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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Girls Go Ahead.

i HIEEW 17
P It was Beob Cherry of the Remove at Groyfriars
who said “ Phew ! and he said it with emphaeis.
He had glanced in passing at the notice-board in
the hall. There were often notices on that board that
concerncd the juniors—capecially the cricket notices relat-
ing to their own matches. DBob had glanced at it quite
carelezsly, but suddeniy his glance had become fixed, and
he stared blankly at the board and said:
“ Phew!"
The sight of Bob Cherry standing before the notice-board
with his hands in his pockets and ﬁia eyes and mouth wide
epen naturally atiracted attention.

~ Beveral more juniors strolled up, and there were polite
inquiries as to whether Bob had selected that spot to have
a fit, or whether he was off his rocker. But Bob Cherry

mtl.;:'r said :
" Phe-e-a-aw

“What's the matter, you image?’ demanded Harry
Wharton, " What's the—""

“ Look "
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YWharton looked, and he too said * Phew!” and staved
blankly at the notice-bonrd. it _

“My only hat!” said Frank Nugent, as he fixed his
astonished gaze upon the notice on the board. “ This Licks
overything ! )

 The lickfulmess is terrific, my worthy chum!” murmured
IHurree Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, " The charming
misses are going it strongiully!™

The notice that so amazed the juniors of the Remove was
written in & vory neat and graceful feminine hand. It id
not need the signature at the bottom to tell the juniora tind
it was the work of Marjorie Hazeldene.

Things had taken a somowhat peculiar turn at the old
school 1n the past few days. The discovery of somo flaw
in the foundations of Clifi House, the girls’ school on the
coast, near Greviriars, had made it necessary for Miss
Penclope Primrose, the hoad-mistress, to send her fairv
pupils away for s time, and they had been sent to Grey-
friars temporarily. Most of tm boys had welcomed them,
but there had been trouble in some ways.

Marjorie & Co. were not by any means new women,
hut they had shown a decided indwisposition to follow tamely
the lead of boys. They believed in * keeping their end up,”
as Miss Clara tenieed 1t In the boy-Janguage she had learned
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at Grevfriars, and from the first it was clear that they
weren't going to take second place.

The bovs, of course, intendoed to treat them awlully well
They were preparcd aven to play cricket with them—
though the girls' ericket, according to Bob Cherry, might
have made an angel weep. They were thinking of letting
them into the debating elub, and extending to them the

membership of the Amateur Dramatic and Operatic Sockety

—in fact, there was no limit to the good intentions of the
juniors—but—— There was a big " But™!

Perhaps there was a hint of patronage in all these good
intentions—perhaps the girls felt that they were being
telarated, and treated as weaker persons—which, of courss,
peuald not be endured. At all evenls, Marjoric & Co. ware
“onn their own,” and insisted upon being on  neither
superior nor inferior terms.  They were to be eqguals, or
nothing, Hence the surprising notice on the 'h-nmrf[l!

The notice was addressed to pirls, but it was read by the
boys with great intorest, It was worded somewhat 1m the
sivle of tho notices Whartem, as captain of the Form, wae
i the habit of putting up for the edification of the Remove.

“NOTICE!

*A meeting will be held in No. 2 box-room at seven
sharp to discuss s gunestion of great importance to all of
wi, No boyve admitted.

“Bigned, Marroriz Hazernpene, Capt

After the word “boys” another hand—doubtless Mias
Ulara's—had scratched in the words * or dogs.” The notice
read thus: “ No boye or dogs admitted.”

Nugent burst into o chuekle.

“Tlns 13 funny " aa1d Wharfion.  * They're picking up
ﬂ}:.:.r manucrs and customs wonderfully! I like the 'seven
gharp " 1"

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“*No bovs or doge admitied*1”
“That's a little bit personal, 1sn't it}

“{ih, tha dogs have been put in for a joko!”

“1 wonder what the meoting’'s about? said Nugent,
-:r]m{:lciin_;:_ T hear that the girls are rather edgewise abouk
not having separaie studies ke ourselves. t may be uo
deputation to the Head they're thinking of, to allow them
sgoparate studics—or porhaps it's to plan a raid 7

“ Fia, ha, ha!"

“Jolly good ides to bu'st up the meeoting
Skinner. " What do you say, Bulstrode?!

* (Good wheeze!”

*Oh, rats!"" snld Wharton. ““Let 'em alone! Why
shouldn't they hold a meeting if they like?"

* ¥ea, rother!” eald Bob Cherry.  * They only want to
talk, the little deare—and let "em tall:, I say! They're safer
talking than plaving cricket!"

= IIa, ha, ha!”

** If you're looking for a thick ear, Cherry——"

It wans o feminine voice that made that remark.
junigrs swung round quickly.

A charming girl, with golden curls and vivaecious blue
oves, was looking ot Bob with great severity, and making
imvaterious paszes in the air with hor clénched handas. It
was Clara E‘mﬂyn, Marjorie's right-hand man—or rather
girl—and the livelicat of the Chif House party.

Tob looked at her in astonishment.

She was winding one fst over another, as if unrelling an
imaginary skein, and for the moment he did not understand.

“ Did—did--did you speak to me?" he suid.

“Yes. Are you looking for a thick ear?” demanded
Mizs Clara wrathfully.

* A-a-g-a-a thick ear!” stammered Dob, :

“¥es. If you are, there's one ready,” said Miss Clara.

“ My—my hat "

Bob understood ot last what the mysterious revolutions of
the little lady's clenched hands mcant—she wos putting up
har fists to box!

There was a roar of laughter from the juniors, and Miss
Clara looked round indignantly.

ﬁrinnﬂd Bob Cherey.

¥R
r

remarked

The

“Indeod, T mean it, Chorry! You have spoken dis-
respoectfuily——>"
“Oh, no! I didn’t mean to, really !’ said Hob Cherry

earnestly.

Miss Clara, placated, lowered her fista

“0Oh, very well: 1 will let you off this time,” she said
magnanimously, * We're sorry we can’t let you boys in to
this umetiug, You see, we're poing to discuss some 1m-
portant subjects.”

* SBomething cew in hats?" asked Skinner.

ad {}h' “l::l !l!'

*The latest thing in doing the hair?”

Miss Clara smiffed.

“ We have much more important matters than sach things
gz {hat to think of. Of course, you boys would be noisy,
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and interrupt the proceedings. We might let iwo or three
nice boys come in and lock on, if they promized not to
talk,™

“* They wouldn't have much chance, would they "

Miws Clars tossed her head and, walked away.

“ Marrow escape for you, Bob!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing, as he passed his arm through his chum'’s ** You
nearcly had the licking of your lifa!™

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“We'd hetter be off,”” said Nugent, as the school clock
chimod out helf-past eix. ** We've got to get to the village
and back before locking-up.”

* Right you are.” ]

The chumns of the Remove went out into the Close in the
surmmer evening. In the golden lLight there were two or
three cricket-matches In progress, and the four chums
looked rather longingly at the pitches.  But they had
businges in the village of Friardale that could not wait. A
junior was esuntering along to the gates with his hands ih
hia pockets, hiz shoulders bent forward, and his head
depressed. Bob Cherry chuckled as he glanced at him,

“That’s Hazeldene, and a2 fine sample of the Eton
slouch !” he remarked. I wonder what's the matter with
?hl;iﬂine lately? He seems to have soinething om his
chest '

Harry Wharton tapped the preccoupied junior on the
shoulder. Hazeldene locked up with a start and coloured.

* Anything wrong?"' asked Harry.

He had thonght several times lately that something was
wrong with Hazeldere of the Remove. 'The boy had a
weak nature, and was frequently in difficulties—from mora
than one of which Harry had extricated him. Both on his
own account, and on his sister’s, Harry was interested in
him.

“Neno,” muttered Hazeldene: “I'm all right.”

“Coming out®™

“I'm going to the village.”

“Bo are we. Come with us”

Hazeldene coloured more deeply.

“I—I'm coming a little later,” he ezid. * Don’t bother
about me.” And he walked away.

Harry looked after him, and there was a frown on his
foee as he resumed his way. ]

* Bomething wrong there,” said Bob Cherry.
has becen getting into trouble again.
this time.” :

*1 wish I Enew, but I can’t very well question him,” said
Harry, wrinkling his brows. 1 can’t help thinking it has
some connection with Lazarus, the old dealer, in Friardale.
I’ve seen Hazeldene talking to him ™’

Bob Cherry gave 2 whistle,

* That's serions 1"

“1 hope it isn't, but ane ean’t help a chap who won't be
helped!™  Harry Wharton shrogged his shoulders. " I'm

* Vaseline
I wonder what it is

thinking more ut Marjorie than about him.  It's “his
sister’s influence more than anything else that keeps Hazel-
dene straight. You know what he used to be! But if he
won't speak, I don't see what wo can do.”

The Famous Four were very silent and thoughtful ae they

walked on towards the x'illagll:; They were all thinking
more of Marjorie, perhaps, than of her brother, who was
likely to bring the shadow of disgrace upon her name

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Haunted Box-ro0m,
BELETRD'['}E chuckled as he saw tha choms of No, 1

Study crozs the Close towards the gates. He was

standing by a window, with his hands in his pockets,

thinking. Skinner was sitting 1 the window-seat,
and looking at him curiously.

“What's the joke?"” asked Skinner.

“ Wharton and his lot have gone out. I was thinking
that it was o good chance for o jape, now that those inter-
foring puppies are out of the way.”

“ About the girls’ meeting in the box-room, you mean§"

“Yes. I waa thinking that it would be a good joke to
bust it up,” said Bulstrode, grinning. "1 don’t sea wh
we zhouldn't rag them, if we choose. What's it to do wi
Wharton? Wharton has beem too high-and-mighty for a
long time, and I don’t =ee why he should dictate to ua™

“(Of course not. What's the idea "

“ Well, they're meeting in No. 2 box-room at seven. Thu&';r
won't allow any fellows at the meeting. You know theore's
a lot of empty packing-cases in the room. We could shove
sorna of the E{lﬂpﬂ into them."”

“Ha, ha, hal®? ; 2

“The big case that Miss Locke's piane came in iz there,"
said Bulstrode. “It would hold three or four of us easily.
When they're in the midst of the giddy mectijng, we would
ﬁive a fearful yell, and make them jump out of their

ooty

Another Coampleata Tale of Harry Wharton
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Bkinner chuackled.

“Good! Let's pet there before they start. Suppose we
talke Stott and Snoop with us? Four will be encugh.”

Dulstrode nodded, and they hurried away. In five minutes
the four of them were in No. € box-room. It was a room
little used. At one end was a stack of old boxes, and close
to them a buge and strong packing-case. There was ample
room in the packing-casc for the four Removites, Dulstrodo
grinmed with satisfaction as he saw it.

“This is simply ripping!" he said. * You see, thore's
one end knocked cut. We can turn it over so that the open
end is on the floor.”

“ Then how are we to got into it psked Stotk.

“ Ass! QGet into it while we're turning it over—turn it
over on ourselves,” said Bulstrode. *f It will touch the Hoor
all round us, and hide us completely. Then when they're
holding the mecting we can walk along, making the case

o with us by pushing apainst it from inside. If that

cesn't make *em shrielizn——“

““Ha, ha, ha!” o ] ] .

There was & sound of feminine voices 1n the distance.

“Quick ! whispered Bulstrode.

The four juniors grasped the big case, and turned it ovor
themselves. ™ It ecovered them wholly as the edges touched
the floor, and there were sufficient rifts in the wood to
allow of light and air to enter. The practical jokers
crouched very quietly in the packing-case, and almost held
their breath as a light footstep entered the box-room.

Marjorie Hazeldene looked round the room.

The golden sunset was gleaming in at the window, and in
the light the girl locked very charming. She had soft
brown hair :amuiT soft brown eyes, and the lines of her figure
were grace itself. Clara followed her in, with Milly Brown
and Norah Flynn. L.

“ First in the field I said Miss Clara, * This is & ripping
place for s meeting, without any danger of being inter-
rupted by noisy boys.”

arjorie laughed. . .

I was not quite sure about excluding boys,” she said,
“ but then that unpleasant Bulstrode might have come, and
that stupid boy Stott.” i

“ And that dreadful Skinner,” said Milly.

“Yas, perhaps it was best, upon the whole.
come !

The *ihey™ referred to the girls. The greaber part of
the Cliff House pupils then staying at Greviriars attended
tho meeting. The room was scon pretty crowded, and thero
was a moerry chattor of tongues ere the cluclk chimed out
the hour. The girls were mostly excited. They hed seen
the Grexvfriars juniors holding meetings, and they meant to
hold & meeting too; but most of them had very vague ideas
what the mecting was about.

“ Hore, here, thiz won't do ! exelaimed Miss Clara, who
had placed herself on guard st the door, in caze any stray
boya should wander in. * Stop, nplease

ho latest comer stopped. o

If was Wun Lung, the Chinose junier, and he looked at
the roardian of the portel with innocent, almond eyes.

“# Mua come in ¥

¢ N, vou can't come in”?

Mo Wun Lung. Me come in' ‘

“This is a girls' meeting,” explained Clara paticntly,
“You can't come in.”

“ No savvy.”

BIts a moeciing on imporiant sebiects eoncerning ouly
CUHA House,” said Milly Brown,  * Doys are not adwtre”
“No savvy." .

“ My goodness,” aaid Clara, ““what a dreadfully stupid
boy!  And they say women oughtn't to bhave votea. Go

away, Wun Lung!"

“ Mo comes in” i

f But 1 tell vou you cannol come in.”

“No savvy.” .

Misze (Hara made a sign to Milly and Norah, and theyv
tool: Wun Lung by the shoulders and walked bim out upon
the stairs. There they left him, and returned to the room.
The Liitle Chinee trotted in after theimn, i

“ My goodness,” exclaimed Clara, ** here is that dreadful
Little heathen again! Wun Lung, you must run away !

“No savvy.” . ; Ginceaage ey
ﬁf‘ Lend me your scissors, Alice, and I will cut his pigtail
ﬂ -JF

Wun Lung backed away.

“ No cuttee !’ he bawled, ** Mo savey. No cutfes !

“Thon be off with vou!” exclaimed Clara, brandishing
the scissors. And Wun Tung “savvied ™ at last, and
seuttled off. Miss Clara slammed and locked the doer.

“Wo're not all here,” said Marjorie mildly. ]

“ Seven's gone,’” spid Miss Clara; *the moeeling’s for
aseven sharp.  All late comers are out of it. That's business,”
“Vory well, my dear. The proceedings will now——"

“ Proceed,” soid Norah Flynn.

