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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Turned Qut.

ANG!
Crash!
Bump !

Harry Wharton locked amazed as he hurried along
the Remove passage at Greyfriars.  He had heard the
terrific din as he came upstairs, and wondered what it was,
and whence it came”; but as he came olong the poassage he
discoverods that it proceeded from his own study.

Bang! :

Crash !

“My only hat! What on earth are they up to?" muticred
HMJ'Y' a3 he ran aleng to the door of Neo. 1, and turned the
handle,

But the door was not opened. It was lecked on the inside.
Harry Wharton shool the handle and thumped on the

ancls.

’ But the noise he made was effectually drowned by that in
iho study.

Bang !

Crash !

Thump ! . . _

It was the banging of a pair of tongs upon an iron fender
—the crashing of a cricket-stump on a wooden table-top. Ln
the midst of the fearful din the voice of DBob Cherry could
be heard.

“heep it up '’

Harry kicled and rattled.

“Open the door!™

Bang!
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“ Rata!" came back Bob Cherry's voice. #Can’t stop!
Ehﬁfﬂ ﬂII?!’:M iy

i +E- il T;I.ILI‘ on L

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Is that you, Harry?'' Bob flung
opon the door. “Come in! Lock the door after you, ar wa
shall have a lot more assea coming in—ahem !—1 mean a
lot of nsses coming in! Go it, Inky !"

* What on carth—""

““ Kecp 1t up !”

Bang! Bang!

{rash ! -

Harry Wharton stepped his cars, and gazed at the scens
Llankly. The chums ol the Remove scomed to be cnjcwm%
thomselves, Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh, the NabuErln
Bhanipur, was dancing—apparently some sort of a native
Hindu dance, and Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent were beat-
ing timoe—ihe first with the tongs on the fender, and tho
second with the ericket-stump on the table.

1iilly Bunker was seated in the armchair, wheeled back
into the corner out of the way, and by way of adding to the
din, he was clashing eyvinbals constructed of the lid of a tin
saucopan and & trowel.

Bang ! Bang!

Crash ! ) .

“Go it, Inky! Keep it up!” . ] ) _

The nabob, whose feet wern going like lightning, grinned
glecfully. : P i - it

# The keep-it-upfulness is terrific!" he exclaimed. “ If my
worthy chums could beat time a littlo more timefully, the
pdvaniage would be great ™

!H-

July 1Tth, 180,



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY. "gA"

“ You're out with that erielef-stump, Nugent.”

*Rats! You're out with those tongs!” )

“1 say, you fellows, you're both out,” said Bunter, blink-
ing at the Removites through his big glasses. ' Better leave
it to me”

“ Better ehuck it!” exclaimed Harry Wharien, laughing.
“What do wyou think the chap in the study underneath
thinks about it?"’

O, that's all right! He's gone out !"

“%uelth will bo up here if vou don't shut up. You know
ho's boen down on us before for making a row, and threat-
ened to turn us out of the study.™

* That's all right, teo! Queleh's gone out ™

i (}hq I S04 I'Hl

“While the cat's away,” explained Bolb Cherry, hanging
oway cheerfully, ** the mice will plav! Go it, Inky !"

“The gofulness is great ™

Thump, thump, ihomp! went the nabel's boots on the
carpet—bang, bang, bang! the tongs on the fender—crash,
crash, crash ! the stump on the table—clatter, clatter, clatter |
Billy Bunter's home-mmde eymbals.

Nuoise is not, as a rule, displeasing to boyvs, and to make a
real, thundering, unearthly * row 7 is ofien a pleasure. The
chums of No. 1 Study were fairly letting themselves go.

Hurrce Singh danced away firelessly, and his comrades
beat time, and the noise of it penetrated far beyvond the
Bemove passajro.

There was ¢ furious kicking at the locked door.

" Biop that row !" roared tﬁe voice of Dulstrode, the bully
of thoe Remove.

Dang! DBang! Crash! Crash!

