act of “ Oarmoen,” end the Toreador song from the same opera
mixed togetier, with a dash of the *' Boldiers’ Chorus "' from
“ Faust " and a smack of the * Washi n Fost." Hoaskiua
astopoed at last, and looked uium?hautljr at the fat junior.

“ Ther+, whabt do von think of that " he dermanded.

“ Ripping | ' said Benter heartily, I know what that is.
I thﬂuEEL it was gomething from Carmen at firat, but I soon
knew it was Geounod.”

* You—vou frabjous idiot!

My cars are

That i3 my own mendolino

march,™

O |

“Get along, do! Yeou don’t underastand anything about
music !  Get out, and let me do aeme praclics.”

a I—I =zay, Hosking, I'd like to listen to you practising,’
gaid Bunter humbly., * It=—it wounld hmprove my musical
taste, yvou know.'
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“ You gan listen if yon like"

* Do you mind if I cook the feed while you practise 7"

“ Yeou can coak if you like.”

“ Thanks awfully., I wish I could play the mandolins like
that, Tt's a wonderful gift,” said Bunter.

And ho raked out the grate while Hoskina was pecking away
at the mandoline strings, and begzan to light the gg: He hod
just got the fire into a cheerful blaze, and was looking round
for cooking utensils, when the door of the study was thrown
open and three big Shell fellowa rushed in,

¥ Hallo ! exclaimed Maddison, * Shut up that fearful
row, Hosky, old ¢chap. I've got an impot to do.”

“ What's this young Rerove pig doing here ' demanded
Turner.

Bunter blinked at the intrudors, :

. “I—1 say, you fellows, I'm going to do some cooking
Ora kF

“ Raota! " said Maddison promptly,

“ But Haskina said #3

“ Hoang Hoskins! Get out! Cateh us letting & fat young
Remove porker nse our study to cook in! Teavel !

*But J-—— e

* Outaide 1

Male, Maddizson, snd Turner graspsd the unfortunate Bunter,
and whirled him to the door, vainly protesting,

I —I—I say, you follows—hold on—I'm aincerely RGFFY,
but, you see Qw ! If you shalte me like that my glnases
may fall off, and if they get bLroken wvou'll have to pay for
them, so thore ! I toll you—I['m going—— Ow! Wow!™

With a final whirl Bunter went & ring inte the paseage.
The Shell fellows stood in the door, laughing. Hosking waa
laughing, too. Bunter blinked at them with boiling indignation.

“You beasta '™ he roared. * Gimme my bag, then.”

“ Hallo, that's his hug," anid Maddison. * Lot him have it."

The bag of good things was elung ont of the study. It
eanght Bunter on the chest. The bag was heavy, and Bunter
went staggering along and sat down with great violence.

"Ow! Wow!"

He sat there dazed for some moments, and then slowly
picked up himseli and the bap, and drifted away. And the
Bhell fellows stood roaring with laughter as ho departed.

Y Year'ro not !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Cook In Trouble,

o ALLD, hallo, hallo! What'a the matter, Bunty "

Bob Cherry asked the gquostion. Billy Bunter was
gitbing on & Lig bag in the passo looking wvery
disheveled, and geasping for breath. He blinked up

at Bob Cherry with an exsgperated oxpreasion.

“ I've Leon swindled ! ™ he grunted.

“Ha, ha ! How's that ' )

* I listened to Hoszkins making a fearful row for e long tima,
and then Maddison and the othor rotters coame in and slung
me out just as I was beginning to gat to work.”

“Hn, ha, hat"

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackla et. It'a disturbed
al my nerves. I've got the grub in this bag, and hﬁwlwn? to
cook it, It'a rotten, lugging this heavy bag sll over Greyiriars
and never finding & place 0 rest. I'm getting fod up with it
The studies ought to be rebaule.”

* Ask Blundell of the Fifth 5

“ I've asked him, and he kicked me oubt of his study., 1
thought he was a beast, and I told him so when I gob to the end
of the passage,”

" Ask Wingnte "

“ He would think it a cheek e

“Why not Queleh **'

* Queleh ! Do yon think I ¢ould ask a Furm master ! Ch,
vou're rotting !’ aaid Bunter, na Bob Cherry went off mnto &
shriek of lnughter at the idea, * I wish you'd Lo serious on a
serions subject, Cherry, What's & fellow to do * I don't often
have the funda to stand a really good feed, and it's sickening
that this one should be mucked up like this."”

* Ha, ha, ha! Better look out for soma chap who's gone
out for tho evening, and nee hiz study while he's gone,” grinned
Bob Cherry ; ond he walked away,

The words gave Bunter food for thought. Bob hoad beem
joking, but it atruck the fat junior as a good idea. He was
thinking it over when Haracles Lonidesz, the new Sixth Fermoer,
came by, with his hat and cont on, Tonides looked very wull
dressad : hiz coat was of & fashionable cut, with the glimness
of the waint earried to a point of exaggeration, and his hat was
a shining topper with the very latest brim. He did not even
glanee at Bunter—a Removite being miles beneath his lordly
notice. He stoppod for & momont to speak to Bland of tho
Fifth, who was in the pasasgo. .

“ Tt's straight along the lane to Friavdale, I think 1" he eaid,

Bland nodded.
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" Yes, that's {t; or there's a short out th h tl
wer the stils,” S

" Thank you,"

And Iuniﬁi;a went out. Bunter blinked agter him {hought-
fully. If Yonides waa going to the villagn, he could not possib]
be back under half an hour, and would probably be mm:it;
longer. It would be an unparoleled ™ nerve ™ on the part
of & junior to make use of & Bixth-Former's study while he waa
gone out. But Bunter was growing desperate. To have all
the materials of a ripping feed in the bag, and to he unable to
rook them, was distinctly exesperating,

Bunter rose to his feet. Soveral juniors were passing, snd
one of themn ealled to Billy Buntor. It waa Linley,

" {loming in to tes, Bunter 1"

Rilly Bunter hesitated,

Tea was ready in Hall, and most of the boya were going in,
The fat junior was anxious fo get to work in Ionides' study,
hut it seomed reckless to iniss & meal while ho had a chaneco,
Besides, he reasoned that he would need & snack, at least
to keep up his atrentith. Se he left the bag in & safe plaes,
and followed the Form inte the dining-room.

" What about that feed *”’ demanded K

I've got it in the bag,” said Bunter. “ I'm aofraid somo
of the eggs are broken, but the rest is all right, as soon as I
get a chanco to gook it.  One of you fellows might go and
get the box.room ready after tea. I wish there was & fire-
urite there, and I'd try to do the cooking on it. But I think
it will be all right. T’ll see about it dircctly after ten,™

" I faney I'll make & good tes in caso of necidents,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

" The teafulness would be enly prudent, as the accidentfulness
might be terrifie,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

And the Removites had their tes in Hall. The achool tea
was & very plain meal in itself, but the boys woere allowed to
take in any little luxuries they fancied and could afford, Aost
of the fellows improved the festive board in that woy, with
hard-boilod eggs, pickles, celery, jam, or preserves—but that,
of course, was nothing like having a feed in a study,

nt as he camo in.

Aftor tea, which he finished as early as possible, Bill}r Bunter:

returned for his bag, and made hia way to Ionides’s study.
Half an hour had very nearly elepsod sinee the Creek hod
gone out, but Bunter reflected that he was scarcely likely to
po atraight to the village and back. He might be away till
nine or ten o'clock, as a matter of fact. The fat junior hoped
for the best. Thig study was hiz lust ehance of cooking the
feed at all that evening, and bs did not mean to losge it

Bavernl SBixth-Formers saw him going into the study, but
they naturally imagined that he was fagging for Ionides, and
tlicd not think of interfering with him. Bunter had not been
in the study beforo since Ionides came, and he wos struck by
what met hia view as he turned up the gas and lightad it.
Thern was an incandescent burner on the gos, and the hght
vt very soft and bLright, different from what the fat junior
was preunstomed to in Remove studies,

" My word ! " murmured Bunter., *' This ig ripping ! "

The fire wose still burning, and Bunter had only to rake it
tﬁgcther and replenish it. He glanced round at the furniture
of "the room. Heavy orimson curtaing shut off the aleove
where were the bed and washstand, so that the study itsclf
looked like & cosy emitting-room. The big glass, the couple of
ecomfortable easy-chaire, the cabinot and writing-table, weara
striking enough in & school study, as well a8 tha sguare of
carpet, which could not have cost leas than six or seven guineas,
There wos o brass curb to the hearth in the place of the old
fendor, and a handsome ast of fire-irons with high doga. Bunter
blinked round him in amazement, herdly Lelieving that he
sould he in & Sixth-Form study at all. He had heard that the
h@;ﬂkl wad a rich fellow, but he had never thought of anything

B ths,

** Ho must have apent a lot of tin on this,” murmured Bunter,
" He seems to have forgotten to lay in any cooking thinga,
theugh. Theroe ian't even a kettls here, 1 shall have to got
them out of anctlier study, I suppose.”

And he did. He borrowed a ssucepan from one stady,
a fryinz-pan from another, and Lnife ond fork from o thind,
Then he sct to work, _

Bunter wag ap old hand at frying sanseges and hecon, A
savoury odour was goon riging from the grate,  Asg for the epga,
ho was zaved the trouble of breaking them, as nearly all of
thamm wera broken already, in the concussion when }J‘:lﬂd.iaun
ond the other Shell fellows had epeted him and his bag from
Hosking' study,

Bunter forgot everything in the delight of cooliing. He had
some things to cook, and some things to warm up.  “Then they
had to be carefully conveyed to the box-room where the feced
wa3 to take ploce., The old box-room usually favoured by
juniors on such cccasions had perished in the late firo, but there
was another room near the Fifth-Form quarters just as good.
The scent of the {rying bocon cheered Bunter. He took one
of the saumages as a snack to go on with, and felt thet life was
worth living, after all,
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" I¢'s ripping ! he murmured, I chall be finished here
in tan minutes, and if only Jonides doesn’t come back Lill I'm
safe out, it's all zerene. I wish the other fellows would come
ond lend me a hand in getting the things to the box-room.”

There was a sound of the door opening, and someons steppad
in. Buntar had just taken the frying-pan from the fire, and
he turned round with it in his hand, ‘and blinked at the news
GOTeT,

1 sny, Wharton, is that you——m="'

* What ia this ? Wh&t—wﬂat are you doing in my study 7
It was the wvoise of Jonides, and Bunter gave a start of
affright. A stream of grease poured from the frying-pen

upon the eorpet as the fat junior stood traunsfized,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

lonides Takes His Punishment

ONIDES stared ot Buntor, and Bunter stared ot Tonides,
I The Greck seemed dumbfounded, The melted butter and
hacon-gravy in the pan was pouring over the side in &
hissing stream 1}})::':1 the expensive carpet, and forming a
greasy pool there.  In his terror Bunter never even noticed it
“Boy! Brat! Howdareyou I What are you doing here 1"

“ It's all right,"” stammered Billy Bunter through his chattering
teeth, "' I didn't know you would come back so anﬂy—.’[—i
mean, I thought vou wouldn't mind. You see, since our
studios were—wore burnt down, I haven't—you sco—-—"

“You whelp! You're speiling my carpet! Do you ses
what you are doing § ™ reaced Lonides,

Bunter started,

“ Dear me ! I'm sincerely aorry 1™

Most of the prease was spilt now, Bunter jammed the
frying-pan back on the'hob, Ionideas, pale. with rage, daghed
stroight at him.

“Ah, brat! I will teneh you! I—"

“ Ow ! " roared Bunter. " Hellup! Don't! I didn't mean
izm:.f harm, and you can come to the feed in the box-room, if you
itke 1 ™

Thump ! thump ! thump !

“Ow!l ow! ow!”

Thump ! thump !