“ Exactly. Speech, Marjorie!™ . i

“ Very pood!” smid Marjorie, mounting upon a box.
# Ladics and gentlemen ;
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" There aren't any gentlemen present,” said Milly Brown.
# Keep to the subject, dear.™

“ Ladies and gontlemen,” said Marjorie irmly—* I have
heard my papa make speeches, and he abways ‘begins like
that—if we are to hold meetings the same as the boys, we
shall have to be businesstike, like them. -Ladics and gentle
mon, wo are met upon o most important oceasipn.™

** Hear, hear!" said Miss Clara.

;‘Tha foundations of our own school having proved to be
==L}

“Rocky,"” suggested Clara.

“ Having proved to be rocky,” said Marjorie, with a nod,
“we are taking up a temporary residence at Greyiriare.
Most of the boys are nice—"'

“ Iear, hoar!”

‘ But they all show a disposition to regard girls as some-
thing inferior to themselves—something to be encouraged
and protected. Of course, that is all—""

“ Piffle," snid Clare.

“0Oh, Clara!™

“Pifflo I" repeated Miss Clara firmly. " Go on!”

*1 will say nonscnse,” said Morjorie Hezeldenc.
all nonscose. Girls can look after themselves as much as
boys can. Why can’t we have studics, and havo tea in our
studips, the same as the juniors?”

*“ Eeho answers why ¥*' said Clara.

“ Why shouldn’t we have—have rags, the szme as they
do? We are just as lively as they are; perhaps not quite
a0 strong, but over so much cleverer.”

““ Hear, hear !”

* Why shouldn't we stand a feed in the dorm., and break
bounds to got in the—the——"

“Grub,” said Clara.

“ Oh, Claral™

“Grab! Go on!"

“To get in the—tho ontables,” gaid Miss Hazeldone, 1
don’t see any reason why wo shouldn’t. It would impress
the bovs. We've got to keep our end up. We've alrond
Loaten thom at ericket, but they only laugh when they spea
of that cricket match. The fact 15, tha bovs don’t toke us
aoriously."”

“ Shame " .

“Wo're going to make them take us seriously.  OF course,
there's no reason why o girl shouldn't be as brave as a boy,
and take just the same risks, and=—and that zorr of thing,
We're going to show them that we've got as much coursge,
s much neeve, as much pluck, as much—=— Oocoohohohohe 1"

Marjorio’s voiea tralled off in a shrick.

“ My goodness ! excluimed Clara, in alarm.
the matter, doar?"' -

“Phat—that packing-case!" said Marjorie faintly. Tk
moved] :

The startled pirls all looked round at the higp pecking-
pase, It was 2iill onough now. Clarn laughed.

“ Monsense, dear! How could it move?

ST um suro I saw it move”

“atuff! I—— My gooduess!” . .

Miss Clara shrieked, and most of the gicls shricked, ﬂ.."l-_l!‘I-l
packing-case visibly moved. It moved towards them, with-
out any visible means of volition, and the girls pazed at it
startled and terror-struele )

Hlis—it's haunted " gasped Mills,

And there was another goneral shriek.

The girls had heard the juniors tellk of o ghost at Groeg-
frianrs, and for the moment it really scemed as if they wore
in a haunted room. DBut Miss Clara gave a sudden cry of
relief, mingled with anger. She had caught sight of acveral
pairs of ooty under the mm'inpi packing-case. In shoving
it nlong, Bulstrode & Co. raised it a little from the Hoor,
and that gave them away.

Y Don't be afratd ! erisd Clara. Thera
are bovs in 117

“Tt is

“What's

“It's & jape!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fairly Caught,

1583 CLADRA recovercd from her consternation in a
moment. Buolstrode & Co., in the packing-caso,
gigeled gleefully, and allowed the case to rest for a
moment. In that moment Miss (lara acted promptly.

Sho ran fowards the ease, and pulled horsclf upon it, and
sat there. The others, catching the idea, followed her
example. Tn a few moments there were a dozen girls sitting
on the packing-case, till therc was not room for another,
And when the juniors underneath essayed to shove it along
again, they found that it would not move. The weight was
too groat {or them to negotiate. ; )

“Quick " panted Clara. “ Run downstairs, Milly, and
get a hammer and some nails out of the workshop, Quick !

Milly dashed away. Tt was not far to the room which
the juniors who studied carpentry uscd as a workshop. EIH

Arother Complete Tale of Har Whearton
and Co. and the Puplisg of EH:E‘ House.
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less than a minute Milly was back with a heavy hawmmer
and a dozen eight-inch nails.

Dismay had fallen wpon the unlucky jokers in the pack-
ing-case. Then had intended to frighten the girls, and then
to pitech the case over and get out; but things had not gone
exactly as they had planned,

With the weight of half the meeting upon it, the packing-
case was jammed down to the floor, and all their cfforts
could not shift 1t

And an omincus sound of hammering told them it was
being yet more secnrely fastened down, . .

“ My hat,”" said Skinnor, in dismay, * we're in for itl”

“ Bhove again, you fools " said Bulstrode,

““Jt's no good; we can't get it over.” i

“Qee if vou can bust your shoulder through the side!™

“Rats! Try your shoulder!”

“Look here, Skinner-—" .

“It'z no good, Bulstrede. We're done in™

Bulstrede gritted his teeth, and made a last savage and
determined effort to throw over the packing-case, but it was
in vain. The case did not even shake. The weight upon it
was too great, and the nails were being driven ’n now,

Through the weod, and deep into the floor, the nails were
steadily driven; Miss Clara Eeginning at the corners, and
then going round the box, hammering away scientifically.

The girls were still shricking, but it wes with laughter
now. he iden of the practical jolers being eaunght in their
own trap struck them as mmiua']i,

From within the packing-case came muffled voices, wlich
could not be distinguished in the lowd hammering.

Knock, knock, knocl: !

Bulstrode gritted his teeth with rage. His vain effort to
nove the immmovable case caused him to zink exhausted on
the floor, and he was still gasping for breath when the
knocking coased.

Miss Clara had driven in the last nail

“There,” exclaimed that young Jady,
hanuner; “I've finished !"

There was a wild shriek from Wilhelmina Limburger,

“Ach! Mein Himmel I”

Miss Clara looked at her.

“* What's the matter with vou, Wilhelmina "

" Ach!l Tt is tat you have drop te hammer on mein foot !
wailed Misz Limburger, standing on one foot and nursing
the other.

“Oh, I'm %0 sorry ™

“Ach! Tat not dake avay te bain!”

“1t will go away soon,” satd Clara consolingly. *1 had
ne idea your feet reached as far as this from where you were
standing.’ - '

* Ach!"

“It's all right. 'The naughty boys are safe cnongh,’ said
Miss Clara gleefully. “What a noise they are making !
bﬂﬂul&tm{]e & Co. were thuwmiping away furiously inside the

x.

“ Let us out "' roared Bulstrode.

“ Ha, ha, ha "

+ '%'Ium the box over!"” |

“Hear us snigeer,” said Mise Clara.

“Oh, Clara 1™ &

“Buigger " repeated Clura obstinately,
smigger, you chaps. Ha, hn, ha "

“Let us out 1"

“Go and ent coal—I mean coke "

‘: Will you unfasten this box "'

“Can't be done, dear boy! The nails ars driven in, and
we couldn't get them out if we wanted to. We haven't any
pincers.”

'ﬁkmner gave B gasp inside the packing-case.

My word! She's right! They couldn’t get those nails
aut again.'

“What on carth are we to do?” muttered Stott.

Snoop began to whimper.

“ We zhall be suffocated in here.
fanlt I

“Shut up " roared the exasperated Bulstrode,

“Yes; but I say—-"'

Thft !

Bulstrode brought his elbow hard against Snoop’s chest,
an<d the whilmperer fell on the floor with a bump. Dulstrode
glared down at him,

* Keep there!” he snarled.
krock you down !

And Snoop remained on_the floor. There wasn't encugh
room in the packing-case for free movement, and the four
juniors were [eeling very cramped and confined. Tt was hot,
too—very hot. And the savage temper they were petting
anto made them hotter, But there was no escape.

Bulstrode kicked savapgely on the side of the packing-case,

“ Will you let us out, confound you "

" Certainly not!” said Clara resolutely.

dropping  the

“* Ha, ha, La!"

"Ilear us

It's all Bulstrode’s

“If you get up again, I'il

“You pol in
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there of your own aeccord, and now vou can :stay there. You
can stay there till some of your friepds come and let you
out. We will let the Remove know where o find you.
Good-bye "' )

Bulstrode yelled and threatened, but the girls, laughing
almost hysterically, crowded out of the room, and the silenco
soon showed the trapped jokers that they were clone,

“My hat!” said Skinner. “They re going 1o tell the
Remove. We shall have a crowd to come and look at us
soon."”’

And Bulstrode groaned.

There was a patter of light footfalls in the reom, and
Bulstrode tapped eagerly on the wood.  Someone had
entered the box-room.

Y1 sav, who 1s 1t¥" he called out.

There was a faint chuckle--a chuckle he Lnew,
unseen junior was Wun Lung, the little Celestial ;

“ Wun Lung,” shouted Bulstrede, “help us out of this!™

“Who callee?” .

“It is I, Bulstrode; I'm in the packing-case

““Ha, ha, hal"”

“¥ou Chinese beast—-""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get us out of this, or I'll skin you presently !" roared
Bulstrode, in 2 fury.

The little Chinee chuckled again. Ide put his mouth fo a
knot-hole in the wood, to spezk in his quaint, chuckling
VOLCE,

“ No lettee out.”

“ You heathen rotter, I'll pulverize vou ™

“No catches. Bulstlode beast—bully,” said Wan Lung
complacently, ** He knockee Wun lLung’s headee “gainst
dool, - He say he cuttee off pigtail. e beast! Wun Lung
no lettee out. Ay

Y Get us out of this !

The

[re

Wun Lung teachee Jessan !

HI—I--I'l give you a bob if you lel ws out before the
fellows come !

Y Mo letice out.”

“ Five hob-—helf-a-sovereign, if you like " said Bulstrede
desperately,

 Lats "

There was silence for some minutes -silence on the park
of Wun Lung. Thoe imprieconed juniors were neisy enough.
Then the litile Celestinl  became audible again. 1o
plutnped something down on the packing-case that clanged
like nietul.

¢ He's going to break il open ! .

But Bulstrode was silent, He ha<d no such hope. There
was o sound of knocking, und chips of weod flew. Wan
Lung was knocking holes in the packing-case over iheir
heads.

““ What on earth's he doing ¥ muttered Skinner,

They soon discovered. ] .

There were half a dozen heles gached in the wood in s
few minutes, and then there was 2 splash, as a vessel full of
liquid was inverted over the packing-cuse.

Bulstrode gave a yell as a shower came from above. Ink
was streaming through the holes in the packing-case -
slreaming in ﬂiﬂw{:t'ﬁ aver the four unfortunate jokers. 'The
little Celestial had emptied a can of ink over the packing-
ciaso !

The juniors yelled and equirmed as the inky shower
descended upon them. Al four of them were in Wun
Lung's black books, for bullying and dominecring_ over the
little Celestinl; but it was certain that Wun Lung had
“ got his own back ™ this time. ]

The little Chinaman doubled up in a fit of silent laughter
as he heard the gasps and exclamations from the interior of
the packing-case.

Then he glided from the room, and he passed on the
stairs fellows who had heard the news, and who wore coming
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up to hava a look at the eaptured japers. The box-room
gradually hlled, but no one zeemed 10 be in a hurey o tackle
the packing-casze and releaze the prizoners.

There were few fellows in the Remove who had not at
one fimie or ancther experienced bullying or ragging of some
sort at the hand: of Dul:trode, and, as his own special chums
were in the packing-case with him, there was no one to
extend him a helping hand.

; -Billy Bunter was the last to arrive on the scens, and he
tapped on the packine-case,

1 say, you fellpws —"

““ Let us out !™

“I say, will vou stand me a feed if I let vou out? I'm
rather faint from want of nourishment, and I'm afraid the
exertion will be tono much for me unless I have o snack.
Will you stand me a—.- Ow! Oh, really, Russell—.."

Trevor, of the Remove, grasped the fat junior, and vanked
him away from the case.

., You mind your own bueiness " he said.

S Oh, really Trever-—"' said Bunter, blinking through
]11."].‘]:%1,5:’ :sII:t?ctao]e;: at his assailant, * Oh, really—~-"

cat |

And Billy, secing Trevor double up his fist, * seatted.”

THE FOQURTH CHAPTER.
His Majesty the Baby.

" ODDLES all right "

It was Harry Wharton who azked the question, as
he entered a neat little cottage in the villuge of
I'riardale. A mmh&r]}r-lmnki:;g woman in a white

apron had shown the juoiors in. There was a rather con-
cerned look upon her face, which Harry had noticed atb
Onca.

Tl'ug FFamous Four had come to birs. Fisher's cottage to
see Toddles. Toddles was a youth of tender years, whom
the juniors had taken charge of on a never-to-be-forgotten
gceasion, owing fo the destitution of his mother.

A day of Toddles at Greviriars hed almost turned their
hair grev. And as his mother reclaimed him, Toddles did
not remain more than one <day at the school. The mother
had gone abroad now, to join her husband in Australin;
and at the last moment, az Toddles did not seem fit for the
long wvovage, it had been «<decided to leave him behind in
the charge of a respectable woman at Friardale.

The Head of Greyfrigrs was paying the expenses--only
one of the many kind actions which endeared Dr.  Locke to
the poor people of the neizhbourhood. Harry Wharton &
Co., having once adopted Toddles, naturally took o great
tnfergst n hia welfare, and they frequently called in at
Mrf-s.t Fisher's cottage to see him, and bring him toyz and
sweets.

The toys Toddles accumulated during a couple of weeks
would have stocked an ordinary toyshop, and the sweets
would have killed half a dezen vouths of Toddles’ tender
years. Mrz. Fisher, however, judiciously disposed of most
of the sweets, allowing Toddles as many as were not harmful
for him. _

Toddles, eurionzly enough—for his stay at Greviriars had
been an exciting one, not whally gratifving to himself—had
developed a deep alfection for Harry Wharton, and he liked
to zes the captain of the Remove. HBometimes he con-
descended to sit on Harey's knes, and at times he' demanded
a song, and Toddle: was not to be refused when he made a
demand.

Wharton, to his own amazement and amusement, zome-
times found himeself cudgelling bhis brains for scraps of
nursery songe to sing to the [ittle fellow. IIe liked Toddles,
and he looked grave at once as he caught the shade upon
Mrs Fisher's face.

“ Nothing wrong with Toddy, T hope?* asked Bob Cherry,
looking round for the youngster, without discovering any
trace of him.

Toddles was usually only too much in evidence.

