





NEXT
WEEK :

“STONEY BROKE!” "™t pupis o cu House.

chg e B e

g S s T
L L | B S A

Rk S LU
' [P b e
[ ll r y ] ; 3 |. l..: :.- - 1 i

E : LJ F‘ - L H » i 2
1 = v

i . G ] ' o

Iﬁvery T u esd aﬂ

A Complete Story-Book,
attractive to all Readers.

s e 2
" .r'_'”,_._."*.,'i = _* i o : -t
One Half] peht'?:]

The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a frlend.
YV Y P P Y Y Y Y Y P P Y Y Py Y P r P ey VY P P P r Yy Y Y Y Y P Y Y Y Y P Y ovrvryyryey

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hidden Foes.

“WHAT the dickens is that, T wonder ™

1t was Harry Wharton, of the Greyfriars Remove,

who asked the question, as he looked round him

with a puzzled expression. It was a half-holiday

at Greyfriars, and the chums of the Remove were epending

it in Friardale Wood., After a long ramble down thg banks

of the Sark, they had H{Jgped ‘to rest under the treds, and

then a bag was opened and a substantial lunch produced, to
which the hungry juniors were doing full justice,

All the fraternity of No. 1 Study were there—Harry Whar
ton. the eaptain of the Remove, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent,
and Flurres Jamsot Ram Singh. the Nabob of Bhanipur,
Last but not least was Billy Bunter, who was busily engaged
upon one of Mra, Mimble's largest pork-pies, with a grin of
great enjoyment upon his shiny faf faco. ;

Bob Cherry was opening a tin of condensed milk, holding
it batween his knees as he sat in the grass, and jabbing at it
with a pocket-knife. having carelessly left the tin-opener at
Greyfriars in the study. Bob, to judge by the perspiration
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on his brow, and the way he gasped for breath. was finding
his task a tryving one. Nugent locked on, and offered l:im
advice, which was received with no acknowledgment but an
ungracious grunt or two. i :

arry Wharton laid down his sandwich, and looked mung
him. Round the juniors the trees were thick. with ferna an
bushes prowing between, and it was impossible to seo far inte
the wood in any direction. ; ;

“What is it, I wonder?” said Harry again., * Did you
hear it?”

- Bob Cherry looked up!;,e glad of a rost. .

“ What is which?®"” paked. “I didn't hear wnything
axcept INugent talking like an ass! Nothing new in that. of
course !

“T was only suggesting that vou should fry the shork
blade,” said Nugent mildly. “It'a stronger than the long
one: and the way vou are jabbing, you kwow———""

“(h, rats!”

“ There's somebody hanging round the place,” said Whar-
ton. ““Three or four times I've heard a rustle in the
thickets. Blessad if T know what anybody should want o
come nosing about for I
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“3omae of the Upper Fourth fellows, perhaps, out for a
lack 1™

“Mora likely some of the wvillage kids,” said Nugent.
“ Hallo, there! ‘Who are you, and what do you want?
Show yourselves !’

There was no reply.

The curious rustling that had aswakened Wharton's atten-
Lo Eqﬂ,ﬂ}q. and no Hﬂ}llld cane from the deap woods anve
the twittexing of the birda. i

“* Must have been mistaken,” said Nugent,

Hatry Wharton shook his head.

“I wasn't! I heard it distinctly enough. But I dare say
they've cleared off, wheever they werc.”

‘"I say, you fallows—"

‘" Blossed if T can get this open!” said Bob Cherry.
just jab a hole in the lid, an

here! Ok ™

Snap !

* I told you—""' began Nugent.

_ " Oh, ring off ! Isn't it bad encugh to break the best blade
in my pocket-knife without haviog a silly ass say he told me
801" exclaimed Bob Cherry, very much aggeavated. "Il
try the other blade !

“Well, I said from the start that——-""

“ Br-r-t-r-r 1"’

Bob Cherry succecded in jabbing a hole in the tep of the
tin of milk, and by denting in the side he indpced the
aticky ]iquici ta run out, It ran info tin muogs, to which
water was added to form a pleasant drink. Bob Cherry
shut up what was left of his pocket-knife with an air of
satisfaction. )

**1 knew I should de it in the long run,’” he remarked.

“*¥es; but if you had used the short blade hirst, you-—-"

“Look h vou want gome of this condensed nulk

() I!-'Il

we can squeeze the milk out.

ere !
down the back of your neck?’ demanded Bob Cherry
warmly.. ' If vou don't, you'd better ring off 1"
“1 only mesnt——""
“*Never mind” what you meant. Don’t keep on like a
iddy gramophone. Hand over some of those sandwiches,
urréo Singh Jampot, unless you want to scoff them all !”
The Nabob of Bhanipur smiled his gentle smile,
“*The scoff-fulness is nil, as far as my honourahle self is
concerned,” he remarked. 1 eatfully consume only the
excellent and worihy bananas."

“You're welcome to them. After two hours out, I'm ready
for somathing solid,” said Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, halio, hallo! Is that wou, Bunter? Fanc
Bunter stopping to spenk when he's got grub before him 1™
exclaimed Bob Cherry, in astonishment.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—-="

" Wire in, Bunty, while vou've got & chance! I'm goi
to start on the pork-pies as soon as I've finished with the
sandwiches."”

. a 15&}'. vou fellows, I believe I can hear somebody in the
woodd I

“Ho can L said Harry. “I was not mistaken; and
they're still there.”

““Tt. may ba a raid,” said Bunter anxiously. *That's
what's bothering me. The villape kids of Friardale might

collar our grub if they had a chance. Thon there's thoso
fishermen kids at Fegp. We're at war with the Boy Scouts
there, and they——"

Boh Cherry uttered an exelamation s

“ By Jove, I never thought of them ! Now T come to think
of it, they have & half-holiday the same day a3 we do, and
they come into the woods for practice, OFf course it's those
kids playing at scouts we can hear.”

“I say, you fellows, hadn't vou betier look out? Tt would
be no iCI-II.‘E if thﬂ:r' raided the gruh," satd Bunter |u:r1'r_ms];_,'.

“¥You can go and lock out, Billy,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing, ** Go and scout in the wood, and bring in all you
can find.”

“Oh, really, Wharion—"

““Oh, let 'em scout!” said Nugent carelessly. “* They
won't troublo us. Hand over the condensed milk, Bob! Not
on my trousers, ass !’

But Harry Wharton was looking serious. He had started
B corps of naval cadets in tho Remove at Greyfriars, and
they had come fo warfare—~in a good-natured sort of way—
with the Boy Scouts of Pegp. e listened now, and the
rustling in the thickets gave him the idea that the camp
was being surrounded. It was quite possible that the Boy
Beouts, out for training in the weod, had ecome upon tho
Greyfriars party, and meant to make them involuntarily aid
16 the tramning.

f six or seven sturdy young fishermen rushed the camp
while the Removites were picnicking, the latter certainly
wouldn’t have any chance against them,

Wharton rose to his foot.

* Here, look-out, you chape ' he said. “It may be a jape
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they'ro going to spring on us, We don't want to be caught
napping.” o

= hi[ﬁm-hc}!” exclaimed DBob Cherry, springing up.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! If you kids are looking for trouble,
come out and show yourselvas!" . .

But there was no reply. There had been a faint_rustling
in the woeod, but this ceased instantly when Bob called out,

Wharton knitted his brows. .

“ That shows that we're their object,” he said. * They're
out for training, and thei;'re going to use our camp here a3
the ohjective of an attack.”

1 say, you fellows—-"" .

“Well, I’ll jolly eoon rout ‘em out!"” exelaimed Bob
Chorry. * Just you wait a minuate !

And Bob dashed inte the thickets.
They heard a muffled shout, and that was all,
for Bob Cherry to return, but he did not come,

Nug&nt gave a Jow whistle,

“Phew! Where is he?”

*“Bob I shouted Harey., “ Bob ™ ’

But no answer came back but the echo of Wharion’s voica,
Bob Cherry was gone. Where was he—in the handa of the
hidden cnemy ?

“ By Jove I'"" muttered Wharton. * Bob hasn’t routed them
put: they've collared him instead! We ean't leave him in
their hands! Come on, ]\'uu chaps ! : )

“ Here, I gay, you fellows "’ oxeclaimed Billy Bunter, in
alarm. *““Don't you leave me here alone, you know! Sup-
pose they come—-"

' Come with us, then !’

“"What nbout the grub?”

“ Blow the grub!™

“ Oh, really, Wharton—-"

Y Come on !’ said Wharton guictly,

With Hurres Singh and Nugent, he rushed
thickets where Bob Cherry had disappeared.

Billy Bunter gave an uneasy look round, but he could not
make up his mind to leave the E;}:(rf{a ies. HMrE Wharton
Nugent, and Hurree Singh searched through the bushes, pu-rt
shoutoed to Bob Cherry. But no reply eame to their shouting,
and they could not sce o sign of Bob, nor of the cnemy.

The skill with which the unknown foes bad taken cover,
and captured and silonced Bob, was a pretty plain proof that
they belonged to the Bor Beouts of e;.;tie;—thﬂ patrol eap-
tained by "Frumper, the fisherman's son. The Greyiriars lada
were on their mettle, and they would have welcomed an
attack ; but it was not made. For ten minutes they hunted
thzough the wood round the camp—in vain. Then, dis
appointed and a little angry, they returned to the spot where
1'.]!1.53 had laft Bunter. Eut there a fresh surprise awaitoed
them,

The pork-pies and the sandwiches, the lemonade and the
tin mugs and the milk—all were there untouched, but Billy
Bunter had disappeared.

ITis chums waited.
They wailted

into tha

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Scouting Contest.
ARRY WHARTON locked round him, and whistled.
Billy Bunter was gone—the glade was deserfed.
“My hat! This is getting ratheg thick!” Nugent
remarked. It must be the Boy Scouts playing a Littla
jape on us. There must have been a struggle before they
got I_?l.:'rnter away from the pork-pie, vet we naver heard a
sounl.
“ The strugglefuluess must have been terrific I
Wharton's brows knitted a little. _
“Hang it!” he said. **We shall have to go for them;
thev're laughing up their sleeves at us all the time! Let's
have ancther ook [
“Right yon are!™
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They hunted through the trees for Bunter and Bob Cherry.
But there was no zivn of them to be seen. Alter another
five minutes of it, the juniors separated, and hallooced to
cach other as thoy pursued the seargh in different directions.

But all at once Nugent ceased to answer to the halloos,

o Hallo, there ! called out Harey, stopping. “ Inky!”

Hallo, my worthy chum!™ came back the voice of the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“ Hallo, Nugent ! Frank "

But there was no answer,

Wharten and the nabob calied to one another again, bud
Nugent could no longer be heard. It was evident that he
was in the hands of the enemy. ¥et not a sign had heen
seen of the fee. They were doing their work well

“1ang it!" multered Wharton, half-laughing and half-
exasperated. * Where are you, Inky?! We'd better stick
together,”

" Here 1 am, my worthy chum.”

The voice came through a mass of bLrambies. Wharton
plunged through to join hi: Indian chum, but on the other
side there was no sign of Hurree Singh. Wharton called
to him in vain; ihe nabob's voice did not reply.
hall;lélarrm Singh, like the others, had fallen into the enemy’s

There was no doubt about it, and Harry Wharton cast
uneasy glances round, expecting every moment to see one of
the mysterious assailants.

IIe was the last left of the party, but he did not mean the
I’eg% fellows to take him by surprisse, As he stood near
the brambles, there was a rustle, and a hand gripped his
shoulder ; but Wharton's left flashed out, and a Boy Scout
rolled en his back in the bush.

Wharton sprang away.

“Try it apain !’ he exclaimed,

“Ow! murmured Dicky Brown, as he sat
brambles and pressed his hond to his nose. ' Ow !

Wharton was on his guard. A sturdy fellow stepped out
of the trees and confronted him—a lad of about 1I|.$ warton’s
own age, with a tanned face and a pair of marry, dark eyes
—whon Harry knew at once. It was Trumper, the scout-
leader of Pegg. Heo was ¢lad in the garb of a Boy Scout,
with his sinewy [ega showing under ’rfa short trousers, and
3 “:ldﬁ ha' on the back of his head, a stout stick in his

AT,

tle grinned at the Bemovite of Groyiriars.

I suppose vou guessed it was us?" he remarcked.

“¥ei, Where are my friends?”

“Haz, ha, ha''

“Oh, don't cackle!" zaid Harry.
you haven't captured me yet."”

“That's soon done.” Trumper imitated the cry of the
curlew, tho signal of the Boy Scouts of Pegg, and thres or
dour sturdy youths in scout costume appeared from the
wood, and surrounded Wharton—at a respectful distanes,
however. " Now, then, you had better surrender at
dizcretion.”

** Rats '™

“Cowe,” said Trumper
helf a dozzn of us!

“ More rats!™

“Weo'll jolly well rush you if vou don't!™

Y Rush, then!"”

Harry Wharton placed hix back against 2 tree, so that
he -::-:ru,ljd not be attacked from bﬁh[u&', and faced the scouts
with his fistsa up, and his ¢yes gleaming bohind them. e
was standing up fer the honour of the Groyiriars Remove,
and he did not mean 1o surrender. ‘The scouts collected
upon .the spot till there were six stalwart lads ready to back
up Trumper. Ihcky Brown was mopping his nose with a
handkerchief, but the others were all ready for warfaprs
Trumper glanced over his patrol with an eye of pride.

“Now, then, ¢ollar him,” he said. **We don't want to
hurt you, Wharton, but we've got to collar you, you see.
We're out for training. We cama on your tracks in the
wood, and trailed you down and surroundod your laager—I
mean your camp-—and then we settled o capture you all,
it’'s a firat-rate training, vou konow, and you are a party of
German spies for the time being. You must admit thai we
managed it all pretiv neatly ; and you'd have been laid by
the lfi:-*;:{s like the rest, if Dicky Brown hadu't bungled, g3
usual.”

“Oh, hold on,” aaid Dicky Brown wrathfully, “He
dotted me on the boko”

“You ought to have shoved him on the ground.™

““ But he dotted me on the boko.”

*“ Never mind vour boko. You were an ass.”
“He dotted me-—-""

in the

“¥ou've done us, but

H[Her impafi-:*nt]ar, “vou ¢an't fight
Give 1n while you've got the chanee”

“Bhut up when your patrolleadec’s talking. Now,
Wharten—""
*“0Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Lollar him!"" shouted Trumper.

And he led the rush at Wharton. But though the odds
wore on their side, the scouts did not have it all their own
.iraf!":. Eﬁ}u&y had to deal with the best athlete in the lower
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Formas at Greylriars, and tho finest boxer in the Hemove,
who prided themselves upon being a fighting Form,

Wharton never faltered for a second. Ie hit out, and
every blow was plented with an accuracy that Mr. Bullivan
or Tom Bayers might have envied. Trumpec rolled over on
his back on the grass, without having a very clear idea how
he got there. Spriggs fell scross him, and bumped out
what liitle breath was left in him. Dicky Brown received
& fresh “ dot* on precisely the same spot, and sat down with
& suddenness that jarred overy bone in his body.

