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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Suflragetie at Greylriars!

s UT it'sn question of juatice 1™

B s Exacil-'l;r. Dut—"" ths

“ gimply justice ! ¥ I
“ Yes, but H |

Y Taxation without representation
is tyranny '

“ Jertainly, but s
" " Do wa ask for more than our
righta 1™

“ Qertainly not, but—"

“ Hallo, halle, hallo 'Y murmurad
Bob Cherry softly. " What's the
row 7 Our reapectod Head weareth
a worried loak.”

“The worriedfulness s terrific,”
;I:nurmd Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

* And the charming .Eng'iish rizs is
also terrifically excited.’

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Hurrce Singh wore crossin
the Cloae at Greyiriars, whon the voiges fell upon their ears, amg
they glancad in the direetion of the dector's house.

%rr. Locke was atanding at the foot of the stes, talking with o
vory charming young lady, who appenrcd to be groatly in
earneat, whils the Hesad was trying to dismisz the subject—
unsuecessfully,

The chums of the Remova knew the girl at & glance—it was
Miss Locke, the Head's youngest sister, who wos o graduste of
Qirton, sand whoe had visited Grevfriars soveral times before ;
on one occesion taking ohonrgo of the Remove during the illness
of the Form-master, Mr. Quelch,

She was fully gualified for the post, ond during her short
suthority as Form«mistress the juniors had learned to like her
and to reapect her ﬂ:ﬁ highly.

At first, certainly, they had not taken kindly to * petticoat
government,” but Miss Locke had won them over by kindness,
firmnesa, and feminine tact, and they had almost all been sorry
whoen she loft.

Miss Locke was certainly leoking more animated now than
the juniors hadever seen her befores, and her wvoice was at
s slightly higher pitch than usual. The deprecating looks of
the dootor showed that he was aware of it.
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: ,-f The juniors ¢ould not help catch-
i ey ing the words as they passed ; and
A in faot thers were seversl other
':'::- follows within haari who ware
| ligtening with great interest aad
' with covert grina.

! Bulstrode and Skinner and Stott
' of the Remove, for instance, wara
ii lounging under the big olm near the
1 dpetor’'s  door, winking ot one
another a3 they lstemed. Temple,
Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth,
stood in m pronp not far away,
rinning, a8 Bob Cherry exproased
it, ** like o wet of Cheshire cots.

The Head was only too painfully
conscious of the spectators, but
Miss Locke secined !Ln hn;._'lu '::nn;;

letely forgotlen that 08 W
%:}alkiu,}é in rfh{*. Close, nnd that her
voice reached other cors beaides
the doctor's. :

I repont,” she said warmly, ** if we were asking ioT mors
than our rights, tell me in what way ! Taxation without
representation is tyranny. Js it not L.

‘I guite agres with you, dear, but—— ;

“ Why did our American eclonivs revolt " demended Misa
Locke, fixing the Head with her eye, snd propounding the
fueation suddenly, as if it wore a conundrum.

“J—1 do not remember for the moment,” stemmered the
doctoar.

“ T will tell you,” safd Miss Locke sternly. * They revolted
because the English Govermment taxed them without alloving
them representation. That, gentlemen, ia why the American
Colonies revolted, and this country lost the empire of hall &
continent. That, gentlemon—T mean, my dear brother—that
is what is happening in England te-day. Youara taxing without
allowing represontation to the persong taxed. Can you wonder
that it is leading to a revolt ﬂﬁh& taxed persons

' Certainly,” snid the Head. T meon, certainly not. That
i3 to asy you ate quite right. Only—"' e

* Wo, L will not sllow you to defend tyrmmq'.” paid] Miss Locke
firmly. * Every side should be allowed to fully and freely state
its opinions."

“1 think M
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* You are taxing the women, but you are not sllowing them
voles., What does that stnount to 7"

" Dear me ! I really do not know™

" Tt amaocunts to tyranny. It i a tyranny to tax unrepre-
sented persona. Tt 15 tyranny to keep people mlent who wish
12 state their opinions,™

* I think——"

" This country lroasts freedom of speech.  Yet upon thiz very
suliject people who wish to B}Jﬁ&k are rudely interrupted and
forced to hold their tongues.'

“ 1 think——"

“ T repent, is this justice ¥ Ts this fair play * "

* T think—-"

“ Ko, gentleraen—I mean iny dear brother, no, this is not foiv
pley.  The women of England will not endurs it,"

“ 1 really think,” murmured the Head, ' that we had better
finish this discussion indoors. A number of juniors are listening
to us.

“ What they hear may enlighten them,™

* Yes, but——"?

“ When they grow up they may be prepared to render to
waomen the messure of justice which the present generation
deniea to them.”

* Tossibly, buti——"

“ T should be glud to address the school on the subject, end
prove Lo them——-""

" Heoven forbid,” gasped the Tead,
gMtor,’

And he passed his arm through Miss Locke's, and the Girton
girl bad no ehowe byt to enter the houso.

Harry Wharlon sud his chums looked ot one another. Hob
Chearry woa chuskiing, and a grin woz dewning upon Hurrnce
Smgh's dusky foee,  Hartvy was amiling, too.

* My only chapeau ! " muvmured Bob Chenry,
heay 7'

* The hearfuluess is great.™

* Miza Locke has beeome a sulfvazette.”

" The sufiragettefulness is terrilic.”

" Wever mind,” seid Harry Wihiarton.  * 8he's a ripping gicl,
all the zame, and the right sort ; and we all have ideas at times.

* Oh, I don't know—-—"

i" 'l-'-"!:Hh,_' I don't assert that you have any idess; but as a
rulo——o

“ Oh, don't bo funny. I am disappointed in Miss Locke,”
sanl Bob Cherry, shaking his head. I don't approve of the
sufiragettes, I don't know much about them or tli':eir opinions,
but I strongly disapprove of them.'

* What do you t%:ink now, Wharton ¥ 7 demanded Bulstrada,
coming townrds the coptain of the Remove., * You wers
standing up for Mize Locke when she was here before, and she
an the Hemove. What do you think now "

" Juzt the same, I would stand up for her the same d2 bafore
if she took the Demove and treated us as decently as zhe did
then,”

" T always soid that a womon’s place wos in the bome,” said
Bulstrode, " I never approved of feminine Forme-massters, I
was against it, and we'd beve ragped her ont of Greyfeiars if
vou hadn't stood up {ot her, and made the Form follow your lead.
Kow she's developed into a sufirapette”

" Well, I supposc #he has a right Lo her opinions.™

“Hata! A woman ought to got her opinion from her father
or brother, and stick to them. It's utterly absurd for & woman
to start thinking on her own™

' Quite right,"” said Skinner. " That's my view. Of eourse, In
the ecase of a single woman who's alone in the world it's dillerent.
But o woman who has a father or a brother or & husband or nean,
oughl to pak him about it

" Exactly,” said Bulstrode.
what's the world coming to 77

* Hear, hear.”

“ T jolly well know thab if Miss Locke starts addressing the
rcheol on the subjest, 1 shall interrupt,'’ said Bualstrode. " We'jl
el o parly to go and make a row.”

* Hear, hoar 1 said Skinner and Stotf,

Harry Wharton's eyes Hashed,

* That would be a cad's game, anyway,'” he said, " Whether
A uuﬂ’:::’ug-&ttes are right or wrong, it's caddish to be rude to a
Wi &I,

*Oh, rats! I suppose that means that you we poing to
rtand up for the auffragettes, na you did for feminine governmoent
in the Lower Fourth,” growled Bulstrode. ' 1 warn you that
if you start anything of the kind, YWharton, you'll find vourself
in Queer Street.”

Harry Wharton shrog hia abwulders conteriptuously.
Bulztrode was tha bully of the Remove, but Wharton did not
fear himm or his threats,

There was something very weitaling about Wharton's shrug
of the shoulders, as hia friends-—ng well as his cnemies—had
noticed,

Bulstrode's dark [ace turned darker with rage, and he come

“ Prayeome in, 1y dear

* Did you

“What I went to koow is,
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eloser to the captain of the Remove, his eves gleaming and hin
fists clenched.

Harry Wharton fazed him ealmly, and Bulstrode thrust his
prngry face within gix inches of Wharton's ag he spoke apain.

" Mind whit T sav,” he prowled. " You bucked up against
the Form over the petticoat government, and you've baoked up
that mill-boy from Loncashire in the teeth of thoe Form., The
Bemove have hod about enough of it, I ¢an tell you. You put
on {00 many airs, apd a lot of the fellows ave sorvy they elccted
you eaptam.”

“ I am ready for a re-election if the fellows like,” anid Wharton
disdainfully ; * but I don't believe it.  As for backing dp the
chap from Lanesshive, he's worth fifty of you, snd I mean to back
himy up, Form or no Form."

“Well, don't you interfers with me in this, that's all, If
there's any suffragism ot Greyirioes, I'm going to rag the
suffragists—""

* I suppose you'll act like & ead in any case,” eaid Wharton,
shrugging his shouldera,

Bulstrode snapped his teoth with rage. Ho did not reply in
wornds, but he let out his right, and the sudden unexpected blow
caught Harry on the point of the chin and sent him with a ¢rash
to the und.

“ Shoine ! ™ eried two or three voices,

* ¥You coward 1" excluimed Bob Cherry, apringing forward
with clenched fists. ** That was a foul blow ! Come on.”

* Get baole—""

“ Bah! Come on, I tell you.” g

Bulstrode had to put up his fists, for Bob Cherry was hitting
out right and left. They were soon going at it hemmer and
tongs. But Bob Cherry, sturdy and plucky a8 he was, was no
mateh for the burly Bulstrode, the biggese fellow in the Remove,

He was quickly getting the worst of it ; but Harry Wharton,
who had been dozed for the moment, stageored to las feet.

” His cyes were blazing. He ran forward nnd pulled Bol Cherry
ack.

“ Let him alone, Bob. This is my business."”

“Oh, ratzs | Let me go on now.'

" Leeve him to me

Iob Qherry made a grimace,

* Oh, just os you like.” )

Harry Wharton advanced u?crn Bulstrode, hiz fista up
his oyes flashing. The bally of the Remove fuccd him,

" Come on,” he exelaimed. Bulstrode's blood waa up now,
and he wes coreless of the fact that Wharton had licked him
before. " Come on! I'm ready.”

And Wharton came on. .

There was a shouting and a pattering of feet from all sides,
ns fellows ran up to see the fight.

Howa between Wharton and Bulstrode were ecommon enough,
but they seldom came to fisticufis, and as they wers both
doughty fighting.men, the * mill " was worth seeing.

Eut the combat wna not suffered to come to & finish,

The juniors were too excited to remember that they were
fehting in full sight of the Head's window,

The door at which Dr. Locke had entered suddenly opened,
and the Head sppeared on the steps, snd there wos o ery of
alarm from the boya,

“ Cave 1 ]

The spectators of the combat melted away like snow in the sun,
and as the Head cams towards the scene with a frowning brow
Wharton and Bulstrode separated, snd stood locking very
flustered and sheepish. ]

“T am surprised at this in you, \’b’hﬂl‘l‘l‘.ﬂl‘l," Bﬂﬂ.ﬂ Dr. Locka
pravely, Ho did not say that he was surprised &t it in Bulatrade,
* You will pach take s hundred lines for fighting.”

" Yes, sir,” said Wharton gquictly. 1 am sorry.”

“ Phis must go no further. 1f I hear of anything of the
Lind ngain I shall punish you both most severely.”

And the Head turned away., Wharton and Bulstrode
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tooked—or rather glared—at one another, and went differont
ways. Dobh Cherry alipred his armm through Harvy's and led
him off to & bath-room to wash away tha gigns of E{hq: conflict,
Hurry was looking o little bruised, and so was Bob, DBui the
latter was chuekling.

“ More trouble in the family,” he remarked. * If there'a
£o to be the Question of suffragism ot Greyfriaty, Harry,
the fellows will bo set by the ears about it. DBulstrode has already
made up his mind to rag the suffragists.

* Bulstrode's o cad t?

* Granted. As vou are backing up suffraeizm—-—"

“I'm not,” said Wharton quickly. I haven't thought

anything about the matter. I'm against anybody acting like o
pig towards women.”
Y Wall, Bulstroda’s bound to act like a pig, he alwaye does ;
it's the noture of the beast, snd so you're committed ta the
other side,” grinnod Bob Cherry. * You alwaya geem gomehow
to be sotling yourself up in favour of something unpopular.”

Wharton turned red. :

I can't help it ; I'm not going to do what I belisve to be
wrong for the sako of getting on the side of the majority.”

* No, I rather think you Like to be with the minority, for the
sake of B row or two.”

* Lovk here, Bob "

*“Hais! You'rea not going to have a row with me," said
Bobk Cherry cheerfully. *' If you take up suffragism, as I can
see you will do, I'm not going to punch your head about it.
You con hoave votes for women if vou like, and I'lIl remain
neutral'; but romoember what the song saya—* Don't be &
Suffragotte t* 7

** Look herg—---""

* Here's the bath-room; come in snd hove & wash; you
need it."

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Causes Trouble,

o ALL(, - hallo, hallo! Somobody’s got this onc!™
growilod Bob Cherry, as ke triod the handle of the
bath-rotm door and found it locked on the inside,

" Wall, the next one will do. Hark!™

A sound came from the locked bath-room. If wos a low,
gurgling sound, as of somoone expiring by strangulation,
The two juniora staried and looked at one ancther,

“ Great Scott! Is thot amnebedy drowning in the bath 17
muttered Bob Cherry in nlarm,

* Groo-gororororororor b

“ T+—it zounds like it," said Wharton, and he knocked on
the bath-room door. ** I say, in there, who aze you, and what's
the mutter 7 "'

* Hallo, whot's wrong ? " guid Frank Nugent, coming along
the passape. “ It's Bunter in there, if you want to know;
I gew him po in." '

" Billy Bunter! There's somacthing up ! Harki®

“'Elp! I'm sefcoting 1"

“1t's Bunter's voice !V exclaimed Dob Cherry excitodly.

* And thera must be something wrong with him to make him

drop hiz 11's like that.”

#5 ?ElF! 'E!P e

Harry Wharton benged on the beth-rocom door. The three
chums of the Remove wers atly excvited. Rilly Bunter waa
often 8 groat trinl to thesn, between his vast appetite and his
continual practice at ventriloquism. But the thought that ho
wiy suffceating bohind & luched door was a terrible one,

Y Bunter! Open the door!™

“ I'my suffocating !

“* What i3 it * " bawled Nugent through the keyhols.
wou in the bath ¥ "'

FT 8 'I-EIF ! ’EIIJ ! LR}

* Ia tho wator over you ?

“ T'm auffocating !'

* Good Lieavens ! excloiined Harry Wharten, turning guite
Pn.la. The last words of Billy Bunter were in an expiring tone.
‘' We must got him out scmehow. He must have fallen into
8 full bath apd can't got out somehow, He's so jolly fat,
you know."”

" Bani at tho door !™

1113 ﬂ-m

Why don't you jump out 1™

Bob Cherry put up his foot and crashed it on the Jook, But
the lock was strong, and the door was of stout oak. It did not
even shiver. The juniers locked elmnoat desperate. How woere

they to snve Bunter ?

Harry wrenched at the door sov : but it would neot
budge. Nugent leoked wildly up and down the passage and
mads a 1 for the hesvy oskon stool at the ond. He ren
right into Mr. Queich, who had heard the noise and was coming
to ses what wos the matter, He had thoughtlully brought o
cand with bim, and the cane whistled in the air os he grasped
Wugent by the collar.