“I'm sorry to say he's not very well,” said Mres Fisher.
“ He's in my bed-room. Will you come in "

The four followed Mrs. Fisher into Toddles’s bed-room.
The little fellow was in bed, and his usaally ruddy face was
paler. DMrs. Fisher had explained that it was only a ehildish
ailment, and nothing realls serious: but the juniors® fuces
beeame overcast as they saw the pale little face, and the
listless hands plaving idly with a toy.

. Toddles's face brightened up wonderfully as he saw the
jumiors from Greyiriars,

“ Oo come here ! he said to Harry.

Harry laughed as he sat by the bed.

“Halla, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry cheerily. “I
]:u'r‘]'m you're not fecling bad, Toddy 7"

Eldo away ! said Toddles.
bt 1]

Do awav! (dders deo away, ton!"
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Bob Cherry grinned ruefully at Nugent.

“Wea're l]l'_':}; ﬁ'nnte&, it EU-E.'II'I.}E:,” he rﬁrnarkﬁd._ * We'll take
;1 stroll with Inky, Harry, and look in again in half an
wonr. "

Wharton nodded. Toddles was sitting up in bed, and he
had already taken out Harry's watch. The mystery of the
hands and the ticking spemed to interest him very much.

“ Bless his little heart,” said Mrs. Fisher, " he seems to
be ever so much better already, Master Wharton! Your
eoming does him o s s

“Then I'm jolly glad T looked in,” said Farry, smiling.
“T've got to get off at soven-thirty, though, Well, Toddles,
can you tell the time yot ¥

“Oo tell Toddles 'tory.”

1t was not the first time Harcy had been called upon for s
story by Master Toddles, and lately he had taken the trouble
of looking out some fairy stories so as to be prepared for
auch a demand. He told Toddles now the story of * Puss 1n
Boots,” making it as simple as he could for the understand-
ing of three years old. Toddles listened with the dﬂﬂx;i
intense, pravity of childhood, as if he fully understood o
that was said, though he certainly could not have under-
stood more than half of it. Harry spun out the story to
make it last till his chums calied for him, and he had just
finished when Bob Cherry looked in at the door.

“ Hallo, halls, hallo! Time to be moving, or we shall be
late for locking-up 1™

Harry mads & movemant to rise. Toddles had fast hold
of his sleeve with one hand, and he did not let go. He
shook the other at Bob Cherry.

[ X Dﬂ away !IJ

“"Certainly " grinned Bob.
he disappesred.

“Tell Toddles "'nodder "Tory '

“T'm afraid T must go now, chappy,’ said Iarry gently.
“I'va got to get back te school, you know !

"Tell Toddles "nodder "tory I ‘ ,

“I'll tell you ancther story another time,” said Harry
groatly distressed by the signs of tears in the little freo.
musk go now"’

“Toddles not well. Tell Toddles ‘nedder "tory.”

“My dear littlo chap—-" v e

“ Tell Toddles 'nodder "tory,”” said Toddles, hiz voree rising
eresconds, and the tears beginning to flow. * Toddles not
seepy. Tell Toddles "tory !

£ k here, Toddy, I'll come again and tell you a slory
il}{ﬂhc'r time—not just now,” soid ldarcy. ' Lot meo go now,

1 : r

* o come soon Y

“Yes, yea; to-morrow !

Toddles shook his head decidadly.

“{o come nighty."

“ T can't come to-night, chappy. It's not allowed.”

“ Qo come nighty "' shrieked Toddles, _

“ Bless his little heart ! said Mra. Fisher, coming into the
room. “ He gets feverish of a night, and can’t slecp. And
maost of last night he was asking for you, sie”

Harry Wharton looked troubled. Tho rules of the s:hool
were strict, and any junior outside the gates afier locking-up
was talen before the Head or 1 Form-master. He could not
remain. And to viait the cottape at nizht meant breaking
bounda after dark; a serious offence at Greyiriars.

Yet the thought that the child lay awake in the still hours
calling for him touched Harry strangely. Like all lads with
healthy bodiez and sound minds, he was fond of chaldren.
And little Toddlea, wilful little rascal as he was, had wound
himge!f somechow round the junior’s heart.

“ 0o ecome nighty " wailed Taddles.

Harry took a sudden resclution.

“¥os, I'll come and see you to-night, Toddy," he said
gquictly. And then Toddles was all amiles.

“ Toddles seepy now,"” ho said cheerfully.
~ And Mrs. Fisher was tucking him in when Harry left, and
joined his chums cutside the cottage. They strolled awav
through Friardale Iigh Street towards the college. Hob
Cherry whistled when Harey mentioned hia appeintinent
with Toddles.

“I say, Harry, it's a risky business.” said Nugent. ** You
know how the Haad i3 down on anvboedy who brenks bounds,
capecinlly aftoer dark. BSinco that chap Loevison had to leave
for pub-haunting, the Head™s been more strict than over.”

“I know it, Frank. But Toddles wants me, and I've
promised the little begrar now."

“ Buppose you asked Mr. Quelch #"

Harry shook his head.

**I couldn't. He'd refuse, anyway.
how long Toddles will keep mo.  Better keep it dark,
Queleh wouldn't understand. He'd think Toddles was a
wilful little bounder who ought to be over-ruled, DPerhaps

“Come on, Harry!™ And

Besides, I don't know
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4 is. Only he asks for me when he can’t sleep, and—and
I‘mﬁcmg, so that's sctiled I said Harry, breakimg off.

“Here's Lazarus's festive establishment,” remarked Bob
Choerry, as they passed a dusty-looking secondhand furmture
shep, " Remember how we got the furniture here for the
study after the fire at Greviriars ¥
. Yes, rather!"” said Wharton, laughing. “I—" Mo
sroke off. He had suddenly ecaught sight of Hazeldene
sorming out of the old dealer’s shop. The boy was looking
white and worn, and his expression struck the chums of the
Remove. Hazeldene did not see them. He walked away
quickly in the direction of the school, and the chums,
exchanging uncasy glances, followed more slowly.

There was no further Jdoubt upon the point that Marjorie's
brother was in some trouble with the old dealer of Friardale.
Mr. Lazarus was reputed to have n money-lending branch
to his business, and Wharton thought of that now with an
uncomfortable sensation. What trouble wna Hazeldene in
that he looked so white and wretched

THE EIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch is Startled!

" ALLG, hallo, hallo! Where are all the fellows
The chums of No. 1 Study looked about them in
surprise as they re-entered Grevfriars, just in time
to escape being locked out by Gnﬁ]ing. The (lose
was clear of Removites, the common-room was drawn blank,
and there were none of the Lower Fourth in the gym. The
Remove passape was deserted, and the studies were nearly
all empty. Where on earth were the Remove?

Wingate, of the Sixth, met the chums as they were looking
about them, and he nodded.

Bob Cherry ventured to stop the captain of Greyfriars.

“Have you seen any of the chaps?” he asked. * They
zeem to have made a sudden disappearance somewhere.””

“Now I come to think of i1, 1T haven't seen so many
nivrobes about the last balf-hour,” said Wingate genially.
“Perhaps they've heard the rumour that all the necks in
the Remove are o be washed in future, and have run away
feom school”™  And he walked on, leaving the juniors
locking rather wrathfal,

They looked into the studies along the Remove pazsape.
One was found oceupied at last.  Mark Linley, the Lan-
cashire lad, was at worl in his guarters.

* Halle, hallo, hallo! Have the fellows all gone to sea ¥
niked Bob Cherry, “ The whole Remove's disappeared.”

Mark Linley laughed.

1 hear there's something going on in No. 2 box-room,”
ke said.  “ Perhaps they're up there.”

“Thanks! Let's go and have o lock, my zons.”™

The noise in the bex-room warned the four chums that
the Remove were indeed there, as they mounted the stairs.

Thump, thimp!

“Well, there's something on,” szaid Nugent, “ But I'm
blessed 1 [ can gucsa what it iz 17

* The blessfulness is terrific.™

They entered the box-room. It was erammed with fellows,
all gathered round a packing-caze nailed to the flcor. They
were laughing hysterically, and from within the nailed
pucking-case came thump on thump, and yell on yell. Harry
recognised Buolstrode’s voice, and ke thought he understood.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the row?"" demanded Bob

Cherry.

“ Faith, and it's Buletrede! TIn, ha, ha! They hid them-
selves in the caso to frighten the girls, and, sure, they'ze
fastened up in it!”

‘' Let us out!" came a mufflad voice from wirthin the eaze.

The churns roared with laughter, The girls had evidently
been interrupted in their meeting by the eads of the Remove,
oand had gained the upper hand.

“My word," said Nugent, * who shoved all this ink here ?
They must have been drenched inside the case? That wasn't
Marjorie & Co.”'

* Me shovee inkee,” said a mild voieo.
Allee light.”

1t won't be all right for you when Bulstrode
grinned Bob Cherry. * You'd better malie yourse

Thump, thuimnp !

Y Will vou let us oui? 1 say, Wharton, get this thing
utifaztened, there’s a good chap!'’ ealled out Skinner.
“'We're suffocating and smothered with ink, "Nuff's as good
es a fcast, vou know 1”*

‘“ Please let us out,’” eanie Bnoop's whimpering voies. “ 1
—1 feel guite ill 17

“ IPerhaps they've had cneugh,” grinned Trovor. * Some-
body will have to pet a crowbar to prize that thing up. The

irls have nailed it down az if if were to stay therc till

reyiriars fell to pieces.”

After some delay a erowbar was found, and Bob Cherry
get to work fo prise up the case. After all, a joke was a
joke, but the imprisoned juniors had had enough. It was
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time they were set at iihertlv. But it was no easy task to
get the packing-case up. job tried to jam the crowhar
under the edge, but there wasz no getting it in.

““We shall have to get o mallet,” he said,
ch.-a.[l‘:ﬁ cub off and get a mallet, or something,

There was a further delay while & mallet was being found.
Bulstrode, within the case, was breathing fury, When the
mallet arvived Bob Cherry resumed operations, and there
was a knocking in the box-room that could be heard all over
Grovfriars.

“Fm off,” Trevor remarked. * You'll have all the pre-
feets here soon to see what that row i3 about.”

Y IParth, and it's right ve are !

The Removites, ﬂtﬁ:l laughing, crowded out of the box-
room. It was no easy task to unfaszten the packing-case, but
Bob Cherry suecesded at last. With a Hna,]]. wirench it eame
upr, and the feur juniors crawled out.

Their appearance sent the chums almost inte hysteries.
Thetr faces and collars were smothered with ink, and it
looked as if a troupe of nigger minstrels had suddenly
cscaped from the packing-casze.

“Ha, ha, ba!l"” roared Bob Cherry. " Oh, comec on! 1
shall have a lit if I stay here. Ha, ha, ha !

The Famous Four hurried off, laughing hysterically as
they wont downstairs, and almost ran into a severe-featured
gentleman who was coming up,

" Boys, stop 17

It was Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove. The knoek-
ing in the box-room had brought him to the spot, and he
was not looking amiable. 1le fixed his eyes severcly upon
the juniors,

“YWhat 1z all this noize about?” he asked.

“ N-n-nothing, sir."”

*Fhere 1s something poing on in the box-room,"” said the
Remove-master, “1 cannot have these ceasclesa disturbe-
aneces !

“*If vou please, sir " hegan Ilarry, as Mr. Queleh made
a movement to pass them and po up—"" i{—if you please——""

“Well, Wharton I'” said the Formm-masier, leoking at him,

W harton hesitated. TTe was wondering what Mye. Quelch
woula think if he saw Bulstrade & ‘o, at that moment.

“ 1E—if you please, sirv, it's—it’s all right !

* Nomsense |7

alr. Queleh mounted ihe siairs. The juniors watched him
g into the box-room, and DBob Cherry gave a breathless
chuckle.

*It's all up now 1™

e Crelel, looking very angry, strode into the box.room,
and the next moment he nearly jumped off the fleor.

“ Wh-wh-whatl is this?" he gasped.

He sfared blankly af four weird-looking fizures, with faces
black with ink, that met him just tnside the doorwary,

Hulstrode & Co. stared at ffm Forni-master in their turn.

I'or some moments there was silence.

Mr. Quelch, as he recovered from his astonishment,
locked very gprim,

“ 1 presume this a Christy Minstrel rehearsal,” he said,
finding his sarcastic tongue again,

" You—rou see, sir—-" said Bulstrode haltingly,

“Yes, [ see—1 see four juniors who have got into a maost
diszusting state,” said the Bemove-master. ** You will go
and elean vourselves immediately. Then vou will each
write out two hundred lines of Virgil, and bring them to
me hefore bedtime.”

 li=if you please, sipe-——"

- Not & word! Geo !V

They went, and Mr. Quelch followed them grimly down.
It was no easy matfer o get all that ink off, and when it
was done, they had to set to work on the lines, Mr. Quelch
was not a master to be trifled with on matters like that,
The lines had to be shown up. They accounted for most of
what was leflt of the evening;: and when they were done,
Fulstrode was in a mood for any kind of vengeance. But
{m found that his followers wero far from agreeing with
im.

“Oh, rats!’ said Skinner, when Dulstrode broached the
subject. “*Bosh! I rather think we've had encugh for
goee.  Let them alene” ) ]

“ Do you think I'm geing to take this Iving down?" de-
manded Balstrode [ercely.

“ Well, vou can't punch a girl’s head, I suppose—and we
sturfed it, too. Ths fellows wouldn't let you touch them if
vou wented to.  We've got Quelchy down on us, teo: Better
let it alone, T've had enough.'’

tulstrode gritted his teeth. He, at least, had not had
enough: and he watched his opportunity for retaliation.

Another Complete Tale of Hﬂﬂ%“nm
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie's Brother.

B 2AY, you fellows—I mean you girls!"”
Marjoria and Clara looked round. They were in the
Clese, locking on at the Sixth Form plaving cricket,
; when Billy Buater ¢came up. There was an ingratia-
ting smile upon the fat ];:.miu:-r's face, which would have
warned any Greyiriars fellow of what he wanted; but the
Chff House girls did not know Bunter so well as the

Removites ;-I;icf

"1 say,” said Bunter, stining' and blinking at the pivls
through hia bip spectacles, “I'm in a bit of a fix. Could

nay

¥ou help ma out ¥
“What is it 7" asked Marjorie.

*I've been disappointed about a postal order,” explained
Bunter, “and the remittance I'm expecting from the
Patriotic Home Work Association won't come till Satarday.
I want five beb for a particular purposs, and I was thinking
you might lend it to me."”

“1 am afraid—"

“I'm quite willing to pay you interest on the loan,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “I did with Wharton once. I paid
him at the rate of sixty thousand per cont. per annum—-""

" Bunter "

“ Yes, Miss Clara."

“ Don't tell atories,” said Miss Clara, in her candid way.

“Oh, really, Miss Clara—""

“You did no such thing.'