Bualstrxle wont angrily on his way. Then there was a
{r&;h rattle nt the door, and Mark Linley's voice called
out:

“You lellows pone off vour rockers #"'

“Na!" velled Bob, *fThat's all right!
celebration !

“Then put the soft pedal on, for goodness' sake !

*“Ha, ha, ha! Go it, Inky! Eeep time!™

“ The tiiwefulness is terrific !

Thump! Thump! DBang! Crashl

The door ratiled agnin,

“Go nway ! roared Bob Cherry. * You're mderrupiing
the music !

“The nusic ! pasped Horry, “ My hat!” )

But the applicant for admission kicked and rattled again,
and the soft voice of Wun Lung, the Chincse jumor, was
heard through the keyhole:

“"Me comes tellea you——="m

“Get away !

“Me speakee that—=""

“"Ring off I

“But me follee vong-——-—

“Buzz nwav! Bure off !

It's only a little

Go and cat coke !

And Boly Cherey banged the londer.

-There was a sharp knock on-the door a few secconds later,
and Bob Cherry, exasporated, consed banging for 2 moment
to pive the knocker a piece of his mind.

“Will you o awax ¥ he roared. T know who vou are,
and 'l simply wipe op the linolenm with you if T como
ot ! You wher ass, whal do you want to come boihering
for? Sheer off, fathead !

“Open this door !

Bob Cherry jumped clear of the floor,

For the vowee was not the voiee of a junior of the Remaove,
and Bob’s blood almost ran celd w2 he recoonised the metallic
tones of Mr. Quelch—the mazsier of the Bemove—his own
Form-master !

The din died away suddenly, and a ghastly silence

ensued.,
“A-neenemy hat " murnmred Bob Cherey, 9 T—I—T anid
that to Quelch! Oh, the fat's in the fire now 2"
Mr. Quelch knoelodd at the door angrily.
“Open this door !
Harry Wharton opened it. The Formemaster strode in, his
rows contracted in a dark and heavy frown,

The juniors stood dumbfounded. Mr. Quelch had cortainly
been out when Bob Cherry comimenced his little celebration,
but Iiob hadn’t noticed how the time had pasand. The Form-
master had returned, and had probably heard the noize as
he came in, and probably the comnplaints, too, of fellows
who ware distarbed by it. He looked very angey indeed.

His keon glance roved over the culprite—fairly .caught in
the act. DBob Cherry still had the tongs in his hand, and
Nugent the stump.  Billy Bunter had quickly stid the swuce-
pan lid and trowel belhind him, and had closed his eyes, with
on clalwrate profones of imir!g‘ n&l{_‘:ep in the armebair. How
he could cxpoect Mre. Quelch to believe that he had beon
aslecp through such o din was a mystery, bul Bunler seldon
thought very far.

Y Well?" zaid Mr, Quelch,

YWl s, gaid Dol Cherry fecbly, ** I—I—T didn't know
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it was you, sir! I thought it was one of those Upper Fourth
ends, sir " N

“T1 presume you would not have spoken as you did if you
had known that it was I," said Mr. 8&13]1::]1 grimly, "1 shall
not. allude to that. You were making & deafening noise in
thiz study "

“ Only—only—a—a—a—a little celebration, sir!"

“-'fu:!.{ a little fun, sir "' said Nugent.

" The funfulness was great ! murmured the nabob.
B“hﬁ.nd we didn’t know you had come’ in, :ir!” ventured

O

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“1 can quite believo that, Cherry. But T cannot have you
disturbing the whole echool in this way. I warned you on s
previous occasion that if better order was not kept in this
study, vou would be separaled I"

“ Dh, sir!™ .

‘I am sorry, Cherry; but you had a plain warning, and
vou have chosen to disregard it. You will leave this study
to-morrow |

id Dh !ri
. As a matter of faet, five boys is a larger number for one
iunmr study than is advisable,” said Mr. Quecleh. * Doubt-
033 50 many find it difficult to keep quict. A new study has
becn papored out up the passage, and it was intended to
relieve some of the crowded studics by transferring boys
there, You will take your books into No. 13 to-morrow,
Uh?rﬂrﬁ,"}rhcsn it will be ready for occupation.”