“Ow! Murder! Halp! Firel

Bunter shrieked and yelled, He was in a bad case this timo 2
the Greek, in his pessionate rage, scemed to have completely
lost control of himself. He wrenched Bunter over and flung
him acrosa a table, and thrashed him mercilessly with his walking-
cane. Tt wea a more severe punishiment tlhan the most severe
flogging over sdministered by Dr. Locke, and it wos no wonder
thiat the fat junior sgquirmed and ehricked with the pain.

Thers was a sound of rapid footsteps in the passage. The
door of the study waas flung open, and Harry Wharton looked m.

The hero of the Remove had been pn:mingi the end of the
passage when he heard Bunter's cries, and he had realised that
something serious was the matter. Bunter always made a
torrific nois: if he were hurt over ao little ; but this tune therse
wad no doubt that his erics were in deadly earneat.

Wharton gave one look at the infuniated Greek, snd then
ar forward.

*Ypou coward ! Stop!™

Ionides took no notice.
gquirtned and yelled.
wrenched it back.

The CGreek toarned towards him like a tiger. The cane
whistled through the air, and descended upon Wharton's head,
and the junior reeled back healf-stunned.

But in the moment when Iomides’s attention was taken off,
brici as it was, Bunier squirmed off the table. The Greek
turned back upon him, and lashed out again, and the blow
cought Bunter on the shoulders as he deshed to the door. The
fat junicr yelled, but he dashed on, and darted out of the study.

Wharton stapggered agninst the mantelplece, which he grasped
Ii;:ir support. Bﬁe wan dazed and confused by the cowardly

s

" You—you eoward ! he gasped. * You coward | M

The Greek gritted hia teeth lashed at Lim with tha cane.
Wharton caught the blow on his arm, and tacn closed with
Heracles Ionides.

In apite of his name, the Greek was no Hercules, and the
strong and wiry Removito was a dangerous adversary even for
the Sixth Former. He had pgasily dealt with Temple of the
Uppm' Fourth, but Wharton was a4 more dangeroua fon. Hea

ripped the Greek with a grip like iron, and they struggled
Ema erately.
ut size and age were bound to tell. The junior was foreed
back and bask, tilﬁle was down. with the gavage face of the Greel
bending over him.

Then Ionides prasped the cans again, and a8 savage shower
of blows descended uypon the junigr. But just then there waa
the sound of & regular stampedo in the' passage. Bunter had

He lashed away furiously. DBunter
Wharton grasped Ionides’s arm and
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carried the news, and the chuma of the Bemove were coming to
tho rescuss DBob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset
Fam 8Singh dashed into the atudy, and they threw themselvea
upon Ionides.

In a twinklinﬁ; he was dragged off, and bumped over on the
carpet, and Bob Cherry gave Wharton & hand to rise. Dob
looked anxiously at his chum.

“The beast!™ he cried wrathiully.
Dy gum, we'll make him emart t "'

“ Let me up ! " hissed Ionides. “ Lot mego !V

“ Ho wa wil?whem we've done with yvou,” said Nugent, between
hig tecth.  ** There ign’t a Form master to interfere now, Lock
the door, Inky."

* The lockfulness is the wheezy good idea.”

The key elicked in the lock. The Greck struggled furicusly in
the grasp of the juniors. But he was no match for thres of
them, and Wharton was ready to lend & hand now. The
ﬂuytain of the Remowve was recovering himself a little.

Hold the cad ! " he said. * Sixth Fermer or not, he's going
tu have a lesson, if we're expelled for it If he makes & row jam
your fist in his mouth.”

Ionidea was shrieking for help, and Bob Cherry immediatel
carried out Wharton's instructions. He alzo jammed o couple
of egpa into Tonidea’s mouth, and the shricks died away in a
suffocated aplutter.

* Grrrer! Ber-rrrr! Geopeger-rr ™

Thers waa a knock at the door.

** Wheat's the matter hers 1"

It was the voice of Carberry the prefect.

Y Don’t anawer,” mutte Herryv., “Notawordt ™

They grasped the wriggling Greek and held him fast, but said
no word,  The knock was repeated, and then thers was a thump
on the panels.

" T you make that row when I'm teying: to worke, I'll come in
and ram your scent-hottles down your neck ! * roared Carberry.

Arnl the prafect stamped away.

‘The juniors chuckled softly.
the impression that Ionides was responsi
in the study.

* Ho's gone ! " mmttered Nugent.

* Tha conofulness is oreat.”

“ Now tc deal with this rotter | "

S arerrererer U

“What a row he's making. He doesn't sarem to like roaw
euga.  Ladle out that irying-pan on his top-knot.™

“* Ha, ha, ha ! "

* Thoaz amashed egga will do for his eollar.™

* Ha, ha, ha 1

* And the jam under his chin.”

The juniors shrieked with langhter as they proceeded to
adorn the Greek with a goodly guantity of the provisions
laid in by Bunter for the fmg.

Tonidea’s struggles were useleas.

He was breathlesa and oxhaovated now, hia resistanco waa
anly feehle, and the vengeful juniors gave him his puniztbuoent
with unsparing hands.

Bacon-fat, and jam, and mormalade, and  broken egpa
gruashed mll over him, and the dandified scented Greek wos o
sauirming mass of horror in & few minutea,

Bob Cherry cocked his eye at him thoughtiuliy.

“ I think he'll do," he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! Rather.”

" The ratherfnlness is tevrife.”

* Have you had enough, Jonides * "'

“ Grerarererer !

" Will you behave yourself in future if we let you off lightly 1 ™

CGrerarsrerar 1

“I can't understand him. 1 suppose he's talking Greek.
Are vou talking Greek, Tonides "

“ Graererorer U

‘' Oh, I give it up. Come an, you chapa.’

The juniorsa unlocked the r, then quitted the study.
and slammed the door after them. The slam brought Carberry
put of his study with a howl, but the" juniors had disappeared
round the nearest corner. Carberry was trying to worlk-out
a problem which required efl his mental powers, and the continual
disturbances in the next study naturally exasperated him. The
wiolent slam of the door was the last straw, and he roshed out
of his atudy with a howl of fury.

He thumped at the Greck’s dun]'. and at the same moment
it wao3 torn open by Heracles lomides, who had sprung up to
ruah in pursuit of the juniors.

The two Bixth Formers met face to faco, and almost ran into
ono another.  Carberry was about to bumt into & torrent
of abusz when he saw Ionidea’s face, and ho started back in
amazement.

“ What the—who the——""

Ho had no time to finish. Tonides was rushing furiously out,
anel ho knocked the prefect flying. Carborry staggered againgt
a wall, and the Greek rushed on in pursuit of the Removites.

Ttound the corner he went, and ran into two or three fellows.
Tt was dusky in the passapge, and the Greek was in a tearing
passion. and not in the mood to be careful. A% Lig ran into them,
he began to hit out right and left.

*Aht Take that—tuke thot—take that——1"

““ He haa burt you 1™

Enrh&rri,; wad evidently under
le for the disturbance

¥
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* Hallo !  roared Blundell, of the Fifth, ** what the dickens are
youup to T Ia the ailly cuckeoo off his silly rocker + "

“ Hold him ! " yelled Bland.

* Collar the lunatic 1 *

“Ow !l Hea's aticky b "

* Groo—nhe's smothered with some mesa!"’

And the group of Fifth Formers promptly let the Greelk
alone. They had taken off a considerable auantit;r of smashed
egi and marmalade and jem, and they didn't want any more.

“The beastly rotter! He's smothered with cosmetic, or
something,”’ growled Blondell. ™ Keep away from him."

“I—I am sorry—ao mistake,’ panted the Greele. * I waa
looking for Wharton—for some juniors who have been in my
study. Have you seen them 1"

“ Dh, go and wash youraslf! ™ said Blundell
Formers stalked away.

And as there wasn't much chance of finding the Removitea
just then, and aa he was beginning to rcaliss that he was not in a
fit atate for being scen abroad, the Greek made his way bock
to his own quarters. He might have run the Removites to
earth. in the common-room ; but after his Emﬁou& eXperience
there he was not inclined to penetrate into the stronghold of the

uniorsy.

! Wharton & Co. arrived there rather breathless, but laughing.
Harry woa atill fecling very keenly the lashes of the Ggr&ch'u-
cone, but he was satiafied with the rough justice that had been
meted out to the bolly. And the whole Remove and Upper
Fourth roared over the story when it was told. Billy Bunter
was the only one who did not laugh. He tried to make his voice
hieard, but for some time he could not got a hearing, At last ha
dragged at Harry's sleeve and foreed hun to listen.

“ I say, yvou lollowa—I say, Wharton, T supposs you hrmlgﬁt
away the geab ™

“ The grub ! said Harry,—"" what geuh * **

* The grub I took to Tonides's atady.”

* Bleasod if I thought of it."

Bunter gave a howl.

* You—you never thought of it!
grub ! The grub ! ™

* Well, it waan't of much use, after the [rying-pan wags upszt,
and we uscd ell the grease and most of the bacon to lather
Tonidea’s chivvy.”

*“Yes; but what was in the bag—sauanges and rabbit-pic,
and beefsteak pudding, and ceke, and Christmas pudding.
E—I'I.d‘——'.ﬂ

* Wover thought of it, my gon.™

¥ You——you 'vo loft it in Jonidea's atudy # ¥

" Isuppossso. We didn't bring it away."

Rilly Bunter sat down in a state of collapse. The licking lia
had had from the Greek waa bad enough. But now the worat
had come to the worat.

And the Fifth

“ort didn't think of LU

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Yentriloguises.

ERACLES IONIDES had not made a good start at Grey-

friars, sither with his own Form or with the Laower S8chool.

The Sixth mostly deapised him s a dandy and a fop.

and the juniors disliked him es a bully and an ill-

tempered ©° rotter.’” Even the fellows who toadied to liia

for his wealth mostly despiscd him in their hearta. But the

Ciroek could not have understood that, even if he had known it.

He waa fully persuaded of his own importance, and his opinion of
himself was excellent.

And there was one quarter wheve the new fellow in the Sixth
found favour,

Efieminate ns he was out of doors, he was capable of hard worl
in his study, and his attainments were mostly in advencoe of
thoss of the rest of his Form. Ewen the " swota ™ of the Sixth
found themselves outclassed by Jonidea on some subjects,
eapocially in Greek. As a QOreck himself, Ionides naturnlly
excelled as a Greek scholar, notwithstanding the great difference
Letween the ancient and the modern languages. He found
favour with the Head, and with moest of the maatera, and he had
a wily, insinunting manncr when he chose which helped him on.
He had not been a woeek at Groyiriars when there was a ramont
that he was to be made & prefect.

The Hemove received the news with astonishment and dis-
gust. The Sixth did not like the idea at all.  That a fellow who
never turned up on the foothall field when ho could help it,
who w3 never socn on e bieyele or on the einder path, shoulil
beepme g prefeet, was not pleasant to the seniors. Whatever
govt of a scholar Ionideas might be, something more than
seholarship was requircd for that post. And lia unfortunate
relations with the Lower Forms were not Iil-mli?- to help i i his
new authority. Tho juniors wore certain to ** kick.™

Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars, seldom made a mistale,
but no ono can be infallible, And the Head certainly made o
mistake this time,

A Grand School Talée of
Harry Wharton & Co.
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Wa one eared to interfere in the matter, and indeed it would
have becn o delicato task for anons to undertake to peoint out
to the Head that his action was unpopulear.  Tonides beocame a
prefeet, much to the disgust of the others of that exalted renk.
And the enemios he had made for himself in the Remove knew
what it meant for them. A prefeet in the Sixth had powerin
his hands which he usaed at discretion, and if he happened to
bie a bully, he could make himself very unpleasant indeed.

And it was not likely that Ionides would Jose his opportunities.