Then Wharton's fists made play like lightning, and for
aome moments the rest of the scouts were kept at bay. As
s matter of fact, strong and plucky as they were, they knew
little of boxing, and Wharton's skill was worth the strongth
of three or four. It waz admirabie to see the way the
single lad beld them at bay, giving far more hard knocks
than he received, A fourth scout rolled on the grass, ana
then Harry was in the grasp of hig as-ailants.

Even then he gave them a tussle, and when ho went down,
he dragged two foes with him. But the scouata wero piling
on him now, and with three of them sitting upon his chest,
the Greylriars iad had to admit himseli beaten.

Trumper staggered to his feet, gasping for breath. It
was & full minute before he cowdd speak. There waa a
strealt of crimson Tunning from his mose, bub there was
nothing like malice in his honest, sunburnt face. FHo
evidently admired the way Ilarry had given an zecount of
himself,

“ Go easy, kids!" hoe exclaimed. He's
a plucked "an!™ ] .

“ You—you've pot me!" gasped Harry, hall-laughing, and
wholly breathless.

“Yes, it locks like it
at firat.” i _—

“The Gr{q'f rinra Reomove never gives in.
k‘:{q‘nﬁe!!, we've gob you. Serve him the same 28 the others,

1ds.

Diicky Brown looped a handkerchicf round Wharton's
wrists, and tied it, then did the sume with his anlkles
T'hen the scouts rose breathlessly, leaving him sitting in the
grass against a tree-trunk.

* Bring the othora here’” _

Some of the scouts went into the wood, and from their

laces of concealment annd the brambles the captured
juniors wore brought. They were all bound, and each had
a handkevchief rammed into his mouth for a gag. These
were now taken out, as the need for silencing them wa3
past, and, having Tegained the power of speech, they began
to make remarks. Bob Cherry's remarks were especially
emphatic; but Nusout was a good second, and even the
Nabob of Dhanipur was expressive.  But the scouts of P{'gg
took it all good-humourediy. They were the victers, an
the laugh was on their side.

“ Tust you wait till we pet loose, that's all,” Bob Cherry
finished up. ) ) )

“You won't get loose tn a hurey., then™  grinned

“PDon't hurt himn,

You might as well have given in

Trumper, ' We sha'n't set you free till you give your
parole for the day.” :
“Bosh! Rals! We wonr't !

“Hold on!” said Tlarry Wharton, laughing. " Don’t
forget that we're going to see Marjorie & Co. this after
noon, Bob. We can’t stay here much longer.”

“ Well, I don't waul to male terms with that worm—-

“Oh, rats!" said Trumper, loughing, ™ You're licked!
Don't bear malioe!” : .

“ Who's bearing malice? I could lick vou hollow if T had
a chance! B.r.r-r! Why, I could scout you chaps off the
face of the earth 1"

“ Cheose it said Wharton,  We're done, though wa
really hadn't a chance! We'll make it pax for the day,
Trumyper 1"

“The paxfulness is terrific.”

“Yes, rather!” grouned Billy Bunter. " Who knows
what may be happ&ning to our grub all thiz time?™

“* Ha, ha, ha!' ) .

“We'll make 1t pax, then, as you ecall it" said Trumper,
“ Lot them Joose.™ -

The Greyiriars juniors, lﬂﬂkir‘hlg very red and rumpled,
Tose to their feet. They dusted themselves down rather
sheepishly, but Billy Bunter did not stop for that, He
glided away at onct 1n the direction of the glade, where the
pork-pies wore awaiting him. He was anxious about tho
porck-pies, ;

The (ireviriars juniora had ziven their parole, ofherwize
there would certainly have been a serimmage upon the spot.

But Harry Wharton, though he was nol exactly pleassd
with the result of the encounter with the Pegg scouts, was
not one to bear anything like mralice,

“You chaps must be hungry if you've had an uftemgun

“STONEY BROKE!” A &oadulssubhs o in douse
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out,” ho remarked. " We've got some girub yonder, Will
you join ps--as far as it goes?
“We will,

" Well, that's decent of you,” said Trumper,
rather **

Billy Bunter looked rather dismayed as seven hungry
Fﬂun?_ﬂﬂqm sat down fo the interrupted feast with the
Greyiviars juniors. But a warning glance from Bob Cherry
stopped the ubjections that rose to his lips. He comfortdd
himself by wiring into the pork-pies at cxpress speed.

The Boy Scouts were hungry, and so were the juniors;
but there were plenty of sandwiches. I3ub the late en-
counter was not forgotten. They were friendly enough, but
they wera rivals.

“You vollege kids should start some scout patrols,” said

Trumper. " Ws wouldn't mind giving you some points for
& start.”

Bob Cherry sniffed.

“I rather think we could give you somie points, without
starting & patrol,” he said.

" The ratherfulness is terrific,”

' Ye: it looked like it, didn't it, when we tackled you,”
grinned Trumper.

"' Oh, rats! Wo were taken by surprise.”
= ' Boy Bcouts are never taken by surprise,” said Trumper.

Qur motto is :‘Ba_prgpﬂ.!'ﬂ{l!' And we live up to it.”

Yoz, rather,” said Spriggs. ' Of course, you chaps can't
expect to do anything n the scout line,
soit, you kpow.” ]

‘If we hadn't imade it pax, I'd jolly well show you,” said

huﬂltﬂrr'y wrathfully, “ We'd ascout against you any

2Y,
“"Would yon!" cxclaimed Trumper instantly. '“We take
you on, then!"

"Well, I meap-—-——"'

“Come on, I tale you at your word! We want samebod
to scout against. It makes the practice more realistic. If
gg:: re as good a3 your word, we'll geét up a contest with

" We're ready,” said Whartgn immediately.

“Good! New, this 1s the idea,” said Trumper. * Suppose
Fou try to send a man thrﬂufh our lines, anfewe’vﬁ got to
apot Jum, and capture him.  I's like sending a man through
the enemy's lines in war-time, you know. Wa fix on a
certain locality, and leep guard there, and you've pot to
got a man through, What do you think of the idea?’’

“Jolly geod.”

“Then we'll fix it. You can adopt any disguize yon like—
any trick—and get a man through to a certain point. If
he ﬂgel:ﬂ through, you've won, 1f we stop him, you're beaten,
and vou sing small.”

“We'll take it on,” said Wharton.
way. When shall if be?”

“ Next hali-holiday.”

i Rliht. Now for the place?”’

' Take this wood,” said Tromper. “It's big enourh to

ive you a chance. You've got to send a chap from Grey-
riars, to get through the wood down to the shore, and we'll
hold th?__wnml. Its giving you every chance. What do
you say !’

EL ]ﬂ_"’ﬂ ﬂmPLH

'EI:rulm er rose to hia feet, ’grinning

Right you are, then. Tt's settled. Any details can be
arranged by letter. Thanks for the feed-—it was ripping.
GGet & move on, kids.”

And the Boy Scouts marched off into the wood; and the

Greyfriars juniors, having packed the remnant of the feed

in Bunter's bag, strolled away in the westering sun towards
Chff Hou:e.

You're too—weil,

"It will be fun, any-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tea at Cliff House,

ARRY WHARTON was locking very thoughtful. He
and his chums had accepted the challenge of the Boy
Scouta, but they had no wvery clear i as to how
they were to accomplish the task they had undectaken.

Harry, as leader, had the responsibility of finding ways and
means, and the other juniors cheerfully left it to him. And
‘af present Horry did not :ee how it was to be done.

Trumgper and his scouts had been training for months,
and had picked ap most of what was to be learned of scout-
craft and wooderaft. They knew the wood from end to end
—avedy glade, every dell, overy rocess, alinost overy
thicket. Mo pass through their lines, when thay were onco
on the watch, would be a difficult matter—if not an impos-
sible one, But that was what the Greyfriars juniors E}]ud
undertaken to do.

* Penny for your thoughts, old chap,” said Bob Cherry,
when Harry had walked on, hiz hands in his pockets, and
in deep silence, for five minutes.

Wharton started, and laughed,
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*1 was thinking about the contest with the scouts. We've
got to manape 1t somehow, but I'm blessed of I see how™

“VWe'll hold a study meeting, and & council of war, and
settle it,”" said Beb Cherry ainly. *' That’s not the bother at
prosent. We shall be in sight of Chiff House in a few
rinutos-——"

“ Well, surely that's not a bother,” said Nugent.

“I don't mean that, bui—"

“Oh, I know! Is your necktio straight? No, it isn't"

“Bosh!" said Bob Cherry,

He toock off his collar and necktie, and, kneeling by the
rippling Sark, plunged his hands and face in the stream,

and laved them there. It ocourred to the ofhers that they

wera a little gru-hh}f after a long ramble in the woods, and
they followed Bob Cherry's example. Al except DBilly
Bunter. He was grubbiest of ail, but be was quite satisfied
to remain as he was. Ile szat on the bank 1o wait. Dcb
Cherry raised his streaming face from the water.

Y Poooof! This freshens you up !’ he remarked. * Why
didn't you think of bringing & fowel in your pocket,
Harr}‘?'

“There's your handkerchicef.”

“Wag your head about, and it will soon get dry,” said
Nugent. “I'va got a p-::ucit-et-cumh, and vou can comb Yyour
hair as straight 2 it aver 1. Poooof.,”

The juniors, with streaming faces
out of their eves. Aa they di:f
fell upon their ears _

Beolb Cherry went as ted as a breetrcof.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! It's—it's Marjorie!”

He dashed the drops from his eyes, and blinked at the
new-gcomers, Three girls were coming down the bank of
the stream, and they had stopped at the sight of the juniors
at their ablutions. The bovs, with their faces and front
hair streaming with water, certainly did present a comical

knuckled the water
(0, & dlow ripple of laughter

sight.

%’Iariﬂriﬂ- Hazeldene could not restrain thai rippling little
laugh. Clara and Wilhelnineg were smilin autﬁh] . Bob
Cherry was red, and Nugent blushed, buby, Harry ‘te;lmrtﬂrl
laughed, As for Hurree Jamsaet Ram Singh, it could not
be scen whether he blushed or not.

“T'm so sorry,” said Marjorio penitently. “I cughtn't
to have—-have smiled. Dut—but 1t was s0 funny.”

“ X dare say it 15" said Harry., " As a matter of fact, we
were coming to see you, and—and-—-**

Mise Clara made a low curtsey,

“And we are greaily honoured,” she sald solemniy,
" However wall {m: get your faces dry againi”

“In the sunful shine the drylulness will soon be terrific,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ““ The happiness of the
meeting with the charming misses is great.”

Dob Cherry rubbed his face on his pocket-handkerchief,
and reduced it to something like dryness, He tupped his
hair as straight as possible, and then it dawned upon him
that he had no collar on. Marjorie & Co. took pity zpon
his unhanpy state, and m-&rvc-ifu]l_ly logked away while Bob
wrestled with hia collar, his stud, and his necktie. The
girls were going home towards Chif House, and Marjorie
asked the juniors in to tea. Dilly Bunter’s fat face bright-
ened up at once. He had lately made a record meai,gbut
he was always mndi,' for another. And the Groyiriars
juniors were not likely to decline that invitation, whether
the‘lf wers hungry or not.  But, as a matter of fact, they had
healthy, boyish appetites, and were generally ready to
nesotiste an extra meal,

¢a, was almost ready at Cliff House when the chuwmes of
Gireyiriars ontered the wide, green old  parden  with
Marjorte & Co. Miss Penelope Primrose, the principal of
Cliftf ITouse, frequently had ftea laid in the parden now that
the afternoons were becoming fine and warm, The sight of
the tea-tables, with their white cloths and shining crockery,
was a very cheerful one. There was a crowd of prirls n
the garden, all of whom gave the Greyiriars chums bright
smiles. Miss Primrose bade them welcome in her sweet,
old-fashioned way. Her eve dwelt, perhaps, for a moment,
upon Bunter’s shiny, grabby face, but the Owl of the
Remove was too shori-sirhied te nottee it. The others
noticed it, however, and they mentally resolved to give
Bunter their opinion on the subject, later, at Greviriars,

“ Polly wants sugar ™ )

Harry Wharton looked round guickly as a cackling voice
made that statement close at hand. Miss Primrose smiled.

It i3 only Polly "' she said.

And Wharton laughed. A bipé reen cagoe stood on o seak
under one of the trees, and a bnightly-colowred parrot was
staring from 1t with his big round eyes. Polly was Misa
Primrose’s pet, and was dutifully  petted by 2]l Mim
Primrose's pupils. Iis vocabulary was limited, but to Miss
Primrose he was the most wonderful parrot that ever
talked., He was supposed to be very old—older than any of
Miss Primrose’s pupils, at all evenis, and there wus 3
current belief at Chff House that Polly had been a gift
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from somieone conmected with & romantic episode of Miss
Primrose's youth.

“ Polly wants sugar! Poor Polly ! aaid the bird.

Y By Jove, what a ripping parrot!” gaid Bob Cherry.

“ The rippingfulness ia terrific,”

“He is a dear,"” paid Miss Primrose, with a fond glanes
at her pet. " He says n great many clever things, and
gometimes I reslly fancy that he can think, he says things
ec appropriately. Whenever he sees the suga.r-hasin, ha
pays ' Polly wants sugar.’” Is it not wonderful?”

“The wonderfulness ie preat,” said the nabob admiringly.
"In my country we have parrots that talk terrifically.
There was one In Bhanipur whe was taught to talk by a

British sailor. IHe used to say——"'

“ I think fea iz ready,” said Miss Primrose hurriedly.

Perhaps she was nervous about her girls hearing what the
British sailor had taught the parrot to say.

“de used to =ay: ‘Bhiver my timbers!” and *I don't
pare a——" "
“Tea 15 ready.”
“¥Yes, respected and esteemed madam: buf as I was

telling you, the sailor tanght the parrot to say: *1 don't
CATe B -4 |

“Come on, Inky, and sit down,” gaid Bob Cherry, drag-
ging his chum by the arm,

“¥Yes; but I am telling the esteemed and ludicrons
madam that the parrot used to say ' T don't care a———" "

“ Here, you are, that's your chair.”

Bob jammed the nabob down in a chair with a force
that took his breath away. DMiss Primrose was looking
elaborately unconscious, but some of the girls seomed on
the point of going into convulsions. HMurree Jamset Ram
Singh was innocent of having cauwsed any alarm, and he
gtared at Bob Cherry in reproachful amazement.

“ My worthy ﬂhumt,egm; have deprived me of the breath-
dulness, and interrupted me in relating to the esteemed Miss
Primrose how the parrob said: ‘I don't care a—""’

“Ring off, you ass!”