“DBut—but I did. I didn't exactly pay it, perhaps, but
that was the arrangement. If you could lot me have the
five bob, I'd repay it on Saturday with half-a-crown extra.
This is a chance you don't often get.”

““And we're not going to fake advantage of it now wo've
got it,"" said Clara. “ I haven't five shillings to give away.”

“You don't wunderstand,” said Bunter patiently.
“Women never de understand these things. It's curious
how females lack tho businesa faculty. [t's a loan, which I
shall repay on Saturday out of my cheque from the Home
Work Associotion. If you can't manage tho five bob, hall-n-
crown would do.”

Marjorie hesitated, and then slipped her fingers inte her
little purae.

Y Are vou quite sure you can ropay it on Saturday ¥ gho
askaed., I really cannot spare it unless you can do so.”

Bunter blinked indignantly,

“ (O, really, Miss Hazeldene, T think you might trust a
fellow ' Ask anvbody tn the Remove, and they'll tell vou
how I am with money matters."

It would have been safor for Marjorie's half-crown if she
had dona so. She handed the eoio to Bunter, who slipped
it into his waisteoat pockel.

“Thanka!” he said airily. All the persussiveness and
the ingratiating effusivencsa was gone from Bunter's manner
when he had onece secured the loan, ** I'Hl see ubout this on
Saturday or Monday.”

“Vou said Saturday for certain!™ exelaimed Marjorie

“0Oh, very well 1" said Bunfer peavishly. * Saturday, aa
vou're so particular. I was thinking I'd give it to vou out
of my postal order on Monday; stll, you may as well havo
it out of the Home Work cheque on Saturday. I won't
forget.”

And the faf juntor walked off. e made a direct line
towardas the tuck-shop, leaving Marjorie with a somewhat
doubtful expression upon her face. Bho would need that
half-crown on Saturday, and it began to look as if she
might expect it in wain, Dut the sight of her brother
strolling moodily unded the trees with his handa thrust deep
into his pockets drove the fhought of Bunter and the hui}
crown from her mind., Miss Clara walked away as Marjorie
joined her brothor. Hazeldene looked up with a start as

arjorie came up to hiu,

“ Hallo, Marjorie !

The girl looked at him anxiously.

“ Iz anvthing the matter?” she said, slipping her arm
through his. * What iz it? You have been looking worried
all the time I've heen at Greviriars.”

“It's all right, Sis” -

“ [ot it isu't all right,"” said Marjorie. * Can’t you tell me
what it a7 Have vou been getting inte debt again ™

Hareldene shifted uneasiliy.

Y8 it is that,” said Marjorie, h&r heart beating
fully. * Oh, and you promisad to be zo careful after
Wharton helped vou out last time”

“ It—it jsn't exactly debt,” anid Mazeldene; 1 suppose I
mav a5 well tell vou. Look at this."

He dragged a crumpled paper from his pocket. Mar-
In florid type it bore the head-
Genuine ‘Hd China

ain-
arry

jorie looked at it in wonder, i
ing—M. Lazarus, Dealer in Antiques.
Bought and Sold. Money Leént,”
There was more of it, but that was enough. It was an
invoice for poods detivered, and Marjorie looked down the
list 1n amazement. ‘ .
“ One study table, £1 1. Two ditto chairs, 13s. Sguare
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carpet, £1 53, Genuine old Freneh mirror, £2. Bookenss,
£1 Bs. b6d.”

Marjorie looked at her brother in anxiouz amazemant,

“ Burely vou haven't been buying all these things®"

The junigr leoked a litile dogged. )

““It “was after the fire at Greviriars,” he explained.
“You remember, the Remove studies were burnt down. All
our things went. The fellows have to furnish their own
studies here. Bulstrode's in my study, and he does things in
yrood style, and—and I dide't want to have nothing. T wans
bound to take my whack, you know. Thea college made us
some compenaation for the things destroyed, but that didn't
go far. I thought it would he a ripping idea to get somo
new things on the hire-purchase system."”

“ Oh., dear!"” i

“ Wharton bought hiz new crocks at the same place,' said
Hazeldene, * He was able to pay cash, though. He's so
hard headed, too. When old Lazarus tried to persaondsa him
to have things on tick, he stuck out against it. Dut tha
ferms were 2o good, you know. What I bought came fo
poout six-poands ten—-—-""

“ Bix pounds ten, and you have no money G

“ Don't you see, 1t waos the hire-purchase system, a;xanl
Iazeldene lamely. ** When vou have things on the hire-
purchasa system, you always have more than you caun afford,
vou know, and you pay it off a bit at a time. This was all
right; Mr. Lazarus ofiered ripping terms—only a shilling a
week for all that stuff. 1 rEELﬂned I shouldn't have to pay
it all off till I was right through the Bixth Form."”

“It eould not possibly pay him to grant such terms—
thore must have bacn some intention to trick you."

“ I—I supposc there was, now, [ didn’t understand that
if o payment was missed the whole became due st onge; but
it's 1n the agreement plainly enough, and he pointed it
out to me—after I had run behind. You ses, the whole
suin became due, and every week that it wasn't paid it bore
interest at the rate of five per cent.”

“0Oh, dear ™ .

“ I not very good at Agures, but—but it's worked oul
all right. I owe him about nipe pounds now,” said Inzel-
dene hopelessly, * He's been dunning me for weeks. I've
paid himn all I could scrape together. It's no good speaking
to wl:llmrml‘t'- Ie couldn't possibly raise anything like nine
pounda——-

‘It would not be Fair to ask him," said Marjorie qaiﬁkl.;.'.
“ You must never, never think of that, whatever happona.

“ Ye.03, vou're right. I—1 couldn't ask him," snid_}'{az{-i-
dere haltingly. **I—I couldn’t ask him. He couldn't do
it, anyway, so it dossn't matter. The beast Lazarus has hnd
about thirty shillings out of me already, and 1 still owe him
nine pounds,’’

“ But vou are & minor,” said Marjorie indignantly. * lle
had no right to supply you things on eredit. Ile cannot
clnim the money.’ _

“ But he could go to the Mead,” sajd Harzeldene gloomily.
“ The Head would write to dad about it. I can’t face it."

Marjorie wrinkled her brows,

“Don't vou worry, Sis" =aid Hareldens remorsefully.
“71 wish vou hadn't asked me anything about it. I oughtn’t
to have told vou. You can't help me.”

“ But 18 Mr. Laxarus threatening you now !

“Yes, 1f I don't let him have another nound on Saturday
he says he's going to the Head," said Hazeldene hopelesaly.
* T don't know what to do; unless I run away from school.

* ¥ou must not do anything so silly as that1”

“What else can I do? I can’t face it, 1 tell you. The
Head will take a serious view of it, if it comes to his ears.
Lazarus will make it as bad as he ¢can, and I shall be ver
likely expeiled. That's one reasom why 1 haven't tol
Wharton. I know he would want to dely Lazarus, and I
daren’t I oo ] )

‘It is a shame,” said Marjorie hotly, “The things in
your study are not worth a quarter that he has charged for
them. It is dishonesty all through.™ ;

* Well, his terms wera verv easy, vou know,"” said Hazel-
dena weakly. * One can't expect everything."

“They haven't turned out to ba very easy. But
don't pay the man any more. Let him do h_IFt worst. I ho
keeps on like this, vou will never be out of his clutches; and
vou will*have to make a stand some time,” said Marjorie
exrnestly., ** Muke o stand now, and let him do his worsf.”

“You don't understand,” said Hazeldene peevishly. T
can't! It's no good talking like that. He's gol me in a
cleft stick, and he knows it. I was a fool to have anything
to do with him, 1 know that. But—but if [ can’t raise a
pound this week to stave him off, I shall cut it all.”

“ But vou must not ! o

¥ There’s nothing clse. T can't face the Head, Marjorie I
Hea broke out suddenly. " You can help me if you lile 11[
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I can stave 1t off this week, I may be able to find some way
of pulling out. Help me this once.”

“ How can I help you?" said the gicl, in wonder. "1
have no money.”

“ If—if you would lend me your ring——

The girl leoked down quickly at the ring on her band, and
for & moment her face set.

“ It was a present from mother,” she said, in a low tone.

“Well, it would only be for a time. I can raise money
on i, you koow, and later on I can get it back for wou,”
gnid Hazeldene uneasily. * Never mind, if you don’t want
to; only [ thought—"!

The girl slipped the ring from her finger, and piaced it
i his hand. The jurior’s face lighted up.

“Thank you, Marjorie! You're—you're a brick! Tt will
be all right. I'll see that you have 1t back agoin !

And Hazeldone hurried off, with o weight 'ifted from his
mind; and Marjorie stood still under the trees, with the
tears gathering in her eyes.

THE SEVENTH CHAIP'TER.
Clara Means Buslness.

* MARJDRIE )2
Y Where's Marjoria?™

i

Clara and Milly were looking everywhere for

Marjorie. It was growing thick dusk in the Close,

andd the girls were not allowed out of deors after dark., The

slitin form of Marjorie came from out of the shadows of the
trees, and Clara uttered an exelamation of relief,

*{y, here you arve!” she said. "I was beginning fo
think that somecthing had bappened to you! What i3 the
matter, Marjorie!®”

* Nothing, dear.”

“Well, you look a Little—what do they eall it?—dewn in
the mouth,” said Clara, peerning at her chum in the dusk,
1z it that dreadiul Dulstrode again? Ias he been talking
to vou '

“Oh, no; I am ell rvight! Let's go inl!”

They went in, Clara still locking a little puzzled and
concerned. arjorie was worried about her brother, but
she assumed an air of cheerfulness to ward off the questions
of her friends. The gicls at CGreyiriars had their meals 1n
the Head's house, under the charge of Miss Locke,. the
Head's sister, who was & mistress at Cliff House. ‘They
wont in to supper, and there was o subdued murmur of talk
at the meal. The “ Co,” were full of the new idea that had
been broached at the meeting in the box-room—especially
Clara. Clara was a determined young lady, and she never
gave up an idea when it had orice taken possession of her.

“¥You haven't forgotten about the—the feed, Marjorie "
she whispered.

Marjorie started.

*“h, Clara! The whati™
*The fecd in the dorin.,” said Clara obstinately. * You
know we arranged to have a feed in the dorm., the same
a& the boys do.”’

* But—but—"

“I suppose you're mot going to funk it now?' whispered
Clara. * Nonsense—I inecan pifile! Why, the boys would

Inugh at ug!”
 “Faith, and they would !’ said Miss Flynn., “ It's a good
idea entirely 1

‘* But—but the school ehop 15 closed,” said Alice.

Misa Clara sniffed scornfully,

*Who's talling about the school shop? We're going to
get the provisions—I mean the grub—from the village!”

" Good ! zaid Milly Brown.

“But that will be breaking bounds, Clara dear.”

*That's cxactly the idea!"” said Clara triumphantly. “If
it wasn't breaking bounds I shouldn't like the idea ot allt
The boys break bounds to go dewn to the village for grub,
and we've got to show that we can do the same as the boys!
You see, that's keeping our end up!”’

“Ye-ea, I suppose so.”

" We'll toss odd man out, to see who's to go,” zaid Clara.
“We can do that in the dorm. The girl who goes can he
lot out of a window downstairs—I've heard Cherry zay how
they have dene it. Then you get over the wall and
seoot—""

“0h, Clara!"

“And scoot down to Friardale,” snid Clara firmiy.
“That's the—the wieeze. Don’t sav any more—Miss Locke
13 looking."”

And the famous project was not diecussed any more till
hodtime. Marjoric was of a somewhat less adventurous
«izposition than Clara, though in a time of trial her
character would have proved the stronger of the two, but
&1 entered into the scheme keenly enough. As leader of
the Co. she could not decline to do so, and, though she had
her doubts, she was not afraid.

Miss Locke put cut the lights in the girls’ dormitory, and
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she bade them zoadnight and clesed the door without &
suspicion. Five minutes had not elapsed when Miss Clara
sat up in hed.

“ It's all serene!” ehe remarked.

“Tat iz goot,” said Miss Wilelmina Limburger. T
tink tat I am hungry, oiv’t 1t¥ I tink tat fc supper 13 &
oot vheeze, ™

“ Muarjorie—Marjorie!™

“ Yes, dear?

“Welve pot to toss un,” sald Miss Clara, " 0Odd man out
—T mean odd girl out!”

“ No, no; don't do thar!” “1t'e
not necessary.”

*“ But how are we to settle—"

“1 shall go,"” said Marjorie, “T ough! to go, as leader.”

“dh, very well, il vou volunteer! DMilly and I will come
and lmllf,l vou our.” )

The three girls drossed hastily and stole silently to the
door.  The dermitory they ocenpied was the old Roemaove
dormitory—the Remove sleoping  in the Upper Fourth
quarters while the girvls were at Greyiriars,  From the
passage outside an unfreguented etaircase gave aceess o the
bnek of the housze, where there was a window in an obsenre
aleove which the Removites had sometimes vaod for leavin
the house, The three givlis stoke down the paszage, wit
their heartz beating violently.

It was all very well to plan this sort of thing in the broad
davlight, and even to discuss it in whispers =t a crowded
supner-table, but in a late hour of the night it was a
ditfarent mazter.

The passage was darl—the lights there bring turned out
at the zame time asz the lighiz in the dormitories. In
overy corner, in every aleove, theeatening shadowa scemod
o lark. With wildly beating hearts, Marjorie & Co.
reached the stair that led down to the place of secret exit.
Saddeniy Clara caught Marjorie by the arm.

“ Oh—oh, dear!” she murmared. *“I—I enn hear some-
body coming !’

“We—we shall be found out!™ panted Milly, all her
courage deserting her.  ** Oh, how ailly it was of us to leave
the dormitory!”

Y Be quist!” whispered Marjorie. “ Hush!”

Ghe drew her friends into a recess near the head of the
stairs., Somoons was cevtainly coming along the passage.
A door had been heard to [antly close in the direction of
the Upper Fourth dormicory. Llown the passape came
soft and almost silent steps, just audible to the throbbing
eurs of the girla.

Closer and closcr ]

“Tt is one of the boys,” whispered Clara fainily,

Murjorie pressed her arm.

Tk was certainly not a master—or a senior boy. Tha quiet
and cautious footfalls showed that the walker, whoever he
was, was going to leave the house seccretly !E]-j' the same
exit the girls had chosen. Who it was they could not
imagine, %ut- they knew that it was some lad gong to
break bounds.

The cautious footateps passed them, and went on down the
back stairs. Marjorie & Co. listened with beating hearts,
and they heard a faint click from below.

“ My goodness!” whispered Clara. “ He is getting out of
the window—our window !”

It was five minutes before the girls dared to move. Duk
no further sound came from the gloom, and they quitted the
recess ot last,

“Come on!"” said Marjorio firmly.