He had & apiteful, ** catty " nature, and he never forgot an
injury, or a supposed injury. Harry Wharton & Co. wers
likely to hear from him—and they did !

“ The follow’s a hopeless oad,” Harry Wharton remarked.
“ He's like & cat, and wa shall have to look out for him ! "

* Yea, rather,” gronted Billy Buntor. * I've found out
what he did with that grub, He slang it all out into the dust-
bin 1

* Horrid rotter 1™

* Oh, there’s no word for him ! Foeney chueking away good
grub in thees hard times! I don't know when I shuall be able
to stand another feed.™

* Ha, ha, he "

“ Blessed if I can see anything in that to cackle at. I was
stonding the feed, wasn't I 7 I've pot the money you chaps
scnt mo——="

" Hond it over, then,”

“T'vo pot the mongy——-"

* Well, square up then” 3

“1 say, vou fcllowa, do let s fellow finsh t
n‘ri::n%};"}'cr}: chaps lent me down on the old account

(19 1 1

“And 20 ¥ SUPPOSo T'm r{;{ht. it ﬂﬁ:!.rii_ﬂg that I atood the feed.
Kow it'a all wasted, and Ew:t;]m}ma knows whon we shall got
another |7 :

" Wait till the studics are rebuilt,” said Harry, laughing,
* and then wo'll have & house-warming, and a high old time.”

* I suppose you're joking., The studics won't bo robuilt for
weeks, I suppose you don’t expect me to go without anything
to cat till then * The school prub harvely saffices to suppoct
life. OF eourse, I can eke 1t out with thingﬂ from the fuck-
ehop.  But what I want i3 a good feed. D've almost forgotten
what & good feed is like,”" said Bunter patheticnlly.

“Horrid | Why den't you go below stairs and tackle the
eoolt ¥ Bhe often gives gaod feods to the Friardale policeman,
a9 T know for n fact,  You might bo able to cut the bobhy out.”

" Oh, really, Nagent——""

*0Or you vould give a ventriloguinl entertainment and raise
vast funds that vway,” auid Bob Cherey soloinnly,

And fhe Removites chockled, Billy Bunter's altompta at
vientriloquism were o atanding joke at Groyiriars,

Bunter blinked indignantly at the juniors,

“ I'mn sincerely sorry to see joalousy so rampant among you
ehapa,™ ho eaid, “ and I have got pretty far in ventriloguism
alroady. I ecan do the ventriloguial drone to perfection. I'll
ghow you now o

* If ywou start the ventriloquial groan here I' give you some-
thing to groan for,” said Bob Cherry warningly.

" Oh, really, Cherry ! But I can throw my voice, too! I
threw it out ofrthe window onco, ancd i

“ Pity it dide’t stop thore,” yawned Bob, * The trouble
with your voice, Hilli,', 14 that you use it too much.”

*“ 1 threw it out of the window in the passage——"

“ Thidd it fall on anybody §7

*1 threw it out of the window,"” said Bunter obetinntely,
*and Levison wouldn't believe that there wasn't somebody
outside the window helping me. But there wasn't, and I con.
vineod even Levison

T Ahm "

“Ita n fact. I'm S0TTY Levison left last term, or he'd have
borne me out. I don't like to see follows so suapicious as you
chaps are. “Perhaps if you heard me throw niy voice ot this
momont you'd believe me. Look here, U'll make o sound of
Tootsteps coming round the corner thera,” said Bunter, "I I
succend in that I suppose even you will admnit that I'm a real
ventriloguist,”

Haorry Wharton lnughed.

* Right-lin ! Go ahen”

The ‘iuni::rrﬂ were standing in the passape downstoairs. Bunter
serewed up his face and his throet, and procceded to squeak and
grunt out curious sounds in imitation ut] footsteps. The chums
went into a roar of laughter. It was 80 evidently Bunter who
was ﬂnughin¥ and grunting that the thing scomed to themn
screamingly funny. But Bunter'a serowed-up face reloved at
lagt, und his lips wore still, and the sound of footsteps npproach.
ing from round the corner was audiblo and unmistaka :Ea.

Tho chums atarted, and stared.

If Bunter was vontriloquising now, he was deing it remarkably
well, for his face was quite atill, his lips motionless, and the
sound round the corner was guite natural, the footsteps growing
lpuder and louder as they approached,

“ My hat | " said Bob Cherry,

I've pot the

L}

“ It lookg——-——

“ Well, really ¥ began Harry Wharton.
Ha, ha, hat' .

He bLroke into a Jaugh as o diminutive figure came round the
porner. It was Wun Lung, the Chinee. He was coming ﬂ.lﬂﬁ
tho pnssage, and it was hiz footsteps thot the Removites h
heard,

The juniors roared, and Bunter's faco was & picture,

“* Ha, hn, ha ! Off-zide again,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Hold on, T'lIl try again, md:—”

“ Try agein by o]l means,” said Nugent.
chap. Fut your beef into it.” ]

And Bunter, facing the corner, grunted away agsin as if
worked by steam. The chums of the Remove walked quietly
off, and loft him grunting. "

Tt was about a minute before Bunter stopped, with n face
lika a beetroot and quite breathless, ond looked round, He
blinked to and fro in amazement as he found himsacli alone.

“ I say, you follows—- Oh, really, this is too bad ! Fancy
leaving me like that! I am sincorely aotry to see jealousy of
my wonderful abilities caeried to such an extent. I'm nok
appreciated at this school 17 ) )

And the fat junior eeascd to ventriloguise,

* Kecp it up, old

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Ionides Uses His Authority.

" ARJORIE ™ .
Two or three voices utiered the exclamation, as a
graceful girlish figuve crossed the Close towards the

school-housa. oy o

It was Hazcldeno's sister. Two or throe juniors ran towards
lier at once, reizing their cops. Marjorie smiled® sawectly at
thern, The girl's foce was very fresh and fair, and looked a
picture surrounded by soft white furs. Harry Wharton woa
the first to reach her side, but Bob Cherry wos n Eﬂn:‘rr.l gecond,

“Is my brother here ¥ asked Marjorie. "1 wanted to
zce the ruing of the fire, you know, and T told him I would look
in when I came to Friardale,” .

“We sha'n't be able to aslk you to ten in the study.” said
Harry ruefully. * The study’a gone, and the whole Remove
passare. '

Hazcldens came racing up.

““ Hollo, Marjorie ! Here you are, then! Come and have
a look at the Bemowve guarters. It's o bit of a change since
you came here for the Christrmas concert,”

It was indoed a change when the girl looked at the scenc of
havee left by the fire, The Remove passage, with the studica
and dormitory, had heen gutted, and the workmen wers
engaged in clearing the rums swoy for the rebuilding to
COrmmenco.

Implementa and materiala used by the workmen lay on all
sides, with piler of bricks, slabs of stone, heapa of timber, and
buckets of mortar.

*The upper box-room is gone, teo,” said Hazeldeno, * See,
that's where Wharton got on to the chapel roof with Aliss
Aolly, but the ledge he ¢limbed along haas fallen 1

Marjoria shuddered.

“ Tt is & miracle he did not full,"” ehe exclaimed.

Whaorton laughed.

“ Oh, Cherry and Nugent helped me at the really ticklish
part " he said carelesaly. ' It woas an exciting time, thoush.
You should have gaen the amateur fire brirade at worl ' 7

“ They couldn’'t put the fira out,” grinmed Bob Cherry.
* But the Head was put out very much when thoy swamped
Him with water, alln, here comes Tomdes ! What the
dickens does ha want "

The Greek waoa strolling towards them,

Mavjorie followod ihe glance of the junmiors, and Ioolked
eurionusly at the new prefcet of Greyiriors,

Tonidea was dresscd with the uwsusl dainty care, his clothes
itmmmacnlate, his collar as hizh and white n3 a collar eould Le,
miid hiz fingers sparkling with rings. Hiz hair, which wna
beautifully curled, peeped out from under his sille hat, A
delicate perfume exhaled from him on all sides. The Greel
wsed wvery cxpendive seents, but fo the Greyiriars’ fellows a
chap who used scent at all was immediately set down as o fop.

Tonides came up with his wsual mincing manner, nnd roised
his #ill: hat to Miss Hazeldene., The gir¥a krizht froszh looks
had atteeeted iz attontion, and with his E_:ust-mﬁm-!,' coneeit he
had decidecd to patronise hev, Az for the juniers, of thom he
thought nothing at all, Fellows m the Remove would have
to iz careful how they dealt with a prefect,

¥ Good-aftermoon ! " ho exclaimed, * Your sister, I Lelicve
Hazeldone 77

' Yes,' anid Hnzeldene shortly.

Y Introduece me, my deoar fellow,”

' Marjorie, thiz is Ionides of the Hixth," said Hazeldens
reluctantly. He was inwardly chofing at the Greek's insolonee ;
but Hazeldene waz not of the etufi that heroes are mads,

Marjorie bowed eoldly,
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“Ah! Take that—take that—take that—!'" roared the Greek, as he hit out right and lelt.

— L

B EE— e e ———

" You are looking round Croyivines #%7 said Ionides, with an
agrecablo smile. "' It will be o great plessure Lo mo to essort
vou, Miza Hazeldeno™

" My brother iz doing so.’ said Marjorie icily,

But Hernelea Tonides wos not to be abushed.

" 0h, I eannot leave you to the care of juniorz '™ he sobl.
“ You are too charming a young lady, Hazeldeng, vou have
an hnposition to do this afternoon.’

“That's all right,” said Hazeldene,
ton.”

“ Wothing of the sort. You had hetter go and do it at once.”

Hazeldano <hid not atir, The Greek looked at hint with &
glint in his pves,

" Did vou hear what T gnid, Hozeldenon?

M h&-ﬁarir

“Then go’

Hazeldene hesitated, and glanced at his frienda.  Wharton
woa pritking his teeth, Hea disliked more than anything clso
a gcono in the presence of o girl, but he felt that he could never
subimit to the Greol's insolence. '

" Don't go,” he muttered,

The Greck glanecsd nt Wharton with tightening lips.

“ Go at once, Hazeldene,” said Ionides,  and you will pa
with lim, Wharton ! You will do fifty lines from Virgil for your
impertinenes ! "

Wharton sct his lipa grimly, and stood still. Wild horses
woitld not have dragged him from that spot at that moment.

The Groak's darke foce lushed with anger.

But befors he could speak again Marjorie laid a timid hand

“ Lola of timo befors

ont her brother's arm. The girl know wall enopgh that it was

not safe for juniors to defy the suthority of o SBixth Farmer.

: ” }"!easa go,” she murmured ; " and you too, Harry. Ploass
ol™

Whartan swallowed his wrath.

* Very well, if you wish it,"”" ho said.

And Wharton and Hdzeldene walked away, The Greek
pave Bob Cherry and Nupent a signficant look.

* Yoo moy go, too,” he saicd.

Tie juniors looked rebollious, but o look from Marjorie doecided
them.  They walked awny with burning eyes and burning hearta.

Toniden dmiled at the girl. He had an idea that he could make
o greot impresion upon Marjorie.

But Marjoric's face waa like atone.

* Tivis ia a-very intereating old place.” he remarked. "X
will show yon,  Buot where are youa going 7"

1 am poing in to o0 Mra. Locke.”

" But I was going to ashow you———"

* Thank you, L won't tranbis yon,™

And Marjorie walked guickly away.

The Gresk hesitated for a moment, snd then he strode gquickly
after her, and kept paco at hoer aide.

Marjorie ast her lipa, and walked fastor,

“ But why do vou leave me 7 J—="

Marjorie wallked faster. Her desire to pet away from him
was g0 evident that the Cireck's dark fmee became derker with
rage. He passed his arm through hers, and the girl pulled it
away. But the Greek was holding it fust, and slie could not
releaso it.



lo THE BEST 3" LIBRARY P&

Marjorie stopped and looked at hir

" Let me go,’” sho said.