“The ringfulness will ba terrific when I have finished.”
Hurree Singh turned to Miss Ponclope again with his most
agreesble smile, and Bob Cherry, sceing that it was useless
to seok to atop lims, groaned with inward apprehension.
“As I wa: saying, csteemed madam, the parrot used to
say: 'I don't care a little bit for sugar.” ™

Bob Cherry and his chume gasped with celief. DMisa
Primrose’s face had been a study, bubt it cleared now.
Having got safely over what the parrot said, Hurree Singh
turned to his tea. He seemed surprised to see that some of
the girls were very pink, and that others seemed on the
briok of convulsions. Billy Bunter, who had listened with
a grin, seemed struck by a sudden idea. He looked at tho
parrot, blinking solemnly in the red wostering sun, and
chuckled softly. Harry Wharton loocked round at him.

“1 eay, Wharton, I've thought of n good wheeze,” mut-
tered the ventriloguist of Greyfriars. ' SBuppoze the parrot
talked, hey?”

“* Ha does talk,” said Wharton. . &

“ 1 mean, suppose 1 made him say things,”” grinned Billy.

Wharton locked puzzled for a moment, and ithen he re-
memberad Billy Bunter’s ventriloquial powers. He was
about to whisper dire threats of what would happen to
Billy if he put his idea into execution; but just then Miss
Primrose spoke to him, and he had to turn away.

Bunter was too short-sighted to see Wharton's expression.
He chuckled again over his secret idea, and awaited a
favourable opportunity of making the parrot talk.

It was o merry tea-party. The boys were made much of,
and the CLIf House cakes and jam tempted them to another
menal, In the midst of the light ripple of talk, there camo
a cackling voice from the parrot's cage.

“Hallp, hallo! 8hiver my timbers!™
Migs Primrose gave quite a jump.

*My goodness gracious! What 1z that®

“Shiver my timbera!™

o mfy soul! It is Polly!
my that before!”

Polly blinked at his misiress.

He was quite unconscious of having said anything of the
port, but tho voice had certainly seemed to proceed from the
parrot's cage.

“Poor Folly!" said Marjorie.

“I don't care a bit for sugar.”

“Dear me,” zaid Miss Primrose, in wonder. “Isn’t he a
marvellous bird? He has picked that up through hearing
our yvoung friend say it.”

“The marvellousness 1s terrific.”

“Ioor Polly! Bay it again, Polly."

L1 Eﬁ-tﬂ J:’

Miss Primrose started.

Y Polly " gaid she faintly.

" Rats! Get your hair cot!™

Miss Primrose sank helplessly into her ochair.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Polly Surprises Miss Primrose.

HE Cliff House girls locked at one another, and the
T Greyiriars juniors stared blankly at the parrot. FPolly
had certainly taken on new and wonderful gifts ol
epeach, but imd not taken the trouble to study the
laws of politeness at the same time, Miss Primrose was
amazed, and che could only stare at the parrot. Polly
hlinked at her solemnly. 2

‘“My goodness!” said Miss Clara. "I have mw::;.;*hﬂfﬂ-l'd
anything like that! What is the matter with Polly?

]::Ia'rrj' Wharton gave Billy Bunter & sharp look. But the
fat junior could mnot see it, and it was impossible for
Wharton to speak to him without being overheard, and so
giving the whole thing away. .

It was not exactly the thing for Dunter to be playing &
trick on his kind hostess, but it would only make mattere
worse to Jlet the truth become known. Wharton was
responsible for the conduct of the fellows h# brought with
him, and ho angrily told himself that he might have known
what to expect of Bunter. )

At the same time, the thing was cartainly funmy.
only was unconscious of any futter,

“Stuff " said Polly. * Nothing's the matter.”

Y My goodness

“I‘Iﬁ all right—go and eat coke!" o 5

“ B-b-b-bless my soul!™ murmured the principal of CLff
House faintly. * Polly must be ill!" :

“Rats!" szaid Polly. “I'm all right. 1 want something
to drin!-ra Is I.hem anvthing left in the bottle®"

it . dear! )

“(ack, cack, cack!” crowed Polly. “ Cackle, eacklel
Get your hair egt!” :

“gh, dear! (Good gracious!”

“Kiss me!" xsaid Polly,
Algernon ™

 Ha, ha, ha!” .

The juniors could not help laughing, and the girls could
not help joining them. Miss P rimrosc's face was a study.

“ This—this 15 amazing!"" she said faintly. * I—1 have
never heard anything like it! Polly~—" .

“Oh, ring off " said Polly. “ Where's that drink "’

“ Polly, dear Polly, be silent—"" ) ]

““No fear! Hurroo! We won't go home till morning

* Ha, ha, ha!” . )

Miss Primrose looked much distressed. She signed to ona
of the trim maida who attended the tea-tables.
“Take Polly indoors,” ghe said; *‘he is 1ll

at onece."

Y Yes, ma'am."

The cage was lifted from the seat. Polly seemed to
object, for he blinked and ecackled—genuinely this time.

Polly

“Iiss me, and call me

P

Take him in

- But his protests were not heeded.

“Take him away at once.” :

““ Hara, draw the line, you know!"’ came a voice from the
receding cage. “ This is rather too thick! [ don’t want
to go in! Blessed if I'm going to stand this! Mind your
front hair doeen’t come off ! Yah!"

Bob Cherry kicked Bunter’s leg violently under the table,
and the fat junior gave a well and sprang up. Teacups
and tea went Rying as he bumped against the table, and
Miea Clara’s pretty dress had a narrow escape. Nothin
more was heard from the parrot, but something was hear

from Bunter. ; ! : :
said  Miss "YWhat 15 the

“Daar mel!”
matter??

“Nothing,” zaid Bob Cherry, with a glare at Bunter,
“ Irt_"s a spasm. Bunty is eften taken hike that afler over-
eating."”

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“ 81t down, and don't talk,”

“ Look here-——""

But Bunter, shortsighted as he was, couldn’t help eecing
the united glares of his friends, and he sat down and was
gquiet. He locked sulky, but he comierted himself with tea
and cake. Harry Wharton siole & lock at Marjorie. A
very cold look had come over the girl's face, and Harry
knaw that she remembered thot Bunter was a ventriloquist,
and that she knew where the parret’s unexpected remarks
had come from. The Removite felt extremely uncomfort-
auble. He found an opportunity of speaking qguietly to
Marjorie a few minutes later. The girls were all discussing
the strange outbreak of Polly.

“1 say, Marjorie," said ﬁarry awkwardly, “1 suppose
you know—""

‘“ About the parrot? Yes."

“I'm sorry. I won't let that young porpoise come hers
again. I hadn't the faintest idea—

“I'm eure of that,'’ said Marjorie softly. * But it was
wrong to play such a trick upon Miss Primross,"”

Primrose.

5

A Splendid Tale of Harry Whapto
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“ 'l talk to him presently about it,”' said Harry grimly.

Mauarjorie gave him a quck look.

“No, no—don’t! I mean talk
elsa !’

Wharton laughed. o ]

“He ought to have a hcking,”’ he gaid.

(4] Gh. nl:l,_ I'Iﬂ!" .

* Right-ho, I'll talk to him, then!" said Harry. * Bul
sou're not angry?” ]

“Not at all.” And Marjorie smuled ngain,

There was no more ventriloguism from Bunter, and a
little later the teaparty broke up. Harry had teold
Marjorie ‘of the coming contest with the Boy Scouts, and
the girl was vory much interested.

“ You will eee something of us on Saturday afternoon if
vou are on the shore,” Horry remarked, as they wq.ll_-;e:.l
down to the gate. ** We have to send a man threngh Friar-
dale Wood, vou know, to get to the shore uneaptured. 1
don't guite koow how we shall do it yet, but we're going 1o
try.'’

Marjorie nodded, with a smile. ‘ _ :

“We are going out for a walk with Msiss Primrose on
Saturday afternoon,” she said. "1 dare say we shall sec
vou. ope so—1 ghall litke to hear how you get on with
the seouts. Good-bye” o

Thev shool hands at the gate. The Greyfriars jumors
strodo ewiftly down the road to Greyfriars, and reached
the gates well before locking-up.  Billy Bunter walked ot a
Jittle distance from the others, having a feeling that they
intended to make soine personal remarks on the subject of
his ventrilogquizm. But the juniors were discussing the
seout affair now. Bunter dodged in at the gates and made
off —but a heavy hand dt*.u:en%led upen his shoulder before
ho could ascape,

“Oh, really, Wharton—-="" .

“You young assl’ said Harry.  I've promised Mar-
jorie not to lick you, or else T'd wipe up tha Close with you
on the spol!  What on earth are vou turning on that
groasy grin about®” he went on, locking inlently at Bunter,

The fat junior was certainly smirking in a eurious way.

“Oh, nothing! Only—-"

“Only what?' ashed Bob Cherry, nearer to
Bunter with a glint in his eves :

" Nothing, I don't want to make Cherry jealous. Only
Marjoric making vyou promise that shows—he, hg-=a  Of
course, vou understand !’ . . ,

“No, I don't think I understand,” said Wharton quietly.
“What do vou mean—if vou mean anything?

“Well—he, he, he—I told you Marjorie hiked me, and
Ow' Cherrv, you utter beast, leppo—vou're pulling my ear
off ' wailed Bunter.

Bob Cherry did not let go, he only pinched the harder;
and a3 Bunter sguirmed round in angush, he applied his
boot to the fat jJunior. ]

“There, you wornt,'' he said, releasing Bunter at last;
**is that enough for vou?"

“Ow! Oh! Groo! You beast! You're jealows, and—
e

to him, but—nothing

Comnge

oW

Bunter darled off azs Bob ecame for him again, and dis-
appeared ot o surprising E;Imrd across the Close.  Bob
locked very red and flusterce and ongry. i

*“That fot little beast sha'n’t go to Cliff House again!”
he exclaimed. *' I'm blessed if 1T know what we stand him
af all for! Poh!™

And it was eome time before Bob Cherry eooled down,
The chums of the Remove strolled into the Schoeol House,
and Harry Wharton stopped to speak to a lad who was
reading a letter int the .’nalll. It was Mark Lianley, the lad
from Lancashire—'"the scholarship boy,” as some of the
fellows enlled him. Lanley was looking very pleazod over
the letter he wos reading, and he did not notice Wharton
till he felt the tap on the shoulder.

He looked ap with a cheery smila.

“(Good newe from home?' said Wharton, smiling.

“Yey," apid Mark. ** My sister’s going to London scon,
and I may be able 1o sec her.”

Wharton looked inferested, ]

“That will be jolly for you!” he said,

" Yey, won't it

Wharton possed on, and Mark went on reading his letter.
The Lancashire lad's face was very bright. Though eome
of tha fellows in the Remove treated him well, and most
of the maeters were kind enough to him—though it wus
really by a groat stroke of good fortune that he had been
shle to come to Greyfriare at all—at the same time, the
lad had felt home-sickness keenly at times.  Ha was far
away from hizs own kin and among people whe, naturally
enough, had little in common in thought and feeling with
the lad who had worked in a Lancashire mill. The term
seemed very long to Mark sometimes, and the preepect of
H&ij_ﬂgﬁéna sister again befora the holidays was & happy
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one. True, London was far enough from Greyiriars, but if
Mabe! were in London, he would find some opportunity of
seeing her nt the house of his relations there, even if she
could not come to Greyfriars. But if she could come thers
—if be could have the pleasure of showing her over the
great school, the old grey tower, the ancient chapel, the
time-worn cloisters—what s happy time it would be for
hoth of them!

Mark Linley's face was usuzlly more grave and thought-
ful than was natural at his age, ;Lut for the rest of this da
it wore o bright sxpression which Bob Cherry character:
a3 a emile that wouldn't come off,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Makes a Suggestlon,

ARRY WHARTON wore & look of great thoughtfol
neez ot intervels during lessons the next day., His

chums had cheerfully left him the task of
the contest with the {m

annin
vy Scouts of Pegg, and he ha
to decide on a “ wheeze **; but so far he had not succceded
in thinking of anything that would be likely to succeed.
After lessona that day thero wae ericket practice, but as
the chums of the Remove came out of the class.room,
Whartcn called to them.

* Get to the study, kids!™

“Oh, stuff” said Bob Cherry.
We've got to play ericket !

“Wa've got to hold a couneil of war ¥

“ Councils of war are off. Cricket's the word, my son!™

“ Cheese it, and come on.” \

Wharton's word wae law. e had the responsibility, and
he had the authority too. Bob Cherry grumbled and
followed him, and Nugent and Hurree Jameer Ram Singh
fell into hne. Bally gunten who was going towards the
doar, turncd round and followed them upstairs.
turned round and locked at hini

" Cut!” he gaid briefly,

“ Oh, really, Nugent—"

“*Rats! You're not wanted, Bunk!”

“1 suppose a fellow can come inte his own study il he
wants to,” said Billy Bunter, looking very injured. And
ho foilowed the Tamows Four along the Remove passage
and into No. 1 Study. "I say, you fellows—7

“h, get off, you Fﬂ.t earth-worm !’

“1 want to cook for you, you know,
in the lurch when you'va got a feed on. It isn’t like vou
to leave a chum out, cither. Besides, I'm going to stamd a
geries of bigp fecds shortly myself. I'm expecting thres
pounds on Saturday from the Patriotic Home Work
Assoeiation for some picture-posteards I've been colouring
for them, and At

“My hat!  Isn’t he like the little brool?' said Bob
Cherey, ™ He goes on for ever! Get cut, Bunter—you're
no good in & counci! of war!”

#* Aoa-p-a what? exclaimed Bunier.

A council of war, ags! Get cut!”

* Well, of all the swindles!” said Billy Dunter. * DIlessed
if T ¢care about your rotten councils of war. I thought it
was a feed, or I shouldn’t have taken the trouble ro [ag
upstairs after vou. Yah!”

And the fat junior rolled out of the study, )

“Thank goodness he's gone!"™ said Dob Cherry. ** That
fat young porker iz beginning to get on my nerves! [
wnridﬂr 1f we could get him to change into some other
shudy 1™

“We might get him to, but we sghouldn’t get anv other
gtudy to talie him in i a harey ¥ grinned Nugent, ** Never
mind Bunter. What about the giddy council of war?"

* Well, it's Thursday to-day,” said Wharton. ** We've pot
to face the scouts on Baturday afterncon. It's fime some-
thing was settled. One of us has got to get through the
lines an Saturday. Which one of us is to tey it?7

* YVolunteers,” said Bob Cherry.

“I don't -mind trying,”’ said Nugent. "1 know the wood
better than von chaps do, as I've been longer at Greyinars
than any of wou. I may be able to dodge them. Only
they're such keen young beggars, you know, and then they've
a signal that ean tm heard nearly from one end to the other
of the wood. If one of them spotz me, 1 shall have the whole
family on my neck in next lo no time "

“That's the trouble.” Bob Cherry looked senious, 1%
looks to me as if we've bitten off more than we can chew
It was realls my faull”

ANSWERS

"‘What's the gamel

Nogenk

I can't leave vou
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¥ No pood tallking about that now,” sald Wharton, in his
incisive way. * We're in for it, and we've got to go through
with it."’