They crept down the stairs, feeling their way in the dense
darkness, and reached the window. It was unfastened.
Clara opened it goftly and peered out into the ploom.
There was no sound from the boy who had left the house.
He¢ was probably far away by that time.

“Come on, kid!" said Clara. * Out you go!”

She dropped from the window into the grass beneath, and
the others followed. Miss Clara reached up earefully and
closed the window. Then the three girls crossed the
gurdens and made their way towards the wall which gave
upon the Friardale road. Little did they dream {hat as
they turned away o spiteful face was flattened against the
glass of the window.

“ My hat!” nmurmured Bulstrode, his eyes gleaming with
malovolent pleasure. "I hardly expected a chance like
this! I followed Wharton to shut him out, and now here’s
a chance to * He paused, and hesitated for a moment.
Ile had intended to play a scurvy trick uapon Harry
Wharton, his rival in the Ronove, and Fate was playing
inte his handz in another way.,  Flis hesitation was only
momentary. **Bhut me up in a packing-case and set the
whole Form laughing =t me, will they? It will be weeks
hefnr:a the fellows leave off chipping me! Lot 'em stay
out !’

And Bulstrode fastened the window securely, and cropt
back to bed, chuckling.

LR
a

said Marjorie quickly.
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! The thought that the child lay awake In the still hours calling for him touched Harry Wharton strangely.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Breaking Bounds.

o FIERE'S the place, Clara®” )
W “I've heard Cherry asay they climbed up a lree
close to the wall™

“ But there are a lot of troes close to the wall”

4 it's where the ivy 13"

“The ivy ie all along?®

“ My goodness! I wish 1t wasn't so dark!
it somehow.”

“Here 1t 15" said Milly Drown. "1 remember now—it
was pointed cut to me.  It's this old, gnarled tree. 1
suppose it's easy to climb, with all these big lumps on the
trunk. I’ll help you, Marjorie”

“* Bul—but the other side of the wall—"

“Did you think I'd forgotten the rope, vou goose®"’ caid
Clare, uneoiling a thick rope from round her waist. = 0
bought this of Gozling specially ™

= Help mwe up, then.”

“Right-ho!"? said MMizs Clara cheerfully.
a bunk up!™

* Oh, Clara!™

“Rats! Are you ready?'

“Ye-oees, ['m ready.”

Marjorie took hold of the rough, weatherbeaten trunk
of the old tree rather gingerly. She was afraid for her
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We must find

“Tll give you

frack and for her handz; but it was too late to think of that
now.

The climb had probably not cecupied Wharton more than
a [ew seconds. It was a more serious matier to the girls.

Clara and Milly loyally bunked wp their friend, and
Marjorie clambered on the sloping, lknotted trunk and
reached the lower branches. With the oid of thom, and of
the strong tvndviis of the vy growing elose to the tree, she
ltt-'llll‘-ug{rd to reach a branch on a level with the top of the
Wikl

“* All right?"" acked Clara.

“* Yooz, 1 think zo.

* Then Ul cone ard help vou with the rope.
bunk, Milly!™

* Yeoos—mand my hat "

“¥ou shouldn’t have pur a hat en—1 haven't.
vear hat——"

“If you INeck my hat T won't speak to you!™

“Rats! Give me a bunk.™

(lara clambered on the rrank and Millv. In spite of all
her eaution, she did kick the hat as she ¢lung to the firat
Lranch, and Milly sterted back and let go. Clare had beep
depending on her, and Milly's defection left her hanging to
tiie branch., Her feet wildly swept the aire,

“0Oh! Ow! My goodness! 1'in falling !

““ My hat P

Milly did not intend that as a eangy exelamation. Sha

Give me a

If T kick
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was examining her hat, upen which Clara’s boot had
?1umpe~d with considerable force. Marjorie stared down
rom the top of the wall.

“ What is the matter? What is it ¥’

Clara elung desperately to the branch, If she had
drapped there was only a couple of fest to drop, but she
did not think of it at the moment.

“Help!” she gasped. “I'm hanging here! Oh, 1 know
I shall fall! Milly, vou horeid, horrid girl, help me! I
never speak to you again! Oh, dear! My goodness! Ob,
‘dear "

“ Mr hat 15 spoiled.”

s Hn!q me! Quiek!"

“ Yow've disarranged all the fAowers—*

“Oh, dear! I know I shall fali!”

“And the trimming is torn, I thmk."”

YOk, dear! My goodness 1™

“ And the crown s quite knocked i I sha'n't be able to
woar this hat hfli'n, t was vory ceoet of vou, Clara !

e

“Will p me?"” shricked Clara.
;Eﬁi* » someadody will hear voul” gasped Marjorie.
Clura kad dro from the Bougk The fall did not

hurt her, but sha fell over, and fhere was a splash as her
frock EE into a puddle left near the wall by the last
TalE re gave a cry. DMilky's hat was not so very
imporktant, but hes ewn frocl, of conrse, was
makter

“ O, my raodmess? My frock iz spwodbed ™

*Took at my hat!™ ?

® Never mind your hat! It was an abd thing, anyway,
end guite out of fashaen. Misz Lecke is sxre to notice my
dreas. Oh, desr!” -

"B wasw't en old thimg!™ expfaimed Milly mdignantly.
“Iwore iten 8 s the begmming of this femmn, and I've
nali‘y talken it for woek-davs the knst fortnighe™
fall

another

Fcl[, look at ry dress—gll through wyour lotting me

TWell, vour dress never suited you, you know-—the colour
didn't suit your complexion,” said Milly, It doesn't
msatter ahout your dress. A dress of that kind never does
wrt lg'-zru ﬁ«ﬂ‘h ixlg———>" - :

®FPale !" exclaimed Clara excitedly. ** Did yo& say pale?”

- YE_E.I I‘J;hkr-—-ﬂi-:zdpule ** anid Milly emphatically. “You
pale girls!”

*I'm not l:ralal”: exclatmad Clara. “ Yow mow I'm not
pale. I'm fair! I woslds’t Be avgﬂ:rl with a travelling-bag

comploxion for anything. There!

“I—TI'll never spesk to you mgmin I exelaimed Milby, whe
was very prowd of her dark, smooth skin, which re i
mot resemble a fravelling-bag in colour at all—Bet Clara

was excited. * You are o horrid girl.”
And you are a—a creature !

# A-a creature! I—I "

“0Oh, dear!” said Marjorie, who had been for some
minutes vainly remonstrating from her perch on top of the
'lrnIIl_._ “Oh, dear! Pray don't quarrel now! Do make it

“1 won't be called a pale girl

“ I won't be called a creature—""

“ Bomebady will hear wou! I sha'n't speak to either of

u 'E'}ﬁ more,’” sabd Marjerie. “1 think vou are both

orrid !

* Well," said €lara, repenting. “ 1 didn't mean that Mily
was really a creature. Of counrse, we know she isn't a
ercature.’”

“Apnd I didn’t mean that you were a pale girl,” said
Hl'Ill.j', relenting in her turn. ** It was horrid of me to say
[ ]

¥¥

“Oh, no, it was horrid of me! I'm so sorry, Milly.*

“I'm so sorry, dear.”

There was the sound of a kiss under the shadow of a tree.
The brief quarrel was over, and they had made it up

aln.

“1 wish you would come up and help me,” said Marjorie,

“1I'm coming, dear. Will you help me, Milly*"”

"0 ecourse T will, Clarn dear.” '

And Miss Clara struggled at last into the branches of the
tree. Bhe joined Marjorie on the wall, and tho rope was
fastencd to a branch. It dropped on the outer side of the
wall into the road.

“ IDown vou go, Marjorie.” . o

“ How dark it looks down there!” snid Marjorie.
bow lonely.™

“Yes, but it will be dark and lonely till morning, and
then it will bo too late o go,” said Clara practically,

1 Lkoow, dear. I will go.”’

“1If vou'd rather not—"

“0Oh, no; I'll go! The boys would say we were afraid.”

“ Then go it, dear. Milly and I will come out in exactls
an lhu'ur to help you in again, and if you're not here we'll
wait.”

And Marjorie swung herself down the rope inko the road.
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As her slim figure disappeared into the shadows towards
Friardale, Clara descended from the tree, leaving the rope
hanging inside the wall, where it was quite hidden in the
ivy. E.[‘h& two girls returned guietly towards the house,
Milly ecarefully carrving her damaged hat. They reached
the window from which they had emerged, and Clara tried
to open it.

It did not move. ,

She tried again, and agnin, but the sash was fast. The
girl turned pale, ; .

“What is the matter ! whispored Milly.
open it

HNaj; at's ‘jnmnmd, ar somothing."

“Oh, dear! Let me try!”

Bfilly tried, with the same result,
at one another in witex enpasternation. 1

“It's not jammed,” said Millv, in a2 low woee.
Lo i'as;’rmmr}}-”

“ My goodness!™ o

“ Somebody has seen it unfiastened, and put it right—
or else some wretech has done # for a joke. Oh, dear!
Whatever shall we do?"” :

**We-—we had better wsit for Marjorie to come back.”

“Can't you

The two girls looked
Tt

“ Oh, dear! Oh, dear!™

“Wall, it's no good crring! Tha! won't open tho
windaw.”

“ Oh, dear! Oh, dear!™

The two giris, on the verge of tears, waited in the dark-
ness—warted for Marjorie to come back, TFho . &3 far

a5 they could see, the wetwrn of Miorjorie would mof help
then much. What was 1o be dome?

THE NIXTH CHAPTER
Marjoric in Peril,

ARJORIE HAZELDENE, guite ignorant of the

M catastrophe which had m’&rntq}mlm{'rd the Ca, tmrned

har back on Greyfriarz ‘with a beating heart, and
plunged into the shadows of Friardzle Lanea.

In the summer day that road had been bright ard sonny,
the green banks: angd trees cheery #o look upon, the wids
folds and woods plessant fe the eyxes. But night made
a2 profound differeace.

1 was dark and-loncly and gloomy. The big trees,
indistinct 1o the darkness, cast grim shadows over the road
and the fow stars struggling through the clouds ooly seemed
to remder the dorkness visible. .

The fields were silent, save for low oceasional sounds,
which might have been made by moving cottle, or by the
wind in the trees, bul the very vagnemoss of the faint sounds
added to the uncasinesz with which they inspired the ?irl.

Bofdre zhe had gone a dozen yarda from Grexviriars,
Marjorie realised with great clearness that, whether boys
could break bounds at night or not, 1t was no task for girls.

Bhe kept along the middle of the lane, casting fearful
g}'llanum to either side as sho went, in vague dread of seeing
she hardly knew what., Dut she knew that the ferrors of
the country road at night might not be all imaginary ones.
For the road was constantly uwsed by tramps passing from
one part of the coast to another, and those gentry frequently
travelled by night. To come upon some ruffian, perhaps
intoxicated, in the midst of the lonely road. waulc{, be an
expericnce far from pleasant,

"1t 13 feolish, foolish,” Marjorie said %o herself. “I-I
deserve to have my ears boxed! I will never, never do
such a thing again—nover !

{Food resolutions might be a comiort, but did not help her
much just then, Bhe was in for it now, and she was oo
[:m:txd to give up the expedrtion from fear of the lonely
road.

Bha kopt resoluiely on, and darkness swallowed up the
school behind her. Buddenly, in a part of the lane where
the great trees met overhoad and shut out every glimmer of
a star, her eve caught a pleam of red light.

For a moment she thought it mrust be a light in some
cottage window, and it gave her a sense of being leas
lonely. But that was only for & moment. Bhe reinembered
that there were no cotiagea near; and, beaides, the light was
red and glowing, and she soon saw that it was close at
hand. A smell of tobacco on the wind warned her of what
it was. It was a cigar-end, and the pleasant scent of the
tohacco told that it was a pood cigar.

The girl stopped, trembling. A good cigar indicated
someone decent, no doubt, and not the imaginary tramp she
feared to mect. Bub a mectine in that lonely plate, ai svch
an hour, with anyvbedy, was sullciently alarming.

The light was moving, and it was steadily coming towarda
her. The girl stood rosted to the ground. A burly,
uneouth figure loomed op in the gloom, and a huske veice
exclaimed :

* Lummy 1"

liI"he girl's heart gave a wild threb. It was a tramp alter
Bil.

Wharton
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The cigar was evidently a stolen one. The man’'s clothes
rere ragged and foul-smelling, his dimly-seen face was
bristiv with unshaven beard, his eve: were red and bleared
with drinking.

* Oh, Heaveon " murmured Marjorie, pefrificd.

She stood spellbound, unable fo move a limb, while the
tramp peered at her with astonished eyes in the gloom,

 Lummy ' he swid again, *JIi's a gal ! Luammy IV

He was evidently asiounded by the mecting, Fle was too
enrprised to do anything but blink ot the girl in the dark-
ness,

“Fancy mectin® vou "' he chuckled at last.
lost wer way, my dear?"

““ No—oh, no " panted Marjorie.

oh. please ™

“Lummy " Tha
amused by her ferror,
on !’

Marjorie turnod towards the school, but in a moment he
was i her path, Iis red oves were gleaming ovilly,

" No, ver don't,” he remarked. Y1 dessey vou ain’t come
out without yeur purse, nissy. I'm zmekin® me lazt cizar
I got it cheap,” he chueckled; * but it's the lost. P'v'ups
you kin spare a quid to ‘elp a poor cove on his way."

* No, indecd, no, I—"

" Lammy ! I—-77

The tramp broke off suddenly. He had placed himself
between thoe girl and the sehool, and cut off the first attempt
at flight., Dot Marjorie was desperate. She turned sud-
denly, and before he could eateh her she was running
towards the village.

The tramyp utiered an oath,

Y Etap ! Htap, T tell yver '’

Bat rhe terrified girl only ran the faster,

Thad, thud, thud! The heavy lootstepe of the tramp
rang behind her, and filled her with terror. Sha van, and
rate, gasping for breath, her head swimming with terror,
with only one thought in ler mind—to reach tho village
and escape the clutches of that horrible man.

Closer eame the footsieps, She ran swiftly, but not so
gwiftly as the pursuer. He was gaining upon her—easily !

Marjorie cast o wild glance towards the hedges. "She
thought of tuking to the fields, but rthere was no time. But
that would not have saved her. The footsteps were closze
bichind ; she could feel the hot breath laden with the fumcs
of gin, and it sickened her with disgust and fear.

Suddenly a form loomed up ahead, dim in the gloom,
A lad in cap and overcoat was standing in the lane, looking
back. Ile had heard the fooisteps, and turned back to
¢oe what was the matier.  Marjorie cuught sight of the
dim form, and gove o ery. It might be another enemy—
bat 1t mizghi be a friond.

“elp, Lielp! Oh, holp I

There was on exelamation of amazemont,

“ Marvjorie !