“ Nugent ! You—yon——

“8Bony, sic! " gasped Nugent.
and burat in the bath-reein door, e

T Z”i'up;unt [ ™

‘“* Bunter's in thore, siz, and he'a suilecating in the bath"

* Goodness gracions ! Bring it of once !

LA

* 1 want to got that stool

Lt
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The Remove-master rushed to the bath-room. Wherton's
anxious face was turned towesrds him. The looks of the juniora
fully eonvinecd the Forn-maater thet the cose was serious,
Ha wrenched at tho deor; but it was immovable. Nupent
ran up, dragging the heovy stool oiter him over the linolewm,

“ Grocious ! "' gasped Mr, Quelch, as he heard tho soundas
from within the bath-room. * Thero seems to be no resource
but to bresk in the door. Poor boy! Poor boy ! Whatever
can have happened 7"

“'Elp! "Elp! I'm suficcsting !

“Poor boy ! Poor boy!"

“ Hera you aro, sir ! " ceied Nagent excitedly.

He dragged up the stool. Mr. Quelch grosped one end and
the boys grasped it, too, and it was jammed with terrilic force
agamst the locls. Thoere wos s fearful erash, and the door
flew open, the lock smashing to atgema under the impact.

Tho erash was followsd by o wild vell from within the bath.
room. & fat junior, whose pinmyp foce wes sdorned by .o big
;:nair of epectacles, wag sitting on the edge of the bath. He was
fully drogzed, and the bath was quite empty, o it was evident
that he had not boen babthing,

He wos scomod nlmost oub of hiz wits by the bursting in of
the door, and he sterpd open-raouthed at the inlrudari.

* Oh, really, Whearton ! he gasped. * You—you startled
me ! Vou'll get into n row for busting that door, if old Quelch
finds out you did it.”

“0ld Queleh is here,” said o voice that made the short
gighted junior jump. * Is that the way you speak of your
Form-master, Bunter ! "' .

P Ob, really, sir, I=—=T wouldn't have cailed you that if T had
known you wero here, sir—I—I meoan I wouldn't bhave celled
you that under any circumstances whetever.”

** But you did call me that, sir ! " roared Mr. Quelch,

“I—TI—I'm sincerely sorry. I—I1 1cnlly moeent to gay
that there's no muaster at Greyiriers I respect so highly as I do

ou, 8ir."”

o If that was what you mcant to say, Bunter, you expressad
yourseli very uvnfortunastely. Yeuw will take fifty lines for
impertinonca.'

*QOh, really, sir .

“ And now, sir, what do you mean by creating this fulse
snd idiotic alerm and cansing me to help in damaging the
sroperty of Creyiriars Collego " eried Mr. Quelch. " What
}']o you mean by pretending that you were suffocating 1
gnaped the fat junior. * T—I didn't, sir.”

You eeid you were suffovating, in a voice thel
Lh g

g bt

“IL eir?"

“ You did’! ‘
sounded a3 if you veslly were suffucating. 3

* That—that—that was wmy ventriloguial voice, sar."

" ventriloguinl voice, sir. waa practising.’

“You young asa!’ growled Bob Chorry. " Whet do wou
mean by locking yourself up in a bath-room end then making
that ghastly row 1"

“ I'm sincerely sorry, sir. I Jocked myself in becwuss the
fellows like to get round and chip me when I'm doing nuy
ventriloguial practico. I ean't proctico in the study now,
as it's been bumt to the ground, you know, sir, so I've been
practising in & boath-reom lately. It's the only place where
I ann b sure of not being interrupted by a lot of duffers—ahen:—
I mooan A

“ You distinetly said that you were suffocating ! fumed
Mr. Quelch.

* Yeg, sir; I make it a point to speak distinctly when I am
ventriloguising on ths f{amons Balmicrumpett principles. I
was guppoded to be imitating & man confined in 8 trunk and
ealling to be let ont. You noticed that I didn't pronounce
any H's, sir. You can't use the nspirste with o ventriloquinl
voies."

“ You are an absurd young donkey!™ ssid Mr. Quelch.
“If I am bothered by eny more of your ventriloguisl nonsonse
I shall cone you soversly. Meanwhile I shall consider whether
to sond the bLill in for this demeged door to your father.” :

“ Dh, really, sir!” pgasped Bunter in dismay. * Vou'd
botter send it in to Wharton's uncle, air. He's rich.”

But Mr. Quelch was stelking away. Billy Bunter hlinked
round at the juniors, who were loughing now.

* Do you think he meant that, Wharton '

“ Shouldn't wonder, It would sorve you right for being such
an ass."”

“ He would send the bill in to your uncle if you asked him."

“TI'm jolly well not going to, though.”

“ I don't think you ought to be selfish, I think—"

* Oh, get out; I want to use this bath-room! You can g
and ventriloquise on the roof, or in the coal-celiar.” :

“ I sm making grest progress. I have slready suscended in
throwing my voice into all sorts of places, and I have learnad
to imitnte voices, toe. You should hedar me imitate Skioners
gguenky voice——" ;

“ Your own squeaky voice is bad enough, Bunter. Getount!™

3

And Billy Bunter got out.

A School Talse of Han Wharton & Co.
By Frank I:ﬂ!hardl.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Wingate,

AZELDENE of the Remove prinned as he put his head into
Wingn'e's study, Wingato of the Sixth, the Captain of
Greyiriars, was mending o football, sand he looked up

i w;w:hla grunt. . )

wt do you want, yo ahaver

" Nothing, thanks,” s

Wingate reacted out carslessly towarda a football boot,
and Huzeldeno hoatoned to explain.

“ It's all right, Wingate, I've ot o messago.”

" Buek up with it, then, and alear ! ™’

Y It'a from a ledy.”
. Wingato rose to his feet and bestowed & glare upon the
junior. Big, rugged Wingate, who was rough and ready with
all the fellows, but extremely shy and awkward in the presence
of the smallest member of the other sex, was not in the habit
of receiving messazes from ladics,

Hazeldense kept a wary ove upon the senior as he went on.

" Don't get rotly, Wingate ; it's all right, I tell you, I've
pot & messago from Misa Looke,™

" (h, the Head’s sistor ! What iz it 7"

* Bhe wants to ace you.'

Wing&tq made a sudden stop townrds the Removite, and
grasped him by the car. He pave the ear a twist that elicited
a howl of pnguish from Hazeldone,

" There, you young rotter, that's for being funny with a
Bixth Former ! said Wingato ferociously. “ Now travel”

And he turned Hazeldene round, and helped him through the
doorway with a single application of his boot. The junior
travelled—ond dropped on his hands and knees in the passage,
Wingate, feeling satisfied, closed the door, with & bang.

It opened agein o few seconds later, and Hazeldene Iooked

nervously in.
" Get out ! roared the captain of Greyirinr, striding towards
him. " Have you ¢ome here ta lnok for & hiding 1

“ But it's honest injun, Wingate ! pasped Hazeldene.
* Miss Locke sent me with 8 message to you. Sho wants to
seo you."”

Wingate paused, The junior's msnner was earnest enough,
and the Greviriars cnI:t-ain waa convinesd,

* Well, why couldn't you say so at first 1 he demanded.

“ Why, I did ; only you——""

" Well, you shouldn’t have been funny to stort with,
Is Miss Locke t "

** In her sitting-room.”

“Good ! You ean clear,”

And Hazeldene clearcd, rubbing his reddened ear ruefully,

Wingate's face was as red sa Hazeldene's sar, He stood in
his study, hesitating.

_ Wingato was very shy with any kind of girl—even the Head’a
little -danghtor, Molly, made him feel awkwnrd, Miss Locko
was much older than himself, and very pretty into the bargain.
He would have greatly preforred going into a lion's den to going
into the pretty little room looking out over the Closn which
belongad to Miss Locke when she was at Ureyirines. Wingate
woul hm*-_r! found it easior £0 dare to be o Daniel than to dare
to face Bliss Locke, especially as he did not know what she
wanted. What could aho possibly want ?

Howover, it was impossible to be rude to the Head's siater.
He had to go, and he made up his mind and went.

Where

He met Long and Bentley of the 8izth in the passaza. Th
stapped and looked at I:ﬁni?IIT curiously. i

“ Any accident 77" asked Long.

LTY H’n : Wh}" ? 15

“ Your comploxion is such & beautiful colour. Have you

heanﬂa;t-ing be:arrm::lt.a ‘FE; 1
“ Oh, rats | " sai ingote crossly, and he passed on,
Long called after him, - v 4 °

*“I say, don't forget the maat_ing} of the dobating society
this evening, you know—eight sharp.”

* Oh, blow the debating socicty 1" grunted Wingate,

He waa near Miss Locke's little sitting-room, which adjoined
the Head's study, when he met Blundell nnd Bland of the Fifth.
Thmi‘i also stoppod hil'ﬂql

* Have you put up the notice about the debate to.night 7™
asked E]uﬂﬂn} 3 g

* No, not yet.”

' Wall, tha time's Fut-ting om, you know."

" Blow the time | * said Wingato.

He strode on, leaving Blundell and Bland as astonished as
Long and Bontley. The Fifth and Sixth Formsa at Greyirinrs
took & great interest in their debating gociety, to whose dobates
the juniors were sometimes, ns a grest favour, admitted, on
condition, of course, that they never interrupted or wanted
to do ony of the talking,

Wingate arrived at Miss Locke's door, and tapped. A sweet
voree came from within ;

“Come in!™
There was nething dengorous about the voice, but it sent a
' I
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cold shiver through the big-limbed captein of Greyiriars. He
hesitated several seconds, snd then resolutely openad the
door and entered.

Miss Locke rose to meet him, with an agzresable smile. The
Ciirton girl was vory protty. Wingate know that, though he
did not sok at her. Like many fellows, he would have been
much more at his ease with & plain girl. She was older than
Wingalo ; but the oaptain of Greyiviars towored above her with
his brosd shoulders. Bhe was simply but very tastefully
dressed, and looked, as Micky Desmond of the Remove had
slready remacked, ™ a picture ontirely.” She held out her
hand to Wingate—a little white hand that disappeared in
Wingate's brown palm, and which he touched wvery nervously,
oa if afreid of breaking it.

" How do you do, Wingate 1

" Yeoees,' stammmered Wingate.
time of year,”

Miss Locko looked surprized for the moment. Then she smiled
again, and made Wingate sit down in & comfortable chadr,
where he could sit without looking directly at her. He waa
thue able to avoid meoting her eyes without keeping his own
on the floor, but he did not guoss that he owed this advantigs
to Miss Locke's feminine tact.

“I wished to speak to you, Wingate. It was very kind of
vou to aome,"

* Yes, waan't it,"”" etammered Wingate.

Miss Locke trisad net to smile.

“1I am so glod to see Greyfriara again,’” she said. “T om
quite sttached to the old place. You will remember that I
?ﬁ?k & Form here onco—the Remove—while Mr. Quelch was
111 F

* Yes, I remember, Miss Locke.”

“ T hear that you have & meeting of the S8ixth Form Debating
Emi?s;:y this evening, ' said Miss Locke cesually,

" Ye.e-03."

* %o allow the boya of the Lower Forma to be présent, do you
not, in order that their minds may be impmuag by listening
to the discussions "

* Cartainly, Miss Locke.”

“Would you have apy objection of my coming to hear the
debate 1

Wingete nearly i““"-E'ﬂﬂ-

“ ¥ou, Miss Locke ! ™

“Yea. [ have never attended a debate of the Sixth Form
gociety, you know, and I should be very glad to do so. Of
course, it you do not admit ladieg——""

“ Not at all 1% exclaimed Wingate. * We should be highly
honoured. It's awfully kind of you to think of such a thing
Mizs Locke.”

He was gaining courage 83 he had not to logk at the Girton
girl. The thought of Miss Locke at the debates of the Bixth
strock him with dismoy. Bul Win%ate. like most big stron
follows, in apite of his shyness, had o boundless chivalry tow
the fair sex. Ho would willingly have laid down for Miea
Locke to wipo her little boots on, if required.

“rfhen if you have no objection 5

“Wa ghould be-—dolighted. I know all the other fellows
will zimply jump st the idea.”

“Thank yon very much, Wingats, I suppose you have
sottled the subjects for discussion this evening T"

* Mo—yea.

** Bogaust if you had not I should have ventured to make a
sugzestion,” said Miss Locke, with & sweet amils. * Of course,
yvou muset not allow me to suggest anything if you have slready
settlod on the subjects.’”

“0Of course not,”” assonted Wingete., “1—I—mean the
subject is not exactly settled yot, Mise Locke ; and we should
ho—ba pled of any suggestion. I'm sure it's very kind indeed
of you.”

‘:"r]r vou would really like a suggestion——"

' Vory mueh indeed, Misa Loeke,” said Wingate, baginning
to think that the Hewd's youngest eister waos a jolly ecnsible
girl, nnd took interest in things that most girls did not under-
stand.

“ Thank you 8o much, Wingate. T waa thinking of suggesting
ong of tho burning questiona of the day.”

“dnod 1 The debating society abways prefers some present
question for debate,” enid the Greyiriars coptain. "' It'a o good

“ Yery fino—er—Ifor the

¥

wheoze—I mean a good idea. DBut what is the burning
guestion 1"
* Cannot you » Wingate—the gquestion which is now

agitating the public mind, to the exclusion of everything elsa 3 *
paid Misa Locke, o little rqfammhiully.

Wingate geresred up his forehead thoughtiully. His thoughta
umpally ran upon football, and he did not just then remember
that there might be matters of great public interest unconnected
with the great game.

* Anything to do with the ofiside rule 1 ' he asked.

“ Oh, no ! " said Miss Locke, who did not know what the off.
side rule might poseibly be, and who didn't want to have it
explained to her.

1 Tale of H Wharton &
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“ Oh, I know—8f course | ™ said Wingate brightly. © You
anoan the question of the maximum wage in professional
football,”

Mias Locke made a little pesture,

" Not at all. T mean tho ouestion of votes for women.”

. Emgata‘s jaw dropped, and ho stored blankly at the Head's
sister,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Burning Question.

% OTES for women ! " asid Wingsto blankly.
v l:: * ‘E‘;ug. Thet is surcly & burning question of the
our 1™
“ Why, you meen the suffragoties 1*

ET] Exﬂﬂt-!}"q”

“ Oh, I see,” said Wingate. ' You want us to pnass s vote
of condemnation—that the Greyfriars Debating Bociety strongly
disapproves of the action of the suffragettes in making such a
oW,

Miza Locke coloured a little,

“Not at all. I want you to dizcuss the guestion fairly,
on its merits—whether women should have votes,"

“Of course thoy shouldn't,” ssid Wingaie,

“Why not 1"

“ Well, they never have had 'em, you know.™

“Yagz, that is an excollent resson: but pessons might be
found on the other side, ton. For instance, it might ba suggeated
that women should have votes beenuse they hodn't had them.”

" I—I never lovked at it like that"™ ingate peused, snd
fooked at Miss Locke for the first time, in his amazement for.
gotting his bashfulness. * Miss Locke—vou--you—you are
not & Anffragotte T 7

Miss Locke amiled.

* Perhaps I am, Wingate,"

* But—but—but sufiragettos are all ugl { and ba.u-tam;:ar&d,“
blurted out Wingate—""' at—at-—at least, I've heard so.

" Perhapa you have had incorrect information.”

“ Yap-g.pa."

* For instance, I am not bad-tempered,” seid Miss Looke,
1 don’t know whether you think me ugly ; but you cannot
oall me bad-tompored, I am sure.”