“ Right you ara! If it wers to take place after dark, wa
could gend Inky. He wouldn’t be seen after dark,” said
Bob regretfully.

5 worthy chum——"

e comes in?" : :

It was o gulet veice at the door. Wun Lung, the little
Chinese junior at Greyfriars, came into the study, with his
usual bland and aprecable amils.

“0Oh, come in!’" gaid Harry., ** What is it?”

“Me no wantee anything. Me helpee you."

Harry Wharton laughed.

" ¥ou can't help vs, kid. Wa've
through the scouts in Friardale W
T ™!

“ Me knowee: Buntel tell me westeldas,” said Wun Lung.
¥ Evervbody knowee,™

" Bob Cherry grunted.

“ O course that voung ass would jaw! I suppose wo
ghall have the whole Remove prinning at us if we fail to
pull it off."”

“The grinfulness will be terrific.”

“ Me tinkee me knowee.™

“ Do you mean that yon've pot an idea?’ said Harry, mora
attentively, He knew that the little Celestial had a3 way
of finding solutions for difficultics; and in some of the

Remove ** wheozes ” Wun Lung's advice bad been useful
“(Fo ahead, then, kid!"

“You pooe in disgpuises.”

“ We've thought of that,” said Bob Cherry. * Only there's
& limit to the disguises we could go in.  [t's no good putting
on & grey beard like & chap in a detective story, or dressing
up as a messenger boy or a Hed lodian, you konow.”

“* Me savvy.'' '

* Then what disgnise do you supgpest?’ asked Wharton.
‘I've run over pretty nearly everything in my mind, and
I can’t think of one that's at all feasible.”

* Girlee.”

“Eh

“ Goee aa girlee,” gaid Wun Lung. * What vou tinkee?”

The chums of the Remove sta at him speechlessly.

They 'had thought of nearly every possible plan of hood-
winking the Boy Scouls, but the thought of a {ellow going
through their lines disguised as a girl had never even crossed
Wharton's mind,

But immoediately Wun Lung had spoken, the possibilities
of the idea rushed into the brain of the captain of the
Remove.

“My hat!* he exclaimed.  ** Splendid ™

“Thoe splendidfulness iz terrific, but—=""

“ There was something of the kind done by & scout or-
panization in London. said Harry exciledly. **1 heard
gome fellow speaking about it, now I come to think of it
It's a ripping idea, if we can work it.”

“ But can we?”" said Bob Cherry doubtfully, * You see,
how are we to make a boy's face look like a pirl's? Boys'
faces are rougher, you know, and not so—well, not so good-
looking s a rule.” i

“Well, there are plain pirls, t00,"” said Nugent. * You
would pass, as far as that goes, Bob."

“1 wasn’t thinking of myself,”” said Bob, frowning, “ A
chap may be -looking, too, but not the same Lkind of
good looks. ‘Then there’s the hair”

“* Bome girls wear short hair.”

“Well, it would cause notice, and if we excite notice,
we're done.” .

“What prico 8 wig, then?"”

“*MThe wiglulness ia the proper capar, my worthy chums,”
gaid Hurree Jamset Bam Singh., I think it a wheezy good
idea. Qur Chineseful ¢hvum has come to the rescue in the
needful hour like an indeedful friend.”

“ ood old heathen ! said Bob Cherry, giving Wun Lung
& slap on the shoulder that nearly fellad him to the Aoor
“It's a ripping wheeze, whether we work it or mot. Dut
—=—"" He broke off, and his face changed. * I—I say, would
it bo considercd—waell, anything like ﬁiﬁl’ﬁﬁ[’lﬂ{ttfull to dross
like a girl, beeause if so——" -

“ Oh, nonsense!”’ said Harry quietly. ' If the idea wera
disrespectful, we shouldn't think of it for a2 moment, of
course, But I don't see that it is. Scoufs in war time have
dressed like women, to observe the encmy or to pet through
an cnemy's lines, as we're doing now; and, anyway, there
4:.]9.111 l'n"} no, dlizrespect where none i1s intended, I think that's
all rigrht.'

H {}E‘E}m!! Then ia it spttled?™

“Weo shall have fo think thuat ot
idea: but which of us i3 going:’

Wun Lung glided out of the study with his silent stap,
lailqvin;{ tlee chums of the Remove lookine ai one another
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dubvicusly. They had all agreed that it was a good idea—
but which of them was to dress as & girl to pass through the
enemy's lines?

That was a different matier! .

The ahsurdity of the situation il the individual should bs
caught was apparent to all of them, and no one liked the
prospect.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Nugent !
HAREY WHARTON broke the silence, which had lasted

some miputes. Mo one in No. 1 Study eeemmed to huve
any suggestion 0 make.

'E‘IWE better get to business,” he said. * Before
we decide on the individual, let’s settle whether the scheme’s
to bo adopted. * ¥es ' or ‘ No.' "

“ Yes," said Bob Cherry and Nugent.

““The yesfulness is terrifo.” =

“Good! I say ‘yes,’ ton. Now, the individual has to be
selected. There arc no volunteers, of course?’’ Wharton
paused for a reply, but one did not come. ' Very well,
Now, in the first place, Inky’s barred, Decause his h-aaut!h:l
complexion would give him away at once. .Wﬁ pouldu't
palm him off on the Boy Scouts for a Hindu girl.

“Ha, ha! No.

“Bo it's among e threes.” :

“I'm afraid it's us two,” said Nogent. * Bob will have
to be barred. I put it to you, did any girl in the wide
world ever have feet that size?”

“You let my feet alone,” growled Bol: Cherrs, who was
rather scnsitive on that point, * I'd rather have fret a
chap ecan stand on, than little girly tootsies lilke yours,
anyway."" !

“ You mean leet that several chaps ¢an sfand on——""

“0Oh, shut up! Let's talk business. If Nugent 12 going
to be funny, 1 retire from the council of war, 1

“ Thare's something in what Frank says, though,” said
Wharton. ** Your feet are ripping for getting goals with,
Bob, but thev're not ‘what anybody would call ornamental.
Dosides, your legs are so jolly long, and then your f:J:-::a i3
all right for & boy, but a girl with a face like that--——

“ Oh, keep it up!™ grunted Dbk Cherry.  *“ Anybody
would think I was anxious for the job. I shall be jolly glad
to leep out of it i

“ And, as a matter of fact, I'm not good-lookiog enough
to pass for a pirl under any eivcumstances,” said Harry, a
little hurriedly. * So you see, Frank——"

“Do 17 said Nugent grimly. 1 don't!”

“ You've gob ench a smooth skin—="

* Thanlks !

“ And nigs, soft eyes—-"" "

“ Wice soft head, too, if I teolk in all your soft sawder.

““ And pretty hands and feet,” wurged Wharton, *and
P

“ First time you've mentioned them.” -

“Well, there hasn't been occasion to meniion them be
foro. Then you'd have a gowd figure, too, if you wore a
skirt and blouge——" o

““ Rats! I'm not a volunteor this time.' .

“ Then we'll toss up for i)' sald Wharton resignedly.

““ Oh, come off! If you chaps really think I should work
it better, I'm willing to offer,” said MNugent. * It'a for the
good of 1he cruse.” :

“ Well, I do think se, honest Injun,” said Wharton, ** You
really have a nice, soft skin and deeent eyes, and smaller
hinnds and fect than the rest of ns. Of course, you'll look a
bit bulky as a girl, all the same; but, then, there are bulky
girls. Wilhelmina at Chil Mouse, for instance.” )

"* Oh, all right! I'm the giddy vietim, then,” said
Nugent. “ Wa've E‘ﬁt to beat the zcoufs somehow., What
ahout the disguize?’

“Wea shall have to koep it awfully dark, of ecourse. I
will eut down to Friacdule on my bike now and buy some
cheap girl's clothes at the second.hand shop there. I can
ot them all pretty cheap; they noodn’t bo first-class quality
or fit, you know. You can wear a sash, and—-""

“Oh, rata! I'm not going to wear a rotten sash!"
ergmhbled Nugent, half repenting of his offer now that it was
pecopted.  ** You're nol poing to malke me lock more of a
guy than is absolutely necoseary,” .

“ My dlear chap, o girl has to woor o sash. 1 believe they
all «do. Marjorie wearz a sash, so I should think a sash is
pood enough for you.”

“ I should think 0, said Bob Cherry indignanily. “I'm
roally surpri at you, Nugent.”

“ Then there’s the fAazen wig we wear in the privata
theatricals," said Wharton thoughtfully. **It's pretty w';:l'

A Splendld Tale of Harry Wharton
& Co, and the Puplla of Cl1Iff House,
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known at Greyfriars, bul the scouts at Pegg haven't seen
it. That suits Nugent's pretty milky complexion to & T.”

"“Oh, let my beastly complexion alone, Look here, I'm
not going to wear a rotten wig.”

“Can't be helped. It's only as long as Marjorie’s hair,
and if Marjorie can have the fearful trouble of weaving long
hair always, I suppose you can have it for one afternocn,”™

" 1;51 should think =0, suid Bol Cherry. * Really, Nugent
" 0h, pile it on,’” said Nupgent. “ It's different. I be-
Heve girls like long hair. Never mind; 'l wear a wig, and
a falze beard, too, if you like. Don’t mind me.”

“ Right; we won't. I'll go and get a pass from Wingate
now, and buzz off to the village on my bike,” said Wharton.

And he hurried away. Wingate, the captain of Grevfriars,
gave him the pass to go down to the village, freely enough;
he knew he could trust Wharton. Hazeldene was in the
bicycle shed when Wharton entered it to get out his
machine,

“Coming out for o run?® ashed Wharton.

“Yes, ii vou like,” said llazeldene. My machine's
rather rocky., I've had it two years, and it wasn’t much to

in with. That's a clipper of yours™

Harry Wharton's machifie was a present [rom his uncle,
and it was rcally a handsome one. That was partly due,
however, to the care Wharton took of it, while Hazeldene
was given to peglecting his bicyele except when he wanted
to use it. A bicycle, like o horse, requires pleaty of atfen-
ticn, and is worth it. The two Removites wheeled their
machines out, agd mounted in the road. There was plenty
of tima to get 1o the village and back before highting-up.
They went down the country road at a good speed, Wharton's
machine going soundlessly, smooth as fowing oil, while
H:azefdene’s. oaipgmer T emitted the oecasional cackle and
elink of the neglected bieyele, They rode into the village
uf Friardale, and & stout man with an equiline nose lifted
his hand and beckoned to Haseldene as they passed a furni-
ture shop.

Wharlon saw it, and glanced at Hazeldene, and to his
surprisc he noted that Marjorie’s brother had changed
colour. He knew the fat man—it was Mr. Lazarus, the
furniture-dealer of Friardale, of whom the chums of No. 1
Study had bought new furniture for their quarters after
the late fire at Greyfriars. Hazeldene had done the same,
furnishing his study in a style that had surprised tho rest
of the Remove, for Hazeldene was not a rich boy.

Hazeldene slackened specd, and jumped off,

“You needn’t wait for me,” he said awkwardly,

Harry Wharton nodded.

nn“{hme on to the shop, then,”™ he said; and he pedalled

He locked, and felt, rather uneasy. There had been some-
thing imperative in the way Mr, ?[,mm rus beckoned to the
Removite, and Hazeldene had evidently not ventured to
disregard the beckoning. It ocourred to Wharton that
Haaqldenu might be in debt; and the recollection of a
previous expericnce in connection with Hazeldene came
unpleasantly into his mind.

He rode on te Mr. Popper's, however, and dismounted
there. More than once the Greyfriars juniors had been o
Mr. Popper's shop for clothes fo be uwsed in the amafeur
theatricals of the Grovfriars Operatic and Dramatic Society,
and Wharton was very well known there. My, Popper
received him with great politeness.

Harry did not give any indieation of what he wanted the
things for, leaving Mr. Popper to draw his own conclusions.
He looked over the second hand stock, and selected a really
nice-looking zerge frock, a blouse that had been white, and
would doubtless wash white again, a sash of green =si1lk, and
a hat adorned wilh Rowers. Fortunately, he had remem-
bered to take Nugent’s size in boois and stockings, and
these were soom procured. Then a pair of gloves and a
Jace-edged handkerchief, and Harry thought the outfit was
complete,

The goods were made up into a bundle., and Wharton
paid for them. Mr. Popper offered to send them up to the
schoal, and he wes quite willing to Jet the bill stand over,
but Harry prompily declined both offers. He was taking
the bundle cut to his bieyvele when IHazeldene wheeled up
his machine.  Mavjorie's brother was looking extremely
downcast,

“ Finished here?” he arshed,

“ Yoz, just done.”

" What on earth have you been buying?”’

Wharton exploined. Hazeldene could be frusted with
the zecret. The junior chuckled. But his [ace was over-
Hﬁt ?gain as he monnted his bieyele to ride back to the
Fhoal,

" Look here,” gaid Wharton abruptly, breaking a gleomy
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silence, g3 they came in sight of the gates of Greyiriars,
“ig anything the matier, Hazeldene

Hazeldene started and coloured,

“What should be the matter " he asked evasively.

“It's no business of mine. But vou look down in the
mouth.  If there's anything T ean do——"

Hazeldene shook his head.

“"Wo: it's all right.”

And he did not epeak again till they entered Grevfriars.
And then Harry Wharton earried the bundle up to No. 1
Study, and the chums of the Remove ware soon busy with
Itz contents,

———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
#liss Nugent.

ILLY BUNTER locked into No. 1 Study in rond time
for tea, and gave a most expressive snort. There
were few signs of tea in the study. On the table was
a big bundle of clothes that Wharton and Cherry

were unwrapping, and Nupgent was cutting chunks of
bread and cheese, and adding hot water to some glasses
of milk., Tt was clear that ten in No. 1 Sindy that cvening
was to be a very hasty and informal affair,

‘I say, you fellows—=""

“Geot out " said Bob Cherry, looking up. **Thers's no
tea here. We're busy. You can take a chunk of bread and
cheese into the passage.”

"1 can get something as good as that in Hall,” said
Punter sulk:ly.

“MThen go to Hall, and don’t bother!™

“* Léok here——"

" Dustide !

Bob Cherry took Bunier by one fat ear, led him into tha
passage, and slammed the door and locked it.  Buntor
stared at the locked door with feelings too deep for vocal
expreszsion. To be turned out of his own study like this=—
and to have the visions of fried samsages fade away from
his mind like a beautiful dream—it was really rough on
Bunter!

Slowly and disconsolately the fat junior turned his steps
in the direction of Hall, to join in the school tea—a very
poor meal compared with what he was accustomed to in
Wharton's study.

But the Famous Four were too busy to think of tea, or
of Bunter either. Chunks of bread and checse did not
appeal to Bunter, but they were pood enough for the less
fastidious four. They could cat while they worked, and
that was a saving of time.