The girl could have shrieked with delight; she knew the
vaico,

“Harrr! Bave me !

Harew Wharton was at her side in a moment. Thoe junior
wias 1n cap and overcoad, and carried a thick stick n his
hand. He was on his way to Mrs. Fisher's cotfage to soo
Toddles, and l‘lar{ﬂrie had overtaken him. The tramnp,
dashing up breathlessly, almost ran into ITarry. He
stopped, and backed away a little, as he saw that the girl
was not alone,

Harry foced him with blazing oves,
grivping the stick hard.

“You scoundrel ! Get hack !™

The man hang back for a2 moment.
Lreath,
junior.

“Ilas he hurt you®"’ askod Harry, between his toeth,

“Na! Oh noe! But he—he was following me to—to rob
me.”

“ The hound ' ) , ]

The tramp was coming on again, his red eyes glittering.
ITo saw that he had only a boy to deal with.

“Tummy! If T don't smash vou, young shaver——"

“ Stand back !

The tramp muattered o curze, and sprang forward, and
Harry struck, Flis faee was 28 hard as 1ron at that moment,
and all the foree that there was in his strong right arm he
threw nlo the blow,

The sticlk erashed neross the face of the roffian, and he

ave n fearful :_;;_elj and :g!_.uggﬂrﬂd binel:, and :]I‘ﬂl_]]]'.lf'l] heavily
into the road.

Harry Wharton brenthed hard.

e stood with the stick ready for another blow; but the
tramp did not rise, Marjorie wasz still clinging to him,
snd erving softly. 3 . ;

“ion't be afraid,’”” soid Harey; “it's all right. Tho
brute can't hurt von now "™ .

The tramp stirred, and sab np in the dust of the road.
Fiia face was white, save where a terrible red mark ran
noroza it—across forehead, and nose, and check—a mark
that would not zoon be effaced.
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Slowly he rose, and Harry Wharton stood readyy but the
ritffian did vwot attael him. He was dazed and stopefied
by the blow, and all the fight was tulen out of him. He
blinked at Harry with his red, evil cyes,

“ YVou—you whelp ! he mutteved. “I'll meet you agin,
perhaps, and then—"

Harry laughed scornfully. i

“I'm not afraid of meeting you at any time, you cowardly
brute.”

The tramp muttered a savage oath, and turned, and
lurched away in the darkness. ITe went unsteadily, with
his hand te his faco. Marjorie shuddered.

“Harry, how—how brave of vou to face that faarful
mat ' she mormured.

The junior lawched |ight-i}3:.

“Luecky I had the stick,” he said, *theugh I should have
aiven him o bit of 2 ti_l::e-'ui:?:, anyway, before he touched you,
the brute ! Dut—but what on carth are you deing out hero
this time of night, Marjorie?”

THE TENTH CHAPTLCR.
Toddles is Satisiied.

ARRY WHARTON looked at the girl in amazement
a3 he put the question. In the exeitement of the
sudden meating and the cncounter with the tramp,
he had not had time to think of it. Now ho wia

overwhelmed with surprise, What ecould Marjorie possibly
he doing out of bed and out of school at nearly eleven
o'clock at night?

The girl eolourad doeply. )

“Tt-—it was foolish of me to come out,'” she said. *1
can see that. It scemed so different—thinking of it in the
davtime.”

“ Bui--hut where are you going ¥

“To the village.' ]

“Then you had better let me soe you there,' said Harry,
a little drily, “ There may be other tramps on the road.”
“ Thank vou, Harry." . L

They walked on in szilence for some minutes, Marjoris
was still frembling, and Harry felt the hand t.hm; WiH rests
ing on his arm still shake. The junior was lost in_wonder.

“Yon—you don’t know what to think of me, Harry?”
said the girl, with a short, uncasy laugh. * You can'd
gucss what I'm going to the villuge for ™

“ No, I can't, Marjorie.”

“T'm going to the tuckshop,™

“ The—the tuckshop ' .

“Yes, We—we intended to have a dormitory feed, as
vou bovs do,” said Marjorie bravely, “ and—and I volun-
teered to go down for tho—the—the grub.™

Harey stared at hor, and then burst into a lough.

“ Bxeuse me,” he said,  but—but it's funny, you know.
Yow=you little rpoose, to even think of such o thing !

“OF course, it was silly,” confessed Marjorie. I shall
never do anything of the sort again. It stemed so different
in the daylight. Not that T'm oxactly afraid,” she added
quickly, *Girls are as brave as boys, you know.”

“(f course thev are,” said Harry, “but in a diffcrent
wayv, This zort of thing isn't in a girl's line.”

“ No—no, 1 suppose not."

They entered the village, and paused at the tuekshop, It
was closed, and very dark and silent. Tt would have been
no new experienco for Uncle Clegg to be knocked up at
night by a junior from the school, but he would certainly
hava been surprised to sce Marjorie.

“Tere's the tuckshop ™ said Harry.
can’'t po back alone. It wouldn’t be mfci.
be going back for another hour. I can't, you see.
going to see Toddles.™

“ Toddlea 7" 2 !

“ Vo he's queer, and wants me,” said Harry simply;
“that’s why I've cut out of bounds to-night. Buppose you
come with me, and we'll go back together. I'll wait hero
while you gel your things"

“ (b, dear! oh, dear!”

“ What's the matier?™

“I've lost the money."

“ Phew ! 2 .

M::rjnrie had dmnp{'d her ]E[ﬂp Purss an the Hiﬁ]lf from
the tramp. All her money was in it—her own, as woll as
the hali-sovereign subseribed by the CLff House girls for
the surreptitious feed.

The tears almost came into her ayes, but she forced them
hack, Tt was too bad: the whole expedition had been
unfortunate. It was worse than useless te kneek Uncle
Clegz up in the middle of the night to ask for eredit. He
wonldn’t give eredit in the daytime.

T sy, I'm awfully sorry "’ said Harry, really concerned.
“1 wish T had some tin with me; but I didn't bring 1:1{'1}‘
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oit, you know, in case of accidents,
Blxpence in my pockets,

“Yes and the parse”

“What rotten luck " said Iarry. “ I suppose it"s no
good going buck along the Iane to look for it?”

Marjorie smiled faintly.

“No, I think not.” There was silence for a
* I shall have to give it up, that's all. It cannot bo helped.”

“Will you come with me to see Toddles?”

. " ¥es; I should never dare to go back alane,” said Mar
jorie, with a shiver,

_They walked on to Mrs. Fisher's cottage. There was a
light: burning i the window,

he good %1mm opened the door at Harrv's koocl. She
expected Harry, but she locked surprised, as woeil she
might, at the sight of Marjorie.

" Miss Hazeldene has cone with me to see Toddles,” said
Harry quictly. That was quite sufficient explanation for
Mrs, Fisher.

Y Ploase come in, miss,” said the good dame.

Toddles was sitting up in bed. He had been asleep once,
but he had woke up again, and imperatively demanded
Harry. He was still demanding him when DMrs. Fishor
re-entered the room, [ollowed by the bov and the girl.

“Toddles want Harry ! he announced.  “Toddles not
scepy. Toddios want to 'peak to Hlarry.”

“ Harry's here, kiddy,” said Wharton, coming forward,
“and I've brought Marjorie to ses you.”

Toddles lnekog over the girl with a eritical eye,

" Toddies iove Marjorie!™ he finally announced.

Marjorie laughoed merrily.

“ And Marjorie loves Toddles," she said, kissing the little
fellow. Toddles chirruped. His face had become guite
cheerful now that his visitors had arrived.

Harry and Marjorie sat down, one on eithor side of the
bed, and Toddles sat amidst pillows as upon a throne, sur-
veying his subjects. He seemead undecided at first what to
demand, but finally he turned to Marjorie.

““Oo tell Toddles "tory.™

“*Yes, dear,” said Marjorie. * What story shall T tell
vou? A nice story about a little boy who had a plum-cake
on_ hia birthday 1"

Texldlee shoolk his head decidedly.

“* Tell- Toddles "tory about the pussy with pink eves"

“1 don’t know that story, dear.”

Toddles turned to Harry.

“ (0o toll Toddles "tory about pussy with pink eyes.™

Harry laughed and shook his head.

“1 don't know anything about the pussy with pink cyes,
kid. Shall I tell you about Jack the Giant Killer ™

“ 0o tell Toddles about pussy with pink eyes!” shrieked
Toddles, who cvidently had heard that story, and liked 1,
and was determined to hear it again. " Marjorie tell tory
ghout pussy with pink eyes.”

" Make up something about it,”" whispered Harry. Bub
Toddles' ears wore as sharp as needles,

“Tell true ‘tory,” he said suspiciously.

“¥es, dear,” said Marjorie. ** There was once a pussy
cat with pink eyes, who—who lived in &2 cottace—->""

“Lived in & bowl of keem,"” said Toddles,

“0Oh, dear! Who lived in 8 bowl of eream,” said Mar-
jorie, smiling. " He had white whiskers—"

“Pink whiskers,” aaid Toddlaes,

“My hat!" said Harry. " This is going to he story-
teliing; under difficultics. I say, Toddy, won't ‘Puss lp
Boots* do ™

“Tell Toddles "tory of pussy with pink eoves,” insisted
Toddlas.

And Marjoric did. With endlzss correctiona from Toddles,
all made with a perfectly grave face and 2n admonishing
manner, the history of an imaginary cat with pink eves
was unfolded. Fortunately, by the time Marjoric’s inven-
tion was at an end, Toddles was dropping off toe siecp.

“"Going to sloep now, Toddles?'" asked Harrv softly.

Toddles' sleopy oyes oponed wide.

“ Toddles not seepy. Tell Toddies nodder "tory."

Harry smiled. Even as he spoke the child was falling
fast asleap. He murmured again, and MHarry and Marjorio
bent to eatoh tha words.

“ Toddles—not—aeepy.”

They smiled to one another.  After the last word, Toddles
was in @ deep sleep. They quictly zaid pood-night to Mrs.
Fisher, and left tho cottage.

Harry Wharton grasped the stick, and kept a keen look-
out, as thoy went down the dark lane. Once the boy thought
he zaw 2 moving shadow by the hedge, and stoed readyr;
but if i1t was the tramp. he did not show himself. They
raached the collepes, and stopped under the wall. There
was no sign of Milly or Clara.

“1 am late,” said Marjoric. “It could not bLe helped,
but--but I suppose they are gone in. There is a rope in
the tree”

MEeod! I jolly soon let it down to vou.”
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Harry took a short run, and aprang, and caught the wall
with nisa hands. To clamber up and get into the tree was
the work of & moment. He found the Lknotted rope and
l[owered it, and in a few minutes Marjorie had joined him.
He helped her down on the inner sile of the wall, and
followed., There was an exclametion from the shadows of
the Closze;

* Marjorte! Is that vrou'™

“Yes, dear; and Harry.”

“Oh, I am eo glad!

“Why, are you eryving, Milly—Clara?
matter?' asked Marjorie anxiously.

“B::-mebady has fastened the window, and we are shut
out !’

Y Oh, dear!™

Marjorie looked utterly dismtayed; and Harry Wharton
gave a long, low whistle,

YWhat iz tho

——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
A Sudden Alarm!

HEY were silent for a full minute—the silence of
dismay, The tears were in the ¢yes of Clara and
Muly, They had waited nearly tweo hours in the
darkness and silence, and they were in a state of

terfor that kept their nerves on the quiver, They were
fatigued and sleepy, too, but i was impossible to rest, and
during that long and weary waiting thev had had lelsure
to repent having essaved fo imitate the boys in the maiter
of breaking bounds. Marjorie did not cvy, but her fads
was very pale and troubled.

“ My hat! gaid Wharton. **This is a hit rough!
fret ; we shall find &8 way out of it somehow.
the window iz fastened ¥’

“Wa've tried ever so hard to get it open.”

“"H'm! I think we'll have a look at it, and if I can’t
open it we'll loek further,” said Wharton, wiho would not
have been surprised to learn that the window had simply
jammed, and defied the feeble sfforts of the girls [rom
outside,

They moved aeross the Close in the grim shadows. In
the dismay of being shut out, neither Clara nor DMilly
thought of asking Marjorie where the cxpocred bag of
good things was. They would have been glad concugh to
get into tha house without the anticipated feed.  As a
matter of fact, nobody in the girls’ dormitory execopt Miss
Limburger particularly wnnlef that feed. It was only
planned at all, as Miss Clara had said, “ to keep their end

Fa

D‘nn_‘t.
You're corfaln

* Oh, it's been so horrid!” said Clara, in a low voice.
“We've been wailting by the wall for an hour or more.
Once I thought you were coming back—I heard a sound
%H{!t like somebody eclimbing the wall, and I was so
rightaned.”

“Did vou eall out?” asked Wharton.

“Oh. no; I was teo afraid! 1 thought it might be
Marvjorie, or—or anybody! Lots of times I thought I saw
something moving in the shadows, and I cama noar ringing
the door bell to make them let ws in. Oh, Marjorie, it
was eilly of you to start this noneense at all’™

“Of me! sald Marjorie, surprised. ' But vou——

“ Mever mind,” said Clara. ' *We'll never do it again,
that's certain.  ['ve had enough of being out of bed at
night. If vou don't find 1 way to get in, Harry, [ don'
know what we shall do!™

“Tll try, anyway.”

They reached the window at the back, opening on to the
foot of the back stairs. Harry Wharton knelt on the low
window-sill, and peered through the glasz before trying
to open ik, DMm as it wos within, he could see that the
brass catch was flush with the glass—that is to say, that
the window was not fastened.

He looked down at the girls with a quiet smile,

“It's all right,” he Saig; * the catch 13 back."

Clara uttered a breathless exclamation:

“What! Ias it unfastened?”

t{YﬁE.”

“Impaossible I said Millyv., **We tried——"

aite impossible!” said Clara cmphatically. " Why, 1
got on the window-sill, and I cculd sec the brass cateh
quite plainly. It was fastencd=—at right angles with the
window !

“Are you cerfain of that'™ asked Harry, in an altersd
voice,

“ Quite eorbain'

The junior's brows wrinkled 1n thought. He counld
hardly doubt Clara’s positive assertion about the catch.
Did it mean that the window had beon fastened by g
practical joker—who had repented, and come back and
unfastened the window again? Or—Harry rememnborad

1)
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Claﬂ?'a fancy of having heard eomcone elimb the school
wall !

The window might have been opened from without!

The boy's heart beat [aster for a montent, and he
flattened his face apainst the glass to peer within.

He could dimly make out the stairs, because he knew
they wers there; but he could see nothing clee—ouly dim-
ness, vague shadows,

" Well, can you get it open?’ asked Milly.

Harry Wharton looked down at them.