“That is all. Now, not another sound to-night I

And Mr. Quelch grimly quitted the study, leaving the
stlence of dismay behind iim.

—— i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The New Stady.

OF some moments there was a grim silence in No. 1
Btudy.
For some time the juniors had shared that study
together, and though it certainly was cloze gquarters
for five, they had contemplated never sepa;atinfl. ]

Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and ITurece Singh had been in-
separable, and they would even have missed Billy Dunter
if he had been turned out.

But for Bob Cherry to go !

That was retten—beastly—impossible !

But the fiat had gone forth, and the juniors knew only too
well how useless it was to argue with Mr., Quelch.

And truth to tell, they mu!g not say that they had not had
warning. DBut youth is thoughtless, Warnings reccived one
day are froquently forgotten tho next; and Bob Cherry never
was much given to reflection.

It was done now. )

“My Auni Matilda ! gaid Nugent st last. "Quc:lch has
got his little back up ! fat's in tho firc now 1™

Bob Cherry grunted,

“I'm done!” . i

 You'll have to go, Bob,” said Harry, with a shade on hin
face. **It's rotten, but it can’t be he_ri}mll. Bul it won't
make any difference to our chumming. You'll only be at the
end of the passage.”

“Right at the other end " growled Bob Cherry.

“Tt's rotten 1

“The rottenfulness is terrifie ™ '

“71 say, you fellows!” It was a voice from the armchair,
“We neadn't desert Cherry, yvou know. He'll have to keep
elear of this study for a bit, but we can visit him in No 13
I'll go in there to tea every evening if he likes, for the sake
of auld lang svne” i )

Bob Cherey did not show as much gratitude as might have
Loon expeocted for this really generous offer.
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“0h, will you?" he remarked.

“ Cartainly, Cherry ! Nobody ean evor say that I wouldn't
stick to an old friend,"” said Bunter

““80 long as he had any grub to give away!”" remarked
MNugent.

“(Oh, really, Nugent e

“Well, I suppose it can't be helped,” said Bob. " We
maiim able to got round Quelch later. and I may be shifted
back again: He's a beast, but he's a just beast! It can't be
helpad 1 :

There was philosophy. but there was little consolation, in
that reflection. It couldn't he helped, and it was uscless to
bother wbout it; but the juniors bothered, all the same,

Thoe news that the Famous Four had been aplit up was not
long in spreading through the Greyfriars Remove. When
the chums came downsiairs, looking naturally glum, they
found the common-room buzzing with it.

Most of the fellows wera sympathetic, though there were
some fow, like Bulstrode and Snoop, who secmed to be
amesed.

““Perhaps tnere’ll be a little more peace in the Hemove
paazare now,’ Bulstroda remarked. *°[ have the next study
to Wharton's, and I can tell you it’s pretty rotien in thero
when Bob Cherry’s singing.”

Bobh Cherry was disconsclate. Ha heard Bulstrode'a
remark, bubk did not take any notice of it. There wasz no
comfort for him in the common-room, and he went out again.
Mark Lonley tapped him on the aem, and Bob Cherry
leoked at him luguhriousty,

** Hallo, hallo, hallo !*

“I'm zorry to hear the news,' said Linley.
I kunow.'

* Abaolutely rolben !

“Havo vou looked at the new studr wet 1™

““No: it's only a rotten extra room they've turned into
a study,” said Rob Cherry dizcontentedly, "“ Thara are
really only twolve studies.”

“Tt's a pretty decent room, though, and nicely papered,”
#sald Linley. * ["va baen looking at it. You can be comfiy
thera—if you like your new study-mates”

Iioh gave & start.

13y Ueorge ! I never thought of that: of course, T
gha'n't bo alone in the study. | wonder what beastly roiters
will be shoved in along with me ™

The Luncoshive lad laughed.

“ Myself for one,” he replicd.

HWhat ! You?”