* Oh, Misa Locke | ™

Wingate's ejaculation was quite tribute enough to Miss
Locke's good leoks. The girl laughed.

* Come, then, Wingate, will you debate this subjoot this
evening. You sea that you have been misinformed on some
important points, and a debste will help to clear errors away
from other minda.”

" Certainly, Miss Locke,” said Wingate, fesling somewhat
dazed. * I will put the notice up at once. Will you be in the
room at eight T

* Y. here ia the room "

“ Porhaps—perhaps,” eaild Wingate, growing holder—
“perhaps T had bekter cell for you here, Miss Locke. You
wouldn't like to come alone.”

* Thank you very much, Wingats.'

And the girl shook hands with Wingate, and he departed,
wondoring whether he was on his head or his heels, Misa
Locke s suffragette! He certainly had to revise his apinion
of those militant ladies now !

Wingate walked slong like a follow in a dream, 23 he thought
about it. He went straight to his study and drew up the notice
and went out to post ik up in the hall. There wero a many
fellowa thero, waiting for him to do so, and there was immediately
a orowd round the notice-board. Wingete felt over his jacket
for & pin, without finding it, and Long handed him one,

£ S?lbjﬂ-ﬂt a8 disoussed befors, T suppese,’”’ esid Long.
“ Whether cigarette smolking is harmfel to growing youths.”

Wingate shook his head.

“ Wo ; there’s a new subject on this evening ; it's one of the
barning questions of the day, and & discussion of it may remove
errors from the minda of you fellows.”

" My word ! He talks like a gramaphons ! What's the sub-
joot 17

“ YVotes for Women."

 What "

“Votes for women,” repeated Wingfa.t& calmly. Hs waa
solf-possosged enough when he had only fellows round him,
and he was quite prepared to argue or to 5ghtr with anybedy, on
that subject or any other.

" Yotes for women ! said Long dazedly.
#hat, Bent 1"

" Yea," said Bentley, " Wingate's joking, of courss."

" I'm not joking.™

* But what on carth have votes for women to do with the
Rixthi Form Drebating Society 1" demanded Long, and Bentley,
snd Carberry, and severol more.
. " 1It's o burning question of the hour. I daresay you fellows
have a lot of rotten prejudices on the peint. The ignorance
on this subject i3 amazing. I know lots of chaps who think
that all the suffragettes are ugly and ill-tempered,'’ ssid Wingate.

“ 8o they are,’ said Carberry.

“ Miss Locke is a suffragetto.”

“Did you hear
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# What 17

“ Gotting deaf 17 psked Wingate plessantly, * I should
advise you to consult a specialist.”

* Then the jokes those youngsters have been making ars true,
after all,’" esaid Long, excitedly. * I hoard some of the Upper
Fourth jawing it over. Tomple and Dabney wero saying that
Mia=s Lochke is n suﬁmg'atta."

" Well, it's corroet.”

* But that's no reason why we should discuss the subject at
our mmeoting,” seid Long, " I'd rather stick to *Cigarettos
Harmful to Growing Youths,”*

* It's gettled now.”

And Wingate put up the notica, .

A groat many fellows, besides the mombera of the debaling
society, read over the notice with keen interest.

“ Meeting of the Bixth Form Debating Society at 8 p.m.
Subject to be disoussed: WVotes for womon. OChairmen, G
Wiﬂ.ﬂ_ U

“* Wall, my only hat ! ** said Carberry, * I'm against it."

** You can go and eat coke,” said Wingata, walking away.

The ¢rowd round the noticé-board thickened.

Blundell and Eland, end several other fellows who belonged
to the Fifth and the debating society, came up, and read over
the notice with grunts of disapproval. But they did not venture
to guestion the suthority of Wingate., As s matter of fact
Fifth-Formers did not count very much in the debating society.
They were only tolerated there by the high and mighty scigneurs
of the Sixth.

Juniors came from far and wide as the news of the ngtice
spread. Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, read it
with many & chuckle.

“ Juniors are admitted, of course,” said Temple, * thal’s the
rule. We'll go.”

“* Oh, rather,” said Dabney.

“ Not allowed to speak, though,” said Fry, *“ The scniora
hawve a keen objection to hearing any commen-sense at a debating
club meoting. Buat it ateiles me that wo ought to be allowed to go
on suffragist lines, on an oeccasion like this—chain oursclvea
to the eeats, you know, and kick up a row."

“* Ha, ha, ha 1 "

The Remowve, of course, took a great interest in the mattor.
Harry Wharton and his friends heard of the motics and came
to read it. Bob Cherry grunted, Nugent grioned, and Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh ami%;; his dusky smile, Only Harry's
foace rerasined serious.

“Tt'a g g;m] ides," he remarked.

‘“* Hallo, balle, hallo | Here's Harry turning suffragist ! ™

* Oh, ret,” said Wharton, colouring, * I think it's & good
idea to discuss the metter, that's all. Thers can’t be any Larm
in that. After all, it's a serious q.ue.at,i:m whether ong helf the
nation should be deprived of votes.”'

" Well, it's only the female half,” said Nugent. ]

I suppose we'd better go,” said Bob Cherry. * Jumwors are
admitted. Of courss, the debaters will all be down on votes for
women."”

* I say, you fallows 4

“ The whole thing'e rot,” went on Bob Cherry, with the nir
of onewho had devoted at least five minutes to the thinki
out of the subjeet, and so had sottled it to the satinfaction of all
reasonable persons. Y Women don’t want the voto."

“ How do you loow "

ii ﬂh, Tata LT

* T say, you fellows i

“* Besides, they wouldn't wvote if thoy had the wvote,” eaid
Nugent, triumphantéy.

‘““Then there couldn't be any harm in giving it to them," said
Wharton,

Y Oh, rata !

** I aay, {Iou fallows e

‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Bunter ! Did you apoak 7"

“I1 have spoken saveral times, Cherry, and you haven't

listened. I aay, you fellowa,
debating meeting—.—."

_“ Well, we're going.  You can come if you're not eating at the
time."

“ Oh, really, Cherry ! What I was going to eay is, that it's
jolly cool of the Sixth to make a rule that juniors aron’s allowed
to speak. I was thinking of working oflf some wventriloguism
at the meeting and mucking it op, just to teach them a lesson."’

“If you start any ventriloquial squeaking nt the mncoting,
my son, you will probably go out on your neck, and serve you
jolly well right,"” said Bob Clhorey,

**Oh, really, Cher i

““ Oh, roally, rats ! **

And Bunter's further remarks wers not listoned to. Thore
was B gleam in the e behind Bunter's big spectacles as the
churns of the Hemove walked away.

1l joly well startle thom some day with my ventriloguiam,
he muttered, * 'l make 'em believe in it. They say a prophet
is nover honoured in his own country, and nobody at Grayliriara
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ever understands me.  I'll make "em sit up ! With my wonder.
ful abilities as o ventriloguiat, and my marvellons 13 48 an
imitator—oh— really, Cherry, I wish you wouldn't thump me
on the shoulder like that.”

* 1t’s not Cherry, nas, it's Bulstrode. Can’t you gt out of the
way when a chap wants to see the notice.board 7 ™

" Oh, really, Bulstrods——"

*Oh, sent !

Billy Bunter turned away, end ran into Skinner. Skinner
took him by the shoulders and ran him up against the wall, and
Luarpzd him there,

“Ow! Ow, really, Btott——""

" It's not Stott, dummy, it's Skinner ! What do you mean
by running into me 7" demanded Skioner, in his peeuliarly
equeaky volce.

L I_"m sincerely sorry, bat—ow—wow—wow | ¥

_Skinner bumped him on the wall again, and let him fall into &

sitting postore, end then joined Bulstrode, grinving. The two
Removites laughed loudly as Billy Bunter scrambled up and
wilked away. DBut there was a vengeful expression upon the
fat face of the Owl of the Remowve,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Plans Yengeance.

" 0O aond eat coke! Rats! Poof! Bosh!

tacks ! 1"l give you a black eye ! T'I} give you a do

on the boko ! Go and eat cabbages ! Yah!" u

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry stopped as zoon

a3 they heard the veoico. Te proceaded from a gﬂmrted el

roowt, sl Lthey recognized the sgueaky tones of Skinner.

Though why Bkinner should be uttering those wild exclamations

in the empty class.room was more than the chuma of the Remuove
comld eomprehend,

* Of his rocker,” said Bob Cherry, sententiously. T always
thonoht it would ecme to that, Theas funn:,.r merchants ahways
end in lunatic asylums—if they get their deserts, anyway.”

Harry Wharton langhed. :

* Blessedd if I hnow what to make of it,” he zaid. * We'd
hetter give him e look in, perhaps Skinner's practising wven-
trijoquizm.””

“If he is wo'll slay him and bury him under the firepl
Cne ventriloguist is enough for any Form to put up with.”

They pushed open tgﬁ ¢lass-room deor, and entered. A
single burner illumined the great room and the dim rows of
doglza,  On the dais at the u end Billy Bunter stood, and ho
Blinked at them through his gug spectacies.

The juniors Joolted round them. There was no sign of
Skinner, and they guessed that he was hiding under one of the
tlegks,

“ What's the row here ? * demanded Bob Cherry,  ** Where's
Bhinner 7

“ Blrssed if T know,"” said Biily Bunter. “Tf you want
Shinner, you'd bettor ask Bulskrade, I left him with the othor
heast,”

“ XKow then, Bunty! You know whero Fmp!ﬂ gn when
they tell erammers,”” saild Bob Cherry, warningly.  ** We heard
Skinner’s voice ag we came slong, and he was saying things.
Wo looked in to see if ho waz off his rocker, as we shouldn't
mind the treuble, if necessary, of taking him to a padded cell.
Where are yon, von skinny ass "

* Ho, ha, ha ! " roarcd Billy Bunter,

** What ave vou cackling at, dummy 1"

“ He, ha, ha 1™

* What's the row ¥ " ghrieked Bob Cherey, taking Bunter by
the collar and shaking him. ** Aro you starting in life as a
funny man 1 Ifse, 1warn vou that your career will be cut short.
You'll got it where the chicken got the chopper.™

" Broo—you're chook—chook—choking me ! I say, Cherry,
vou beaat, don't sheke me like that—if you make my g ea fall
n:-]'.’f yvou may break them, and you'll have to pay for them, so
there.

* What are you eackling at then ¥*

"* Nothing, only=—only Skinner isn't in here.”

“ Oh, come," said Wharton. ** We heard his veice, Bunter.”

“Ha, ho, ha! Ow, ow, don’t shoke me, Cherry. 1f you
Lrrak my glasdog——""

* I'll break your neck if you don't stop cackling, growled Bob
Charry. * You've no right to let a cachinoation like that loose on
e defenceless publie.  Shut it

“ But—but—but it’s troe ! Skinner isn't here."

*“ Fhon how could we hear his voice,"'

“ It wasn't his voice."

* Don’t prevaricate, you fat little fibber, I'd know Skinner's
wrearthly squeak thet ho calls & voiee, anywhers.*

“1t was [, I was imitating Skinner's voice for ventriloguial
parposes——"

** Ratas, and many of "em.”’

“ T'm sincerely sorry thet vou should doubi my word, Cherry.
[ think tlis discussion had belter cease,’” said Bunter, with
dizaity.

(Zo and eat tin-
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" If it wos you,” said Cherry, suspiciously, * vou can do it
again, o ghead.”

Y Very wellh Hera goes, you fellows. I'm sincerely SOITY
that you ”

" Gut the eackls.”

“ Oh, roally, Cherpyr——""

*Will you go ahewd 7 " roared Bob Cherry.

And he logked so0 dangerous that Billy Bunter thought ho
had better stopp :].'l‘j_:;uing and g0 ahead,

He cleared his throat with a prolimina

“Hets! Go and e¢at coke! Get o
you on the bolo 1™

It was the same voice that Wharton and Cherry had heard
a5 they passed the door of the class-room.

HBut it undoubtedly was Buntor that was speaking.

The unitation of Skinner's squeaky tones was perfect, and
there wasn't & fellow at Greyiriars who wouldn't hnve sworn
t!m‘; it was Bkinner speaking, if Bunter had not been in plain
aigit.

Harry and Bob looked at one another.

“My only hat!’™ said Wharton, * Bunter's pgetting on
It's Bunty right cnough—ond he can imitate voices—eome
volces.”

“Tm glad fo 2ee you con do me justico, Wharton." said
Bunter, with a very dignifled look, " Of course, some wvoices
are harder to imitate. Bot if there's anything unusual about
e voice, like Skinner’s squeaking, I ean soon pick it ap. I
mI]ln't,Hhthmw Skinmer's voice about yet, but I can imitate it
all right.”

“ And what's tho liitle game 7" demanded Bol Cherry,
Y What are you practising imitating Skinner's voice for

Bunter loocked mysterions.

Y That's my little sscret,” he said. ** Perhaps you'll hear
of a jape later on, and poerhaps you won't. You'll see.”

And Bunter resumed his practice, and fhe chums of tho
Remove left the class.-room. About five minutes later Billy
Bunter came out, still locking wvery mysterious. He met
Haweldene in the passare and inguired if he had seen Skinner,

*“ He's in the gym,"” ssid Hozoldene,

* Good M

Hazeldene stared at him.

“"Why is it good 1° he asked.
nt, duffer 77

“0Oh, nothing !

And Billy Bunter walked on guickly.
and left ; he was looking for Bulstrode, Bulstrode, he guessed,
would be doing his preparation now. The Remove studies at
Croyfriata had not yet been rebuilt after the fire, and the
Raemgovites did their preparation in all sorts of placea—in the
Forme-room, or the junior common.room, or the passages,
or anywnere and everywhere, There was one of the Upper
Fourth studies that was untenonted, pending & repair to the
ceiling necessitated by the swamping it had accidentally
received from the locol firemen during the fire at Creyfriers,
Thiz study hoad beon taken possession of by Bulstrode, till the
Romove should receive its new quarters. The Upper Fourth
ohjocted ; but Bulstrode was too burly o fellow to bo sasily
turned out.

Bunter looked round for the bully of the Remove, and at
lest came to the Uppor Fourth study where Bulstrode usually
did his prep. The zeratch of a pen and a growling voice within
showed thet the room waa tenanted. Bunter peeped in at
the kevhole, and saw Bulstrode and Stoit with theicr books
on a packing-case, which they were using as o table.

‘I'he Owl of the Remove grinned,

He drevw & loength of stout cord from his pochet, and silently
fastened one end to the handle of the door.

This was accomplished without a sound to alarm the occupants
of tha study. ]

Ho took the other éend across the passage, and tied it to
the handle of the dovr opposite, knotting it securcly round
the handle.

Bulstrode's door was now fastened, and it would have bean
utterly impossible for him to open it from within, aa both
daors oponed inwards, and they were sccured to one snother,

“ T rather think that will de,’” murmured Billy Bunter.

He tapped on the door.

“Oh, go away!’ ropped out DBulstrede. " I'm  busy !
What do you want to comne bothering for, you éilly ass, whoever

ou ara !’
Yo Open the door ! squesked out Bunter, in 2 most lifelike
imitation of Skinner's voice.

“Hata! Go nway!"

“Igha'n’'t! Qpen the doozt™ ;

* Open it yourzelf, you dummy, if you want to coms inl®
rocred Duolstrode, exasperated. ' Ii's not locked.” .
“Who are you caliing a dumny !V demanded Dunter, atill
in Skinner's voice.