" ¥Yes,” he said, “ it will open easily enough. DBut if yeu
gaw it fastemed it's very curious! It"s unfastencd now. It
may be some joker, or—— How long ago was it that you
thought you heard somebody climbing the wall, Clara”

1 should think about a quarter of an hour."

‘LH m! Keep quiet as you get in”

“Do—do you think there may be a burglar®” whisperod
Marjorie breathlessly.

“There was a hurglar here onee before,” snid Wharton.
“But I hope not.”

He opencd the window quietly. Within wae gloom and
silence. But the boy did not know what lurking firure
there might be in those silent shadows. His heart throbbed
e litile as ke dropped within, and grasped his stick firmiy
and looked about him,

No sound, no movement! It was paat midnight now, and
all Greyfriars had long been asleep. Not a hght gleamed
from a single window. The silence of the great building
was only broken by the faint sound of a rat scuttling
behind the wall.
 Harry, reassured by the stillness, turned to help the piris
in. Marjorie came first, and then Milly and Clare. They
Lreathed more freely when they stood within the house
galely ofice more.

Marjorie pressed Harry's arm.

“ Oh, thank you!” she whispered. " What should I have
done to-night without you? Oh, I am so glad it is over!”

Harry closed the windew and Fastened it

“T will see you to the door of the dorm,” he whispered.

They ascended the narrow stairs cautiously. The shadows
were full of terrora for the girls. Suddenly Marjorie
caught Harry’s arm, and stopped him.

“WWhat is 17" he whispered.

* Lrok—there—thero!™ she breathad.

Harry locked. They had reached the upper passage,
and ot the end glimmered the tall window. The window
was dim, for the night was dark, but it showed up a
glimmering square at the end of the passage.

And against the gliminer of the glass appeared the black
entline of the head and ehoulders of a man!

Harry's heart gave a throb.

Thet black outline was not ouiside the glass—therc was
a shor drop of more than thirty fect outside that window.

It was within!

The mystery of the unfastened window wae now explained.
There was an intruder there—at the end of the passage
they were now following.  They had entered the house
almost in the footsteps of the burglar!

“uiet!’” whispered Harry, fearing an outbreak of
ghrirks, which would alarm the houschreaker at omce.

But. the girls were too terrified to shrick. They crouched
against the wall, breathing hard, their eves dilated with
fear. DLven Marjorie was frembling like an aspen.

There was & plimmer of light at the end of the passage.
Merry knew what it meant. The burglar had erept along
the passage, and he had stopped there to light his lantern.
Of course, the ruffian had not the slightest suspicion of the
voungsiere up and awake, and so near to him. ~He had
forced back the catch of the window with & flat blade from
outside, little dreaming that he .was opening agpassage for
them io enter by.

Harry had no time to think what he ehould do. The burglar
was coming back aleng the passage, with the light gleam-
ing low before him as he come. He had evidently missed
the way to the great staircase in the dark, and gone on
to the end of the corridor, and now he was coming back
to lo k for it. The man wos unaequainted with the interior
of the house, and was feeling his way, as it wera.

There was no time to dodge, to hide—ewen if the junior
kad wished it. A few seconds after the light had
glinmered out the intrider was upon them.

The lantern-light glimmered on Wharton's face, and on
th. (rightened girls, and the man stopped dead.

* Lummy 1"

The exclamation broke from his lips involuntarily, as he
sturedd at the junior,

And then Wharton knew who it was!

Tt was the ruffian of the lane—the scoundre]l he had
alreatdy encountered once that night!

The savage gleam in the red-rimmed cyes showed that
the barglar had recognised the junior at the same time.

* You again!” he said thickly. -
\Wharton grasped his stick—he knew what was conung.
The bight of the lantern was suddenly shut off. After the
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light the passage scemed black as ink. e could sea
nothing—he heard only a low breathing, lilie that of an
animul in the dorknees. He gave o shout that rang through
the house:

** Flelp 1

Tém vext nstant the ruffan was upon him.

Wharton struel, and struck ficreely, but in the blackuos
there was: no aim,  The stick shid from a shoulder and
jerked from his hand, and then the grasp of the powerful
ruffian was unon hun. /

And the next moment the man and the boy were fighting
desperately,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Struggle in the Dark!

" ELP!" shricked Marjorie,
And Clara and Milly added their erice. The
house rang with the alarm, and doors opened ou

all sides,

In the darkness was heard a suppressed breathing and
gasping, and the sound of trampling feet, as Wharten and
his cnviny fought grimly. .

Yoharton was strong Fﬂr his age, and there was no junior
athlete at Greyiriars who could compete with him; and he
knew every trick of wrestling. In spite of the greal
difference in size and strength he held his own at first.

Dut the brute fores of the ruffian was bound to tell. The
strong arms crushed the junior, and he was slowly but
surely forced back and downwards, and a hand groped
for hiz throat. i

Marjorie, shaking like an aspen, felt her way along the
wall to where she knew the electriclight switch to be.
She was almost fainting with terror, but she forecd herself
to move. ILler hand touched the switch, and a fluod of hght
blazed out in the dark passage.

It startled the ruffian, and
moment. .

There were hurrying footsteps in the passage, and calling
voices, doors opening on all sides.

The man gratted f]is- iecth, and leaving Wharton, he ran
on towards the back stairs. The boy was in no condition
io stop him. He wae exhausted. Marjorie ran up to bhiim,
her fuce white as chalk.

o Of, Harev! You are boet!”

“ No” 1je gasped for breath, *“TI'm all right! The
bruie will get away. This way, you fellows—this way i

Wingate dashed up, with a poker in his hand

o Wﬁﬁ.t. s it?7 What's the rowi”

“ Burglars ! gacped Harry,

* Wheret" )

“ He's petting away! There—quick!™

He pointed, and Wingate rushed on. Ile went Jdown the
baclk stairs three at a tima. The Aeeing burglur hed reached
the window, and attempted to chrow it up. In the haste of
the moment he did not refleet thet it might be fastened now.
The window held fast, and the man muttered a curse. 1t
cost him only a moment. He would have had the window

open in & moment more.

Dut that moment was not granted him
Wingnte was at his heels, and as the man unfastened

the window he closed with the ruffian, und bore him back
hweavily against the wall, Half a dozen fellows were at Win-
gate's hecls now, and they came to his aid. Inthe grip of three
or four bix Sixth-Formers, the ruffian was dragged down and
secured. l}'ﬂe lay panting and muttering i the grasp of
his caplors. )

“Have you got him?" called down Wharton.

“ Ve, we've gpot him all right”

“ Good M

Marry turned gquickly to the girls, ;

“ YVou'd better cut inte the derm.,” he whispered.
" There's no need for anylody to know that we had just
come in when we found the burglar; but if we're guestioned
we shall shave 1o tell how it was. DBuzz off "

Marjorie smiled faintly.

“ You are right. Good-night, Harey!”

“ Good-night, Muorjorie’

The passmge was filling with excited, half-dressed boys, all
wanting to know what was the matter. The girles horried
inta their dormitory, little noticed in the confusion.

Wharton was gl!n-;f that they were gone before the Head
appeared on the acene.

r. Locke was Jooking very much distarbed and alarmed.
He shucklered as he looked at the savage, suilen faco of the
ruffian in the grasp of the Bixth-Formers.

= It's all right, sir,” said Wingate cheecfully.
He would have

his grasp relaxed for the

" We've gob

him, It was Wharton geve the alann, siv.
pol away otherwise.”
i3
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"“Did he attack you, Wharton?' asked the Head, noting

thﬁ %lmm"lsr :I:‘ils'l}l'dﬁi.'l}'d clothes and flushed, bruised face.
o3, B8ir.

“ But how comes it that you are out of your dormitory,
and filly dressed?” said Dr. Locke, his brows prowing
sterner. “ You have probably saved the house from being
robbed, Wharton, but at the same time you appear to have
been—— What have you to snyi”

Wharton ecloured.

There was no concealing the fact that he had been out of
bounds, but it was possible to kecp the girls out of it.

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said unflinchingly but respectfully;
“I've been out of bounds.”

“ Qut of bounds at night """ The Head's ook grew sombro.
“You know, Wharton, that a short time ago a2 boy was
compelled fo leave Greyfriars for that very reason. I
should hardly have expected you to follow in Ernest
e o ok IS I have b

9 e I am not likely to do so, sir. wve heen o see
Toddles.” 4

“ Toddles 1

“The—the kid, sir. He's ill, and wanied me. T—I know
I cughtn't to have gone without permission, sir, but—but I
couldn’t ask vou, and—and the kid wanted me " Wharton
was crimson, but cool. I hope you'll Jook over if, sic.”

The Head looked at him very keenly.

*“Under the circumstances, Wharton, I shall look over it,"
he said. ** I feel that I can take your word; but as a matter
of form I shall see Mrs. Fisher on the matter, You have
oo objeetion to that?™

* Nane at all, sir.”

" Yery good. You have done wrong eertainly; but con-
sidering everything, pechaps I do not Blame vou so much.
You had better go to bed nmow. Wingate, will you wake

B s dedotototetotetoredoioredot

Gosling, and tell him to get the trap out, and that ruffian
can be taken to the police-stalion at opce,”

il ?'Eﬂ-, ﬁil‘.”'

Wingate hurried off ; and Harry, surrounded by his chums
—who, of course, had ecome cut to see what the row was
abont—returned to the Upper Fourth dermitory.  Befora
ho was allowed to o to bed he had to give a detailed
account of hiz adventures.

“ My hat!"” said Dob Cherry. * You've had a night of it!
The Head'll believe you, of courze; but if he speaks to Mus.
Fisher about it, she'll very likely mention that Marjorie
went there with you, and then the cat will be out of the
bagln But—my wond!—of all the funny businesses, T think
rirls hl‘&:l.lii.n!.’-; bounds at night for a dorm. feed are about
the funniest!’

And the juniors gpenevally agreed with Bob Cherry.

Wharton had done hiz best to keep the girls out of it,
but it was not mnecded, as it happened. For the next
maorning Mnr{ﬂrie, whose comscience smote her, persnaded
Clara and Milly to o with her to Miss Locke and make a
clean breast of it.  And they did so, and were all the better
for it, for Miss Locke, though greatly surprised, did not ftake
too serious a view of the matter, and was satished with a
promise of greater circumapection in the future,

* No more brealing bounds for me ! sawd Marjorie fiemly
to thoe Co., when they lefi Misa Locke’s room. ** And-—and
Eid::rn;t think il's so very necessary to keep our end up,
daral”

To which Miss Clara, who was quite in her usual spirits
again now, replied with more force than elegance:

“* Rata!” THE EXD.

{Another gplendid tale of the boys of Greyfriars and the pupils of clig

Houge next Twesday, salilled “ The CLY Heoige Parly,”  Order your
copy of The ** Nagnet " Lilwary 40 qdoance.  Pries One Halfpeniy.)
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The Opening Chapters of a Grand Stoxry.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, is
falsely accused of cheating in an cxam., so one night,
packing up a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Rongh. He walks to London, enlists in the Hoyal North
Wessex Hepgiment under the name of Chester, and s sent
down as cene of a dralt of recrnits for that regiment to
Duhchester. His travyelling companions consist of Cor-
poral Kedge; Tony Truscott, with whom Ronald has
already struck up a frlendship; two renghs, who are res
posing under the seats; and four other men, one of whom,
n weedy ex-shop assistant named Augustus Smythe, poses
f% p gentleman ranker,

(Now go on with the story.)

Angustus Smythe's Mistake,

Augustus had always fancicd that a zoldrer’s uniform was
the very thing for hiz manly firure, and ho was contemplut-
ing roany congueats in the future, when he could jngle nis
spura sbout town, and smaek his tight-trousered leg with
a riding-whip.

For, sad to say, the guileless Augustus had been misled. It
was his mild delusion that it was a cavalry regiment he was
going to. He had particularly asked to join a eavelry
rogiment, and the recruiting sergeant, knowing better what
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was good for Augustus than he Jid himsell, and lw}mg
anxious to get the Wessox draft completed, answerc
“ Certainly 1"

And that is how it happened. Augustus Smyths iz not
the only victim of such guile. Many & simple youth before
him, and since, hie offered hiz five [oob six inches for the
Lifo Guards, and been wceepted apparently, only to wake
up and find himself, by some unfortunate mistale, in the
ranks of the Army Scrviee Corps, or the ‘' Linsced
Lancers.”

Hepe of redress iz out of the question, and Augustus
Smythe and his fellow-vietims are left lamenting that they
tool so much for granted, and did not read more closely the
papera they sipned.

Meantime, blissful in his ignorance. Aunguoatus puffed a
cigarctie with oxquisite prace, and bestowed a glance of
well-bred contempt on all around, except Ronald.

Ho was inclined to admit Honald on the same exalted
secial plane asz himeelf, and therefore threw out constunt
smirks of contemptueus amusement for his benefit during the
musical porformances, as much as to say: * What egrogious
company for two such gentlemen as we to e compellivd to
rub shoulders with [’

“Corporal I™

Wharton
House.
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It was Alf's voice, rising in plaintive accents from under
the seat; but as a full chorus was in progress at the moment,
the appeel was unheeded. .

“Oh, the pipes are calling, Jenny, mine,
The troops are falling into line;
Wear the ribbon that [ gave you,
For auld lang syne.”

“Corp’ral, 1 say, corp'rai!
"Baven's sake " _ )

“Hallo! Cease fire!” ordered Corporal Kedge, stopping
the harmony with a buli-throated command. ** What's the
trouble below there, eh¥”

“'Fre, do us a good tarn, corp’ral, and let us out!”
smggered Alf, ""We're arf choked with dust darn Yere—me
and my mate, and I've got cramp somefink awful! We
won't give ng mere frouble! Cowme on, corp'ral! No
kiddin" !™

“ Not. much ! answered Kedge flintily. “ You're going
up to barracks as vou are, on 8 wheelbarrow, and straight
into the chink., That's the only place for the likes of you.
You'll ﬁﬂt two vears for attempted desertion,” he added
cheerfully, with a wink to the nt]?nra, “ and another two for
strikin’ a non-commissioned officer—that’s me! 8o you lie
quiet and make the best of your last two hours of sweet,
glorious hberty 1"

Corporal Kedge's irony raised a roar of laughter from the
cthers. HEven the youth with the swollen jaw and the bruise
on the apkle forgot his painful defeat at the hands of the
fallen tyrants, and sniggered. )

1t was not Kedge's style, however, to ruin a new recrnit's
career by getting a black mark set against him at the
outset, and, after leaving the crestfallen pair to squirm in
msery for another half-hour, he cut their bonds and told
them to craw] out and behave themselves.

They were penitent enough in words, but hy the ugij
glances which they shot every now and again m Ronald’s
dhirection, he knew, at least, that he had made two relentless
enemies, and that he would have to keep a sharp look-out
for trouble in the future.