Jenides laughed.

They were under the trees, and there waa no one to obaerve
them at the moment.

The girl's henrt beat fast.

" Lt mo po, or I will enll oat 1" ahe panted.

e laughed again.

" Nonsense | I am not going to hurt you., Why should you
ba foolial 7 I——a"

sk H‘E‘-‘Ip -!- (2]

“Fool!™ he muttered.

There was a pattering of fect under the troea.
eomne up breathlessly.

The Greek dropped Marjorie’s arm, and laughed sgain uncesily.

Harry waa sprninging forward with clmml%e{l fists, when the
girl interposed.

“ Don't be angry, Hairy, it—it is all right."

“ But I heard you call,” eried Wharton.

“ It is nothing. Lot us go.”

Wharton leoked st the 'E‘l.‘-ﬂ{:]-l: with blazing eyes. Senior and
prefect as he was, Ionides shrank from his paze. But for the
piedence of Marjorie, Harry would have flung himself at the cad
of the Sixth.

Ienidea manttored something under his breath snd swuang
Bway.

Harry and Maviorie walked away togsther without speaking.
Tho givl waa looking very pale and troubled.

Hazry left lier ot the door of the Head's house, without cither
having spoken again of the incident under the troes,

Marjorie went in, andd Harry went in scorch of his chums with
his face sct and his heart beating, From that moment it wos
wat between Horry Wharton and the new prefect.

ITarry Wharton

—_——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Loses the Sausages.

ARRY WHARTON waa frowning, and there wa3 & glint in
his eyes when he rejoined his chams.  Hia feelings were
sgharcd by the other Remnovites when e oxplained what
had happened under the tveca.  That Tonidea should

venture o mako himsclf disegrecable to Marjorie wos, es Bob
Cherry expressed it, g-.“t-t-ing_{ past the limit.

" We'lvo get to make him sing small,” said Nogent deter-
minrdly. " It's the Remove up against s cod in the Sixth, and
wé'll bring hizn down off his perch or buat something, '
<y " I sy, you fellowa,™ sakl Bunter, coming up, ~ I've got an
idea.

“ Whose s it t"

* Oh, roally, Cherry, it's a ripping idea.  You know that we
can L ask Vaseline's sister to tea in the study now that it's burnt
down. I way thinking that we might have a feed in the wond-
shed to celebrate her visit, if youn fellows can stand the tin. I ean
do the rest.””’

YT can't quito see that thern s any *rest.' " said Nuogent.
" H';lt”hﬂ-w are you going to do the cocking in the wood shed,
B3y !

" There ian't poing to be any cooking. I ean't take the riak
and trouble of borrowing anybody's study again.  lonides cut
up 50 fearfully rough about it last time, 1 waa thinking of a eold
collation.”

“ A which § "’

“ A cold collation. T could geb the things at M. Mimble's, if
you follows had the tin. I knew it's cold weather for a cold
sprend, but what are you to do when you can’t get a five to cook
by * I think a cold collation is the only resoures.  How much
can you fellowa atand

" We coan stand lots of things, Billy, but we can't stand you,”
aaud Bob Cherry, walking away.

Oy, really, Cherey ! I say, Wharton, don't go for a minute,
'-;r:lﬁttrcltr you think of the idea of a cold collation in the wood.
ghe

“ Rotten ! " said Wharton tersoly.

And he walked off, too.

Bunter was left to blink indignantly. Al his idees seemed
to be wrong just now, and the feed he was yearning for scomad
destined never to materialise.

Marjorie, a3 & matter of fact, had tea with Mrs, Locke. The
Remove, ag vaual, had the mealin Hall. Bunter, who had sue-
ceaded in borrowing a couple of shillings of Wun Lung, came
into the dining-room with a jar of jam under one arm ond o
paper packet of savzages under the other.

aat down in his place, and put the sausages on to his plate.
They were colid savsagea, but they looked very brown and nice,
There were cight of them, sofficient for a snack cven for Billy
Bunter. >

" By Jove, they look ripping ! ™' said Nugent.
along, Billy 1™

Bunter blinked at him.

I wish it had run to more, 3o that T could lot you fellows have
some,” he remarked. " T had just encugh to get these sansages

* Bhove them
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and some jam. I'm sinccrely sorry that T haven't enough to let
yvou chaps have any." .

“ Giving any of those away, Bunter " called oun! Bkinner
acroas the table. _

“ Certainly not, Skinner. I have bavely aufficient for myasif.
T am not a greedy echap : but I have to tako & certain amount
of nouriahing food to keep up my strength.”

Skinner cast n longing eye upon the sansagea. IHe exchanged
glances with Stott and Bulstrode, who were sitting on either side
of him. He was determined to have some of those sausagra
by hook or by crook. :

“1 soy, Bunter, have vou been deing any wventriloquiam
lately ? ' he asked, as Billy Bunter plunged a fork into the
firat Sousago. .

* ¥ea, rather ! ' gaid Bunter, looking up. * I'm getting on
ﬁlﬂr.-ndiurll{. There are aome fellows in the Renmwove who ar
jealous of mv wonderful abilities s & ventriloguiat, and won't
admit that 1 can throw my veice. As a matter of fact, T can
throw it about anywhere, almoat like an apple, on the Lest
Balmicrumpett principles.”

“ Stott here says you couldn’t make your voice coms from the
Fifth-Form table.” :

** Oh, really Btott, it vwounld be as ecasy as winking. T'll give
¥ou a sample after tea."”

 Give it us now," said Stott scepticolly.

Eilly Bunter planced towards the head of the fabla.  Mr.
Qualch, the Remove master, was not in his uaual place.  Randall,
the fatteat and best-natured prefect at Groyfriars waain his place
in charge of the Remove table. Randall waa carrying on a con-
vierzation on the subject of foethsll with eanother Bixth-Former,
and parying no attontion whatever to what wos passing at the
table he was supposed to be in charge of.

¥ It's all right,’” aaid Stott. * Old Randy won't take any
notice, 30 long as you don’t make too mueh row. CGo ahead.
Bening i3 belisving."

* I jolly socn 51:}1:' ou, then,” said Bunter.

Ha tuwrned towards the Fifth-Form table, and put his throat
in the position for '.'ﬂntrilﬂ-quiﬂing-

A painful sguenk -{Jmnmded rom him, with fhe searceiy dis-
tinzgui:a]mblu worda, “'Er L am ™

t was aupposed o be a voies speaking fromn the Fifth-Yorn
talle, but it was plain enough that the squeak procecded LHom
Bunter's straining throat.

But Skinner & Co. didn't care n rap where the agqueak pro-
cocded from.

D¥rectly Bunter's head was turned, Skinner, Stott, and Buals-
trode reached acrose the table, and jabbed their forks into the
sruaages, and whisked them over to their own plates.

“'Ere I am!" went on the ventriloguist. * Can't you hear
me ?

Dunter turned baeck to the Removitea with a crimasn and
t.rinm;rtr‘tmnt- fncc.

“ What do vou think of that T *' he demanded.

* WMarvellous ! " said Skinner, with his mouth full of sausags.

“ Wonderful | exclained Bulstrode, ™ Do it again, Bunty)’

“ Certainly ! Wait till T have had & mouthful—— Great
pipr ! Where are my sausages 77

id Eh i. Y

“ Where ara my sousapes T roared Bunter.

Skinper, Stott, and Bulstrode, who wero bolting sausages atb
exprezs speed, mmade no reply.

Bunter locked up and down the table. Dob Cherry was yel-
ling with laughter. and as he waes aitbiog next Bunfer ot onca
Auapeetad heian.

* Oh, really, Cherry, it's too rotten !

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

" Where aro my sausages

* 1 haven't taken thom, asa'

“* Who has, thon ¥

““ Hn, ha, ha! Better employ a detective,”

The Bemovites were chuckling gleefully.

Bunter rpae in his place, blinking excitedly belind hLis big
gpentacles.

* Who's got my savsagea ¥ I'mngoing to have my savsages. [
BOY, Ig,{q::u feltow gm—"

“Hallo ! Bit down, thera!™ snid Bandall, lookinz ronwl.
" How dare you maks that row at the table, Bunter. Hik
down 1

Y My sausapeg——"

* Bhut up ™

“ I brought in eight sausagea 5

* T den't care if you brought in eighty.  If vou dan't ait down
end shut up this instent I'E giend you out of the room without
your tea.'

Bunter sab down overwhelmed., e blinked to and fro, and
he hlinked across the table ot last, and saw the laat of his spusages
disapnear into the capacious jaws of Skinner & Co.

- You—you-—you rotters !’ he murnmuored.

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter storted on bread.and-butter and jam.  As Le opened
the janmi-pot Bkinner leaned acrosa the table and whispered
confidentially «

Where arz they 7
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“I say, Bunter, that was an awiully ripEiIhg bit of ventrilos
guiam. Weould you mind doing it agein ? " ]

Buntor gave 8 plare that ought to have petrified him on the
apot. He did not accept the invitation, and Skinner's designs
on the jam wers frustrated.

As the Remove cams out of the dining-room after tea Tonides
called to Fob Cherry. ;

The junior ap hed him unm]lmﬁiér Now thet Ionides
was a prefect it behoved the juniors to ba more careful towards
him. They sometimes had little serappinga with Car ., but
Coarberry’s charneter wag pretty well-known to moat of the mas.
tors, and to some extont to the Head, and his influence with the
powers that be was small.

It waa different with Ionides.. He had contrived to worm
himaeli into the Head's pood gracea, and to keep on pood terms
with sll the other masters. He was certain of backing from
the authoritica, and the Remove knew that, and they also knew
he was a more ssrious antagonist than Carberry had ever been.
Berides, Carberry was merely ill.tempered, while the Greek was
l;pi!:-t._ﬁul and malicious, and made it a point never to forget or

orgive.

Bob Cherry would gladly have turned his back on the Greek
and walked away, but it would not have deme. He walked
slowly up to the senior, and waited for orders, inwardly chaflng,

* I want you to go down to tho village,” said Tonidea.

* We're not allowed out afier locking.up,” growled Bob
Chervy.

Heﬁ:rus thinking of Morjorie Hazeldene, and that if ho went
out now he would not ace hor again befors ghe left Greyiriars.

The Greek similed maliciously,

** I will rive you a pass out of bounds,” he said. As & preieat,
it was in hig power to do 20, and Bob was fairly caught,

“I don't want to go.*

" That has very little to do with the matter, T imagine,”
gnid Ionides sativicaily. ** I shell fag vou juniore as much
na I please, and you and your set especially, aa s lesson to you
for your insolence. I will teach you manners befere I have
done with you™

“ You may learn mennera yourself,” muttered Bob Cherry
under his breath. .

* You will go to Mr. Frasor, the chemist, end got me what iz
writton on this eard,” said Ionides, * You will take gread care
of it, as it i3 expensive,”™

** Where's the monay 1" _ :

“* You will not need any money, as | have sn acoount with
the cherniat."

* Oh, all right,” grunted Bob,

He toolk the card, ond walked awey. His grampy look
when he oame into the hall with his cap and coat on atiracted
the atiention of his chuma,

* No pood getting roady yet,” said Harry.
Hn't ,;;ning for half an hour or mora,” ;

“T've to po to the chemist’s in the village for that Greel
benst,” ;

* Hard chease,” ]

“It's to get somo filthy skin wash or something,” growled
Bol Chorry, *° Ionides is dining with the Head this evening,
I hear, and he wants to look as much like o figure in a harber's
window na possible.” ]

* Buppose you don’'t go 1" said Hagzeldene,

Bob aEm-:rl: his heed. )

“It's no good bucking against o prefect, I've got to go.
You'll tell Marjorie how it is, won't you 1" .