“¥Yos, I have just heard it from Mr. Quelch. You
remember that when I came fo Greyfriars 1 was pub into
Lacy'a study temporarily. 1've been there ever sinee, with
littHle Wun Lung, though the room's the smallest in the
prsaage, amd thers cerfainly wasn't room. That was really
why the gew study was got ready. And your coming into
it ia a ztrole of luck for wa"™

“Wall, ii's good of you to put it that way.”

“1 shall be glad to have you there,” zaid Linler frankly.
“Wun Lung will be there, too—there will ho three of ua
Th..‘-ll.-t.- will leave four in Na, 1 Study; quite as big a crowd
as it oan hold comfortably.’

Bob Cherry looked thoughtful.

He liked Mark Linley very much. and hae hknew that the
Lancashira lad was & fallow he could chum with. From the
first, whon thoe “ scholarship boy ™ had come to Greviriars,
Boly Cherry had stood by him, The fact that Mark Linley
was the son of a working-man made a great difference to
such haughty aristocrats as Bulstrode and Spoop, but it
did not worry Huarry Wharton & Co. Thoy did nat cara
whether & follow's father was a duke or a dustman, so long
as the fellow wias all right. That wos the point.

o Well, E_’m jollv glad to hear this, Linley,” said Bob, after
o pause. ' Outside No. 1, you're the chap I'd prefer to be
with, in all thoe Remove.”

“ We shall got on all right, then" said Linley, with a very
bright lock  * Come and have & look at the study.”

And the two juniors wenk upataira, and along the Remove
passage to the new study, the last before the box-room
atarrs,

Bob Cherry had net sesn the interior of it before, and he
waa agreeably surprised when he did so.

The room was as lorge as the largest study in the passage,
it had & good window and a fire-grate, and it was handzomely
paperad in & pale green papor which had the effect of
anaking its dimensions seem greater.

Bob Cherry felt comforted as he looked round.

“ By George, thia is all right [ he said.

“"Good! Ian't iti”

“Yes, rather! No furniture in here yet.”

“They'ro going to put in a table, a fendar, and three
chaizs,” said Mark Linley. * That's all the college provides,
We have to buy the rest curselves. "We don't need much,
and a3 8 matter of faet Y'-=he coloured a little—" 1 haven't
vory much tin to spond.”

“Same hera,” grinned Bob Cherry. " We could get
somo sticks samo as Hazeldeno did, on the thirty-five years'
gystom--but we won't. After all, a table and chairs are the
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chief things, and we ean put up o shelf for the books. Wa
—— Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here's the heathen 1™

YWun Lung came gliding into the study in his noiseloss way,
The littla tﬁlillﬂi} wns looking extremely pleased.

“ You knowee?” he-asked. * You comee in this studes
with me. What vou tinkee? Me makee studes lipping.”

*“ What are vou going to do?"” asked Bob curiously.

The little Chines grinned.

“ Mo fulnish studes,” ho saud.  * Me do evelviling™

“(h, rats! We shall stand our whaek, of course.”

"FI"".TI LT.Ing H-.I'I{“:lk Ili!'i- ]'iE!HJ.I.

“You standee nothing.
aldels alleady.”

“ You've given the orders—=for what " ]

U Fulnitule,” said Wun Lung, “all oldeled. Evelything
comee to-mollow, What vou tinkee "

Nob Cherry and Mark Linley stared at him, and thea
looked at one another and laughed.

“The thing seems to have been taken cut of our hands”™
remarked Bob., * But we can’t allow this, you krow."”

H (lartainly not.?

“ Lot," suid Wun Lung cheerfully., * Lata 1™

His curious Oriental trick of changing the “r" into an
A1 made thoze familiar words sound peculizr, but thero
wos no mistaking his meaning.

* Look here, young ‘wn,’' said Bob Cherry. ' We can't
allow you fo furnish the study. We know you're rolling
in piddy wealth, but we'vo got to stand our whack."

“No savey"

“ We're going to pav our share.™

# No sarvy.”

“Wa've got to stand as much of the expense as you dol"
bawled Beb Cherry.