‘T ealling you a dummy, Skinner, end if you don’t bolt
I'll come oui ond wipe up the passage with you,” shouted

Bulstrade,
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“ Oh, you ¢ouldn't do it 1™

Bulstrode breathed heavily in the study. Btott was looking
:I;;priﬁed. He fully belisved that it was Skinnor in the pasange,

he had nover dreamed thet Skinner, the funny man of
the Remove, hed nerve enough to exasperate the F-:rrm‘huH;;
in this way. He concluded that it was another of Bkiony's
fitele jokes; and he did not envy Skinner when Bualstrode
ghould finally lose his temper and go for him.

Eilly Bunter tapped at the door again. The fact that Bul.
atrode evidently balieved him to be Skinner, and the still mors
important fack that the door waa fastenad, emboldencd the
smateur imitator.

** Are you %ﬂing to open this deor, Bulstrode 1 "

" No,” velled Bulstrode, *and I give you two seconds fo
bunk, If you tap at that door agsin I'll come out snd pulverise

on.”

Tap !

Bulstrode could hardly believe his ears,

The tap on the door immedistely followed his speech. He
rose from the table with o snort of vengeance, and made one
bound to the door.

He dragged at the handle. The door yielded about half
on inch to the pressure he put upoen it, but did not come wide
open encugh for him to sce into the passage. He draggoed at
it -furicusly.

* My word 1™ gaid Stott. * He's locked it! " . .

“ He hasn't,’ snerled Bulstrode, “ it's giving & hit, Hea
got something on the hondle. This is one of Bkinny's little
japes. I'll jape him!™

He wrenched at the deor.

But the rope was strong snd well knotted, It refused to
budge & fraction more, and the Remove bully wrenched and
wrenched in vein.

* Uniasten this door ! " he yelled.

“ Oh, rata | ' came back the sguesky voice from the passagze,
" o and eat coke! I'll give you a dot on the nose, Bul-
strade | "'

“ My word ! murmured Stott. © 8kinny must have been
drinking, or something! Bulstrode will pulverise him for
thin {1 "

Bulstrode wrenched like a maniase at the door. To think
that he—he, the proat fighting.man of the fighting Form at
Greyiriars, should be threatened with a dot on the nose by
a woedy worm like Skinner—it was unthinkable. He promised
a varioty of things to Skinnmer as he wrenched ot the handle.
But the door remained fast.

“ You ﬁrm:.ng rotter ! he hellowed through the keyhole,
“Wait till T get hold of you ! ™

“ Oh, vou conldn't do anything,” camo back the sgueaked
taunt. * You're a duffer, vou know. Go snd est coke!™

* Oh, my hatl You just wait !

* Go and cat tintaoka! You'vre no good! You couldn't
Bick a fag in the Third Form. Go and eat cabbages!” )

“ T'U—T'1l smash him 1" gasped Bulstrode, * Fancy talking

to me like this. He must be med! I'll imb him! I'll break
hig bones! Oh!"

“¥eah! Co and eat tintacks 1™

“ Yon just waii !

“Rats! You couldn’t touch me! You're no geed! I'm
going to the gym.! I'll bot you daren’t follow me there!
Yaht!™

. And there was & sound of receding footsteps in the passage,

Bulstrode gosped with rago.

% Oh, Jet me once get o grip on him, that's ell '™ he panted,
" 1'll ghow him ! Come and help oo get thia door open, Stott,
you dummy ! What are you sitting there for grinning like
g confounded Cheshire ent 2%

“ 1 wasn't grinning.”

" Don't start arguing with me, or I'll koock your head off,
vou chump, Think of some way of petting the deor open,
you dummy, Haven't you got any zonse "

“ Why don't you think of & way, then ¥ "

“ Don't jaw at me! I'd wipe up the floor with yvou lor two
pina! How mn I to get that door open ¥

“Blessed if I know! Hold on—suppose you unzerewed
the handle on this stde, it would fall out on the otler, and—--=""

“ Good! (Got a screwdriver 777

* There's & little one in my pocket-knite. Here you are ' 7

EBulstroda grabbed the pocket-knife, opened the acrewdriver
in it, and proceeded to unserew the door-handie.  In his fury
it took him some time, snd he was fairly boiling over with
rage snd impatience by the time he had the handle off. The
brass knob gone, the bar slid through to the cutside with the
pull of the rope on it, as Bulstrode jerked at the door. Tie
door come wide open,

Rulstrode dashed out into the

The tops was there, trailing from the door-handle of the
opposite study.  DBut there wag no one in the peasaze.

But Bulstrode knew where to look. He dashed olong the
]%rlucgsnga-and rushed off, straight to the gyin.—in scarch of
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A SHght Mistake,
Whils

OST of ths Bemove were in the grianasiun. s
M the robuilding operations were pruceeding, thoy h

no studiss to to. The commen-room thay shared

with the Uppg:? Fourth sud the ings of the Third,
and that waosn't sgreeable to them; while the Form-room
was a cheerless place. Th&g J“t in a great deal of time now
in the gymnasium ; suad it did them good.

Hearry Wherton end Bob Cherry were thers, and Bo were
Nugent and Hurree Singh, passing the time till the Sixth-
Form Debating Society should meet. Little Wun Lung, the
Chiness junior, was performing somse marvellous feats on A
trapeze, snd the chums were watching him, a3 wers mally
other Removites. Skinner was among the crowd. and Billy
Bunter had just come in. Bunter wag blinking with su pressod
gxcitenont ; and as & matter of fact he was on tentor- mul:::-

His little scheme had worked very well so far; but taom
was always & posibility that something might go wrong ab
the last moment. .

And the fot junior simply shivered at the thought of whnt
would happen if Bulstrode discovered who had really been
talking to him through the study door. A

The jnnior gave & gasp of afiright as he was suddenly seied
from behind, and a ha.nJJ jecked his spectacles off over his hewl.

“ Oh! Oh, really, Bulstrode, it wasn't me !™

“ Ha, ha, ha! " chuckled Bkinner. s

“ Oh, is it you, Skimner? I thought—I mean, give e
my glasses ! ou cughtn't to play tricks with a fallow’a gltlri:‘-l‘-'ﬂ.
If vou break them vou will have to f';&y for them, so thers !

“ What bids for a poir of spectaclea’® ™ anid Skinner, holding
them up out of resch of the anxious Bunter. ™ Worn by
the famous Bunter, the fattest snd silliest donkey ever acon
at Greylriars! Not much good, as the silly uss is always
running inte people, but & record in size ! What hids ?

“ Give mo my glasses, plense, Skinner."'

* Any bide for a pair of snectacles ¥

Bunter ped franticelly up at the apectacles. He was
rorely afraid that they would fall and get broken, and that
would have been s serious matter for him, for he had net a
gocond pair. Bunter did not see vory well wiith his plasgses
on; but he was as blind ns an owl without them, and se his
state of mental distress can be imagined. But Skinner, like
many practical jokers, was able to bear with perfcet equaninity
any sufferings that did not fall upon himself. . )

“ 3h, really, Skinner! I say, Wharton, make hinn give
me my glosses ! They might get broken !

“ Why don't you give him i3 glasses T ' said Harry.

“ Oh, rata ! Why shouldn't 1 jape a porpoiss if I want to !
Don't intorfers.”” And Skinner facetiously pretended to drop
the plasaes, and there was a gasp of effright fromn DBunter.
“ There, they're gone now-—ne, they're not 1"

“ Give them to me, you beast ! " ) "

“Stuff ! Any bids for o pair of blinkera, extra large sur ¥

“Ha, ha, ha'!™

“ Give him the glasazs," said Harry Wharton, coming towards
Skinner. The captain of the Remowve spoke wvery quietly,
without the least traze of hectoring in his veicz ; but Skimer
knew that he meant buainess.

“ Certainly, I've done with them,” he said. ** There you ara,
Owl," and he poked the spectacles into Billy Bunter's collar.
And the fut junior gesped with exertion as he groped to get
them out.

“ Ili-natured bosto ! sald Micky Desmond.

“ Raots ! snid Skinner. “ Hallo, Bulstrode ! )

Bulstrode had just entered the gym. Stott waos following
him, looking intercated. He wantod to ace what waa to come.
Bulstrode looked round, caught asight of Skinncr, and cammw
atraight towarda him.

“ Buech o lark,'” grinned Bkinner, ' [e——ow!'"

Bulstrode ran straight at him, hitting out. Skinner caught
a blow with his ehin, snd another with his nose, and a tiurd
with his eyve. Then he sat down.

Bulatrade glanesd round him, brandishing his fista,

“(Fet up ! 7 he reared. Y Get up, and hove aome more 1Y

Skinner sat where he was, ataring up ot Bulstrode with a
look of bewilderment Lhat was almost jdiotie. FHe lade't
the fointest idea why Bulstrode hoad attacked him, but the
bully of the Remove was evidenlly on the warpath. ;

“Get up !t rosred Bulatrode. ' I'll jump on you 1t you
con't gt up ! Get up. you grovelling beast 1 Dot 1ne on the
nosz, will you ' Can't lick & Third Form fag, can’t 1¥ Il
ahow you ! Getup!?”

L1 I_'_"I L Rt

“ Are you going to pet up ?

¥ Re, 'monot ! howled Skinwer. Y You're mad—iouire
a3 wiad a3 o hatter ! Hold him, somebady ! He's dangeeous.”’

“Getup ! Tl smesh you into little bita! Getup!™

“What has he been doing intircly " exclaimed Micky

A School Tala of Harery Wharton & Co.

rank Richards
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Degmsond. ™ Bure, aud it waa miglty friondly ve were only
au hour ago.’!

* Fastened mie up in an Upper Foorth study,” yelled Bal-
slrode. " Tied the handle of the deor so that I couldn’t pet
at hii, and then chipped me through the keyhole !

* Ha, ha, ha Ll ™

I didn't 1 yelled Skinner.  ** You'ro off your rocker.”

“You did, you worm! You can't erawl out of it now.
You said you'd dot me on the boke ! You did, you apology
for & polecat |

*I—I—1 didn't | M

* Didn't he, Stoth ¥ You heard him * "

" ¥es, T must say Bulatrode's telling the truth,” gaid Stott.

" ¥ou may as well own up, Skinny, old man. I was in the
study and heard vou. You ssid you were going to the gym,
and Bulatrode dorven't follow.

" I—I—1 didn't 1 ™ _

“Get up ! rvoared DBulstrode. * Don't lie there telling
lied, II.:u.J;-I .ﬂrt-r::[nd ap and make your words good.  Up with you.”

Bubstroda stooped and prasped tho joker of the Remove
by the ears, He jerked him to his feet, and then commenced
to pommel him right and left. Bkinner went to the floor
apain, and stayed there,

“ My word ! said Buolstrode, " If you don’t get up snd
fight T'l1 pet & dogwhip, and give you a licking with it, 8o take
yonr chaice,™

* That you won't,” said Bkinner, showing some apirit, "I
never said anything of the sort, and I didn't fasten your deor;
but I'll fight vou if you like.”

* Come on, then, you young beast.™

And they fought. Bhinner, who was damnped and excited,
loat his temper, and fought hard—as hard as he could. But
Lhe was no mateh for Bulstrode. The bully of the Remowve
knocked him right and left, and, although he reccived aome
punwluncnt, il was nothing to what Bkinner reeeived.

The unfortunate jokist went down at last, and this time it
was plain enough to all that he could not go on.  And Bulstrode
waj somewhat satisfied,

“T think that will do,” he remorked. " You'll think twice
before festening me up in iy study again, end jawing at me
through the door.”

Y1 dudn’t,” moaned Skinner, mopping hia mouth with his
handkerehief. The * clarct " was flowing freely, and his nose
wid Awelling, and one of his eyes was quite closad.  Bulsirode
hal done a great deal in s short time, ™ 1 didn’t do anything
of the sort.  You're raving ! "

Bulatrode glared at him.

" 8till telling lies, oh 7
josa T

" Leave me alone, you beastly bully 17

I won't let you alone vnless you own ap,'” said Bulstrode,
Kicking him.  Now, then What the dickens are you
up to, Wharton "

Harry had sszized the bully by the shoulder, and dragged him
pway. DBulstrode turned s flerce glare upon him, but he met
& determined look from Harry, ang hiz glare becamea loss fisrce
at once.

“You'll Jet him alono, that’s all,” said Wharton. ** He's
awned up to being licked. and you won't toueh him again.”

'l touech him ii I like.™

"' Do—that’a all.™

Bulstrode didn’t. Skinner roas to hia feef, with a helping
Land from Desmond. He was looking absolutely * dono

for.”

" Yoo—you beast!" he grunted. 1 didn't fasten wour
door, all the same. You'rs mad or drunk ! I didn't do it.”

' Oh, draw it mikl," said Stott. Y T tell vou I was there,
anrd heard you.  It's not ten minubes ago, either,™

Eob Cherry uttered an exclamation.

" Mot ten minutes ago, Stott 777

" Alout that, T suppose.’’

“Then Skipner didn't do it. Ho% been hers for the last
vwently minutes or more to ay knowledge.™

Bulstrode pave a jump. He knew that Bob Cherry would
not speak an untruth ; and, besides, there were several exclama-
tivng from other fellows who had poticed Skinner's presence
i the gym. twenty minutes earlior.

The bully of the Remove n to realiss that he had been &
little hosty. But he was completely puzzled, too.

“ Did you geo him 1" demanded Trevor.

“ N-ng; the door was fastoned on the ontaide.
jawing at me, snd I'd know Shkinner's voice anywhere.
nothing elss like it at Greyiriara.”

" Except when Gosling i3 sharpening his saw,” said Nugent.

And thers was a laugh.

* Tt couldn't have been Skinner's voiee, if it heppened ton
minutes o #aid Trever. " I know he was in here when
soven struck, and it's turned a guarter past now.”

“ Beven atruck just before he started at my door,” said
Bubstrode, puzeled. ** Well, if it wasn't Skinner, I'm sorry.”

* Lot of good that will do me, now,” mumbled S8kinner,

You want some more grocl, T sup-

But ho was
There™

“Well, you shouldnt have » voice exsctly like somebody

elao.”

“Ihadn't! It's all rot! You've beon drinking!”

“¥Yes, it all rot,” snid Wharton. * There isn't another
voite liko Skinner's ot Greyfricre., Somebody must have beep
imitating him."

" Ha, ha, ha ! " roarod Bob Cherry.

Heo waa looking at Buntor. The imploring looks of the fat
junior, & dumb a 1 to Bob not to give him away, explained
ovarything. EBob Cherry welled with lsughter. He under.
atood neow why the Owl of the Remove bad been practising
irmitations of Skinner's voice in the ¢lass-room.

Wharton understood, too, and he joined in Bob's
lllllig - Bulstrodo looked at them with an angry, sullan glare,

" Bo vou know who it waa 1" he anarled.

*“ Ha, ha, ha! Yea”

"* Who waa it, then ¥

* You must find out for yourself, Bulsirode, old chap, Ha,
ha, ha!"

Butb Bulstrede did not find oub.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,

The Debating Soclety Meets,

INGATE came to the door of Misa Locke'a aitting-roorm,
with the full expectation of having to wait at least
tem minutes for that charming yvoung lady. To his
surprige he found the door open, and Misa Locke

standing by the window quite ready. The suffragette evidently
did not eclaim the privilege of the old-fashioned woman—of
being late for an appointment.

Sha nodded to Wingato with a bright amile. It oceurred
to Wingate just then that he was a couple of minutea late him-
a=lf, but Miss Loeke did not appear to have obaerved it.