* Me helpee Chelly,” said a soft voles, and Wun Lung grinned
up ot the discontented junior. “ Supposee me go to village
instead of Chelly ¥ Bavey 17 :

“Good 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry, * You're a good little
bounder, Wuon Lung., I suppose you ecould mmaﬁ i, It's
only going to the chemist and getting a bottle of filthy skin-
wash and bringing it home without busting it,”

“ Me blingee safee,’” )

“Good | Here's the card—eand much obliged,” ;

And Wun Lung went off with the card in his hand, & wide
grin upon his {ace, and a very humorous twinkle in bis almond
Qyes.

‘ AMiss Marjoria

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Improves the Skin Lotion.

HE Famous Four wallked with Marjoria Hazeldene and
her brother as far as the railway-station when the gir
laft Greyfriars. Ae they left the school gates they met
Wun Lung returning from the village, and Bob Cherry

called to him,

" Got the stuff, kid 1 "

i HE‘ Utlt'ﬂ‘ﬁ.-n

M oopod! Give it to Ionides, and tell him to go and eat coke™

The Chinee grinned.

" Me givee ; no tellse.” :

The Nitle Celestial presented himsell at the Bixth Former'a
etudy. He tapped at the door and opened it, and there was &
nuttersd exclamation in Greek. Heraclos Ionides was there,
standing before his dressing-table, and there was a packet of
curling-pins on the table. The Greek had evidently been
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ﬂmning the packet when Wun Lung’s tap came at the door,

The almond eyes of tha little Celestial glimmered, but he gave

no opon eign of having obsérved onything, Ionides hastily

thrust the packet of pins ont of sight; and locked savagely
at the Chinese junior,

" What do you want ? " he enapped.

“ ¥e blingee bottla, me fetchee for Chelly.”

“ You wn.nt to the chemist's instead of Cherry t*

i Me :},’

“T told him to go. T'll give him an jmposition for this!"
growled the profect, * Have you got the bottle all right 7™

* Mo havee it.”?

“ Give it me, then. You've been a long time,"

* Me hully quickee.” ]

. Wun Luong had beeon cocupied ten minutes or so since ros
entering Greyfriars aftor his return from the village, but he did
not toll Tonides so. His logk wea innocent and deprecating ;
and even the new prefeot did not bully him,

“ Well, get out 1™ he said.

* Me savvy,”

And Wun Lung left the study. In the passage he stopped,
and doubled up in & paroxysm of laughter. No sound came
irom his lips, but he wﬁggxﬁ-ﬁ d squirmed in nn ecatasy of
mirth. He straightensd up suddenly as Corberry came out
of his study. ‘

" Hallo, you young heathen,” growled the neafect, * what
trick have you been playing now 1™

" Mo rRvyy.” )

* What were you langhing at 1"

* No savey,”

“ What's the joke, vou heathen beast @ "'

* No savvy,” .
“Oh, pet along ! " growled Carberry, and he took & runnin
kickk at the Celestial, which Wuan Lun pmmptlfr dodged,
Carberry’'s log swept through the nir, and he lost his balance,
and sat down wibE a terrific bump and & gosp like escaping

steam,

“ My——my word{ I'll pulverise him

But by the time Carberry waos on his feet the Celestial had
vonished. ; s

Wun Lung returned to the common-room, where he surprised
the juniors by breaking out overy few minates mto curious
chuckles. But though many questions were acked he refused
to explain what the joke was, his invariable answer to every
query being “ No savvy.,” And when Wun Lung took refuge
in that answer it was no good trying to get anything out of
him.

And not a werd did Won Lung say til Harry Wharton & Co.
eame in., Then, when Harry aﬂg.ed 'rum whiit he waschuckling
about, he expounded at last.

" Mo gettee fnces washee in Fliardale,”” he aaid.

““ Waoll, we know that,” said Bob Cherry, * And you took it
atraight to Lonides, didn't f'uul Ly

*Ma takee ; no takee stlaight.” . "

“ Do you mean you didn't take it ta him at onee 1

The Chlines nodded.

“ And why didn't you 1"

* Ma openee bottle.”

Bob Cherry whistled,

“* ¥You opened the bottle, yuu elieeky young beggar! What
did vou open it for "

* Putes gomefin in” : z

The Removites who heard the words redoubled their artention,
Wun Lung wos the most irrepressible proctical joker in the
Formn, end they began to realize that he bad played a daring
praotical joke on the unpopular prefect,

“ What did you put in 1." demanded Hazeldene,

® Btaineo.”

“ Ha, he, ha!' roared Bob Cherry.
the face-wash *™

Wun Lung grinned and chuckled, The eommon.-room
was in & roar. Fven Billy Bunter, worried as he waa by his
disappointment sbout the cold cellation, burat into a an T

o @hﬂ voung aa31” excloimed Wharton, laughing, * He'll
find out what you've done when he comes to use the silly atufl.

“You put a stain i

“No findes. Chinee stainee, me makee selfes. MNo colour
till wsed, and thon it diy dallee. When guite dly velly dalk,
savvy 1V

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniora shrieked. .

Wun Lung was something of a hand with chemiesls, ana they
could easily eredit thet he could make & stain which would be
colourless while in o ligquid state, and would darken when it
dried, whether on wood or on the human skin,

“ My only hat1” said Harry Wharton, “Ja that Eﬂneﬂ
Injun, you young sweep ! You're not pulling my leg !

* Me no pullee leggee, All tlue.” ‘ o

“ Then when Tomidea puts the stuff on lis {ace——

* Allee light for quarter hour ; then he turn darkee-gleence.”

I
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“Ha, ha, hal Tancy the dandy of the Sixth with a dark
grecn complexion ! "

* He's dining with the Head this evening ! "' yelled Nugent.
And n frezh yell of merriment followed.

“ Upon my word, it's almost too bad,” gasped Harry, wiping
oway his tears. ** [—I wondoer if he's used it yet 7"

“ Must hove,"” said Temple of the Upper Fourth, choking
with loughter, * The Head dines at sevon-thirty, and it's
pest seven now.”

* Tonides will be going to his house any minute, then.”

* Lot's go and watch for him,” -

“ Ha, ha, ha! That's the cheese.”

The juniors crowded out. Tonides was most likely to leave
the house and ¢ross to the Head's private door whan he went
to dine with the doetor. The jumiors crowded into the hell,
and linod the ‘'walls to wateh for him. ate, the captain
of the school, came nlong, and stared at them muiluiring]:r.

“ What's the little Hgama 1" he demanded. * What are you
youngstors up to ! o good, I supposs.”

“ Wo're waiting for Ionides,"

* And what are you weiting for Ionides for 1"

“ Wo hear he's been using a new face wash, and we want to
goe the effect.”

“ Don't he an asse, Cherry !
the aort."

“That he does,” esid Hazeldene,
for him from Friardale." i

Wingeto gave o =niff of disgust at the idea, and walked on.
He shut the door of his study hard, He dospised the efleninate
Cireek, but he had never suspected that Ionides used preparations
for the skin, though he knew he scented his hair.

A fow minutes after Wingote had gone Ionides came down
the stairs. He saw the juniors in the haell, and scowled at thom,
There wos nothing wrong with his complexion go far. Wun
Lung had said that a certsin time must elapse before the stain
showed itself, and evidontly it had not yvet bagun to work.

* It's all humbug, after 2ll,” muttered Dulstrode.

Y Mo humbug. He turnee darkee-glesnen soonee.™

Tha Greek stopped in the hall, and called to Bob Cherry.
Bob came forward with affected reluctance. As a matter of
faot, ho wos glad of a chance to delay Ionides while tha Chinee’a
atain hod time to work.

“ Cherry, I told you to go to Friardale to the chomist, and
you did not %'-J.“

“ Borry, lonides. Wun Lung went instead,” said Bob
with unaccustomed meeknesa,

“ Yon had no right to disregard my orders. You will take
fifty lines of Virgil, and bring them to me hefore bediime.”

* Yea, Ionides."

“And now run upstairs and fetch my gloves.
them lying on my table."

' ¥os, lonides."

“The Gresk looked haffled. Bob's meckness gave him no excuse
for inflicting any further penalty. The 7E'Lmim' seuttled up the
gtairs, Tonides stood in the lighted hall, and pulled out hia
cuffs.  He lookoed o handaore figure as he stood theve,  He waa
in evening clothes, which fttod hiz supple figure exvellently,
A dinmond gleomed in his shirt-front, cthers in his sleeve-
links, He had & light coat over his dress.clothes, and was
woaring a silk topper. His face, though dark, was very cloar
in the skin, his complexion being probably dus in part to tho
cosmetics he used. Mis eyebrows probmbly owed something
to the pencil. His complexion, though clenr, was dark, and in
the light of the hall it seemmed to e growing darken.

The juniors watched him with almost painful interest,  Tonidea
wa3 a little puzzled to account for the interest they took in him,
but he concluded that they were overcoine by his magnificent
BIPOATANCE.

b Cherry came downstaira with the ploves, and the prefect
put them on,

* My word,” murmured Nugent, “ it's working ! "

It certoinly was working.

The Greek'’s comploxion was derkening visibly. The clear
gkin assumed a hue like buff leather, and it was rapidly glmwing
darker. The moat curious circumstence was that Ionides
himasf had not the [aintest ides of it. .

* Ha, ha, ha ! "' roared Bob Cherry, unablo to contain himself
any longer. o

*Ha, ha, ha ! " yellad the juniors.

Ionides looked round with s glare. Fo did not. know what
the juniors were laughing at, and he was inclined to burst into
one of his towering passions. But a quarter past soven rang
Emtl from the clock-tower, and he realised that he had no time

o loax.

He walked on haughtily, between two rows of grinning juniors,
and left the house. The Remowve shrieked when he had gone.

" My hat!” gesped Wharton. " What will the Head say
when he sees him

i Hﬂ‘p ha, ha!™

And the wild yell of mirth followed Heracles Ionides into the
Clos=, and gave him a feeling of vague unessiness.

Ienides doesn't use anything of
“ Wun Lung fatehod it

I have left
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The New Prefect Experlences a Series of Shocks.

ERACLES IONIDES knocked and rang, and the door

H was opened almost immediately biv o maidsarvant.

Ionides was about to speal ; but the light from the hall

- fell full upon his fsee, and the maid gezed at him in
OTrar.

If he had b2en black, like s negro, or brown, like Hurreo
Jameet Ram Singh, the maid might not have been so startled.
But a man with a dark green complexion was something gquite
ontaide her experience.

She gave him a horrifisd atare, and then uttered a shrisl
and fled, leaving the door wide open, and Ionides standing on
the step potrified with amazemont.

" Wihat can bs the matter ¥ " muttered the Greelk.

Ha heard the maid’s shrieks dia away in tha distancs. He
atepped into the hall, and clog:d the door himsell. Ho wos
amazed by the maid's conduct, but as he was not shown into
the drawing-room, it only remaingd to abhow himsif in.

“ (Oh, the awial sight!* It was tho msaid’s voeice from
gome region below. * Oh, it pive mo such a tura! I never
did ses such a thing! Oh, lor 1"

Ionides gritted his teeth. He stepped to the deawing-room
door, t.".tiuﬁrwm half open, pushed it and entarad.

Mias Molly, thoe Head's little daughter, was in the room, and
she happened to be alone there. iss Molly had been ili of
late, the result of the shock she had received on the oecesion of
the firs at Groyiviars ; but she was recovering now. B8he was
ecngaged in adorning a new doll with ribbons when Ionides
CRMe in.

fhe E;'Ia.nmd up, and a3 she saw Ionides, the doll went to tho
floor with & creah, Miss Molly burst into a wild shriel.