The bundle was unfastened, and the newly-purchased
clothes were turned out. The Removites admired them
very much, with the exception of Nugent. The more he
thought about the idea the less he liked 1t. There was no
retreat now, but Nugent was not enthusiastic.

“Makes a thap feel such a silly aze! he grunted.
5 Bli:-;;am:d if I know how girls can stand wearing all this
rot !’

** Btand: to reason they like it, or they wouldn't do it
gald Wharton, " You'll get to hke 1t 1n fime.”

“No fear! This is the first and last time I'm going to
be made a guy of I”

UEtuff! How can vou call it being made a puy of, to
be dressed in fhe same sort of togs that Marjoria has to

wear every day i’
saicd Bob Cherry " Beally,

“Yes, rather!”
Nugoni——""

“(h, rats! What's that thing

“That's a blousze.”

“Have I got to wear it?’

“Well, I haven't hought it for vou to cat,’” =zatd Wharton,
“ Get eome of those things off, amd we'll try theee on. Wa
may have a lot of sewing and altering fo do, and we can
do it better with the things on vou.  Dressmakers use a
i pe——’"

*Ma, ha, ha!" roared Dob Cherry.

“ Dressmakers use a dummy in the same way-——Hm>

“If you ecall me a dummy " bepan Nugent.

YT owasn't calling you o duwmmy,” said Wharlaon, !
only eald dressmakers uze a dununy to try things ‘on for
the fit, same az we're going to do with vou., 1 suppose you
con act the part of a duwnmy without being a damny ¥

1 don't know. You fellows don't acem to bo able to.!”

“Got those things off, Blessed if I krow what vou're
grumbling abour?! Girld clothes are ever so much preltior
than Loye’ togs.”’

“1 dou't want to look pretiy.” _

“ He's satisfied with his face as it 13,”" said Beb Cherry.

* Look heve, Cherry——"*

* All right, old son! Tuck into the tommy, and get thoze
tops off.”

warmly.
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% You-you've got mel" gasped Harry Wharton, half laughing and wholly breathless. * Yes, it looks llke jf!”
agreed the scouts, propping him up in the grass agalnst a tree-trunk,

= e R - - r———

Nugent devoured bread and cheese, and glowered, The
idea of being dressed as a{?:rl appealed less and less to
hig mind. The stockings and the presty boots would have
charmed many a feminine heart, but they only made
Mugent frown. The eash wns o charning one, but it did
nob bring a smile to Nogent's face,

“ Look here,” he said flatly, “ I'm going to have my own
clothes on, all the same. You can fix it how you like, buf
that's settlad, Suppose I pot spotted? 1 ALy have to yank
theza things off in a hurry and belt, and—""

“Well, of all the dufferz!” said Bob Cherry, in disgust.
o n{} :'!.'ﬂ'll 1Jiirllf 'il{"'. !-'\-L:{,H-II"H '..'.-L}u[{iu‘i T}Ilﬁ?'i- H]’I:r' T"l.!']'!l]lrr'i. L B
rirl who went ant in a short skirt and Eton trousersi”

* The remarkfuloess would be terrific.”

“Well, I'll wear the loosc trouscrs we use when we'ra
sntboring in the Navaol Clarpse' said Nugent. "1 can roll
them up above the koees”

“That's nof a2 bad wheeze,” said Whartan approviogly.
“ Lot into them, then, and let's pet fo busmess."’

Nugent, still looking decidedly grumpy, denved the loose
gatlor trouzers, and rolled thoty above his knees, and then
put on the stockings and boots, Then Haerv held the skirct
far him to get inte. Nugent eyed it doubtfully.

“Which end do vou get in?" hwe demanded,

Wharton leoked puszled.

U Blessed if T know! Do you know, Dobh¥?

“ It stands to resson you get in at the big end,” said
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Bob Cherry, with an air of great wisdom, * Puat it over
his head, snd poll it down round him,”

1t won't go over his head, I'm afraid.”

“Ass! There's something that unfastens et the walst;
there must be.”

Hlacod! Iere's o hool !

“ Bhove 1t over his napper.”’

The skirt woas dragged vpon Nugent. The hooks refused
to meet round his waist, as was only to be expected,

Y Better woar o ericket-helt ontside 877 zaid Bob Cherry.
“The sash will eover 1t ap, and it won't be noticed.”

“IH'm! I suppose zo."

“Now there's the blouse. Yon'll have fo have sour
waisteoat off, or you'll spoil the shape cntirely.”

“1 cdon't see i@

“Oh, don’t argue, old chap.
walsiconf,””

The waisicoat was removed, and Nuogent was arrayed in
ithe blouse. Wharton discovered ihat this was fastened at
the waist with strings, instead of hooks, amwd that it conld
be let out or drawn in to any extent. This was a great
comfort, Nugent was beginning fo look very bike a girl,
but the chims wercen't quih.‘r sutisfod with the set of the
blouse.

U1t doesn't Jook quite right,” Wharton remarked, with
a shuke of the head, ' Have you chaps ever noticed how
it 15 done ¥

'l help vou off with the
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"No, I haven'," said Bob Cherry. ““That only shows
how mecessary it is for a chap to keep his eyes open, and
notice thinge. I think the blouse ought to be tucked into
tha top of the skirt.”

*“Oh, na; that’s not it
wleirt."™
. "‘1:‘5.-131],' perhaps the sash is supposed to cover up the
Eﬂ;" said Bob perplexedly. “ Let’s try the effect of the

The sash was applied, and certainly it did Improve the
appearance of the join.

The chums of the Hemove gazed at Nugent in great
admiration. Up to hiz neck he was certainly a very
passable-loocking girl, but his Eton collar and his short hair
and dissatisfied face did not match his clothes.

“0OF with that collar!' said Harry briskly. * The blouse
fastens round the neck, and yod ean wear a searf or some-
thing. Where's the wig?”

“Here it is, my worthy chum.”

“ Stick it on.

The flaxen wip made a startling difference to Nugent.
Except for his face, he was now quite a girl in appearance.
His face was very soft and d-leoking for a boy, but the
feminine attire had the effect of making it look harder
and bolder in outline than uaual. !

“ HSomrething will have to be done to the chiver,” said
Harry, shaking his head. “ I thought Nugent was good-
looking, but he doesn't grake a very pretty girl, The skin's
too rough, and his moun g."”

You see, it's bigmer than the

's too big.'

" You let my mouth alone!” growled Nugent.

“I wasn’t running down your mouth,” said Wharton
mildly,. ‘" We've got to look the facts in the face, you
know, i we're to make a success of it. 1 suppose some of
the paints we use in the amateur theatrieals will make the
matfer right. Powder and paint will work wonders."

‘-‘Eg?ssed if I'm going to have my face dabbed with that
mess! )

“Don’t be wnreasonable, old chap. It's necessary. It
would have the effeet of improving the deception, too, if
Tou smiled a hit.”

Nugent grinned.

“ There, that's better already! Now, a rub with the
powder-puff and o touch of rouge, and you'll be a lovely
young lady!”

“I don't think,” murmured Bob Cherry.

. Wharten had had some practice in the theatricals of tha
Amateur Operatic and Dramstic Society of the Remave.
He gm-‘p Nugent’s face some deft touches, and it could not
be denied that the effect was wenderful. Nugent would
have been taken for a girl by a casual obsorver—there was
no doubt about that.

“And we can be a bit more careful with the details. on
Saturdar,”’ said Wharton. * Be far, I think it's ripping.™

“The rippingfulness iz teprific,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur eoftly. “ Wounld Miss Nugent mind if a hand-

asome Hingu youth wers to steal a chaste kiss from those
eatearred lLipsi”
“Ha, ha, ha! Miss Nugent! Ha, ha, hat”?

“Oh, stop your cackling!” prowled Nugent. “If you
bring your black chivvy near me, Inky, I'll knock a hole in
it, a0 mind "’

“Far be it from me to offend the charming miss

“ Bhut up !’ roared Nugent.

“ Hare, hold on, vou can't vse unladylike language like
that " said Wharton, in a tone of remonstrance, * (iirls
don’t say ‘Shut wp!”  You should sey, *Oh, dear, you
naughty bor !’ or something of that sort.’

Nugent grunted, and began to take off his new gparments.
The rehearsal of the disguise had heen quite satisfactory,
and the chums of the Remove had little doubt that
Saturday’'s contest with the Doy Scouts of Pegg would ba
& success. They were grateful to little Wun Lung for his
suggestion—at all events, Wharton, Cherry, and Hurrea
Bingh were grateful. Nugent's feelings were rather mixed.

After changing his clothes once more, Nugent went cut of
the stady, and he met the little Celestial near the common-
room.  Wun Lunﬁ siniled blandly at him.

*Allea hghtee?” he asked.

“Eh!" growled Nugent.

" Girlea idea all “ﬁ tee!?” asked Wun Lung.
lipping wheeze! What vou tinkee?”

Nugent’s hand descended heavily uwpon the Chines and
Rattened him down. Nugent strode on, leaving Wun Lung
in a sitting posture blinking after him in amazement,

The litthe Celestial rubbed his head.

“Me no savvy,” he murmured,

And he really could not *“savvy.”
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Feed for Bunter.

AVING decided upon their plan of campalgn, the
chums of the Remove looked forward to Saturday
very keenly. INugent was not expecting to enjoy
himself, but he was anxious to get it over.

secret was kept from all who could not be absolutely relied
upon.  Hazeldene snd Micky Desmond and Ogilvy and
some others were let inte it, but fellows like Bulstrode were
gtrictly left out—and so was Billy Bunter. They knew that
aomething was going on, and they were very curious 8

it, but they were to know nothing till the contest with the
Boy Seouts was safely over. Any indiseretion on the part
of ﬁﬂmnnna in the secret might have spoiled the whole
matter.

Saturday came, and the juniors impatiently, lahoured
through morning lessons. The welcome hour of dismissal
came at last, and Harty Wharton and his chums poured out
of the class-room, full of their scheme. After dinner,
Harry went to his box, where he had kept the disguise
safely locked up. His box was in the Remove dormitory,
and as _he bent over to unlock it Bunter looked in at the
door. He watched Harry threugh his big spectacles, and
his eves glistened as he saw the ﬁ:ig‘ bundiec Wharton drew
out of the box. Wharton turned to leave the dormitory,
Epd started as he saw the Owl of the Remove blinking st

in.

“I say, Wharton—"

‘t‘ No time to jaw now, Billyt" And Wharten hurried
onE,

The fat junior followed him, breaking into a trot in the
passage to keep up with Wharton’s vigorous stride.

*¥Yes, but I say, Wharton, if it’'s a picoig—"

is It iﬁﬂ‘l’.”

“Hut you're going out, arven't you?"’

“Yes, but it'a not a foed—nothing that would interest
Fou, Billy., I'l tell you about it afterwards,”

“¥Yes, when all the grub’s gone,” said Bunter, dis
contentedly,

“Don't you hear me say it ian’t a feed?’ paid Wharton
sharply. ‘:'rrI suppose you don't doubt my word, do you?”
fOh, no, of course not!™ eaid Bunter. *“1 should be
&m-:erei;,r sorry to doubt your word, "Wharton——still, I don't
gee why I shouldn't have semie of the grub!”

“¥You young anes!” said Wharton, half-laughing. “ I tell
vou there isn't any grub in-this parcel! Evervbody doean't
spend all the time dreaming about grab!™

*Then what is in it}

“That's a secret for the present.”

“I ﬁufmme 1 can come with you chaps, thongh? Of
course, I don’t doubt your weord, but I'd hke a little run
this afterncon.”

“ Mo, you can’t! IHere's a tanner. Go and get some buns
at the tuckshop, for goodness' sake, and give ue & rest1”

“Thanka, Wharten! Will you have this back out of my
next posthl-order, or out of the three pounds I shall receive
this eavening from the Patriotic Home Work Associationi”

“Oh, rata! Buzz off I :

““I can only accept it as a loan. There's such o thing
a3 independence. I Lkpow vou're not so particular abput
money-mattera as I am, bat it's my way. You sea—->"

Wharton swung up the bulky parcel with both hands.

“Now, cut!” he said. “If I swipe you with this pareel,
vou'll be hurt! Are vou going?”

* Oh, really, Wharton—— Ii's all right—=I'll put it down
to the account!" And Bunter scuttled off.

Wharton laughed, and joined his chums in the Closa,
where they were waiting for him. Bob Cherry and Hurree
Bingh looked very cheerful, and Hazeldene and Mie
Desmond, who had joined the party, were grinning w'l't:ﬁ
antigipation. Nugent wore & eerious loolk.

“ Ready?’ said Harry. " Come on, before any of the
fellows spot thia parcel. Some of them are jolly curious
about the matter already.”

The chums left the school grounds without losing time,
The quarter-to-three chimed from the tower, and the contest
with the Boy Scouts bad been arranged to begin nt thres
o'clock. Trumper had written details to \‘FTtnrtnn, and
thoy had been agreed to.  DBetween three and four the
Greviriars' jhunic-ra wore to sewd their man through the
wood [rom the Grevirtars’ side down to the shore of Pegg
Bag. and the scouts were to stop him if they could.

¥ this time Trumper and his patrol would be on the
watch in the wood, ready for the attempt to be made to
broak through their lins.

It waa impossible, of course, for Nugent to don his
feminine attire in the scheol—it would have oecasioned too
much remark. A barn in s deserted place had been fixed
upon by Harry for the change. It did not take the juniors
long to reach it, apd then the bundle was unfastened.

111 o
STONEY BROKE !” A8 nad s Bty giipartos



Nugent donned the naubical trounsers and rolled them
over his knees, and then the stockings and beots, the gkirt
and blouse. Practice improves everything, and the attire
set much better now than at the firet essay in the study.
The wig was carefully adjusted and fastemed securely, and
a pretty scarf was twined round his neck and the sash round
his waist. Then Harry touched up his face with powder
and paint.

“ Faith, and it'a lovely ye are!’ said Micky Deamond.
' Bure, 1I'd never know ye from we're own aister!"

“T supposce I shall pass all right,” grunted Nugent.

" Bure, the only danger is that the Boy Scouts may fall
in love wid yve, and carry ye off wid them!”
“{h, don't be an ass!"

Harry Wharton stepped back to get a good view of his
work, and he admired it immensely, ** Miss Nugent’ was
s huge success.

“By Jove!" said Harry. 1 hardly thought it would
turn out quite so rippingly as this! %ugent’s not only n
girl, but he's a jolly good-looking one!  The scouts will
never dream that he's one of ws!™

“Well, let's get off,” said Nugent.

¢ 1.I-I-I say, vou fellows—""

Wharton uttered an exclamation.  Buntor’s epectacles
were glittering at the open door of the barn. The Owl of
the Remove had not been quite satisfied that it wasu't s
feed, and he had followed them.

He blinked in amazement at Nugent. Bob Cherry wae
about to smite the inguisitive junlor in his wrath, but
Wharton signed to him to stop. DBunter evidently had not
ecen the dressing, and he did not know Nugent. a raised
his eap as he came into the barn.