" No savvy !

Mark Lirnley laughed. Wun Tang never savvied whan
he did not choose to do so. Bob Clherry was growing o little
excired.

** Look here, you young heathen

“ Allee light., - IFalnvole ecomer down fo-mollow—lwen
oldeled sevels]l days” said Wun Lung, with a beaming
smile. ' Supposs you not got cashee, no leason why we
not comfen.  What you finloee 2"

“Well, yos, but——="

¥ Eulnitule costes muchee money-—heap pleniv. You no
got cashee—comee to twenty poundes.”

“What ! roared DBob Cherry. * You've spent twonty
pounds on furniture,”

Wun Lungy nodded.

The twn ﬁu_ﬁﬂi-ﬂl lads sfared af hime arhast,. T Won Toane
was spending sums like thix it was certainly onk of tho
guestion for them to " stand their whack.”™ Their pocket-
money was counted in shillings, not in pounds,

“OWell, iy hat 1" said Baob Choery ot last. ** Blessed f
I knew what to make of 1. It's nol good for o kol to have
a0 much money, and f T were yvour guardian U'd allowanea
vou a little more strictly,  Hewever, if you've ocdered the
stulf, there's an end,'”

“5tuff comee down to-mollow.’’

“Well, my five bab woulde't malie much differonca to
twenty guud, T suppose,” saud Bob Cherry ruelully, g |
suppose I shall have to let vou have your wayv, But where
did you geat twenty quid from ™"

“MNo got—sendee hills te gualdian in London," explained
Wun Lung.  “ F'I'aps comee to mole than twenty poundes—
'aps fiftes. Mo no savvy. Allee light—-gualdian payee.
Me savvy. What you tinkee I

“ I .think sou're an eoxtravagant woung heathen,' snid
Bob Cherry. “ That's what I think. I think we shall have
the giddiest study in the Remove, too. We must save up
our threepanny-bits, and give a bit of a feed to No. 1 Study
for & start.”

What yvou tinkee? Mo gives

L

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Furniture Arrives.

OB CHERRY was not satislied; but he was beginning to
view his oxile from No. 1 Btudy with more equanimity,
After all, he would he only half a dezen doprs away,

and ho was "digging” with two fellows he liked.
Invitations would always be going to ‘and iro betweon No. 1
and No. 1% and in all ontdoor occupations the chums would
go on the samo na before.

5o Bob Chorry planned and thought; and so indeed Harrey
Wharton and the rest thought. But in the dormitory that
night a gquestion eamoe up which indicated that there might
bo a rift i the lute.

“You chaps will come to a feed when we got the place
furnishad,” Bob Cherry remarked, looking up from unlacing
hiz boots, as ho sat on his hed. “I'll sge that Wun Lung
doean’t cook any of his ghastly Chinese dishes.'

“We'll come, rather,” said IMarry Wharton, *F T:?!I[i
A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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division needn’t, make any difference. To all infents and
purpozes we can still be one siwdy,™

“ Two studies with but a single thought, two rooms that
l_:ynn as ong,” said Nugent, with a grin. * But it's a good
idea.

* ¥ee, ruther I agreed Bob Cherry.
. "The goodfulness is terriliec.  Although our worthy chum
15 seperately divided from us into anotherful apartment,
the distance lends Prmh:}ntnm.ln to the esteemed view," said
Hurree Singh: “and in spite of the separateness we are
still No, 1 Study.”

:'Timt’s it,” said Nugent. ' We're stil] No. 1 Stody.”
o "Dh, 1 dpll‘t- know about that cxactly,” said Bob Cherry.
SI’Er.har.-s it would be better 1o say that we are No, 13

!_-u _II_I::

o E.'E'-tuIT!’_' said Nugent.
top study in the Remove.”

“The toplulness is terrific.’

“* Yos, hut:—-—f".
_“It's all right, Bob.  You still belong to us. No. 13 Study
19 nothing-—nowhere—oniy a number,” said Nugent. ** No. 1
is still top study,™

2 !‘::!1,_"1 fnn't. know-—:"

“Well, I do—take my word for it.”?