* 8o kind of you to come for me,” said the Girton girl, * 1
am guite ready. Marjorie 1 ™

Marjorie Hazeldeno ross from s deep casy-chajr where ghe
waa sitting by the fire, and threw back her eurls with the pretty
little shake of the head that some of the Greyfriora boya found
#o  captivating. Marjorie was Hazeldene's sister, and sho
waa & fnvourite with the Head's wife, kindly Mrs. Locke, and
she waa vory Decouently at Greyiriara.

Wingate gave her a nod and a smile. Like all the fellows
sanior or junior, he liked Marjorie ; and indeed, s fallow would
have had to be very dissgreesble and grampy not to like the
gweat smile and soft brown eyes of Haozeldenc's siater,

* Marjoric may come 7 " anid Misa Locke.

" Very welcome,” said Winpate. “ I am afraid she will be
bored with a Sixth Form debate.

Ol no,"” smid Marjorie, " I shell like it so much 17

Wingato felt rather proud of himself, but at the same time
8 trifte unecasy, as he egeorted the twe pgirls along the corridor,
Misa Locke was ten years older than Marjorie, who was énly
fiftoen, and they both Jooked very protty end chamning. Win.
gato felt safor with Marjoric, of the two, but he was no more
able to mect her brown eyes than to met Miss Locke's blue
ones.

deveral fellowa looked at Wingats as he came along, envying
himm very much ; but their glanees made Wingate colour,

"My word! Old Wingate'ﬂ coming out ! ™ murmured Long.
Blessed if I don't go and fetch Misa Molly, and join the pros
cession.”’

“ Ha, bha, ha 1t

Wingate's faco was a8 red a9 a beetroot by the time he reached
the apartment where the Sixth Form IDebating Society held
their meetings. Miss Locke, with the s nse of delicacy that
is instinctive with women, had not wished to be the only member
of the gentler sex at the meeting, and she had eaptured Mar.
jorie and brought her, too. Marjorie did not know anything
about suffragism, and she had heard from her friends in the
Remove that the Sixth TForm debutes were terribly dreary
affairs. But sho was willing to face the ordeal to oblige the
Head's aister.

The reom was w.r%r full.

The Sixth and Fifth Form debaters were all there, and the
seata allowed to fellows of the upper Formna wha ¢arad to come
in and listen—usually empty—were now full up.  The fact that
Misz Locko was to be there interested the seniors, and the
aubject, too, was one of unwaual interest.

The space at the bacle to which the juniors were relegated
was crammed. The Famous Four had good places,
Howoldone, Mark Linley, Wuan Lung, and Micky Dcamond
were with them. Temple, Dabney & 5¢,, of the Upper Fourth,
were very prominent ; and Bulstrode and Stotté were there,
with several of their set. Slkinner felt too dameaged to come.
Eilly Bunter was squeezed among the Famous Four, deliberating
whether he would work off any ventriloguiarm.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's Hazeldene's sister!™ ex-
¢laimed Bob Cherry. ** I say, Vaseline, Marjorie hasn't joined
the suffrozettes, hos she 17

* Rather not,” grinned Hazeldene. * Got too much sense.”
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“QOh, really, Wharton " gas
that door, if old Quelch finds out wyou did it.”
| short-sighted junlor jump.

Billy Bunier, “You—you startled me! You'll get Into & row for bursting
“0ld Quelch Is here,” said a volce that made the

“Oh, I don't know,” said Nugent.
the family.”

[T ﬂh, TntE." :

‘* In my opinion, all the sufiragottes ought to be in Holloway,"
eaid Bulstroda. " I'd tesch 'em! Rather!™

** Thanks for your opinion, old chap, It's not much good."

* Look here, Wharton——""

“ Oh, don't jaw. Wingate's looking over here already,”

“Tet him look ! I think £

“8hut up, there,” said Wingate, glancing at the juniors,
* Talking is not allowed.”

* If it's not sloud,” murmured Nugent, ** where's the objeo-
tion 1"

" Oh, rotten ! " aald several voices,

" Bilence 1

Marjorié looked round, snd nodded to her brother.

Wingato tapped on the table.

“ Gentlomen ! With the full consurrence of every member
of the Bixth-Form Debating Society 2

" Hear, hear 1 " said Long, encouragingly.

Wingate glared at him, and proceeded.

* e——Mis# Locke, the siater of our respected Head mastor,
iz admitted to the full honours of this ﬂittinF of the society.”

“'Ear, 'ear !’ murmured Bob Cherry. ™ Full honours is

':}d.i-l
gﬁ']f’he: members of the debating socciety exochanged glances,
and Carberry murmured ** Cheek ! ** under his breath. ingato
had not consulted anybody about the matter, so the “ full con.
aurrence ' was rather & strong expression. However, Wingate
wis usod to having his own way ﬁan he had only his own sex
to deal with,

f Bense deesn’t TUn in

* Misg Locke pmﬁ e

Carberry rose to his feet,

“ Moy I be permiited one gquestion, Mr, Chairman t*

“Yeows, Buck up.'

“ Y¥ou have stated that Miss Locke proposes. Is it to be
understood that Miss Locke, ss & sufirogette, approves of
women proposing "

A chuckle awept through the roeom, :

Winpgate turned crimson, and twe or threo fellows sald ** Cad | ™
and “ Shut up !'" very andibly. Some loocked at Miss Locks,
The girl was looking astraivht before her, and not the shphtesh
change in her foace showed that she had even heard Carborry's
impertinence. She did not ¢olour in the least, or scem to be
aware that she wes boing looked at.

“ 8it down,” said Wingate, sharply.

** I have askoed & guestion——""

“ Another word, and I'll kick you out of tho hall. If you
want to insult a lady, you should choose & snler time, you cad.™

Wingate did not lower his voice as he spoke, and Carkerry
turned c¢rimson in hig turn.

 Miss Loeke proposes that the resolution be put: * That this
meeting approves of the Parliamentary franchise being extondod
to women, " said Wingate. **That ia the subject for dis-
cussion this evening. Fellows are frec to speak for and agained
the resolution, so long as they obscrve the rules of decent breed.
iﬂg,"

“ Thot's one in the oye for Carberry,” murmured Bob Cherry.,

" Anybody descending to persomalitica will leave this room
on his neck,” the chairman added, as he sat down.

And thers was a murmur of cheering. The wny Wingate
went to the peint made him wvery popular with the Greyiriars
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fcllovsz, though somotines some of them found he had a very
rough edge to his tongue.

“ood ; than Carhorry will soon be travelling on the wrong
end,” said Woagent. *° Silence, people ! The proceedings are
about to proceed,’”

“The proceediulness is terrifie,” purred the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

And the debato began.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Lively Debate !

IES LOCKE sat very c¢alm and quiet, her haad en
Marjorie’s. Dompeter, of the Sixth, waa the first senior
to pir N8 personal views on the subject of votes for

; women,—aor, a3 Wingste had put it in chairman.

anguaze, upon the extension of the Parlinmentary franchisp
women., Dempster was & great talker, and his oraticns

Wore & prest feature of the debating society’s meetinga. As he

:’ﬁ. thore were audible murmuars of encpuragement in the
Im.

£1] G{' itl, H-I'."HIFIE}'-"

*On the ball, old chap ' ¥

Dempater smirked » little, and cloared his throat.  Addrossing
himself to Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, he begged to move
ﬁhf:t- the rezclution be rejected, on the following grounds :

. *The proper Flma for women,"” aaid Dempster, of the Sixth,

1 the home !’

“ Hear, hear + " gaid o dozen voices. The ides of women at

home seemed to strike the whole gathering favourably. As
Tﬂmplﬂ pathetically remarked to Dabney, who was to sew &
chap's bulttons on, if all the women went out to meetings and
neglected the hinne. Homo was a sacred place ; & place where
you counld get your buttons sewn on, if enly women wouldn't
Eﬂttthmt modern erazes.
- " Yes,” said Dempster, encouraged, **The proper place for
women i3 undoubtedly the home, Where do the virtues of the
fornale sex shine with the greatest refulgence ¥ At home!
Where i3 & woman in her most useful sphore ¥ At home! If
women become membors of Parlinment, they will no longer be
domesticated. Instond of maating us and comforting us on our
roturn from tho day's labour—"

* Hear, hear!™

* Bravo, Dempay 1

* Imatend of that, tlmﬁewﬂl be out when we pet home ; they
will be attending to their parlismentary duties, or making
specches, and so forth, Why, the whole comfort of the male
Bex depends upon women remeining quictly at home."

* Hear, hoar! "

And the general opinion was that Dempster had knocked down
the wicket at the firat Lall, Thot wos unanswerahlo ¥

And Dempster aat down, fesling that he had demnolizshed the
opposition, Aliza Locke gave him o sweet amiie, sz if she fully
ngreed with him on some points, a8 no doubt she did.

" Jeolly good apeech,” said Bob Cherry. * Buat I'm blessed
¥ T ¢an make ont whether ho's for the women or against them."”

“ There'a Blundell on his legs."

* (o it, Blundy ! Look out in goal ! "

Bt up, yem kids," said Blundell
rezolution be sal upon.”

* Henr ! henr ! "

“As my friend Dempster has so ably remarked, a woman's
proper place is the homa, I object to sxtending the Perlinmen.
tary franchise o women, becanse I object to it in itself, and I
objoct to its necessary sequel, feminine representation,  Imagine
to voursclves foeminine Members of Parliament! Y

U My wornd, he beats the gramephone.”

“ Go ity Blundy ! Keep i going.”

“But [ foresee an emlI to all busineszs if women obtain an
aftrance inte DParliament,” said Blundell. “ I foresec thot
debates will Lo interrupted by discussions on the latest thing
in hatg——u

*“Ha, hin, ha ™

* That the Honourable Leader of the Opposition will in al]
probability seratch tho Speaker if he interrupts her———"

T 0h, oo it ! Blundell's googd,

FAnd the Premier,—I mean, la Premicre, if we pot a Jady
wime minister—will go into Dysterics en the floor of the Houso
if she ¢an't pass her messore.™

“Ha. bha, b 17

“ Also thatl women have n notural taste for grandmotherly
legistation. It is well-known that o laree number of women
are kicked to death every year by drunken hushands,  Thoy
ohjeet ta this——" 2

* Curioua,™  gnid
ploaze.”

* They object to this,” said Blundell, firmly. * Now, mark—
il women once geb into Parlinment they will try to ston it
There's only ono way to stop it, and that's by abolishing the
drink traflic. Women members of Parliament will immediately

“1 move that the

Longley. * SBome women ave hLard to
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start trying to abolish the drink iraffie. They will deprive the
working-man of his beer."

Y Shame 17

*I fully agree with my friend who said ® Shame." After a
day of honest and weary toil, is not & working-man entitled to
his beer * It reireshes him to—""

“ Kick bis wife 1 :

“ Nothing of the sort. I{ refreshes him-to drink his beer,—
at all events, T suppoze it does, or he wouldn't drink it——and
probably not more then one per cent. lose control of themeelves
:;hiﬂzlm&qumm and comumit acts of brutality. In fsct, 1

ol #i

“You don't think at all, or you wouldn't talk aueh rot,”
gnid & voice from the junior seats,

* Who is that interrupting 1 " demanded Wingate, frowning,

“1 did," said Mark Linley, standing up with o red face. “1I
am the son of a workman, and I want to say thaet Blundell ia
?f;;ﬂnﬂg like g potronizing aszs, and you can kick me out if you
ike.

** Hick him out,” said Carberry.
who come hera on & giddy scholarship !
Cireylriara ! '

* Bhut up,” seid Wingste. ™ Bit down, Linley. As a matter
of imlj:tt, you are quite right, but you mustn't interrupt the

chea"

Linloy sat down, and Harry Wharton slapped him on tho
shoulder. Blundell, of the ¥ifth, turned a glare upon the
captain of Greyfrigrs.

* Laok here, Mr. Chairman o

* Oh, get on,"” aaid Mr. Chairman, * and keep Lo the point.
:’h"uli;;!- on corth hes women's sufirage to do with the drink
T ot rE

“ I'm trying to demonstrate it. Women in Parliament would
try to put down the drink traffio ; hence my opposition. As &
mntter-of-faot, T withdraw my remarks concerning the working.
olasses ; I know that there ia more and worse drinking done
osraong the rich than among the poor, and I hope our friend
from weashire is satisfied now. DBut the fact remains the
sxmo—the women would be down on it, and so I oppose the
oxtension of the Parliamentary franchise to the other sex."

“ Wext man in,” said Wingate, forgetting himself for a
moment, and there was o general chockla,

Long rose to the occomsion.

“1 beg to move an amendment that the Parlismentary
franchisé is useloss to women, and that their proper place, a3
our friend Dempstor meintsins, is the home,” he ssid. “ I
agreo wich the provious speakers, end have also to say that
women are coming much 40 much to the fore just now, and
ought to be put in their place. We will give them every lind
of chivalry, but we won’t give them votes.'

* Hear, hear 1"

Bentley moved that Miss Locke should be heard in support
of the resclution, and there was a chasr, Blisa Locke coloured a
little, but, ot the chairman’s reguest, she stood up and spoke.

* It is very kind of vou to give me a hearing, gentlemen,” said
Miss Locke. " L donotelain to be able to put my case so clearly
and coneisely as the previous speakers, or to lcﬂ#rp so cloze to the
point under discussion, but I will do my best.

Harry Wharton smiled at Nugent. There was o trace of
irony in Mizs Locke's remarks, but it was lost on the assembly
in gﬂen&ral.

“I have only o few words to say,” enid Miss Locke. * It is
maeintained that tho extension of the Parlismentery franehiao
to women must lead in the course of time to the election of
women members. That is quite certain, and I admit it freals.
It i% our aim to send members to Westminater."' %

“My hat!® apid Bob Cherry. ' 'That's straight from tho
shoulder, anyway.”

" Thera are many ah:eios in society which ean only ba dealt
with by women,” explained Miss Locke. *F The underfesding
of children, for instanco,  Men do not understand these matters,
or realize their lmportance. If women were in Parlisament
I firmly belizve that theve would not be o storving child in
England to.day. Every womnan is a mother at heart—and tho
poor children of onr slums requite mothering.  Men will tali,
ancl talk, and talk—but they will do nothing. Action i3 ra-
quired :  therefore T propose extending the Tarlinmentary
iranchize to womon.''

The pathering pasped.

They had always been under the bnprewmion thsb wormen
tnllked, and talkod, and talked, siodd the men did things., Miss
Locke appeared to held an opposite view.,  Some of the fellows
looked very thoughtful,

Y Then there are the conditions under which gicds work
it factorics—yes, and mothers of funilies, too,'” aeid Miss Loeko.
“ Ono gontleman has very truly =aid that the proper place for
women 13 the home, I fully agree with Bim. But T should
he glad to be informed how o woman con romain at home and
workk in a factory at the smne time. I assure my friend that
the suffrageties, ns o party, have this great principle to main.
tnin—thet & woman's proger place iz the home. ‘They want

* That's the mill mongrel
Nice manners for
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43 aake homes health v, and happy, so that the women of England
ean live in them, and remain in their proper place. Men have
governed this country for the whols pericd since the English
have been a nation, considerably more thgn a thoussnd years,
They have not yet abolished sweating, and child and women
labour in fastorics, They hawve not yet abolished “poverty.
They have not yet abolished etill move terrible evils, Give

the women & chanen.®’
¥ I—1 nover looked at it

“ My hat!" murmured Wingate,
lile ﬂ?a.t before.”
* Men have tried for & thousand years, and failed miserably,”
said Biss Locke. * Durinﬁ that time the women have waited.
Con you wonder at it that they are tired of waiting 1"

There was silence.