‘i Tan’t there a feed? he said, in & tone of disappoint-
ment. “I-—"

“ This is Miss Nugent,” said Wharton, *“ Mise Nugent,
this iz Billy Bunter—you have heard of him.”

Nugent grinned, and played the part.

“QOh, dear, yes,” he said, in a high-pitched voice; *my
brother Frank has told me about him! He's o greedy
voung rotter, isn't hel?”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
8 lady!”

Buntor blinked at ** Miss ' Nugent.

' Js—is that Nugent's sister?’ ho said. I never knew

““ Nice language for

he had one. She’s awfully like him. I—I say, Miss
Nugent, it’s quite 3 mistake about my being greedy. Your
brother doesn’t understand a chap like me, vou know. I'm

of o delicate conatitution, and 1 can only keep up hi; taling
plenty of nourishment. Blessed if 1 can see what you
fellows are cackling at?”

*“Ha, hn, ha '’

Nugent roared as loudly as the rest. Bunter blinked at
him again, and the truth dawned upon him. He saw
Nugent's jacket lying on the ground, and understood.

“Oh, really, vou fellows! It's Nugent himself! Is this
what all the mystery was about? What's the game?”’

“ Ha, ha, hat"

“ Blessed if I'd have come here for this!” said Bunter

cevishly. ' T've iagf;ﬂcl all thiz way, thinking it was a
eed! If one of vou fellows would lend me five bob off the
three pounds 1'm Fﬂi.h'ﬂ this evening, [—""

“It's all right,” said Hazeldene, ' If it's taken in
Bunter, who koows you, it will take in Tramper, who's only
gecn you casually '™

“ Tha take-infulness will be terrific.”

“ Come on, then,” said Harry; *it’s turned three.”

Nugent started for the door. Bob Cherry gave a shout.

" 'ﬁ}ld on: girle don't tramp along like that! You'd
give yourself away at ones!”
“ 1 suppose T must walk?"”

“ Ves, but not such I;{:U}' lon

Bob Cherry minced towa
at him. . .

“Girls don't walk like that!” he eaid positively. “ I've
seen girls walk often cnough, snd they don’t look like hens
on hot bricks!”

“1 wasn't looking like & hen on hot bricks that I know
of,” said Bob Cherry, turning red. T mean that you must
go something graceful——-~"

““ Was that graceful?' asked Nugeni, in astonishmoent.

“ Look here——" .

“ Faith, and don't begin raggin’ now. It's time Miss
Nugent was in the wood,”

“Right-ho!” said Wharton. * Buzz off, Frank, and do
your beat. We'll go down to the shore by another WaY,
and we shall be there soon after Ec-u. if you get through.”

Nugent nedded and left the barn. The chume of the
Remove kept well out of sight in the barn. Now that
Nugent was in his new attire, it would not do to be seen
with him. 'They grinned hugely as they saw the “ girl™
walking across the Geld. ¢ deception was wonderful
The juniors, knowing the secret, could =sce a great many
litrtée. {ﬁagllta that w-::ufd otherwise have escaped their notice,

o
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ld:-ut they all felt pretty certain that © Miss Nugent™ would
&

“With decent luck, he’l]l get through," said Wharton.
~And when Nugent was dut of el ht, the Greyfriars’
juniors left the barn, and by a roundabout routs, avoiding
the wood, they made their way down to the shore,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Through the Enemy’s Lines.

o [88 NUGENT " felt extremely uncasy as he—or, per-
haps, we should say  ghe "—went down the lane to

the wood. Tt was a very new experience,
 The skirt secemed to hamper all his movements, and
he felt & general fecling of being fastened in. But the wide-
brimmed hat shaded his {ace E'ﬂm the hot sun, and that
was one comfort. The shadow it threw on his face was aleo
uwseful for the purpose of mnmnlmﬁ the disguisa there.

He stopped and looked at his reflection in a pond by the
wayside, and started. The reflection was that of a very
good-leoking though very sturdy girk

The fun of the thing began to appeal to Nugent, and he
went on his way more cheerfully. He passed o butcher’s
bov from Friardale whom he knew by sight, nnd the
Lutcher's hoy stared at him in open admiration.

In a village row I"{uierit had punched that youth's nose
hard only a few days before, and had he met him undis-
guised these would probably bave been fisticuffa. But the
voung butcher evidently had not the slightest suspicion,

Az Nugent loocked at him, he seemed encouraged, and
winked. The junior could not help laughing as he hurried

on.

His disguice had passed muster twice. There was na
i}ea&ﬂn why it should not impose upon the Boy Scouts of

o

But he felt nneasy zs he entered the shades of Friardale
Wood., The knowledge that six or seven fellows lurked un-
zpen in the wood, ready to pounce upon hiny, was enough
to make him uneaszy.

He looked to and fro anxioualy as he followed the foots
path that led down towards the sea, winding through the
ghady old wood.

Thera was a rustle in the trees, and he started. It was
certain that the footpath would be watched, and he was
not surprised by the sight of the bare legs of a Boy Secout
among the bracken.

Dicﬁs Brown jumped out of the thicket, The young scouk
had heard footsteps on the path, and was on the alert; bnk
at the sight of a girl ali the alertness disappeared [rom hus
mannar, .

Nugent had started back. and Dicky Brown had the im-
nression that his sudden appearance had stavtled the girl
Like a true scout, Dieky was all politeness and courtesy ta
a member of the gentle sex, and he lifted his broad-brinmed
hat at onee. . ] )

“Sorry I jumped ont like ihat, mis!” said Dicky
awkwardly, “1 hope I did not frighten you.”

Nugent drew s quick breath. Dicky Brown had heen very
near receiving an upper-cuf from the charnung ﬂmmg lady,
which would have astonished him very much; but Nugent
took hiz cue bt once. )

“ Oh dear!"” he said, making his voloe very high-pitched
_*gh dear! Yon won't hurt me, will youl”

“OF course 1 won't!™ said Dicky. ' I'm locking for a
chap, that'e all. Have you eeen a chap—one of the fellows
from Greyfriars—in the wood?”

“Lroviviars?” said Nugent inquiringly.

“Vos: that’s a school near here. You'd know the chap
by his echool cap. Have you seen one about? ™ '

Mugent shool his head.

1 haven't seen one zince I came into the wood,” he eadd.

“Oh, I'll have him, anyway, if he comes along!” eaid
Ilicky Brown determinedly. “ You see, this is a scouting
contost. They've golb to %et a man through our lines. I'm
waiching this footpath. There's another chap further along,
in case the Grevfriars kid should be able to dodge me.”

“ Oh, is there?” murmured Nugent to himeelf,

“ But he won't get past me!™ gaid Dicky Brown. “I'm
on the alert, I can tell you!'

“And you are mallg a Boy 8cout?” murmured the
“girl,” with a Jook of such great admiration that Dicky
Brown was immenzely pleased.

“(h, wes, rather!” he said. “I'm cor ral in the
E?ufi-lew Patrol. Trumper's our scout leader. Ilg's all
right.”

"Is this the right way to the shore!™ asked Nugent
aweetly.
“ Yes; you keep straight on, and den't leave the pffh.
1
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You'll pass another of our chaps——voung Spriggs—but he
won't hurt you"

'{h&:a was & tustle in the thicket, and Trumper stepped
oul.

“Here, young Brown—hallo! "—he tilted his hat to DMMiss
Nugent—'' you're not keeping watch, you Brown!"”

“Yes, I am!" gaid Dicky Brown indigrantly. ‘' Nobody
will pass along this path without my knowing it, I can tell
you i’

“It's not in the scouting code to talk to strangers when
en duty,” said Trumper. *'SBorry, miss. but I have to keop
up d:lu:,‘::]}!imj."

“T suppose it’s a scout’s duly to tell a lady the way?”
said Ddcky Brown scathingly. “ What about the rule of
always doing a good turn to somebody every day?®™

“"Oh, that's all right! I'll see the young lady safelr
through our lines!"™ eaid Trumper, with guite the air of a
field-marshal,

Nugent could hardly help laughing ot the way Trumper
spolee of his “ lines,” as if he had been in command of an
army corps ot least. But he remained grave, and he guve
the ecout lender o sweet smile.

“0Oh, thank vou so much!™ he muarmured.

“Not at all!"" said Trumper. *“Quite a pleasure. You
stand on guard here, Dicky Brown. and—"'

“Hadn't I better show the lady the way?” said Dicky
Brown, * You've had more experience than T have as a
scout, and——""

Trumper waved his hand.

“Don't you start arguing with vour pairol leader! I'm
ﬁﬂmg to ehow the lady the way, and you can stay. here and

eop guard! "

©Oh, all right!™ grunted Dicky Brown.

“ Thiz way, miss! ™ eaid Trumper gallantly.
gafe through.”

“Oh, thank yon!™

Trumper strode on hia war, with Misa Nugent walking
vary demurely by his gide. The chief of the Bow Seonts of
Pegr was feeling very satisfied with himself. He would not
have folt =0 satisfied if he had puessed the real identity of
the “ girl” at his side.

He explained the matter to his prettvy companion as they
went on.  Nugent listened with great interest.

“They won't beat us!"” said Trumper. ““It’s turned half-
!i‘ast thre«l}‘ﬂrcnﬂjf_. and they've less than half an hour lefr

hev've given it up, I expeet.”

Mi=s Nnment smiled.

ik I[“1t !I“l- i

Tt was a sudden eali, and Spriggs eprang out into the
fﬂﬂi{pﬂth He seemed surprised at the sight of his patrol
ender.

“Hallo! Is that you, Trumpy?™
- YIt'a all serene!™ said Trumper. * I'm eeeing this lady
through the lines. Il be back with you in a jiffv. Keep
your eves peeled.”

“ Right you are!™

Trumper and Nugent walked on. Through opanings of
the trees came a glimpse of the wide blue of the ocean,
Nugent’s heart beat faster. e was very near the end of
his journey now.

As they came out of the trecs, in the distance on the
shaore appeared the boats of the fishermen, and near them
The bright colonra of many parasels. Nugent rememborad
that the girls of Cliff Honse were to be talken ont for a walk
that afternoon by Miss Penelope Primrose,

" Well, here you are, miss!” said Tramper. “T've scen
{;ﬂit through, and I shall have to get bacl to iny men. Cood.

ve |

“ Good-bye!"” said Nugent softly.

He held out his hand, Trumper took i, and Nugent gave
him o grip that nade the scont leader Juimpa

He had never met a girl who conld give a grip of the
hand like that. He stared blankly at Nugent.

“ Good-bye! ™ said Nugent, speaking in his natural voice
now. “'LI'm awiully obliged to vou for showing me through
the wood, Trumper! I rather reckon we've knocked vou
into 8 cocked hat this journey.” ’

Trumper almost [ell down. He stared at Nugent, his jaw
dropping. his mouth and eyes wide oprn, in the uttermost
amazement. His expression wos so astounded and almost
tdiotic that Nozent roared.

“Ha, bn, ha1 "

* Why—what—how——""

“Ha, ha, ha! Thanks so much. kid!
youw've been done! Don't vou understand?
I'm Nugent, of the Greyfriors Romove.”

“Nu-Nu-Nu-Nugent! " gasped Trumper.

“Yea, rathert”

“OF the Remove!" said Trumper faintly.

“Ha, ha, ha!® :

E;ungga-r glarcd. He was recovering from his stupefaction
“THE MAGNET '*
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now, and he realized how utterly and hopelessly he had
been done.

o Yowre Nugent! My hat!”

“Good-bye! " said Njug-e-nt.
others.” : .

And he strolled on. He left Trumper staring dazedly
after him. The Boy SBeout remained there, ataring blankly,
for a pood five minutes, and then he slowly turned, and
went back into the wood. The Boy Seouts would have beesn
very glad to see Nugent come back through the wood again;
but Nugent was too wise for that.

“You can go and tell the

— e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

An Awkward Predicament,

UGENT had beaten the Boy Scouts hands down, though
N they ¢ould hardly be blamad [or their defeat, under
the circumstances. But now he found himself on the
. shove, he was somewhat nonplussed. He had expected
to sce his chums there, but his undelayed passage through
the wood had taken little time, and Wharton, gotng a ruch
longer way round, was not vet near the scene. ,
Nugent knew botter than to go near the wood again, and
chance falling into the hands -:}fgthe exasperated Boy Soouts,
They would not have hurt him, but they would probably
have given him an uncomfortable time. He walked on
slowly, swinging his parasol, and wondering how on earth
the ndventure was to end,

He had Jost sight of the Chiff House girls, but suddenly
rounding a big rock on the shore, he come upon them.

The girls were on the sands with BMiss Primrese, and
Nupent was in the midst of them before he realised 1t
Then it was too late to retreat.

When the Chff House girls went out for a walk with Mise
Penelope Primrose, they were very, very good. Thoy
\'.'ﬂikﬂd! in twos, and conversed with serious faces, or else
kept a decorous silence.

‘hen they were told they counld rest, they rested in the
same decorous manner. Sometimes, when Miss Penclopa
wae not looking, rirls like Clara were known to scatter sand
about, and even to whistle; hut they would not have
shocked Miss Primrose for worlds.

But, fond though they were of the kind old lady, there
was no doubt that those prim and ordorly walks bored the
girls to distraction—almost as much as schoolboys are bored
under similar circumstances.

Any kind of an interruption was welcome, and o the
sudden appearance of Frank Nugzent caused glances to be
thrown in his direction, and cansed ecme interest. Not one
of the girls had any suspicion that he was other than what
he appeared to be

As a matter of fact, a new pupil was joining Cliff House
that day, and when Marjorie £ (Eo. canght sight of Nugent,
they imagined naturally enough that he was the new pupil,
and had come to join them on the sands.

He was dressed diffevently from the fisher-girls of Pe
village, and neither did he lock like one of the village girla
fromn Friardale. His clothes were not of the hest, hut they
had a town cut, and anyone would naturally have imagined
that he belonged to ChHif House. '

“By Jove I'" said Miss Clara, an expression she had picked
up from the Greyiriars boys, * Here 15 the new girl."

Marjorie glanced kindly at the new-comer.

“ Come here, dear.' she said, in her soft voice.

Nugent coloured hotly.

He saw that the Chiff FHouse girls did not know him, and
he felt horribly mean at being roceived with such kindnoess,
vot a confession of the truth was not feasible. He had a
keen sense of the absured, and he had no mind to become the
object of the ridicule of two score of laughing girls,

He came awkwardly fowards Marjornie, ht latter onl
mtended to be kind to the new girl, and the evident bashful-
nesa of Nugent did not defer her. It was only natural that
a new girl should be & little constrained.

“I am so glad to see you, dear!” she said, in her kind,
soft voice, “ Have you scen Miss Primrose vet "

*Yes—no " motfored Nugont,

“What is your name ! asked Miss Clara.