* What is the matter ? " cried tho bewildered Greek. ** What
ittt I willdo youno harm! Bah, do you not know me "

But Miss Molly only ahriecked and shrieked.

Thore was o door at the opposite end of the room, and as the
Greek advanced towards hor, the little girl fed irantically
and disappeared, atill shrieking.

Ionides stood panting. What was the cavae of the terror of
the maid and the little girl he could not imagine. He began
to wondar whethar they were mad, or whether ho was.

Thers was a stop in the adjoining room, and Mrs. Locke
locked through the ecommunicating door. Her face wos pals
and startled, and she hed evidently come to 82¢ what !ilar.l
frightoned her child.

lonides started towards her, and the electric light glearned
on his dark green face, and Mra. Locke uttered a acrcam of
affright.

tReally " began Tonides.

But the terrified lady did not atay to listen. Sho ran away,
acropraing for help, and, overcomo by terror, fell upon o rag
in & dead foint.

* They are all mad ! "' ceried the Greek, snapping hia white
teeth with rape. " They are mad, or it 13 & plot to insult ma ! "

br. Locke looked into the room. Ho kad boen attracted by
the szreams of Mrs. Locke as he was dressing for dinner, and
he hiad come tearing down unfinished, with an old jacket round
him. A wvery curicns aight the dector looked, tco, as he dashed
into the drawing-room.

* Who iz it T ho cried.  ** How dare you——  Oh, ob, oh ! ¥
He broke off, gaaping, as hia eyes fell upon the dark green face.

But Dr. Locke was a bBrove man. He kept his eves upoen
Tonides, snd backed away towarda the grate. heiy he .'Ell".flﬂ:‘.'illjf
at-mge:] angd posarsacd himaelf of the polkor.

¥ Beoundreal £ he eried—"" villain ! How dare you coms
here and [righten my child ¥ Wratch, who ara—what ara you ?

Ionides panted.

* Do you not know me " he cried.
they all mad 1™

Tho doctor storted,

*“ I aeern to know your vaics.™

* I am Heracles ITonides of the Bixth.”

£k “?Eﬂ-tr ? L

* I howve never been ao insulted i

* Tonidea ! ” eried the Head, dropping the poker with & clang
into the grate. * Is it possible T In it conceivable that o
profect of the Bixth Form could play this silly, dastardly trick
to fré's}utml a winnen and a child t "

iL .'L'I!‘—-—-“

“ It i3 inexcusable—inexpiabla! T have been deceived in

rou.  IYnatend of asetudious acholar, you are s atupid practical
joker—a ruflianly scoundrel, s !

* Dr. Locke o

“ Qo !" thundersd the Head, raising his hand and pointing
to the door—" go, and never enter my doors again | Begone !V

Heraclea Ionides almost stagpgersd in his bewildered amaze-
ment. He stared blankly at tho infuristed docter, Nowver
had he szen the Flead in such & rege—nor had anyone elas for
that matter—and the Greek could not conceive what was the
cause of the trouble.

He opened his lips to speak, but amazement held him dumb,

* A2 you mad—ure
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and no worda came forth. The doctor pointed imperiously to
the door.

' Begone ! " he thundered.

W yo 5o, of ahall T ring 1 ?

" ¥Will you po, or sha ring for my sarvant to eject e
rosred the Hoad. " % PR

Tonides gave o shriek of rago.

** I keve never been 9o ingulted !
thin ? What have I done T

* What have you done 1 ' said Dir. Locka, in scathing aceentas.
" ¥ou dare to stand there and ask me what you have done, alter
frightening my wile and child almeost inte hysterica by your
mad trick 1"

* I—Y—T—a trick 1 "

' Do not bandy words with me, sir! Go!™

* I will mot po ! ** acreamed the Greek, quite losing control of
himia=lf now. "I will not po till you explain! ¥You asked
me to dine with you, and when I come, you insult me { I will
be revengad ! '

The Head tonched a Lell.

A acared-looking mans:rvant came into the room, and eyed
the dark green wmitor very gingerly. But for the Head's
proasnce he would probably not have wentured to enter at all.

* John, tum Mr, Ionides out t

The mans:rvant gasped.

* Mr. Ionidea ! ™

* Yea, it is Ionides, lu}'i.ng o foolish and dastardly trick.™

* 1 have played no Iil.'il;‘k,.’ the Greek screamed. * You are
mad ! You are all mad, or selse this 1 & n{snﬂ'pirmy ! I refuse
to go till you have explained ! I tell you—"

“Go! Youareno longer a prefect.  Mope than that, you are
no longer a member of the Greyirviars Bixth, pir—] expel you 1"
alingat shouted the Head. " Now, 3ir, begone ! Throw him
out, John 1 ™

* Certaimly, siv ! " aaid John.

The maid had told him of the unearthly visitant with a green
skin, and John had been nervous, but now that he knew he had
only & human boy to deal with. John was courapgeous eénough.

He advanced upon Ionides and grasped him by the shoulders.

* Cmtside " he sawd laconically.

The Greck was beside himself with passion. Ho ¢lenched his
fiat and atruck the man full in the face, with auch savage force
that John resled under the blow.

But John, though ke were a livery, hed muszle and plack.
He recled for a moment, and then he elosed with the Greek.
Ife dragged him from his feet and dragped him towards the door,

Tonides, utterly lesing his geli-control, struggled foriounsly,
rapping out savage caths in Greek, and punching, kicking, end
biting nnd scratehing.

“ My heye!® pasped John, * what a wildest !
door, Hemily IV

Emily, the maidservant, opened the door into the Close.
John dragged the furiously struggling Groek to the deorway, and
flung him out,

Ionidea rollad down the steps, and landed at the bottom
with a grunt, and then picked himaelf up. Too furicus to think
of anyvthing but revenge, the Greek dashed up the sicps and
hurlyd himself at the manscrvant.

* Which I'm ready for you, sir,” murmured John.

And he let out his right, and Heracles Ionides rolled down the
atapA inn. This time he did not cherge back. But he groped
in the dork for a stome, found one, and flung it with all his
atrength.

John Fm."e a yell, and steggered into the hall ; the stone had
grazzd his head, crashed past lnum, and shattered the gloss
of o picture. Dr. Locke looked cut at the door.

* You had better go, Ionides,” he snid quietly.

Tha Head™s voice somewhat calmed the Groek ; he realised
that he was acting in tho worst possible way for himsclf. He
siunk away in the dusk, and the Head clossd the door.

[onidea, hia eyes gleaming, his bosom heaving, strods back
to the schoolhowoae, and entered. Sevoral juniors who had
followed him in the Closr hed scuttled back to annocunce the
fact thot he had been ejected from the Head's house, and he
found a delighted crowd of juniors walting for him when he
eme in.

He gave them a tigerish look.

“ Hn, ha, ha ! " roared the Remove.
out on his geck 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The Greek made a savage rush at them.  The juniors scattered.
many of them yelling as they received sounding cuffs. Mr
Queleh come out of s atudy, and almeat ran into the Greek
I{e: atarted back in amazement.

" What-—what—-who-—what is that, in heaven's name 1"

" What, are vou mad, too 7" shrieked lonides.

“Ionides ! Doy! How dare you? How dare you play
such an absurd trick 1"

" You are mad—mad ! They ara all mad 1

“Ha, ha, ha!" yeolled Bob Cherry, from the distance,
" What price our patent face wasin ¥

Mr. Quelch atarted,

“Ta it ibla, Jonides, that vou do not know what state

cur face is in ! " he demanded.

The Greek atared at him.
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“ What do you mean ' My face? ™
“ Leok in the glass ! ” said the Remove maater sternly.
Tonides rushed to the glass over the hall atand. o
He looked in, and staggered back as he saw his reflection 1n
the mirror. He gazed at it dumbfounded. His expression was
guite sufficient to show Mr. Quelch that it was no trick on his
part, and that he had indeed been ignorant that his fuce was in
auch a state. .

“ Heavens ! "' gasped the Greek, " what can it be—what
terrible disease t™ : -

“Tt is no diseas2,” said Mr. Quelch quietly. ' Somethin
has been painted on your face—yet how it can have been pain
on without your knowledge pesica my comprehension. :Hﬂ.vf:
yvou been aaleep T This looks to me like a trick of the juniors.
“ Anleep t No! It is not half an hour since I washed my

' face, and when I left my atudy I looked in the glass to adjuat

my tie, and there was nothing gn my face thon,” said the
Greek, perfectly bewildered.

“Then I eannot understand it.
BILY reparation for the akin ¥

! g‘ﬁ 1" ¢ried Ionides, ' that is it !

* You—ryou use & skin lotion !*

“ Yes, for improving the complexion, and

“ Then I must say you are a fop and a fool, and yvu dﬁuarﬂt
what has happened to you,” said the Romove master. ' You
might leave those things to the other sex. You have evidently
usad something eonteining o chemical which haes _?hnnged
eolour, perhaps owing to something in the atmeaphere,

* But—but I have usced the same befors, and Ah, I
undoratand now. They have opened the bottle and played
some trick with it.” ) .

“¥a, ha'!" The Remove master burst into an inveluntary
laugh. “ I should not be surprised, and I should not feal vory
rorry for you if such were the cese. I should advise you to

and get your face cleaned, and to w92 no mors skin lotions in
the future. Your complexion will be well enough if you talre
plenty of open-air exercisa.” ‘

And the Romove master went into his study. .

Heracles Ionides went upstairs to his own room, trembling
with passion. He guessed pretty accurately that he had been
the victim of & joke among the juniors, and he was beginning to
underatand that, prefect a3 he was, he was not likely to have
everything his own way in & combat with the Lower Schoel.

Nor waa he likely to remaina prefect much longer after what
had happened! He could eall on the doctor end ecxpeinl,
but—ro

He washed end scrubbed at his face desperately. Dut the
atain, easy aa it had been to Egt on, was difficult to get off. For
almost an hour the Greek laboured at the taak, and when he ob
last desisted from sheer exhaustion, there wers atill very plais
traces of tho green stain clinging to his ears and under his chin,
anid his fingers were coloured by it in the washing process.

He logked in the glass at last, gasping with fatigue and r
He dresscd himaslf carefully for his visit of explanation to
Head. When he came out of his study, there were a crowd of

rinning joniora waiting to look at himn, but lonidea allowed
fhcir ing and chuckles to pess unnoticed. He felt too used-up
just then for a fresh row with the Remove. ]

He called on the HMead. Dr. Locke sllowad himn to ba ad-
mitted, and listened to his explanation coldly. He conceded
that the Qreck was not to blame for ealling in such o curious
atate, and that he could not be held responsible for the fright
M. Locke and little Misa Molly had received.

“ But this would never have happened but for your absurd

and effemninate use of & skin lotien,"” said the Head. * Too
much attention to beautifying tho peraon is essenticlly unmanly.
Apart from that, I cannot Iurﬁet- your conduct here. As you
hawve been the vietith of a trick, 1 exonerate you in part,
I shall not expel you, s I intended. I hold you excused so
far : but nothing can excuse your conduct here. You vught
to have left the house, right or wrong, when I told you fo g?-
You cannot, under any eircumstances, be pardoned for the
violent assnult upon my servant. Had the stone struck him,
as you intended, it might have caused hiin scrious injury.

* I am sorey ok .

“ I hope you arc,” said the Head grimly. * But sorrow is
not guite sufficient to meet the cass. A boy of auch a Ravage
and ungovernable temper is certainly not fit to hold in his
hands the authority which belongs to o prefect.”

L] Hut- Lk |

* You ore no longer n prefect. You may po.” ]

And Heracles Ionides wont.  And, with the exception of the
Greek himsell, there wasn't a soul in Greyfriars who was sorry
that Tonides had Toat hia runk as a prefect,  He had joined battle
with the Remove, and the Remove had had the best of it—and
tho Remove rejoiced execeedingly.