" Give the women & chance,” said Miss Locke Armly. * They
ask equel righta—an equal voice in making the lows that govern
them. An equal voics in voting for taxes they help to pay.
That is all. They agk for a {eir share of power, so they can m
the home really & home—becaunss they maintain that a woman’s
propor place i3 the home. I have finighoed,™

* Honr, hoor ! ™ ghouted Harry Wharton.

And there were loud cheers. Whethor the fellows agresd
with Miss Locke or not, thay were egrried away by her earnest,
beautiiul face, and her evident sincerity. It was plain to even
the moat obstinate that a suffragette was not necessarily a
hard-featured wvirago with a taste for hearing her own voice
in public. '

ingate put the resolution to the mesting. But it was not
passed.  Masculine dprﬁjudiees revived in time, and it wos
dofested.  Ansmendment was put to the effect that that meeting
was opposed to the extension of the Parliamentary franchisa
to women, and carried.

Misa Locke smiled,

She did not care which way the resolution went, 8he had
made the boys think on a subject upon which, previously,
tl;g-;v :}md enly had unthinking prejudices. And that was her
olject.

#¢ while the more obtuse male mind foncied that it had its
way, the girl had achieved her purpose sll the same—as often
happens.

And the meeting broke up—with Miss Locke openly defeated
and secrotly vietorious —and the bevs dispersed, excitedly
discussing the affair, and all agreed upon one point—that for
the first time in its hiztory the Sixth Form Dehating Society
Lad had en interssting debate,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Temple Means Business.

EMPLE, DAENEY & Co., of the Upper Fourth, had
been whispering  together a preat deal during the
meoting of the dabating society, and after it was owvor
they adjourned to Temple's study, and whispered

and grinned still more, Temple, Dabney & Co. were down
on femsle sufirage, with & very heavy down. And 3 * jape *
had entered the mind of the captain of the Up’ge: Fourth,
which he was discussing with his chums, for the discomfiture
of the suffragists who might be found within the walls of
Cireyiriara,

And the next morning Temple, Dabney & Co. were lovking
vOry mysterions.

Harry Wharton and hia chuma noticed it, and a2 any plotting
on the part of the Upper Fourth was generally up against
the Remove, they took some interest in the matter.

But they soon learned thet it wes not the Remove that
Temple & Co. intended %o “ rag™ this time. Temple, in fact,
was quite willing to share his new ** wheezo * with the Remaove.
He broached the subjoct to Harry Wharton in the common-
room after school.

* We've got a little gome on, Wharton," he said, confidentizlly.
“ If you Remove kids like to come into it, you can, It will be
ripping fun.  Will you come in

* That depends. What's the wheeze 1"

“ It's up sgainst the suffragettes,”

' Agninst Miss Locke, do you mean ? " asked Harry, frowning.

Temple chuckled, not noticing the frown. :

“ Well, yes, in & way. Have you heard thet Miss Locke is
giving a lerture this evening, in the Lecture Hall 1

" Yes, there's & notice up.”

“The subject i3 'The Enfranchisement of Women,' and
diseussion ia invited,” said Temple, with a grin. ** Our idea
ia to hold o little disewssion. You know how the saflragettes
bust up mmbin&s, and won't let speakers speak, and.heop on
roagging till they're chucked out. Well, our idea is to work off
the srme ** wheeee ™ at this meeting, see ¥ What's sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander.’

“ You cught to put it the other way round in this cnse,”

grinned Fry., * Whaot's sauce for the gender is sauce for the
gﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂ-”
* Ho, ha, ha! It was Fry thought of this lnst night, Wharton,

and this lecturo Misa Locke i3 announcing gives us o chance to

worl out the idea, We're geing to bave o banner with the words
* Yotes for——""
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“"Hold on,'” said Fry. " Don't sou tel]l the wheezs unless
Wherton i eoming in to it,"

** Oh, rother,” aaid Dabney.

Terople nodded.

¥ Quite right. What do you say, Wharton 7 It would be &
howling joke to work off suffragetts methods on the giddy
sufiragettes."

Harry Wharton shook his head.

* ¥ou'd better not tell me any more,"” he said. ** I'm against
it. I don’t helisve in being rude to womon under any eiroums
stances—excuse me, but it's better to speak plain Eng!{ﬂh.“

** Yoa, but they bust up mon’s meetings.”

* Only some of them. Some of the suffrageties are off Ltheir
rockers ; there's ne doubt about that, and thoy want a padded
cell spiece, very likoly,” said Harry., ' But theve's another
sort—like Miss Locke. They're a more sensible sort, and
they're much more numerous, too, though the others make
more row. I Etug:npm oun can't imagine Miss Locke Bghting
with & steward at the Albert Hall."

“ Ha, ha—no! But the whole thing ought to be put down;
yvou know."

L Wh " -! il

H Wﬂﬁ. becanse—beosauss, it ought, you know. A woman'd
proper place ia the home,” geid Temple, with an air of wiedom.

" ¥es, but there are hundreds of thouzsads of women in
England who haven't homes, or only Lomes fit for pigs to live
in. Miss Locke seys her party want to make the homes fit
for women to live in.”

* Yo-e8, but—but—you see, old chap, i you let "em start,
you noever know where it will end, T believe in keeping women
mn their places. Anyway, it's & jolly good wheeze, wnd the
banner we are making in Fry's Et-uci’;r will miake the fellows
simply yell. We'd like you kids to back us up—you can yell
louder than we ¢an, and we want to make o dickens of o row.™

“Can't be did!  And I warn you that if you are poing te
nterrupt Miss Locke, and spoil her lecture, 1 shall be against
you sll the time.™

Temple snorted,

* A lot that will matter to us,” he eaid.
kids want & row, you ¢an have it, snd it will m
merrier,”

And so the discussion ended.

Harry Whorton wont to look for his ¢hume, and found them
resding the notice on the boord. The notite briclly stated
that with the Head's permission, Misa Locke would give an
address on the Enfrenchisement of Women, at eight o'elock,
in the Lecture Hall, and all were invited.

Y More trouble,” grinned Bob Cherry. * There's & lot of
fellows mean to interrupt, snd give Miss Locke some Albert
Hall bugineas,”

Y I'm for law and order,” sad Wagent. " Give e-ve-r;rbady -3
chance. I don’t believe in votes for womoen, but let "em talk
if they want to. It's o womaon's privilege to talk, snd o fcllow’s
not bound to listen.

*The logicfulness of my honourable chum is terrifie,” purred
the Nabob of Bhamypur. " The talkfulness is unobjectionable,
g0 long a8 the listenfulneas id not compulsory.”

“* Faith, and ye're right,” said Micky Desmoud, ' But sure
this suffragettism ought to be stemped out with a firm hand,
intirely. And what are ye grinnin’ at now, ye epalpeens.”

“ Ha, ha, ha '™ roared Nugent. * Do you stamp with your
hand, Tipperary 1"

“ Faith, and I

“QOh, rote,” eaid Harry. ** Look here the Upper Fourth
are going to wreck the meeting if they con.  I'm against that.”

“You've penerally ugainﬂt something or somebody,” Bob
Cherry remorked. * It's a little way you've cultivated all
vour life.”

Harry turned red.

* Look here, Bob——

“ Oh, it'e all right; don't get ratty. If the Upper Fourth
ara going to wrack the meeting, we'll turn up in foree and “;l'ﬂﬂk
the Upper Fourth,” said Fob cheorfully. It rveally isn't of
mineh consequence which side we're on, 80 long as we make
the Upper Fourth hop.”

Harry Wharton langhed,

“(Good! That's my idea—we're up against Tomple & Co.,
anywsy—and if we can chove in some defence of beauty in
distress, all the better.”

“ Exactly. We'll turm up in force at the meeting, and as
aoomn a4 tha “{TFpar Fourth start, we'll start,”

Y If you Remove
o it &ll tha

* Thoe stertiulness will be terrifie.!
“Hood | We'll pass the word along to all the Form."”
And they did! The Greyiriare Remove received the news

with mingled feelings. A at many of the juniors would
rather hoave joined with Temple, Dabney & Co. in ing
the sufiragette. But the prospect of & row with the Upper
Fourth was very tempting. A free fight in the Lecture Hall might
very easily come to poess, ond such w thing was too unique to be

misged,
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Bulstrade and his seb prowled, and declarad they'd sido with
Templo anywny 1 bui, as o matter of fact, they would not

vonture to do snything of the sort. With sll their faults,

the Removites had one great vivine—they stood by one another
through thi-k and thin i all maiters ontside the Form. A
fellow who lewd sidod azainst his Form in sy row would have
{od o very nahappy lifle st Greyfriarva afterwards,

To find thrumr[};ua the champions of law and order was a
novel expericnes to the most reckless and unruly Form ot
Groyfriars, and they rathor enjoyed it

Meanwhile, Miss Locke was quite unaware of the intontions
of the two junior Forms,  She wasz thinking of her lecture,

Dir. Locke, wha was vory fond of his youngest siater, had given
hin congent to the locture, with many inward misgivings,

Whether a:ut'i'rn&;ism wag right or wrong, ho felt that Gi‘ej.r-
friars was not exnotly the place for theorics on the subject to
be propaunded.

But Miss Locke's views woere diffarent,

Bhe belicved in training the youthful wind, and opening the
intellipance of the boys while they were voung encugh to learn
to think for thomarlves.

And the Hond had not liked to refuss, eapecially as hia sister
waa leaving Greyiriars on the following dav. And so the
lecturs was to be given,

There was a groat denl of exciterment at Greyfriars as the time
fixed for the lecture drew near. All the Forms had decided to
turn up. There was o peneral fecling that something would
happen, & kind of eleclricity in the air.  And no one was inclined
to miga if, whatever mipght fmppn:'-n. Seniors and juniors leooked
forward to the lecturs with great keenness,

lm L
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.1 OX'T shove | V
"' (et out of the way, then 1"
‘' et out of the way yoursslf £

ki H&tﬂ t ap

“ If you're looking for a thick ear——

* If you are looking for a prize nogs

“ Lemmne pass !’

“ Co and cat coke !V

These, and othar remnrls of a similar complimentary nature
wera [reely mdde at the door of the Lecturs Hall some time
before the hour apnoonced for the lectura on the unportant
subject of the enfranchigement of women.

The juniors meant to g]et- good places ; and as thers wersn't
onough good places for all of them, a considerable amount of
prushing and shoving resalted.

Tomple, Dabney & Co., and the rest of the Uppoer Fourth,
meant to get in Arat when the door was opened, and the Remova
meant to do the same.

The scuffle at the door was warm, and grew warmer. Wingata
of tha Sixth cormno niﬂng with & cane to asg what waa the mabtor.

Y Quiet, there, you young ragoals ! "

*“It's theas chacky kids shoving, Wingate

¥ It's thess Upper Fourth rottera won't take their faces away,
Wingato 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. gauoezed through the doorway, and
racod for the front seata. The forzmost rows wore reasrved for
the seniora, and could not be taken.  Of the junior szats, Harry
and his chuma had the beat. After them eame a rush of the
Eemove, with Lpper Fourth [ellows in hot puranit.

Bob Cherry stood up on his chair and wavod his eap.

“Coma on!" he shouted. * Bag the azatz! Buck up,
Remova ! "

Y On the ball ! ™

The Remove certainly bagged the beat scata. They meant
business, and they used fiata and elbowa with great effect.

The juniora streamed in, and the Remove were mostly well to
the front. The [ront row, A3 o matter of fact, was wholly filled
by Removites. There sat Harfy Wharton & Co., and the
yvellow face of Wun Lung the Chinee grinned beside the dusky
countenanee of Horree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Ag the s2niora bepan to come in, the din among the juniora
diad away a little. Wingate and Carbervy and Long shouted
to them to be guiet, and they obeyed more or less, and the
profects sab down with preat dignity, The Sixth Form row
filled up, and the Fifth. Blundell and Bisnd and their [riends
looked ripe for mischiof ; but a3 members of & s2nior Form, thoy
felt they could not be guilty of too much ragging. They had
their dignity in the eves of the juniors to consider.  But most of
them word very mueh in aympathy with Temple, Dabney & Co.

Thera was a hush in the hall ma the door at the upper ond
opened, and Miss Locke entered.  The girl lnoked very sweet in
hor plain dress, with her hair done in a simple and becomin
fashion. She looked at the audience with & cheery amile, an
won many hearia bofore abhe had aaid a word,

Then Wingate ross, with a very pink face. The capiain of
Greyiriars had consentod to act a3 chairman, and the encourag-
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ing remarks he reclived from the audience did not add to his
self-possasaion,

Y Go it, Wingate ! "

* On the ball, old chap t :

Wingate stammersd a fow words. He did not quite know
what they were, and the hearcra did not guite know, but they
choered him. They were slwaya ready to cheer Wingate, the
most popular fellow in the school.

Then Miss Locke rose and faced the sudiepce. The girl waa
very pleased fo see the room so full, and she planced over row
after row of eager and excited fases.

It was not merely the lectura on the enfranchisement of tho
gontle aox that caused the excitement ; but Misa Locke did not
know that.

The girl began in her quiet, clear voice that, without ap-
parent effort, reached distinetly to every corner of the room.

“ I am giad to see so many friends here,” she said. *' I know
I can depend upon & courtecus hearing even from those who do
not agree with me. I ahall not make a long speech ; and whon
I have finished, I shall be glad to answer any cbjections anyone
hers deairea to raise. The subjeot of tha lecture is the “en-
franchisement of women, and I intend to give o brief aketeh of
the history of the movement, and thon peoint ovt the clisf
objections to the present system, which gives n vote to Chorles
Paace, and denies ono to Florence Nightingale."

** Hear, hear ! "' aaid & dozen Remowvitea.

Temple of the Fourth Form stood up.

“ Is 1t in order to ask a gueation 1" he said.

“ Mo, prunted Wingate ; * not till the end of the lectura.”

“ Moy I speak one word t  With ell possible reapect to Miss
Locke personally, it is & well-known fact that when & moember
of the gentler sex begins talking, shd nevor Ieavos off until
interruptod——"

* Ha, ha, ha ! " roarsd tha Upper Fourth, and meat of the
Remove, too. -

“ Therefors, with Misa Locke's permisgion, I will ask a singla
question now. At the end of the lecture I may be carried from
the hall in & state of exhaustion.”

“* Ha, ha, ha 1"

Miss Locke coloured ever so little.

*I have no ohjection to a question now, if the audience
deaire it," she antd. “ It i3 not in order, but my wish 8 to
convines, not to merely uphold rulea. Master Temple may
a3l his queation, with the chairman's permission."”

** Fira away,” said the chairman.

* Thank you,'” said Temple victoriously., Teraple had nerve
encugh for & regiment of dragoons, and the fact that every eye
in the hall was fixed upon him did not worry him in the £,
** Miss Locke maintains that women should have voting righta
egual to man,”

“ Un ue-.ltti::mab'l?'-"

ek Alhﬁm::gh intollectually inferipr TV

Miss Loeke amiled.

“Women as a rule are preventad circumstances from
being as candid as they would wish,” she said. " But svery
woran in an independent position, I think, who can venturs to
spoak hor mind, will maintain that woman is intellectually the
equal of man. It is perhaps a slightly different kind of intel
lectuality, but thera i3 no question of & difference in quality.’

* But men maintain that women are not fit to govern.”

* Poggibly—but that does not alter the fact.™

““ Thon women should be given votea, in apite of the men's
bolief that they ara not intellectually fit to exercise the right
with discrotion 7"

* Decidedly. Give them a chance.”