“ Nugent! I—I men &

“Nugent ! oxelaimed  Marjorie, with  inferest. ¢
thought I knew vour features. Yoo are a relation of Frank
l‘iu‘g;;ut at Greviriars, I suppose 7"

“Yo-p-eo8 '

“How nice. I have a brother
Marjoric confidentially.
He 12 & very nice boyv.”

Nugent could not help grinning.

This was a good character, at all events. from a person

;\'hﬂ;ﬂ- good opinion he valued.  Marjorie held out her
and.

at Greyfriars,"' said
“I suppose Frank is your brother
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“1 am sure we shall be good friends" she said. “Come
this way, and I will tuke you to Miss Frimrese.” )

Nugent shook hands with her. He was o confused by this
unexpected turn of events that he hardly knew what he was
doing, and he gave Marjoric o grip of the hand almost as
1'iﬁﬂrnusl as that he had given Trumper.

*he girl started.

“"Good gractous ! How strong vou are !" she exelaimed.

Nugent wenb erirmson,

“I—I—I'm rather strong,"” he stammered. *“Tt's the
exercise in the gym., vou know, and the cricket and footer !
I—I mean——"

He broke off dismally. He zcemed to be g@tlinlg deeper
and deeper into the mire with every word he uttered.

The girls were all looking at him very curiously. -

“You play cricket ! said Marjorie. “ 8o do we. Wa
hﬂutuﬂmﬂri{trs Remove in a cricket match a little while
nLE.

& And footer " said Miss Clara. * We don’t play {ootball.
I should like to, but Miss Primrose would not apyrove.”

“Fancy Miss Nugent playing football " said Alice. “I
did not know girls played football.™

“ You—you see,”” stammercd Nugent, “when I—er—say
football, T don't mean—er—exuctly—foothall, you know [’

"Na,” said Marjorie demurely. " What do you mean,
then? Hockey 77

“ Ha, ha, ha "' laughed Miss Clara.

“¥You see, I—I-—I1—-"

“Dear me ! said the veice of Miss Priumrose.
my new pupil? Come here, my dear !” . i

Nugent, mmwardly raging, c¢rossed over to Miss Primrose,
running the gauntlet of countless eyes,

The old lady gave him a Kindly smile, .

“1 am gla«i’ to sea you, my dear,’”" she said, slooping 1o
kiss Nugent en the cheek. The Loy started, but ibore was
no geiting out of it.  * When did vou arrive ¥

“ Er—er—I down't know exactly 1™

“You did not notice the time?
ClLiff House yet?"

*N-n-n-no, ma'am ; :

“Very good! It is time for us to refurn,” soid Miss
Primrose, * Como with me, my dears! You wallk by wy
gicla. dear I"—thiz was fo Nugent.

“ Yo, ma'aml”’

Miss Primrose marched off, with Nogent by hor side, and
the girls following in prim order. Morjorie was looking at
Frank very curiously now. Tn his confusion, he had several
times forgotten to put the high piteh in his vdice, and had
gspoken in his natural tonea. .

Marjorie Hazeldene weas not suspicious, bub  she  was
observant., She remembered what Harry Wharton had told
her of the intention of sending a junior in disguisc through
the Boy Scouts’ lines that afternoon.

A gleam of fun came into her eyos, .

“You must be tired, my denr, after vour long journey,"
spid Miss Primrose. ** Aro you fmngr;.- ks

“ Nenen-no, ma'am 7

“Wao shall be in in time for tea, my dear, T think yvou will
be very happy at Cliff House; you will find the girls very
kind. Marjorie, you will look after our new young friend,
will you not 1" .

“ Clertainly, Miss Primrose !"’ said Marjorie demurely.

She walked beside Nugent, apparcntly by way of leoking
after him for a startk, and passed her arm through his,

MNugent writhed inwardly; he had cought 2 curious look
on Marjoric's face, and he was afraid that she guesscd.

e shivered at the thoupht of being marchod into CLfE
Houge., Onee within the walls, what waa to be done? Thore
would be no escape for him, and when the nevitable
exposure came, he shuddered at the thought of the ridieulous
figure he would cut. Miss Primrose might even imagine
that he adopied the disguise for the purpose of playing some
trick at CLiff House; he might even bo reported to the Head
of Greyfriars,

He wished thae Boy Scounts of Pegr and their challenge,
and Wun Lung and hiz valuable suggestion of disguise, at the
battomm of the bay together.

As he wallked on, with Marjorie’s arm through bie, he
revalved plans of eseape.  He canughi sight of several juniors
coming down through the village, and recognised his chums,

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped desed as thoy saw Nugent
in the CHE House ranks, and slared at him ops i they
could hardly believe their oyes

Thoen Nugent saw Bob Cherry stofi hiz handkerchief into
hiz mouth, amnd the pabeb turn his back and become the
prey to a kind of convulsion.

He simply snorted.

It wis bad enougeh for them fo have got him into o fearful
fix like this, but for them to stand there laughing—that was
tao had. . Y

The procession of girls passed on, and the juniors of Grey-
friars were left stering blankly after {1,

“ My anly hat "' pasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha "

" FPaith, and he wasn't looking happy, either!” Micky
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Desmond remarked, with a chuckle. * Sure, I'd like the
situation myself 1"

“How on earth did he get with them?" said Wharton.
b I'I-E!1 ought to have had sense enough to keep out of their
way 1"

'?Hﬂ, ha, ha '

* He's beaten the Doy Seouts, at all events,' said [Tazel-
dene, grinning. * He must have ehummed up with the girls
on I;urpnﬂﬂ.”

* He didn't seom to be enjoying lLivaself.

“Ha, ha, hal"”’

“The ha, ha, hafulness is terrific!” _

S FPoor old Nugent!” murmured Bob Cherry, wiping the
tears from his cyes, * Blessed if I know how he'll get onk
of 1t! They scem to have adopted him now. We can't
rescue him, can woe i

“1Ha, ha! DNo.™

And the chums of the Remove laughed in chorus. Tt was
rough on Nugent, no doubt, but it wos very fuuny. They
followed the girls at a distance, keeping an eye on Nugent,
wondering what on earth was to be done in the matter,
without. being able to hit on any scheme for helping the
unfortunate junior out of his difficulty.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTLR.
Nugent Bolts.

ARJORIE falked chocrfully and kindly te Nugent as
they walked on to CHIF House. Dut her chiecrfulinass
and kindness were wasted apon the wrelched junior.

What did he care about the elass-roma arrangoments
sud tha moealtimes at CLff Heouse, about the costoms and
manners aml holidays there? 1e ooly wanbed to cscape.
And he more than half believed that Marjorie knew who he
Wil 8.

As a matter of fact, the girl was satisfied on that point
1O

Nugent's answers were 50 constrained and awkward, and
in his unguarded moments his veice was so easily recognised
that the girl could not remain long in the dark. .

But Marjorie thought he deserved to have a lesson for his
impertinence in dressing 12 girls” clothes and deceiving them,
and so she was not inchined to help him out of his difficulty
Fist,
? Miss Clara, who was as sharp as o needle, hail come to the
s eonclusion as Marjorie, and she was struggling not to
langh. Her eyes were full of fun, and she was disposed to
fully enjoy the joke at Nugent's exponse,

“Hew your hair is blowing about, dear ! she said. “ Bhall
I lend you a hairpin ¥

“N-nn-no, it's all right,” matiered Nugent, in deadly
fear lest hia flaxen wig should come off under Miss Clara’s

Y1t looks untidy]”

hands.

*(Oh, nonsense!" said Mies Clara.
“Does 1t? N-n-never nund,'
“Shall I tie it for you?"
“MN-p-n-n-ng, thanles !

“No trouble at all,” said Miss Clara, 1rmluf‘5nﬁ a bit of
ribbon from her pocket. “I'Hl tie it up beauntifully."

And she gathered up the long, flaxen curls. 1t was elear
te her, of eourse, that they were imilation, as =oon as shins
touched them, if she had not known it before. Her eyves
were full of mischief. She ecaught up o stragpling lump of
geaweed that some fisherdad had dropped in the path, and
calinly tied it up in the ribbon with Nugent’s {ulse hair.

] The junior had not the :lightest suspicion of what she had
done.

Only too relieved that she did not jerk his wig off, he
walked on, with the seaweed stragghing down his back over
the blouse.

Murjorie tried not to laugh, but withoub sueeess, The
other girls were shrieking., Mis Primrose turned round tfo
them,

“ My dear children,” she said gently, *“von must not
luuzh loudly in public. It i3 very bad form indeed™

“T'm so sorry, Mi:sx Primrose,” =aud Clarn.

* (Oh, yes, dear Miss Primnrose, wo are all so sorry,".

“Veory good, my dears.” )

And {Iim Primrose marched on agaiw
gates of il House,

By ihiz time Nugent was desperale.

“ My dear chald ! 1.‘11".."[EHI'I.'5I.EI Miss Primrose. She had
staved behind to loek the gate amd as she came up the
path, she canghi sight of the scaweed fied 10 Nugent’s hair.
“Whatever ix that ¥

] I""'I"""I_'_”

“ What 13 tied fto vour haie?”

“ My—poy hair?"" stammered Nugent,

“Wes! What is it?” Miss Primrose pot up her plasses,
and stared at the pendant seaweed. " Come here, child!™
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Nugent approached ber nervousls.

“1t is seaweed,'" said Misse Primrose, n wonder, * 3ea-
woed tied 4o your hair! This 13 very strange indeed!
Btand still while I pull it off '

And she jerked at the seaweed.

The natural result followed. The flaxen wig came off in
her hand, bringing Nugent's hai off with it.

Miss Primrose gave a faint cry. Bhe was too astounded
to move, or to do anything but stare at Nugent's bare head,
and at the wig and hat in her hand.

The girls stared, too, blankly.

MNugent wished the earth wonld opan and swallow him up.

““Goodness gracious!" pasped Miss Primrose, at last.
Y Goodness gracious mel hat—how—— Who are you?®"

But Nugent did not reply to the queation. All was up
now, and only Aight could save him. He broke into a wild
dash for the gate.

The girls looked after him. The supposed girl clambered
over the gate, and went rolling over to the other side.

Miss Primrose almost fainted at the sight,

“ Goodness gracious me! It is not & girl at all! Good-
ness gracious me !’

N t rolled down into the road. To pick himself up
and dash off was the work of a moment, and he went down
the path with the speed of s racehorse.

He rounded a bend in the path, and dashed [ull into half
& dozen juniors,

‘‘ Hera she is, begorra!” shouted Micky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, hat"

““ Here's the charming miss, my worthy chums."

““Ha, ha, ha!'"

* You—you beasts!"

Nugent glared at hiz chumsa, But they were roaring with
laughter; they could not help it. He glared, and then
strode angrily away. Harry Wharton ran after him, and
ﬁhm;';ii 4 hand through his arm.

Y Don’t be ratty, old chap! It was funny, you know."
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Hugant*a face cleared.

“Well, I was an ass to go in for it, and I wouldn’s do it
ggain for a million,” he said. " I auppose it was funny, buk
it didn't seem funny at the time, I can tell you.”

“ How did you get away "

Nugent explained, and the Removites roared again at the
mental preture of Miss Penolope Primrose standing oetri-
fied with the flaxen wig in her hands. That wig was lost
for cver to the Amateur Dramatic Society; but, as Bob
Cherry said, the laugh waz worth it

Some distance down the road they met Trumper and his
flg.tm]. Jhe Boy Scouts grioned ruelully at Mugent and

is companions.

“You've done us” said Trumper. “We own up; but
we'l go for you again some fime, and make you it up !

Harry Wharton leughed.
“We'll be ready for-you. I

“That's all right,” he said.
don't blame you for being taken in. The Cliff House girls
were taken in by Nugent, too. He makes such a jolly good
girl that it’s a pitﬁ for him to chanpge bacic." )
“Oh, rats!” said Nugent., * Thanks awfully for showing
me the way through the wood, Trumper(” ]
Trumper smiled a sickly smile, and the Greyiriars juniors
walked on grinning. Nugent changed into his own clothes
at the barn, and felt an immense sense of relisf at being a
boy onoe more,

“:’Phis. 15 jolly," he said. " Let's gob back., I'm teady for

And by the time they had tea in the study, Nugent was
quite prepared to laugh over the adventure. Ide had cer-
tainly gone through some harassing ex%riances-. but the
greab point was that they had beaten the Rival Scouts!

THE EKD.

{ Another splendid tale of the boys of Grenfriare and the pupils of Chf
House next Tweedoy, entitled " Stoney Broke”  Order your * Magnet™
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

CHARACTERS AND BRIEF RESUME OF FIRST CHAPTERS.
RONALD CHENYS, a voung cadet in his Iast term at Soand-

hurst, He isonvery bad terms with
IAN CIHENYS, his half -brother, who narrowly escapes
being killed by the accidental discharge of his gun

during a struggle with Konald.
MES. CHENYS, who hates her step-son Ronald, accuses him
of trying to murder Ian. She poisons the mind of

GENERAL CHENYS, who promises to disown Honald unless
he passes hils Army exam, at the next attempt.

During the progress of this exam,, the professor in charge
finds s paper of skeleton notes on the floor at Ronald's feet,
and accnses him of cheating, sending him to his room uuder
arrest, On golng to his desk Ronald finds it has been
Torced, and the skeleton notes he had puat there are gone,
At this juncture Private Slaney. Ian's soldier gervant,
enters with dinner, and offers to 3¢ll Ronald certain infor-
mation, showing him one half of a cuff-link which he
Knows belongs to Ian. Ronald kicks the blackmaliling
scoundrel out of jhis room, and returning to his seat, buries
his head im his handy. Was this, then, the truth of it all?
Had the bitter enmity that his step-brother had always
shown him culminated in this®

{(Now go on with the atory.)
No. B5.

“THE MAGNET™ NEXT
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THE SECOND CHAPTER—Confinued.

Ronald remembered the stiff grating of the desk-lock as he
turned the kev. It must have been tampered with—the
desk opened, the slip of notes abstracted, folded up, and
tossed through the window inte the ezamination lall L:low.

Ronald crossed fo the window, and made suro that this
was possible. : :

He remembered, now, that Ian had fnished his papers
early, and left the examination-room. He would. therefore,
know of his position by the open window. ]

Ronald’s servant, Flanigan, had gone sick, and it had fallen
on Slaney to attend to his room. R )

Somewhere ar other—under ingriminating circumstonces
obviously—he had discovered the broken half of lan’s cuff
link. Tg:.iﬁ-, and the other evidence besides, Ronald could
purchase at a price, and use to prove his own nnogence

The temptaiion was strong until he weighed the ccst. He
thought of his proud old dad, and all that this exposurs of
his favourite son would mean fo him. It would level the
Chenys pride to the dust, and break his heart, ]

No, the cost was too great. The truth would revsal itself
some day; he, at least, would meanwhile fight ins own
battle with clean hands. If he lost, and the verdict weak

“STONEY BROKE!” % 204 he Budiis of il Houso.



egueinst him, he would have to go. After all, the world was
wide, and he was strong.