THE EXD.
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
ustonishment that he has heen practically disinherited in
fovour of his Unele Dominic and Cousin Leonard. He cone
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and soon becomes a corporal, Unfortunately
for Jack, however, his Cousin Leonard is attached to the
25th as seeond lleutenant, and, with the aid of o bullying
trooper named Sligo, succeeds in getting Jack deprived o
his stripes. Dominic Irashwood's death occurs just as the
25th are sailing for India. On their arrival there, Leonard
transfers  jnto the Ploughshirves, while Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, and becomes onge more Tull corporal.
A frontier wor breaks out, and the 25th reccive orders to
mobilise for the front, Sligo is bribed by Dashwood to drug
Tom lloward ome might while the young corporal is on

leguet duty. Tom falls asleep at his post and is told that

n due time he will be court-martialled. One day Sligo has
a letter from his wife, deseribing how, while ¢leaning out
a certaln set of offices im Lingoln's Inn Fields, she dis-
covered n dustf deocument under a safe, relathig to Tom
Howard’s aftfairs, and that Sergeant Hogan, a former
servant of Colonel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs. Slige was
acgquainted, had joyfully atfirmed that it established Jack
Dagshwood’s ¢laim 1o the Colomel’s estates., This letter sligo
malicicnsly shows to Leonard bashwood, who manages
1o destroy 11, together with ome from Sergeant logan to
Tom Heward. Tom, being slightly wounded, i3 one of a
conyvoy which is being sent to the base hospital, nnder the
command of Leonard Dasbwood. Some tribesmen are
sijbted, but make no real attack. Leonard ¢alls a halt, and
gits down 1o think out a way of getting rid of Tom Howard.
He is so0n, however, reminded by the sergeapt that they
have to go before dark, whereupon he rises and mounts
agaiu. (how go on with the story.)

The Escort to the Wounded.

“Get shead, sergpeant!” said Liewtenant Doshwood, ©1
thought the wounded would be sll the better for a rest.
The poor beggars are shaken up enough, Heaven knows !

Ho wos beginning to feel that he had made a mistake.
He should have pushed on, and let the mules take their
chance of the onomy's fire. It might have solved all the
difficuity for him. He almost longed to hear the wild yells
of the mountaineors, and to hear the ratile of the fire; and
it was not long before his wish was gratified.

They wound on among the bouiders, which here and thero
were covered with HHIEI-IE straggling vines, and presently the
track mounted a steep rize, with precipitous black clifia
towering on either hand, 'i?h&re was barcly reom for a
mule and its leader to pass, and ffty vards ahead, the
advance guard straggled up the slope, using the butls of
their riflas to help them on.

All at onco Dashwood saw the advance guard fling them-
aclves on their faces, and begin to fire rapidly. The enemy
was in force on top of the hill, and, unable to restrein their
savage ardour any longer, had opened fire at sixty vards,
their bullets starring the rocks right and left, one of them
steiking the leading mule in the shoulder, and making him
rear.

The unfortunate occupants of the panniers had a bad time.
One was a very Eﬂunﬁ wrivate, stone-blind, through a bullet
having passed through his eyes; the other, & semi-paralysed
bombardier of artillery, who had been hit somewhere in the
region of the suine,

' Look out, sie!™ eried the man behind him, in 8 terrified
Yoo,

And, hearing a tremendous crash high up on his loft,
Loonard turned in his saddle, to see a gigantic boulder
plt:!nging down in a direct lino for the centre of the halted
yanles
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Men grew dumb with fear, watching the avalanche leaping
and bounding towards them; and, Lo male matiors worse.
several of the rearmost animals turned and stampeded,
galloping madly down the steep hill with their helploss
burdens erying appealingly for aid.

A desperate thought occurred to Leonard, and, turning. he
grasped the bridle of the third mule, marked the track of
the leaping boulder, and, pulling the beast’s hoad round,
smote 1t over the crop witﬁ the buit of his revolver, and
seut it galloping madly to meet destriction,

All was eonfusion, men running hither and thithes: Lut
Dashweod remained motionless in his saddle, bending for-
ward, almost praying that what he wished mnight be.

He saw Tom Howsrd spring to a sitting position, and,
reaching an arm to the wounded men in the other pannier,
shake lim violently. The man's leg had heen amputaied
above the knee, and all the poor follow could do was to
gesticulate with his arms, as Tom Howard flung hiz own
lugs downward and dropped to the ground.

The mule, hightened of half its burden, swerved suddenly,
and dashed straight infio the {rack of the rolling rock.

Private Johnson uttered o ery of horror as he saw the
ii:rilﬁﬁﬂ bonst and the helpless man overtaken by the
rock.

The sdvance guard was still firing; and now the enemy,
who were in considerable numbors, spread out along thoe
gorge, and blazed down on the doomod couvoy.
fT.:Ii,E sergeant came hreathlessly down to whero his officer
| v

' It's elear ahead, sir, and there's an empty sangar into
which wo might get the wounded. A quick-footed man
mgl:_t return to the camp to got help.”

rivate Johnson was a quick-footed man, and on hearing
tho sergeant's cry, he did not wait for any order, but sped
rwa}', and was scon lost sight of behind the elutnp of chenar-
recs,

o L L L} L L ] "

Tom Howord, who had flung himself clear of the doomed
mule, lay hall stunned for a moment, and opened his eyes
as Johnzon tors by him.

“Take this, Howard!" ecried tha private, dropping his
Lee-Metford by Tom’s side. *“I'm off for supports !

Tom raa.qhﬁd cut his hand and grasped the weapon, and,
rising to his feet, followed the disorganised convey. Tha
men of the escort and the Indian water-carriers had checked
the stampeds, and, In response to Leonard Dashwood’s
whistle, seized the mules' heads, and sent them up the slope
at a gullop, prodding them with bayonets,

Tom followed, the bullets from the mounfain-side whistline
about his ears unpleasantly. The stiffuess he had felr
seemod to vanish as he ran, and at the lop of the poss
he found the breastwork of stones of which the sargeaut
had spokon, and the men taking up a position there,

He started as his eye fell on his cousin, remembering
Clavering’s words. But Leonard was too excited to notice
him, for the enemy had at that moment come rushing down,
waving their rifles and swords, bent on what they thought
an casy colguest.

Without a word Tom took his place behind the stone wall,
and, knecling down, fired at a chiel, whose white robe was
girt with a searlet cummerbund.

The chief flung up his arms with & howl, and rolled head
over heels down the slope, his sword and shield clashiog
among the rocks.

Y Good shot, sir "’ cried Leonard impulsively.

“ A better one than I saw you make once,” said Tom,
loaking up.
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“ The dickens! ¥ou here!™ hissed his cousin. _

And his hand tightened convulsively en the butt of hia
revolver, ] 1 ] .

“Play the game, Dashwood,”” said Jack, fixing him with
his eye. “ It's not o case of my life, but of all our lives at

this moment !™ :

And the tribesmen being now within sixteen wards,
Teonard cmptied his revolver am-:}nfl them, with somo
efiect, as some of the cscort poured in 8 heavy fire.

Behind thet little line of resolute Tommies the mules
capered wildly on their hind legs, and it took the sick-bearers
all their time to get the wounded out of their panniers and
lay them in some sort of protection against the rear wall of
the sangar.
“ Vincent, mount your squadron and ride like fury 1" eried
" {lolonel Greville, as a limp and perspiring private fell on his
knecs before him and sobbed outb his tale,

Private Johnson had run well, but the pace had nearly
killed him. The colonel gave him a draught of braody,
and gathered that the attack was taking plgu.ﬂé about four

niles off.  And, saddling for all they were worth, "B"
Bouadren got under way, and rammed its spurs in.
They did not requirea to ba told that Corporal Howard

was one of the wounded convoy. It was good enough for
themy that British lada were hnj,rttli for their lives away
down the gorge, and they rode o mad steeplechase, Captain
Vincent and Mr. Blennerhassett ot their head,

They were sniped at before they had gone a mile, but,
d:aregnrdmfg the shots, ﬂlﬂ‘ir‘ ushed on past the chenar-trees,
where the hittle party ha ted, hearing heavy firing in
front of them,

When they began to zscend the steep rise, the firin
denly ceased, and o bebel of yells took its place. Up on
the skyline human forms could be seen leaping and bounding
in the air, scattering and recing away in little groups, some
of the groups pursuing a flying figure, and, alas! overtaking
him and doing him to death before their eyes.

“We're too late!" eried Vinecent, spurring his horse as
he had never spurred & horse before,

And when they reached the top of the hill the white-robed
figures scemed to have melted away, and could be seen
retreating up the mountain:side, leaving a terrible spectacle

for the rescuc-partv.
reached the highest point

guad-

The road at that point, havin
of the gorge, plunged as steeply down on the other side
towards n plain where a river ran, and the side of the slope
was thickly strewn with gigantic boulders; the harvest of
many A winter's storm.

About & hundred of them threaded their way among the
rocks there, and, from a few isclated rifleshots and the
feeble erack of o revolver, it was evident that some of the
Plﬂuge}:lﬁhlrm had fled in that direction, and were being hotly
pursned,

Y Dismount 1" cried Vingent.
them yet I .

And, drawing his revolver, he strode down the hill with
snven-lea%ua boots, followed by Bill Bloggett and 8ligo, and
a l:ﬁl}re ol ather Hussars,

ey came across an Indian soldier badly wounded.
Round a huge boulder they found the sergeant, with his
bpek against a rock, his head bleeding, but mﬂ.ni‘uih defend-
ing himself against the attack of three Pathans. Vincent
shot two, and Mr. Blennerhassett slew the third with a

Tunning cut.

" Scatter—seatter I cried the captain, “We shall pick
:E-a;G!IEE more yet. See, the fiends are already breaking

And, looking over their shoulders, they saw the enemy,
already having espied the approach of succour, streaming
away for shelter, with loud yells.

Bill Sloggett and Alf “8ligo ran down a sort of
pﬂthﬁ:i._y among fragnients of rock, locking sharply to right
and left; and the path was so steep tha% Eligﬂ could not
%tlup é:&mself, but gathered pace, and out-distanced Bill

0 ie

f ¢ had come across a Pathan at that moment he would
have been slain, and he clutched wildly at a fragment of
rock, and managed to pull himself up at the edee of a cliff
that would have landed hira into eternity,

“Crumbs! That was a near thing " gasped the terrified
private, panting violently. * And not so easy to get back,
neither,” he continued, looking upwards, and secing the
figures of his companions far above him.

He drew his sword and used it as a staff, for the ground
was shallow and fell away under his feet. By dint of great
¢are he had accomplished about forty yards of the ascent,
and hung on te another bonlder to tain breath, when he
saw something that made his jaw drop and his eyes dilate
wﬁ: aﬂi‘:.lnnluhman&

ot three paces away, his forehead badly scored b i
in contact with the sharp rock, UﬂrpmafTam Hm:';r::?&n Itﬂg
on hia boack, stunned and unconseious. And, creeping
towards him with long, stealthy strides, revolver in hand,
came Leonard Dashwood, with murder in his face,

“We shall save some of
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They were in a little amphitheatre on the hillside, and a
blue-and-green butterfly flonted moross it, its winge glistening
with irridescent beauty in the sunshine. i .

“ Whut-ho, she bumps!”’ exclaimed 8ligo, hiz cunning
eyes controcting, and the situntion revelving rapidly in his
erefty brain.

Leonard reached his cousin’a side, casting a swift glance
up the hill, and imagining himself alone. Sligo's gaxe
was riveted so intently upon the spectacle that he did not
hear Bill Sloggett approach, and what followed was the
work of an instant of time.

The lieutenant bent down towards the urnconscious cors
poral, placed hiz revolver to his temple and pressed the
trigger—once, twice, thres times—the whole six chambers
in sneceesion—and then he muttered a curse on findirig not
one cartridge left to carry out his fell intent.