“ That boing mads ciear,” said Temple, with a lurking grin,
*1 come to tho guestion I wish to ssk Misa Locke. Does she
approve of votea for childven t ¥

** Votes—for—childron 1 "

“ Yeg. Votes for schoolbays, for instance.™

" Certainly not."

The hall was guiet enough now. The fellowa began to seo
Temple’s drift, and they wers enjoying the joke.

* May I ask why not ¥ "' asked Temple, in & honeyed voice.

“ Becawas children’s intelleet is not aufliciently developed for
them to exercise the right of vobing with discrotion.™

“ But that is exactly the argument uszd by the averagoe man
towards the woman's claim to a vote—shat the woman is not
sufficiently developed intellectually to exercisz the right of
voting with diseretion.”

Miss Locke waa silent.

“ In reply to that contention, you aaﬂ give thom the vote
whether they're fit or not,’” said Temple, " and give them &
chance. T suggest that on the same grounds votes should be
given to schoolboys, whother they aps fit or not—give ‘em a
chance.”

* Hear, hear ! " roared the delizhted juniora.

* Can Miss Locke give me an anawer TV

“ Thes whels queation raissd s absurd,"” said Miss Locke.

“ That is no answer, It would be sasy for & 1pan to say that
a8 woman's claim to the sufirage i wholly asbaurd, but the
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suffragottes would not accopt that as a settlemont of the gnea-
tion.”

“ Ha, ha, ha I '

“ Really, Master Temple "

el | ::haflungﬁ Miss Locke to adduce a single reason for giving
the suffrage to women which is not an equally good reasun for
giving it to childran,” said Temple.

‘* Hear, hear !

Misa Locke’s lips tightened with vexation.

The whele audience was leughing, and Temple was congidezad
to have acored. Dabney was unwinding o banner from under
hia jacket, and several juniors were helping him to pull it out.
It was a large banner, with an mecription on it in latters nearly
a foot high.

o M{ﬂsgi,mka will now proceed with the lecture," said Wingate,

But there was a shout.

“ Anawer | Anawer ! Answer old Teinple firat 1™

* Why shouldn’t schoolboya have votea T"

** Don't shirk the question ! ™

* Renlly Y anid Miss Locke.

Tampls was on his fect again.

“ Unlesa the gquestion is satisfactorily answered,” he said,
*“ T conader it my duty to denounee the whols woman’a auffrage
movement a8 humbug ! ™

** Hear, hear ! "

" Women are claiming o right which they ars not willing to
extend to schaolboys, intellectually a much superior clasa of
the pepulation——'

T By hﬂ, ha!™

* If every new olass asking a vote is to be & judge of ita own
fitneas, then I maintain that achoolboya ought to have the vota,
and I am sure that thers is not & schoolboy in Greot Britain and
Ireland who will not agres with me."

* Faith, and it's right ye aro! "

* Hurrah 1 "

" Votes for achoolboya 1"

“ No gammon ! Justice all round !

* We only ask for justice,” said Tomple, humorously parody-
ing & sufiragette . " We ask for bare justice. Why
ghould not a schoolboy elaim equal righta with s woman 1
Taxation without ropressntetion i3 tyranny. We do not pay
direct taxes, I admit; but we pay indiraet taxes ag much og
grown-upe. There iz a duty on tea, for instance, and we poy o
tax every time we have teca in the study. Thers is a tax on
tobaceo, and the Third Form § pay that tax in the price
of the cigerettes, when they go behind the chapel to get out of
the way of the profects and have a smole.”

““Ha, ha, hin ! ¥

“ As s schoolboy, I objoet to injustice towards my class.
Votes for schoolboya, or there will be trouble. 1 scorn the
insinuation that schoolboya ara intcllectually infericr to grown-
upal ™

‘" ¥eaq, rather |

" Hurray 1"

* The Upper Fourth at this achool have formed a Eehnulhnk’?‘
Social mdll Political Union, with the object of sscuring the
extension of the Parlismentory franchisa to schoolboys. Grown.
ups have governed this country since England was a nation, o
period of considerably over a thousand yeara. You con all
g0 the mess they have made of thinga. School-children in the
poorer districts suffer from starvation and celd and things. 1
aak you, ladies and gentlomen, would this state of affairs long
m;:-nt.i?ua if achoolboye were represented in Parliament "

T n_. m 1 3

“And I frankly admit,’”” went on Templs, with superb cool-
neas, * that our object is pot mercly to securs votes, but to
pzeurs Asats in Parliement. The eountry will never be well
governed until an equal number of boya sit at Westminater with
the grown-ups to help make the lawa.™

The audienco simply velled. Ewven Miss Locke was leughing
now. Logit—of a sort—wans on Tomple's aside, and the wholo
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thing was very funny, at all events.  And most of the audionca
did not sce how Temple was to be satisfnctorily answered by the
anffragetio.

" "Moo long, too long,'"” said Temple cloquently, “ one hall of
the nation has groaned in scrvitude.  The childran form a good
half of the nation, and they are totelly unrepreacnted in Parlias
ment.  Think of it—half a notion deprived of votes in a country
that i3 supposed to be governcd on democratic principlea !
Gentlemen, the time has eomno to atrike.  We have waited for a
theusand years.  Can you wonder that wa are tired of waiting? ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Temple scemed to have made & note of Miss Locke’s sentonecs
&t tho debating 3ociety meeting, for ithe purpose of turning them

~againgt har.

* 1 am done,” said Temple. * But I muast say this—we wont
doeds, not words. Yes, gentlemen, deeds, not words, It s all
very well for the women to suy that when they have the vote
they will look after us.  We are quite able to look after ourselves.
Votes for schoolboya—or war ! No suffragette meeting within
the precinets of Greyiriars will be allowod to proceed until their
programme includes votea for achoolboys [V

** Hear, hegr 1 "

Then the banner, till then hidden, was raised and flaunted
by the Upper Fourth. Tt woa o hugo strip of red twill, fastened
om canes, and bore in huga wwhite letters

“Yores ror ScHooreovs!”

The whole hall rang with lsughter., Wingate shouted for
order, but he waa not even heard.

"* Deeds, not words !* yelled the Upner Fourth. ** Votea fo
gehoolbaya ] Hureal 1Y )

Harry Wharton aprang to his feet. He had been laughing
till the tears ran down his cheeks, but he remembered that he
was thers 88 a champion of law and order, snd Iair play for

suffrag: ttes,
“ Chnele them out | " he shouted.
* Order | ™
“ Hurrah ! Deeds, not words! Votes for schoolboyal™

“ Line up, Bomowve 11

* Chuck them out ! ™

And, lad by Harry Wharton, the Removites serambled over
the chaira at their old foes, apd a wild and whirling confiict was
goon raging.  ‘The banner was torn down and trampled on, and
the rivals scramblad and rolled hither and thither, wrestling
and pummelling and yelling. The din was terrific,

“ Chuck them out 1™

* YVotoa for achoolboya | ¥ .

“ Hurrah ! Deeds, not words! Votea for schoclboya ! ™

The satraggling crowd swayed towards the deor. Order, it
way utterly impossible to restors, Scata were overturned,
fellowna sprawled in every direction, snd dozens wers fighting
at once. The Remove pub their beef into it, and the Upper
Fourth went atrean:in tﬂ“l'&ugh the doorway.

And thon two or threa maaters and prefects came on the
aaene with cancs, and although order was not reatored, the
combatants were disporasd, snd at last tho pendemonium died,
AWEAT.

But the wreckers had succeaded in their object ; after the
terrific disturbance it was impossible to deliver the lecture,
eapacially ns most of the audience wera gone. Miss Locke had
ratired, and the lights were turned out in the Lecture Hall.
Wherton & Co. had played up like Britons and done their heat ;
but the wreckera ha.craum'nd. and for an hour or more-the Eggﬁl
Yourth celebrated their trium’]::h by parading the Glose or
the stara and yelling ** Votes for Bchoolboya 1™
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashweod finds to his
astonishmentthat be has been &J-mctlca!ly disinherited in

favour of his Uncle Dominic and Cousin leonard, He con-
dcguently enlists in the 25th Huszars, under the name of
Tom Howard, ond soon becomes & corporal, Unfortunantely
Tor Jack, howewver, his Cousin Leonard i3 attached to the
25th as second liewtenant, and, with the ald of & bullyin
ircoper named Sligo, succeeds in gerting Jack deprived o
his stripes. Domlnie Dashwood's death occurs just ns the
25th are salling for India. On their arrlval there, Leonard
tranefers into the Ploughshires, while Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, and becomes once more full corporal.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th receive orders 1o
mobilise for the front, Sligoe is bribed ky Dashwood to drug
Tom Howard one night while the young corporal is on
‘fic net dm:};' Tom falls asleep at his post and Is told that
n duc time he will be court-martlalied, One day Sligo has
a letter from his wife, deseribing how, while cleaning out
@ ccitain sct of offices in Lincoln's Inn Fields, she dis
covered a dusty documcnt under a safe, relating to Tom
HMoward’s affairs, and that Sergeant Hogan, a former
servant of Colonel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs. Sligo was
acguainted, had joylully affirmed that it established Jack
Dashwood's clalm 1o the Colonel’s estates, This letter Sligo
maliclously shows to Leonard Dashwood, who manages
to destroy it, toqether with one irom Sergeant Hogen to
Tom Howard. The latter forms one of a Fartr of wonnded
Wwhich is proceeding to the base hoapital, under the com-
siand. of iﬁmnrd aahwood. The party is attacked and
badly eut up. During the fight Dashwood attempts to
muraer Howard, but finds himself observed by Sligo. Bill
Sloggett’s susplolons are also aroused., On reaching cam
again, Sligo vislts Lientenant Dashwood ix bhis tent, an
demands L100 blackmail ' on secount,'’
(Now go on with the story.)

Dick ¥Yivian Has Suspicious.

Leonard Dashweod smiied sardonieally as he unbuttoned
.'h:s+ jacket, and felt for the money-belt that cncircled his
awaigt,

“I am going to give you five nounds now,” he said: * the
Teab you shall have when we gat down to the ploins again.™

Sligo’s hand closed on the moncy, and Leonard Dashwood
drew a guick sigh of relief. He was going to get out of it
cheaply, then, after all; but Slige's next words dispelled
that illusion.

“That won't do for me," he said, in & very businesslike
tone, that was not lost on tho licutenant. * There's such
things ps 10 U's, and you're goin' to give ma one now for
ninety-five quid. Think I trust you further than I can sep
you? Baesides, who knows whether you'rc coming cut alive?”

Leonard Dashwood registered o mental vow that Alf
Bligo's bones should whiten among those rocky valleys, and
Ehgo wterpreted the gleam in his eve.

“Yus, I know what you're thinkin' about: and if you puk
me through it, it'll be somethin® for the mis=sus and the kid.
Oh, the kid's dead, by the way! Well, it'll bo all the more
for tho missus. ‘1 O U ninety-five pounds,’ and my name
and yours to appear on the paper. I see Mr. Vivian coming
this way, eo 'wrry up.”

Leonard looked at him for o moment,

“*Very well,” he said, “ you shall hava it

And, tearing & leaf out of his notebook, he wrote some
words upon it in pencil, folded it across the middie, thrust
it into Bligo’s hand, and hustled him out of the tent

“ Clear off quickly," he whispered. It won't do for you
to be found here.” .

And Bligo saluted and marched off, dedzing round the
tent before Dick Vivian reached it
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Dick had some communication to make to his hrothsr
officor on regimental msotters, and stood in %he doorway of
the tent to deliver his messnge. Leonard had sat down on
o camp-stool, and listened to him haughiily ; but Dick was
suddenly, aware that his ayes dilated and his face grew green
a3 he looked past him and, furning round, Dick found Alf
Sligo at hiz elbow.

Alf Sligo was standing at attenticn, but as Diek looked
at him tha boy's shar e:};& intorcepted a very obvicus wink.

“* Hallo I ﬂiﬂught IJ}Jiﬂ Vivian; and as he had not con-
cluded the business on which he had come, there was o
momentary pause.
U I atbend to you presently,” said Leonard Dashwood,
in a curicus voice, at the same time drawing his handker-
chief from his sleeve and mopping his forehead.

“ All right, sir,"” said Sligo, with a familiarity in his tone
that made Dick open his eyes. It iz only dhat you forgot
to put my name on the paper, sir.”

Ha fg."ﬂ back a pace, but happening to hold the ineriminat-
ing document open in his hand, Dick Vivian conld net help
szeing the leiters “I0OU " upon it, and from the start ha
gave Leonard Dashwood knew he had seen,

Dashwood stretehed his arm out.

“Give it me!” he said, almoct sncbching it from 8lieo’s
fingers; and seribbling in the purposely emitted name, he
handed it back to him,

Bligo saluted with perfeet gravity, swang round on his
heel, and went his way,

“Reekon I had him there,”” he laughed to himse!f; and so
pleased was he with the success of his effroniecsy, that he
went along with his head in the air, and the little scrap of
puper held megligently bolween his finger and thumb. Fe
was dreaming dreams, was Alf Sligo.

In the meantime, Leonard Dashwood thought it impera-
tive that he should give some explanation te Vivian, for
Dick’s face hud grown suddenly cold, and he steod «timrq,
with an unlighted cigarette Letween his lips, staring atb his
old schoolfellow with undisguized astonishineut,

** That's the worst of doing a brute like that a d turn,’”
said Lieonard, foeling for his cizarcase. I was fool enouzh
0 give his wife some mopey before we loft Aldershob"—
Leonard fortunately remembered the existence of Mrs. Alf
Blige at that moment—"ana he's been on my track ever
sinee,”

Ha drew cut a cigar and bit the ead off, l{:ﬂl:iﬂ% up fur-
tiveiy to sec what sffect his words had on Master ivian.

* Ninetyfive pounds scems rather a lot of money to dis-
pense in charity, Dashweood," seid Diek, his lips curving in
a contemptucus curve.  You used not fo be so genorous.”

For a momeat he thought that Dashwood would have
sprung upon him, for his dark eves blazad, =nd he made a
convalsive forward movement that nearly brought the camp-
stool down with a erash.

“Look here, T say,” said Dick, *“we'll not have any of
that sort of iitinvg, lf you please. T couldn’t help secing
the IOU, you know, when that fellow held it under my
very neae. Of course, it's nob my business, but the whola
thing seems very strange. I'm just going over to sce how
poor old Juck is getting on.  Don't forget the adjutant wants
that return at once.’ .

And the next momeat Leonard Dashwood was staring out
of tha tent door, all the bustle and the hum of the camp
beyond it vory blurred and misty to his bleedshot eves.

* By thunder, I shali find myself in no end of a fix, unless
sametling happens!” he muttered.

A School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
By Frank Imhurda



How the Colonel of the Pioughshires Found Something.

Colonel Martin, commanding the Ploughshires, wae a little,
achive, wiry man, who loved his regiment more than any-
thing else in the world. It was well known that he was
writing s chistory, and whorever Uolonel Martin went a
bulky naotebook went with him, in which he was alwaye
jotting down fresh facts and figures, 1o be incorporated in
the great work.

About half an hour after Dick Vivian left Dashwood’s
tent, the colonel chanced to pass through the camp, in the
same direction that AIT 8ligo had tuken, a very large solar
Lelmet on his head, and his keen, grey eves dancing right
iq‘td. left and up and down in a restless manner peculiar to
1111,

It would have been surprising if he had not seen the leaf
of & notebook lying on the ground, and it would have been
more surprising if he had not stooped his stiff litele back
and picked it up.