The college band had struck up on the lawn, and the
distant strains of the music lulled his tortured nerves and
lent him strength.

A knook came to the deor.

“Oome in," he called wearily; and & tall, broad-shouldéred
corporal entered. It waes Cosgrave, the senkor corporal of the
day, He and Ronald had been old chums, and until the
latber had failed at his previous exams., they had been
brother mrﬁmmla of B Company.

“1I say, old man,” said Cosgrave, advancing and dropping
a friendly hand on his shoulder, * the governor has sent
for youm
: "ﬂﬁll right, Cos; I've been waiting for the word I'm
ready !

“I needn’t say, Ron, old chap, that there's not a man who
knows you who believes you guilty of this charge,” con-
tinued Cosgrave, *' and not one but ﬁ-&p-es. you'll be acquitted
without a siain.’

" Thanks—thanks, again!” said Ronald, with guivering
lip. *'We zhall see. Thoe facts are as black agpainst nve a3
they well can be, and I have only my word.”

“There must be foul play somewhere, Ron,” Cosgrave
went on earnestly. “ Have you no idea, no suspicion? DNo
clue you can offer which would help us to fathom iti"

Y None,” replied Ronald, in a voice as cold as ice.  Come
slong;: we must not keep the governor waiting.”

Cosgrave shob a puzzled look at the set face before him,
and turned on his heel, Ronald following.

Their footsteps had scarcely died away when Ian Chenys
%]#l_i:le.d from a distant study, and sli ped into the room.

ith feverish haste he dropped upon hiz knees, and began
groping and searching in every nook and corner., Turning
up rugs, and moving every article which came in his way.
 His lips were compressed and bloodless, and terror shone
in his eyes.

Buddenly a stealthy movement behind him made him turn
his head with a gasp of fear.

Slaney was already in the room, and standing by the
table at which he knelt. He had entored like o shadow.

[ Mr. Ronsld don't seem to have had much appetite to-
mf;]:t., sir,”” he volunteered with easy assurance, ang bepan to
collect the dishes. :

" Neo," replied Ian, trying to hide his chagrin at his sur-
prise.

“And no wonder, p'r'aps. A very nasty thing that what
‘appened to him thiz alternoon,” pumuai Hlaney insinuat-
ingly, fgiving the covers an extra clatter; “‘and I sha'n't be
sarry for the man whe laid the trap for him, when they
come to find it ocut.”

“Confound you! What do you mean?”’ demanded Ian
hoarsely, rising to his feet.

“No offerce, sir, I'm sure! I was only venturing an
‘umble expression of my own opinion,” said Slaney, with
a smirk, * Excuse me, was you looking for anything, siri™

** No, hang your impudence! Clear out of this!”

“Certainly, sir. 1 was only just wondering whether it
was the hali of s cuff-link which you broke, because, if
g0——-"" Blaney broke off with a meaning glance.

“Yes," zaid Ian, clutching at the table.

' Becausze if o, I've found it already.”

Ho opened his hand, which he had dipped into his pocket,
showed the gold oval, and ealmly returned it to his jatket.

Thero was a challenge in the action, which was not lost
on Ian. He gtood in silence, glaring st Slaney as if he
could eut bim down where be stood,

‘ A curious ﬂ::mg, sir,” roturned the soldier-zservant, turn-
ing agajp to the table, "a most curicus thing, that the
window of tho examination-hall, where Mr. Ronald was sit-
ting, is almost oppusite to this. It would really have been
g!nt-a easy for someone, who had a grudge against him. to
ick a paper, like what was found, down on top of ‘imy
wouldn’t it? In fact, it's been done afore this,”

e dipped hiz hand into his pocket, and pulled out three
serowed-up bits of paper. lan's cheeks went white as death
at tho sight of them.

“You—why!™ asked Ian, in a voice he scarcely recopnised
g3 his own.

* Because, sirv. they was covered with vour own ’and-
writing, and 1 thought, as your scrvant, I’d take charge of
them, not knowing but what they might not be valyable.”
5 "Ei.m them to me,” said lan, reaching out o shaking

and.

" Valuable to me, p'rlaps I should have said!” exclaimed
Eiguey. ignoring his command. “ But I must be getting
along.”

Ho picked up the tray, and made beiskly for the door.

“ Blaney,” whisprred Ian, in a cowed voice,

“Biel” replied Blaney, turning, and standing stiffiy to
attoention.

"I know what you mean. Yon think this is awkward for
me,’’ said fan, with a miserable attempt at indifference.

“I don’t think; I know!" retorted SBlaney, with groat
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meaning. - “ Mr. Ronald’s before the governor now. It I
don’t Ibok sharp.l shall be too late to get o hearing.”

“Btay! You bave vomr price?”’

Slaney prinned, as much ee to say “ What man hasn’t1"

“ Have you mentioned anything of this to my brother!”
inquired Ian huskily.

“Well, I don’t mind telling you I would have dene, only
ﬁfﬂr?ul could "ardly open my mouth he kicked me out, hang

1

" Did rou mention me?'?

d'"[: Never a word, sir, It wasn't likely tll T "ad got the
1k **

Ian stood for a moment biting his lips with humiliation
and rage.

Just when all he had plotted and planned seemed to have
gone so well, this grinning lout stepped in to thresten ex-
posure and disaster, which was unthinkable.

Btill, it needed no second glance to see that Blaney was
determitned. He held him completely in his power, and his
silence must be purchased at aIrl,msts. :

“Very well, Slaney,” Isn said, with an effort, "1 think
wo understand each other. You ean trust me to do my
part. I'll ses you in the morning.”

“ Very , sir,” answered the servant. * The offer will
be kept open till twelve o'clock sharp, and after that—
well, there’s no knowing what may happen!”

And, with this parting shot, he turned on his heel, leaving
1I'mhm make his way back to his room, trembling in every
LT O

For several minutes ho paced up and down like a caged
tiger, halting every now and egain with pent-up breath to
listen as a chance if)ots-tep resounded in the corridor without.

At last one camo more slow and leaden than the rest. It
ﬁgﬁied on towards Ronald's study, and paused. Then a door
SOhUL,

He could hear hali 2 dozen doors open at the sound, and
he saf his ajar. Someone else was coming more briskly
along the corridor.

‘It was Cosgrave, the corporal of the day, and hia face
looked grave and drawn as he sirode beneath the lights.

" What's the result, Coa!'" asked one anxrously.

“ Expelled!” answered the corporal, with a groan. “ Poor
old Ron, he doesn’'t seem to have made any fight for it at
all. Just took it lying down. Can’t make it ocut—not &
bit. Hallo, young Chenys!” he added, eatching sight of
Ian’s face. * Heaven lknows, 1'm sorry for this; the only
consolation is that it can’t be trua!”

“What can't?’ exclaimed lan, almost taken off iz guard.

“ Why, this charge of cheating. Is it likely that old Ron
—the best of fellows, as we lmow him to be—could stoop to
such a despicable thing? Pshaw!"

Ian held his peace, as Cosgrave and the others remembered
}a.tn'?-writing young Chenys down as cur from thal time
arth,

“When does he go?” he azked, muffiing by a violent effort
all the ring of exultation which might have betrayed him
gtill further.

“As soon as possible.”” answered Cos sighing. " The
sontonce will have to be forwarded to the Secretery of
Etalta for War for eonfirmation, and then that'll be the
end.””

The end! They could all realise what that could mean fo
Ronald Chenys, and none beiter than his half-brother who
had betraved him.

Thera was 2 smile on Ian's lips as he clozed the door, and
turned back into his room, a smile of triumph and of slaked
rovenge.

Discipline 1s a2 sacred thing at Sandhurst, and its laws say
that no one may visit the room of a cadet under close
arrest.

If anvone but Cosprave had been on duty, o score of
Ronald's chums might have been disposed to risk it; but
old Cos was & martinet among martimefs, and as vigilant aos
g hawl.

So ' Last Post " echoed away into the stilluess, and Ronald
was left alone.

He had been busy, moving quietly sboud lus little room,
overhauling  his desk, destroying private papers, sctting
everything to rights.

Then ha sat down at hiz desk and wrote. The pen travelled
slowly, and sheet after sheet of paper was torn up, and the
letter commmenced afresh.

{Ancther long instalment of thiz splendid Ariy stery pext Tresdaiy.
FPlease order your copy of ' The Nagnet" Library in advance. Price
One Halfpennyg.)
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The cliffz echoed with an unwonted sound, and this time
it was tho familiar eat-call of Corporal Bill Bleggett, sup-
posed to be under arrest, cfendi:ng the court-martial. © The
colonel recognised him, and his mouth grew stern.

A flash of stecl, & plunge of his mare this way and that,
Hogan, slogging atﬂ-ﬂ.l:ﬁ].]" through the old * pursuit practice,”
Bill using & scionce that was largely his own, and then s
cheor from the Hussars, in which even the colonel joined,
as the last of the Mahmunds fung lis shield away, and ran
pall-mell for the mountain-side.

Amid a roar of chmring, Bill Bloggett stap[)od on Lo the
Main, and stood at attention before f}m colonael.

“1 am wery sorry, sir,”" he said, his chest still heaving

from the combat. 71 thought I might do more good here
than stopping in the guard-tent "

The colonel looked at him silently, stroked his moustache,
pointed to Sloggett’s horse, and said sternly:

“"Return to your arrest! 1 will deal with you presently !
. ’

The trumpets rang out, and, thore being no more tribes.
men in_ sight, Colonel Greville returned to camp with his
men. The colonel had a very stirring report to make to his

g;anaml, who—when he had heard it with Hashing eyes—looked
&GN,

And eo the Rat went forth that a court-martial should sit
on hero Bill, who, in face of the evidence producod, was very
properly reduced to the ranks. As for his breaking his
arrest, no mention of if waz made.

Next day the leading brigade of General Ellis reached
the valley, and 8ir Bindon Blood rode out with the cavalry
to mest him at Lakarai. Then, after a conference, 1t waa
decided that Ellis, reinforced by the third brigade, should
clear out the Bedmanai Pass, and put the finishing stroke
"to the discomfiture of the Hadda Mullah. Bir Bindon was
to march with the cavalry to join Jefferies in the Mahmund
Valley; and so0 some of our friends, whose fortumea we have
followed in this story, parted for a time.

Long was the handelasp between our hero and little Dick
1¥IAT.

“Well, it has come right,
old chap,” sard Dick cheerily.
“1 am thundering sorry we
ara not going o do any more
fighting side by side. Biill, we
have done our little bit to.
gether, and it has all come out
right for you. Don't forget to
write to my people when you
have a moment to spare. They
would think the world of a
line from you while on ser-
vice."

And Dick's eyes twinkled as
he thought of that button
from Jaok's forage-cap, which
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Before that, however, there appeared in the * Gazette " ak
home an announcement which, when it found its way to that
far-off Indian frontier, and was read out in orders. filled
&1:&;3?115 with wild delight, and sent the Hussars half-mad
with joy.

The adjutant read it one evening when they wereo
bivouacking in a lonely valley: )

“ ¢ Promotions.—25th Hussars, Sergeant Sir John Dash-

wood, baranet, to be second-licutenant, to complete establish-
ment,” ™’

It was an honour not altogether unexpecied by theso who
knew anything, but it was so rare & thing for & man to be

romoted to a commission from the ranks into the regiment
in which he had served that they folt it could only dus
to the long connection of his gallant father with the 25th
Hussars, and the personal representations that had been
made to the War Office by brave old &ir Ponsonby Smithers
and Colonel Greville himself.

After the roar of cheoring had died away—a burst which
the adjutant made no attempt to check, for he was la'f.&ghmg
all over his face—he eleared his throat, and procecded:

# ¢ Her Majesty has been graciously pleased to signify her
intention of conferring the decoration of the Victoria Cross
on the undermentioned officers and man: Second-lientenant
Bir John Dashwood, baronet, 25th Huasars, for distinguished
gallantry during the operafions in the Plain of Khor. First
Battalion Ploughshires, Licutenant Richard Vivian, for
remaining behind and rescuing a wounded private of hia
regiment, keeping off the enemy, and carrying him into the
entrenched camp at Nawagai.'"

How Jack's heart beat when he heard these words read.
And how he longed to clasp his friend by the hand, and
toll him how glad he was. He made up for it, though, by
leading the GTIE!E!I‘ that rang out when Corporal William
Slogrett—the auwthorities were not aware that poor Bill had
rovertod—was awarded the same honour for half a dozen
distinguished acts of bravery in the face of the enemy.

Then the colonel shook hands with cur hero, and with
Bill, too, and said some brief soldierly words that made Jack
blush to the tipe of his ears. Mr. Blennerhassett came for-
ward with the Hon. Alpy, eveglass in ere, atid héth con-
gratulated him heartily.

e Awfully glad, Dashwood!” said the Hon. Algy. “You
will be a credit f{i the Pz 23, bat Jove! And if thers i3
anything in my kit that will fit you, you are welcome to it
you know.”

But perhaps the welcome that fouched Jack more than
any other was when old Patrick Hogan came upon him in a
quiet place all by himself,
and, holding out both hands,
spluttered forth in a choking
YO1ge :

““ Masther JTack—Masthar
Jack, if the kurnel had only
lived to see this day!"

And then, turning hastily
on his heel, the old man burst
wto tears.

L] i [ [ ]

And now I have told you
how my old friend Jack Dash-
wood won hia first commission.
He 13 still in the 25th Hussars,
and iz one of the youngest
mazajors in the Service. You

¥
Fleet Sireet,

%i.'let_t}f Muriel treasured ab
ivian Towars.

The Hussars moved off. Tho
and the Hussara returned the
Ploughshires cheered them,
cheer.

Ag for Hogan, there was no-
thing for it but for him to ride
with the squadrons, as it was
impossible to send him down-
country at preaént, znd the
old man shared tho cavalry
woek that took place when

the * Big Goneral” joined
Jefferies in  the Mahmund
Valley.

There was some hard fght-

The circumstance of being hard
up and the prospect bl having to
suitably -entertain a friend of Billy

Bunter's and Mark Lindley's sister
from Lancashire, puis all
juniors of Greyfriars In a rare
state of flushes, and things become
pretty migh desperaie.

+STONEY BRORE"
is full of fun, and you'll enjoy It.

muat have read of his exploits
in the late Boer war, though,
of course, under another name
than Dashwood ; for Jack, be-
sides being unusually modest,
has put on flesh of late, and
his fighting weight is such that

dare not run the risk of
giving his right appellation as
i.t, appears in the official Army
3:4 4
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Mext week there will be an
extra long instalment of the
splandid new Army serlal, '’ One
ol the Ranks,” which is proviny

ing of a kind, but at length
the Mahmunds gave in their
submission, and that difficult
campaigh, undertaken as all
our campaignes are, with fco
few men at the outset, came to
a successful termination.
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