The release of George and Alf cast a damper on the
harmony for the remaindor of the journey, a faet which
the two pals noted with undispuised pride. The mouth-
organs vamshed as quickly as they had appeared, and the
rest sat loeking glum and uneasy,

“We'll be in Dunchester in another two minutes now,"”
said Eﬁdiﬂ, at last, to evervhody's relief. * You that have
rot kits had better get them togeiher. We'll march into
harracks as we did to the station, and any more *anky-panky
from you two,”” he said, addressing George and :’s!g, " will
end in your going slap tato the guard-room, d've hear? If
you go quiet, though, I'll say no more about what happened
this afterncon, though that's against my dooty.”

The two culprits grunted something which might have
been an expression of thenks, snd then the whir and
serecch of t}lle brakes warned them all thot their journey
was at an end,

Let me out o this for

—

Dunchesier Barracks—A Warm Recepiien—Mouldy Mills
and Hookey Walker.

There was a thin sprinkling of other men of fhe Weoes
Regiment awmong the mob of pa 3 which smier
from the traim, and the new draft came in for a good 1
of rough chaff as it was shepherded inbo doubde zank by
Corporal Kedge.

“*Allo, corporal!” exelaimed ono pesty-faeed privats,
" Zoin' to sot up In the freak business ¥

* Well, I've been thinking of it ever since T first saw vou,”
answered Kedge drily. “*They tell me up in London
though, that there ain’t eny more like vou ijaft outside of
larnum's, so 1 dropped the mnotion, ook along, smart,
young fellow, now, or vow'll only ke giving these chaps the
hump of the regiment before they’'re half started.

The facetious warrior slunk off abashed, guickening his
pace as two stalwart eomrades wearing drab wristlets with
“G.M.P,Y in bold. black letters, hove in sight. These were
Garrizon Mihtary Police, whose duty 1t was to keep an eye
on late arrivals. George and Alf, in the light of their
expertence with the Hedecaps, reparded them with sullen
eyes,

Corporal Kedge knew, however, that he had nothing
further to fear from the pair that night, and, giving the
x-;r'urgts to march, the squad straggled out into the lamphit
STTeETE,

“What company are you going inte, Chester?’ asked
Eedge suddenly, 1n an undertone,

He had been siniding silently beside Ronald on the march,
?uﬁtmg more than one admiring glance at his tall, well-knit
irura.

“ Haven't the least notion,” answered Ronald.

“1 didn't know 1if you had any friends in the battalion,
cr whether perhaps old Duffy at the depot might have besn
patting you up to a tip or two on that score. Dut as he
hasn't, take my adviee, and }mi. in for ‘1. It iso't the
show company, perhaps—in fact, it's fairly rough; but
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we've got some vacancies for hefty chaps like yon. The
new skippers’ a good "wn, and promotion should be quick.”

“1f it's your company, nothing would please me better,”
replied Ronald thankfully., **I'd like Truscott to ceme, too,
though, if he will, and if there is reom for both of us.”

“ Right you are: but that'}l rest with the adjutant, of
course. Dy the way, that's what's called 2 picguet,’” ha
said, indicating a dozen men in overcoats, and wearmg side-
arms, who came truml:umﬁ along two deop, at the side ?f
the road at the slow march, * After tattoo first post—that’s
9,30—they'll be clearing all chaps out of the pubs, and send-
ing 'em back to barracks.”

Ronald was very near]gf repdri 18]
he remembered that the less knowledge he showed of mili-
tary affairs, the fewer questions would be asked. ; 3

Yet for the life of him he conld net help sguaring his
shoulders and stepping out like a soldier as the draft turned
in at the barrack-gate.

Passing under the deep mnrchway, whero a zeniry wam
pacing, they caught a fleeting glimpse of the guard-room.

In this cheerless, whitewashed apartment, two or three
men were sented roand o smoky fire, while others were
curled up on the long plank bed, snatching an hour's sleep
before tuking their turn of duty. ]

A wide, unlit square now fronted the new recrunts, aend on
every side frowned gaunt blocks of barrack buildings, with
rows of windows, dimly lit, which seemed to peer down opon
them inquiringly. ] e

Marching his charges straight to a smaller building graced
with u colonnade, Corporal Kedge halted them before an
open door, on which the words ' Orderly Hoom™ were
painted, and made his way in.

He was out again like a shot, however, before Ronald had
time to take stock of his surroundings, and, giving the word
to enter, the batch of recruits filed in at his heels, ;

A burly, bull-necked man, in dark serge facket, with =
gold erown on his cuff, surveyed them critically from under
a pair of bushy ayebrowa.

“ So that’s the lot, is it?"” he smorted, in deepest disgust.
“ Pommysam ! Not'content with prichforking & gang of un-
licked ignoramuses slap into us, instead of sending them to
the depot first, they must needs saddle us with all the cack-
handed, cockeved, doubleblanked objects that they could
huve matched in 2 march from here to Jerusaleml
Pommysam ! It beats everything I ‘

Augustus Smythe, not believing it possible that be could
be included in this sweeping denunciation, ventured an in-
gratiating smile, as much as to say: *“I'm with you there!

“ Great jumping Jupiter, there’™s a man there with Bt
Vituses! You ! roared the sergeant-mnjor, for 1t was none
other than this exalted personage at whose feet they
trembled. * What the dickens are you making faces for, yon
swivel-ered 1mutation of a stufied monkey "

“Borry. No offence, guv'nor!” stammered Augustus,
inrmine very pale. . :

“Gav'nor™ cbhoked Sergeact-major Tozer, turning
parpie. “"Bay *sme” when you speak to me!™ he roared.
“ Irve hear, yvou—pou! Ilere, corporal, march 'em outside,

iok, before I pet apoplexy ! Il zsee them in the morning.

minate, thosgh! Halt, that man there! What's his
name? "Theat tall ¢hap [ B o
hﬁunnld turned his head, and found the S.-m. poiniing a8
imn,

“My name? Chester, sir,” he replied, falling back, as

the rest huddled out, glud to be free of the awiul presence,

: “Yes, I know,” when

“ Chester,” grunted the 8.-m., runming over the shoaf of
pages delivered up by Corporal Kedge, * Ah, yes, Ronald
Chester ! Hum! Ha!"

“ What brought you to enlisting * he rapped ont after a
pause, suddenly Ainging himsell back mto his charr,

Fonald hesitated for an instant.

“ Am I bound to answer that guestion?” he asked respech

fully.

'%-Im; if you don't want te,” answered the S.-m. “It's no
business of ours, of course; but by the look of you, I should
say that you're not guite the usual type we get in the.ranks
of a line regiment, and that’'s what maede me ask, Vouo'va
not taken up soldiering with any tomiool notions of being
made o colonel in six months, 1 suppose ¥

“*Ng, &ir; nor a subaltern even in sixteen vyears'
answernd Ronald, with a twinkle. " 1I've enlisted gecausu
1've only one ambition in the world.” :

“ And that's soldiering?” suspested the J.-m., quckly
smoothing hiz ruffled plumage. ** Well, 1 won't say you'rs a
fool, alihough you'll probably arrive at that conclusion for
yourszelf later on.” )

1 hope not,”” answered Ronald quietly.

“Bo do I, said the great man warmiy. ' Bfick fo it,
and you'll find that soldiering is as good a trade as most,
and a sight better than some. But it's o rough s ftil;.i »
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chap at first that's had the upbringing you may have
had. However, plug away. Make up your mind nsver to
be beaten, cultivate a thick skin, jump at every word of
command, keep yourself to yourself, and, who knows,” he
added, with a dry chuckle, * you may pet made 2 lance.
corporal some day? You can go now. Te-morrow you'll be
told off to a company. Haove you got any ideas of your
own on that point¥™

“I'd like to join B Company, if T may."

“The dickens you would ! Who has been puatting vrou up
to that "

** It's Corporal Kudfl::‘s company.”

Y Quite so0, Ch, well,” axclaimed the 8.-m., afler a paase,
“1 don't know but what it would be the best place for you !
Can you hold your own in a rough and tumble?"

“I can try, anyway.” )

‘““ All right, then. Cut off now, and good-night I'"

Outaide, Ronald found his comrades waiting for him.

“ Btill got more hair left than you expected?” inquired
Kedge, with a laugh. “Oh, ves, ]?ltnnw! The major's all
right. One of the best, in fact, only a bit ratty at havin
to kick his heels waiting for us to report ourselvés, Still,
I'll give you all the tip now. When you've got anything
to do with him, just "ware wire. He can be a perfect terror,
a0 treat him as you would dynamite. Come on, now—qguick
march I*

Corporal Kedge led the way o the empty barrack-room
which the draft were to occupy that night.

Probably Ronald was the ﬂnf‘y one not taken aback at the
daunting bareness of the apartment; and as for poor Augus.
tuz Smythe, his breast fell straight into his cheap
boots, and he groaned. In the dim lLight afiorded by two
rusty pendants armed with worn-out burners, it looked
pesitively prison-like.  The foor was bare, the walls dis-
tempered a dingy yellow. A sguare, massive stove and a
huge iron coalbox fermed a hidecus centre-piece, fanked
by a long wooden table and a couple of forms on 1ron
trosties. %“ pither side of the long room and across 1:1'“:-
further end were rows of iron bedsteads, on each of which
was a pack of coarse, brown blankets, and tiree sguares of
matiress, known as biscuts, - :

Seated at the table were a couple of old soldiers, with
nlmuy good-conduct badges on the sleaves of their rusty old
slops. .

i MNow, then, make voursolves at home, you fellows,” said
Kodge briskly, * and if there's anything you want to know,
you can agk Mills and Walker here, and they'll tell you,
The canteen closes at half-past nine, though, and it's close
on thet now: so if any of vou want fvod or drink, vou'd

botter look sharp and get it.”
“A werry thoughtiul siz-
pestion on the part of the

corp'til, I calls that,” said vea
of the twe soldiers. as soon
as the door had elozed on
Kedge. “Wot say  you,
Blouldy ™ ]

“ Spggestion ' exclaimed
Mouldy Mills, with pretended Y B
horror,  ** Why, Ilookey, I'm
surprised at you seltin' a bad
cxample to ilhese  younw
gontlemen! Why, that was an
order! Desides, don't vou ge-
member what 1t ses in the
King's regulations, in the
chapter about the reception of
noo recruitz?” he continucd,
with ¢ wink. " Don't it say
that the colonel, as soom as
ever a man jines the rem-
ment, i3 to take bim down and
introduce 'im o the canteen
steward at once; and 1if ‘e
can’t go, "e is to 'and over the

=

dooty to the adjutant, or some day's tale,

”tﬂ“af ’““‘“"“'ﬁ,’[ﬂ 11;'”55 11.;: ; make it the occasion ior fum, and
- b 4 + '

1 .i.;.anur?fﬁnww what n::i' some lively scenes take place.
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through my brain-box at are very much to the front,

Kronje's laager!” replied

Hookey. " An' talkin' of

lasrer, ain't thiere somethinlk
in them regulations about the
party as is told off on canreen

comductin' ooty not "avin' to
*ava more than one pint with
each noo  reerait, unless '
wants to?"'
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The return of the pupils of Clift
House to their own guarters forms
the main subject in our next Tues-
The juniors, however,
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“ There ls, Hookey; and a werry nccessary safeguard ib
iz, too, when we 'ave such A generous, 1igh-souled party of
roung noblemen to deal with as we've got 'ere to-night.
Allow me to take your hat, sir."”

Mouldy had made a profound bow to Augustus, and the
latter, though rather surprised at this attention, loftily
honded over his threc-and-ninepenny billycock.

“ Aw, thank vou!” he said, staring mildly at Hookey,
who had betrayed a sudden tondency to go into convulsions,
“ And 1 say, fellah, is this the best vou can do in tho way
of a bed-room " he Inquired. )

“T'm sorry to say it 15, sir,” replied Mouldy Mills, with
perfect composure,  * But the colonel said as 'ow I was to
be sure an’ explain 'ow sorry he was that the pink bed-room
in the east wing was occupied to-night; but if ’e "ad only
known for eortain that you was eomin’, he'd 'ave shifted
the general into the billiard-room, and 'ad it ready for you.
But he hopes you'll take a bit of dinner with "imn and the
wife ter-morrer night, and then he'll sea what can be done to
make you comfortable.” )

Augustus looked a shade more surprised at this, but
Mouldy's face was like the Sphinx.

“Aw, thanks!” said Augustus, after a doubtiul pause.
“I suppeose I'll have to make the beat of it. You might
got me a cup of tea, though, and something to cat.””

“Yes, sir, certainly !  Stewed salmon and coweumber,
'ashed venison, trufe tripe, or kidney and termarter?”
asked Mouldy obsequiously.

“ Er—ar—how much is—or—er—kidney and tomato ™ in-
gquired .Augustus, flushing nervously and feeling in hia
pockets,

“ Oh, nothing at all! It’s all free.
rationa® in the Army."”

Hookey Walker, Leing unable to contain his mirth any
longer, made a dash for the door at thiz, and Ronald and
Tony Truseott took the opportunity to follow suit.

Wot they calls ' froe

The First Night in Barracks.

. “ Lot', bless my ‘eart, that's Mouldy all over ! choked
Hookey., *“'E'll kid that poor silly cove till "¢'ll be walkin'
into the orflicers’ mesa to-morrow, if somebody” don’t stop
*im, and callin® the colonel ‘old chappie' to "is face. But
come on, you two! It wants only ten minutes to first post
now, and ’ere we're wasting all ‘tlmw precious momenta.
Ow are yer feelin'? Hungry, thirsty, or both "

“Poth 1" answered Ronald.

“Then through 'ere first!” answered Hookey brisklv, as
he ushered the pair into a great room packed with soldie-s
grouped about the long trestls
tables, or wedged agzinst the
bar, into a noise which was
almost stunning to the unue-

cusfupmd enrs of the tuo
recTuits.

It was lii-;ﬁ. A  score of
crowded  public-house  tap.

rooms rolled into one.

The reek of beer and the
dense clouds of tobaceo smolke,
which huag like a fop over
the whole scene, almost took
away all appetite ot a Lreath,

Hookey, however, was ab-
livious to these trilling draw-
backs, and leading the way
through to a gquicter and
sweater apartment, bade them
be seated.

“ Now then, sharp’s the
word! What's it goin’ lo be?
Faggots, liver and bacon, or
cald meat?’

Both chose cold meat: and
Hookey heing invited to join
in too, he soon reappearsl
bearing three substantial pn..
tions, which, with an ampls
supply of bread, representel
the princely chargpe of zoven.
penco,

Others of the sguad now
came in, *E:Eumrh‘-d by Mouldy,
the humorist ; but of Augusius
fhere was no sign.

fAnather long instabment of thiz
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