No gpood Mohammedan ever passes a picce of paper in
the road without examining it, lest there should chance to ba
some words of the Koran writter upon it:; and Colonel
Martin was someathing like a.dgmd ohrammedan in that
respeat.  He had onee lighted upon a muster-roli of the
Ploughshires about to be cut up for pipe-lights at a little
fishing inn on the Hampshire Itchen, and the original
warrant for raising the regiment had come into his possession
in an equally unexpected manner. Ho, as a matter of long
habkit, when the colonel's eyes eaw the Little blue-lined frag-
ment nestling against the tent-peg, he etooped and picked it
ap, and serewed his glass in hus right eve. )

“tAlfred 8higo, TOT Pish! said the colonel. " What
rot 1s thist Halle! ‘Ninety-five pounds!” Wish somebody
owed me ninety-five pounds By gad, I could do with itl
What's this? *Leonard C. Dashwood '

The colonel came to a dead stop, read the paper over
again, frowned blackly, and, drawing out his notebook,
placed it carefully inside the front page. This was a scrap
of regimental information that he had never expected. And
the mext thing was te find out what it meant, and who
Alfred Bligo mught be.

He continued his walk thoughtfully, still frowning, and
found himself among the horsez of the 25th Hussars, which
Colonel Greville was inspecting at that moment.

“ Ah, how are wvou, Martin?' suid the cavalry colonel.
“ Come to have a look at my nags?’ ,

“Well, it was not my intention,” said the chief of the
Ploughshires. * But they ara always worth looking at!”

Colonel Greville passed the unintentional flattery without
noticing it, for he had just seen something that had attracted
his stlention and roused his ire.

“ Bergeant-major,”  he said, very sternly 1o that
Functionary, '* who does this mare belong ta? We're within
half an inch of & sore back there, wt's nothing but

abominable neglect.” i . 1
“ Sergennt Clavering,”’ said Middleton, looking at the
“Rut he's

mare’s hoofs, ** whoso is B 3277 _

* Trooper Bligo’s, sir,” eaid Jim Clavering. ]
only just rejoined from hospital. She has been ridden by
Trooper Slige.”

The colonel of the 25th ordered Trooper Blige to be in-
stantly produced, for a sore beck was an dinexcusable offence
in his eyes; and that he should have discovered it in the
presence of the infantry colonel, added fuel to his annoy-

HILCE,

“Who did you say that horse belonged to, Greville?” said
(Colonel Martin gasping. ‘

“ A man named Sligo—Alfred Slige,” returned the colonel
t-e:]til —1." a bad soldier whom I should be very glad fo be
rid of I'

“ Thanks, I've no vacancies,” smiled Colonel Martin
grimly. Then, dropping his veice: " You've already loaded
one waster on to me,”

There was somiething in his voice that made Colonel
Greville look at him. _

** Meaning youn Dashwood, I suppose?”’

i FMCiMIi('; satcl the chief of the Floughshires, drawing
out his pocket-book. *'Can you tell me what possible con-
nection Dashwood can have with one of your troopers? The
name of Slige iz uncemmon. The Christian namnes are the
smine. And Dashwosd was formerly in your regiment.”

“What on carth are you driving at?" said Colonel
Greville, considerabl m{;;shﬁ-:d. ]

And the chief of the Ploughshires handed him the I O U
without replying. _

Colonel Greville read it as Colonel Martin had done, and
ke also frowned.

“Well P said Colonel Martin, after & long pause, durin
which the cavalry man gnawad at his moustache, and stare
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at the leaf of the notcbook with a far-away look in his eyes,
as though he were looking through and far beyond.

“By gad, Martin, it's very far from well!?’ he said
suddenly. * There’s a great deal beyond this. Would you
have any objection to my keo it’lﬁ it for a little while?”

" Not the least in the world. But what do you mean? Is
it something that you can tell me, or would you rather kecp
it to yoursell[?"

“It's gomething that you cught to know—something of
great importance. It seems to me that Ive got the clue
thie paper to a mystery that I deepaired of solving. Will
iﬂu come to my tent and have & peg? I have almost finished

ere.’

And, careful horse-master as he was, I am compelled fof
admit that the remainder of Colonel Greville’s inspection
on that occasion was of & very brief and hurried nature.

What accurred in the colonel’s tent I know not; but the
sergeant-major was sent for, and later, Jim Claveriog, and
the two colonels and the non-commissioned officers held
lengthy conclave for a considerable time, with results that
were to bode ill for two of the characters in this narrative.

While Colonel Greville was still intervogating the two nons
coms., one of the aforesaid characters blundered uncere-
moniously inte the tent of the other, . .

“ Mr. Dashwood,” exclaimed Alf Sligo, his face beiraying
&lnlnfcﬂt terror, *“I've lost that I O U, and I can't find it no-
wheres " iy

Leonard Dashwood had just finished the report, for which
the adjutant was then w&if-iﬂﬁt and leoked up, pen
hand, as Alf 8ligo blurted out this alarming intelligence.

“ You scoundrel 1 he exclaimed. ** You've done 1t now!

“Yus, I know,” stemmered Slige, whose craven soul was
trembling within him. ~But I can’t help it, Mr. Dashwood.
I don't know *ow it -"aippaned, 1 got back to our lines, and
the paper was gone. 1've been through all my pochets, and
walked back thu same way I went, but it's gone, and there's
an end of it , ;

* That's where yon make the mistake,” said Leonard
drily. “If that falls into the hands of anybody who knows
onr two names, and can pub two and two together, both you
and I will find that it's only just the beginning. Anyway,
you'll lose your money, don’t forget that. It's no good you
coming here and trying to bluster the thing over my Z
What we've got to do now is to get out of the trouble tha
best way we can. It's no gm:nfi mincing matters, I'll bo
perfectly straight with youl”

“ ¥ will do anything I can if you'll only tell me what to
do, =ir,” said Sligo, thoroughly cowed, and almest on the

Leonard leaned his elbows on the little camp table, and
ed his fare with his hands, It served a double purpase,

mmr » L] -
for it hid the expression that came into his fece from
in  mortal terror, and Leonard

furtive eyes of his confederate.

Sligo was evidently LT i
intended that he shounld remain in that very desirable con-
dition, and not get the whip-hand any more. S

“You see,”’ he said, looking up suddenly, “if it comes
out, wo sre both ruined. But it'll be worse for you than
it will for me. I can clear. But directly that saddle-cuttin
is brought.home to you, a3 it most cerlainly would be, o
you go to chink, my boy. Held on; I've not finished. Shub
that ugly mouth of yours—you've opened it itoo wide
already. If you go to chink and I do a guy, 1t will be
becausa the whole thing has come out, while you haven’t aa
much hold over me as would cover a ﬂ'nre-apqnn:f bit."

Laonard was rubbing it in strong, knowing that all the
time, to & certain extent, he was talking through his hat.
But it scemed to him that the first thing to do was to
regtors this troublesome beast to a proper condition of sub-
jection, and the first possible moment to return to England
and endeavour to recover possession, by fair means or foul,
of the document that wonld rob him of his ill-gotten gaina.
He had already decided in his mind to go mck, and get
sent down to hospital. After that it would not be difficult
to be mvalided hame. Tut in the meantime he could taoke
a preliminary step towards securing the telldale document;
zmg the man before him was the man for the job. :

“You will have to write to your wife, Slige,” said
Leonard Dashwood. “The 10U may be found, it rmn{
not., Wo shall have to chance our luck for the present.
will dictate a letter for you. I suppose you can write I

“Yyus, I can write,” said B8lige, verr- submiszsive, and
eager to grasp any way out of the difficulty

“ Well, every man has his price, and every woman, too,
and I don't suppose Mrs. Alfred Sligo ia any exception o
the rule. I shall give you a banker's draft for fifty pounds,
which you shall send to her. If she can get hold of that
paper from Hogan's hands it will be werth a_ thousand
pounds to youw. Remember that.  Anyway, its worth
teying.™

A School Tale of Harey Wharton & Co.
By Frank Righards
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“¥ou are & sharp one, Mr. Dashwood, you are"” said
EI!Fn, atmiration in his volee.
I should have been sharper if I had left you alone,” said
Leonard bitterly, * But it's no good crying over spilt milk.
me to e again, or—no, better not, ’i will write the
lottar mysolf, and you can add a few words at my dicta-
tion. I'm not going to trust you any more with my hand-
writing. Now, push off, until T give you the wink®
. And Leonard buckled on his sword, preparatory to hand.
g in his report to the adjutant, and gliga returned to his

own lines, pondering deeply over the future, and what the
future might bring forth.

Trooper Al Sligo Hears Things.

““Tho whole thing is inoxplicable to me,"” spid the colonel
of the Plougshires. *1°ll ha hanged if I can make head
or tail of it. What'carthly connection ean there be betwesn
one of my officers and this trooper of yours, whose character,
Bocording to the evidence of his own sergeant, could hardly

» worse? Dashwood 13 the only one of my young men
with whom I am mot in personal touch. But I'H have it
out with him before I'm a day older! And, what's
more, I'll have him out of the regiment, ton! He's Very
unpopular, and gets on with nobedy; although he’s pretty
keen on his work,”

The colonel of the 85th puffed meditatively at his cheroot
befora he spoke.

* Look here, Martin,” he said, at last, ® if you will oblige
ma as & personal friend you will say nothing to Dashwood
wl;:ft;,a;nr." 5

on’'t undarstand vou!" cried the Plo 1 :

* No, and the worst gf it ia T can’t E:Lplaliglgstitr?ﬁggiﬂ I:lgl:a!t
yeb. I h_aiapaned to come into possession of a secret con-
nected with }aru::ther man; a strange page of family history,
which I con’t botray to you without betraying my trust, I
am pretty confident that thia IO U has s grest deal to do
with it, and it may be only 2 matter of 5 few hours befors
] dmcmft-?r ttha whole :I}lm . Will you hold your handf, and
aave it to me unti i
kB gt give you the result of my

“ Certainty, if %gu wish it, Groville"

But, although Colonel Greville spoke with en zir of con.

ence, as soon as the colomal of the Ploughshires had laft
the shelter—really, a ground-sheet, supported on four aticks
with & miscellaneous litter of camp-furniture beneath it
mgﬂz Ehua!ﬁ!uia:r prli::fean?i!l t:::i ?FPII-‘:B linw:u,rjér of a tent—his face

; realised the di Ingi rthi
hc;mla to ::he- man he suspected SRl oLbexbiee suritoig
“It's the most difficult problem I've ever had to f i
my life,” he said to himself. * Here's a baronet masqﬁgga:ﬂrt
qng as & corporal in his father's old vegiment, and one of
tha best youngsters I've evar had under my command. On

the other hand, there's his cousin, who, b
— probably  foul—has ? » U¥ 30me means or

vome into the money. That

-

Dick sprang up, and blushed violently as the celonel’s
shadow fell across him.

“Don't incommode yourself, Mr. ?ivfans” said the
colonel, returning Dick's salute. “How's the leg,
Howard "'

f Much better, sir. I think I shall be able to ride in &
couple of days.”

“Hum " said the eolonal dubiously. ““We will see what
tho doctor says to that. I hope you aere right. We are
fmniﬁ to advance directly, and you will be sorry to lose the
LTy

“ Vory sorry, sir,” said Tom, as Dick cdged clumesily
awWay.

" Don't go, Mr. Vivian,” said the colonel, glancing at
the shelters to the right and left. * You are aware that I
know who our friend here is. I want to ask you a question
or two, corperal, about this outpost business, when you wers
carried off. You have a man named 3ligo in vour troop.
Huave you any reason fo connect him with it any way‘i
There's a rumour in tho regiment that you were drugged."

Tom esught his breath.

“I am p&rf&cﬂ;{ certain, sir,
to sleap ifF I hadn't been.”

The corner of the blanket of the next tent moved a little,
and Sligo, who had lain as still as a mouse, thrust his ear
forward, and over his face there spread a sickly hue. [He
knew that he was going to hear things, and trembled
violently.

At the colonel's instigation, Tom recounted every incident

the night in gquestion, and the result of Sergeant
Clavering's interview with the medicel officer.

“I don't think there’'s a doubt but that you were the
victim of foul play, Howard,” said the colonel grarvely,
““and very strong suspicion rests, in my mind, on this
man Sligo. ls there any bad blood botween you? Was he
trying to work off old scores, do you think?"

“* He's & bad soldier, sir, and I've had to,be down on him
B ﬁuﬂrﬂ deal, but nothing to fuﬂtifj' such a thing as that,”
8al d'l‘crm, hesitating to reveal what was in the back of his
mmtcl. '

“ Did you ever notice any connection between Sligo and
Mr. Dashwood?”

Tom had not done so. If the colonel had been guestionin
Bill Bloggatt it would have been different; but %{)neat Bi
had kept his own ideas to himself, and Tom did not know
what he had seen.

“TIt's getting pretty "obt!” thought Sligo, thrusting his
head further forward, but keeping well concealed behind
the blanket, "I wonder what Mr. Leonard would say if '¢
knew what I'm listening to?"

And then an idea occurred to the sneaking hound.

A climax was approaching. It was evident from  the
colonel’s guestions that he suspected Leonard Dagh-
wood of complicity, end 8l

I should pnever have pone

affair at Port Said was most
Busplcious, and then— By

“BRITAIN INVADED 1” i nt"ebdtay,

—

(s
b t k - i
A Wae Btory in egan to turn over in ii?;?

mind what he had better
When Hogan wrote again—

Jove, I've got it!" And the
colonel smote the knee of his

— 2nd he knew he would—there

: . would be & crash, and, far
h{lmg-hrm:lc]ms‘ with & from  Leonard  Dashwood
wmighty smite. “‘ That saddle-. proving & gold-ming in the
butting  at  Aldershot future, he would turn out to
wocurred in ‘B’ Bquadron, nothing but an empty
wnd thiz fellow Bligo was the * pocket.”” Even with the
man who did it

Lecnard
Dashwood was the instigator
of the whole business, and
Bligo i3 blackmailing him,
But how tho dickens am I
gcmﬁwm prove 1t! I wonder
whether my baronet-corporal
can throw any light on the
matber i

In an improvissd shelter,
not unlike Colonsl Greville's
own, made of blankets and
ground-sheeta strung over a
?ickﬂtrm o, the  ecolonel
ound - Tom Howard, his
wounded limb  stretched
wraight out in front of him,
and Dick Vivian sitting on
& kithag at hiz eide, q:[']:i.t"l
was one of a long tow of
sinvilar  shelters,  closely
_lgqch&d together ; and Alf
ligo, whose hut was next to
Tom's, had orawled in a little
before to ruminate over the
position of affairs.

The Edltor, * MAGNET"™ Library,
3.29, Bouverla Street, Fleet Street,
London,will be glad to bear from yeu,

sword of Damocles hangin
aver his head, Slige scen

something to his own advan-
tage.

“BILLY BUNTER'S
YENGEANCE.”
At last the worm turns, and Billy,
4 the fat and persecuted one, deter-
=4 mines to get his own back. In more
senses than one Billy's wprising
comes as a shock and surprise to the
Greyfriars Juniors.
e "L

Howard had proved himself
& very generous, open-handead
fellow since he joined, and
if  he—Alf Bligo—were to
place in his posszession sll the
facts of the case, ho fell
Iﬂ-wundenng how much

Howard would give him. It
would mean terrible expo-
sura, and possibly he would

itmprisoned. But money
was the thing he longed for,
and if there was money wait-
ing for him when he came
§ out, he could snap his fingers
at evoerybody concerned, and
rise to the height of his
ambition, which was to keep
& beerhouss in Hoxton.

{Another Long Inxtaiment next
Tuesday.)
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