At thet moment Sloggett was lowering himeclf round the
corner of a boulder, and eaw Leonard Dashwood's hand
to his pocket: bat be did not realise what he saw.

Bloggett’s imagination conjured up a spirit-flask, with a
gilver-mounted top. Leonard Dashwood had a ball cartridge
in his mind’s eye, and already his fingere had grasped one
of the little copper cylindera.

It dropped from his hand as he cast another look round
and met }Hf Blige’s leer.

“rArE A mo, Mr. Dashwood "' said Sligo, as yet uncons
ecious of Sloggett’s presence—"""arf 2 mo, etcky!l I come on
in this act’”

How Alf Sligo Put on the Screw.

Leonard Dashwood knelt on one knee beside his uncon-
scious enemy, and looked with eyes like those of a serpent
about to strike. :

The Black beoulder in whose shadow he banbt was hardly
more rigid than the lieutenant, who, for an instant of time,
seemed to be paralysed. He saw, howevaer, something
that Slige did not sce—the sturdy form of Troopar 8l 5
amd, letting his revelver fall into the grass, Leonard Dash-
wood t:ﬂ.ﬁned the matter with a high hand, and muanaged it
very well.

“Come here, Bligo!” he zaid sharply; " and you other
man here ! )

Bligo etarted as if he had been shot, and, looking round
saw Bill Sloggett. It was just what the lieutenant intended
he should do.

* Here's one of your fellows rather badly hit,” ho eaid.
" We must carry him up the élope, as the reliel-parly seemns
to have cleared ithose belg ars out.”’

Now, Bill ‘Eluﬁgett, a tﬁwgh he had secn the lieutenant
knecling beside I'om, was so placed that the liftle incident
of the revelver had been lost upon him. and, as we have said,
he lmn%}}nﬂd him pressing his brandy-flask to the lips of the
prostrate man. 2

. 8till, neither Dashwood nor Slige knew how much or how
little Bloggett had scen, and the uncertainty drew both of
them together to an even closer companionship for the
moment.

To their great relief Bill E.’]{‘E‘ie:“ made no sign, but bent
down on the grass, unhuckling his canteen, tho tweo others
exchanging furtive glances behind his back. ]

Blige winked expressively, and laid o dirty finger on his
lips, and Leonard ashwood nodded shortly.

“ Hang you!” he muttered. * I'm deeper than ever in the
rascal’s touls!”  And a red gleam eame into hia eye, and he
marked Blige down mentally for future destruction.

In the meantime, the rescue-party of Hussare had pursued
the flying tribesmen to some purpose, and their carbincs
were still waking the echoes nt the mouth of the gorge.

When they returned, o cheer of delight went up skyward
as they saw their popular corporal in the centre of o knob
of officers, sitling up, wenk and dazed, but, after all, alive,

“ Lie where you are, my lad,” eaid the medical officer,
who had examined Tom's h::m:r'l, and found that he had
sustained no injury beyond o bruise on the temple, where he
had come in contack with a rock., ** You may thank r
stars that you've got off so well! All the other poor felma
were gut up horribly |

““I feel all right, sir,’ said Tom. I think the excite-
ment scems to have cleared my head. 1 shall be guite well
iri.r. a few days. Don't gend me down to that confounded
place "

Tom had for the moment drifted back into the old tone,
that denoted perfeet social equality with the medical officer,
who looked at him more closely and frowned.

" ¥ou must leave that to me, my man,” said the medical
officer, as Tom looked appealingly at Captein Vincent and
Mr. Blennerhassett,

" Don't you think he had better come back with us? said
Viocent, drawing the doctor aside. " We can’t let you go
alone, und it scerns hardly worth while sending only one
man down.”
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The doctor agreed without much persuasion, and when they
had buried the poor fellovs who had fallen in the fray, and

iled stones over the grave, the party returned to camp,
3ill Sloggett riding very close to Corporal Howard, turning
m.fﬁdm 8 mind All Sliga's exclamation as he rounded the
1 come on in this act1” multered Sloggett guite twen
fimes on the ride back., * Thats o hlefsg-?i Et?nn:.r way H
addreas an orficer! There's sgomething rum goin' on botween
them two, I'll bet my life 8ligo’s at the bottom of that
iaifi:llllﬁl_gut-ting that "Oward wus suspected of ! 'l watch it,

Sligo was one of the rear files of the Hussars, ‘and on the
spot where the gorge narrevwed Leonard Dashwood rode his
pouy up fo him, and as they seranibled for o few lengths
side by side, Leonupd found an apportunity to whisper

* Come to my tont as soon as you cau; I bave something
to say to you” '

“ Right-ho!" exelairzed Sligo, lowering his voice, so that

no one coild hear him. I 'ave something to say to you,
yoer murderar!®

And, secin

face, Sligo o uckled coarsely, feeling that he had scored @
-:'lhlh and be continued tos chuclle at intervals all the rest of
2 wWay.

[ ] - L] #* ']

A thrll of excitement ran through thut little town of im-
pravised shelters and linked hmm-ﬁmd stacks of pilad arma,
and all the ordinary bustle of camp followers wnd water-
cartiers and camel transpart. A comvoy of wounded had
been cut ¢ff, and every man grew eager for the advance.

Leonard f{aahw_und and the medical officer made their
report to Sir DBindon Blood, and were carefully eross-
exumined. No blame could attach to them. It was ane

of those unfortunate liitle incidents that will happen during
& campaign.

“1 regret to report,” wrote the pgeneral in his next
dospateh, and he onded up the brief .-mnl’iunt with the words,
*I hoave to mention the distingmshed goallantry of Corporal
T. Howard, 2ith Hussars, the only wounded man who sur-
vived, who shot the leader of tEe rebela, und was con-
spiouons for his coolness during the action.”

It was months before Tom read that report, and a great
many things were to hagupun bafore then.

Then, coming away from the genernds tent, Leonard
Deashwood eaw Ehgﬂlmakm-i_ his way towards the infantry
lines, and overtook him as the sentry challenged,

“* All right, eentry, this man is coming to see me,"” said
the lieutenant. And with a very troubled mind, Leonard
Dashwood drew back the curtain of his tent, and motioned
dligo to come inside.

“Get off that, you insolent bogger!” ho eaid, as Sliga
promptly seated himself on top n¥ a ¢ase of whisky., “ Do
you want to give the whole show away?®’

Bligo, realising that the

the mertal fear that came info Dashwood’s

sort of understanding You've come out top do
I will admit; but you'll have to get u
morning if you think vow're going to
Have s drink?"”’

“Yus," smid Bligo, taking the whisky and gulping it down
greedily. ' Now, sir, if you have any cominunioation to
make to me, I will give it my best stdention.”

And he drew himeself up with an assumphion of mock
respect that irritated Leonard to his very soul

" Lool here,” said Deshwood, speaking ?ui{!kl,‘r‘. * wa have
got to come to a definite arrangement. was fool em:-u%h
to take you into my confidence, because I thought you'd be
useiul, you miserable hwound, and I suppose you're guing
-t-:h'hatmn on to mo to the end of your days, or you think
.s{:'_ ’

1 agrees with my friend the 'onourable moember oppo-
sibe,” sawl Sligo, with . wink,

“There's one thing you forget,” gaid Leonard. ™ In epite
of all you know—and I admit vou lknow a good deal—you
can't betray me without giving vourself BWay—romerber
that. I'm wol bound to give vou & penny piece. You're &
bad character in your regiment; and I'll be bound to say,
if I cansed inguiries to be made, Scotland Yard would give
me plenty of information about you™

Sligo started and turned yellow, and Leonard, who had
walched the effect of his words closely, smiled grimly.

“1 thought so,” he said; " and now, do you Imagine any-
one would take the word of a gaol-bird before mine? I have
a thundering good mind to kiek vou out again.”

so far,
very early m the
t me in the end.

“Look hers, chuck it!"” said Sligo. " What price that
letter you tore up—=8ir John Dashweod's letter, I mean—
Corporal "Oward, if you like that name better? What hol

I thought 3¢ !”

And 8lige mimicked Leonard's tone, as he saw a hot flush
come into his-face. .

“Ink end paper's cheap ﬂnﬂugh, thouph I admit the
pestal arrangetnents is somewhat defective. What's to pre-
vent me writin' to my missus and askin' ‘er jest to drop a
line to Colonel Greviﬂc&. or to Bir John Dashwood 'imself?
You bet yonr life Sergeant "Ogan won't let the matter drop.
There'tl bo o lotter out next mail, and nsither you ner mo
will get 'old of that one.” .

Leonard knew that perfectly well. It was the one thing
that troubled him more than any other, short of the fact
that hiz counsin atill lived. There was a pouse, and each man
looked at the other.

“Do vou think that man Sloggett saw anything ¥ said
Leonard suddenly

“Punno. Bill Sloggeit's 8 very closs chap. He may and
he mayn't. I'm goin' to keep an eye on him, though, and
I'll soon find out. That'B be a 'undred pounds, Mr. Dash-
wood. eash before delivery, all orders punctually attended
to. Bign! Forward!" 1

The cheap insolence of the rascal c¢ut Dashwood like a
knife. However great o

lieutenant was in the right,
stood up reluctantly, but
with & grin on his face.

“BRITAIN INVADED 1” - kR, |

villain he might ba, he was
by birth and breeding 2 gen-

“1 tumble,” he said: © but

tleman, and the veins stood

I say. Lenny, I reckon I've
picked a winner this fime.”
Dashwood sprang round,
with a corkscrew in his hand.
" {onfound you,” he hizsed,
“1'd give something to—="

aut on his forehead like &
whipgord.

He bent forward with fia
fste drawn back, in tha
narrownesa of the small
tont, and tho cowardly Sligo

But he checked himself with ™
& great effort before his \
tongue betrayed the thoughts

The Editor, * MAGNET" Library,
23-29, Bouverle Street, Fleet Strect,
Landon,will be glad 1o hear from you.

shrank back until he bulgad
the canvos out and maclse the
EUy ropes ercak.

that were in hiz brain.

“1 know what yer were
ter say,” sad SBlige,
paling a litkle.  “ You're
wishin' ver 'nd me In a
lonely place, with that re-
valver of yours better loaded
than it was last time. Tell
you what, Mr. Dashweod,
this little busindss i goin’
ter cost you a preily penny
befora you're through with it,
What I want toe know is,
ow do I stand in over this
last affair?™

"1 you keep your tongue
uset,” snarled Dashwood,
rawing a cork viciously,
ond purgling some aeab

goin’

e
A

their righis.

whisky into a tumbler with
a shaky hand, “if yvou will
behave voursell, if it's pos-

gible, we will come to some

“HARRY WHARTON'S
CAMPAIGN.”

:.:.:’ A flutter of excitement pervades
[ﬁ;y the old college of Greyfriars, and
#7=1 the juniors rlse in a body to claim
: Needless to say Harry
plays leading part,
is fast and furious, the warcry
being—Votes for Juniors!

Order in advance.

" Btow that!' he said, very
white, ““If you lay "ands on
me vou'll know it.”’

“¥You cur!" said the liea-
tenant, throwing & werld of
contemipt into his voice.

| “Jur or no cur, you said
_'}uat now that I was top, and

reckon I'll stay there.
want 4 'undred peunds, and
don't you forget it. And
lock ‘ere,” he continued,

as soon as this sketch is
through I'm going to chuck
soldicring, and live 'up;,:y‘
ever afterwards; and vou're
F&mg to find the apondu-
icks, my boy."”

{ Another leng instalinent of this
apiendid War gtory nexl ﬂuﬂaﬂ
fecssorder your copy af 1.
Magnet " rary e
Proce Ome Halfpenny.)

and the fun
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