:'T!'tznt-'!;- all very well——"

‘Of course it 1s. Hallo!
oud.

" Inte bed, vou youngsters,”

" ¥Yes.  Will you come and unlace my boots?'' asked
Nugent.

The captain of Greyfriars only laurhed, and the juniors
tumbled Iintn bed.  After the ]i;hts n'sere out and ingate
goene, Bob Cherry remained in silepce for some moments,
thinking. He had certainly intended that his being shifted
tlong the passage should make no difference to his chummin
with Harry Wharton & Co. But the idea of the identity o
his study being wiped out of existence was not exactly
E_T‘i%tlfg'mg to him. He was somewhat in the position of a

olonist—with o new patriotism growing within him for
his new country. :

“I.say, chaps,” said Bob Cherry at last.  “0Of cour
that % all rot about No. 1 being lﬂp}rﬁtudy, you konow.” =

“ Stuff 1" said Nugoent,

Let it alone,” said Wharton. “What does it matter?

Blow the studies! We're poing to be the
ever, and that's the chief n}.ﬁ.g:g apme’ chums. 19

“ Hear, hear !” zaid Nugent heartily.

“Good I said Beb Chesry. ¥

And the juniors went to sleen.

The next morning, the new tenants of Na. 13 were curious
to <ee the arrival of the furniture ordercd in London by
Wun Lung; but they were “Ep:me Into morning lessons, before
1t made itz appearance. un Lung bad explained that it
would be sent dowg to Friardale on the railway, probably
packed in the van which was to bring it to the school. The
juniors expected a big pantechnicon, and they were eager
to- help carry in the things—some of tham with the intention
f;{lx;ﬁufhly hgudlfng the imw “props.”’  But they were

at morning lessons when a
i [;Ero;-'iriira. huge van rolled up to the
Gosling, the porter, stared at it in amazement.

The van rolled in, and turned round to the side enironce,
The juntors in the class-reom heard the rumble of the wheels
:ii their eyes anxiously sought the clock over the book-

It wanted only five minutes to the time of dismissal.

Theo+e minutes zeamed very long to the Removites.
wanted la f!'t out upon the scene of action. BRob Cherr
amd Mark Linley were both very curious. It was a half
that wfterncon, and if the furniture had come, there would
be time ta fit up the study. Mr. Quelch glanced at his class
I some surprise.  Their unquietness was evident to his
eyes, and he did not understand it. The Remove certainly
wore always willing to anticipate the hour of dismissal: but
their keenness to get off now made them give random
AUSWEES,

“Come, come; this will not de ! exclaimed the Formn-
master. I should be sorry to detain wvou till dinner-time,
but really I may be compelled to.  Skinner, if vou look at
the clock agawm I shall give you fifty lines.’*

“Ye.es sir,”

* What is the matter with you?

“Well, gir: the fect 13, sir, we—we

“Well, what?"

“ There's =ome furniture just come for Cherey’s new study,
gir.’ zaid Skinner, * and we want to heln hin get it in,
tir. You can’t trusé ibese carmen with furniture—we want
fo get it into the study for Cherry without being damaged.”

“ Thdesd ! T that ense.” said Mr, Queleh, with o glance
it the elock, I will now dismiss the clags”’

' (Jh, thank you, sir!”
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And the Remave hurried out. In the passage Skinner ine
dulged in a chuckle, and Bulstrode chuckled, too,

* Fancy Quelchy swallowing thnt "' he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Rotter ' said Bob Cherry, as he passed Skinner. *If
you come any of your hanky-panky with my props. you'll
get a thick ear.™

“Oh, we're all coming to lend a hand 1" said Bulstrode.

“You'd better stay where you are!”

L] H-ﬂ.tﬁ Iii

And nearly the whale of the Remove crowded round
the house to see the van unloaded. The carinan was busy;
and the trim maid at the door was looking astonished. Thae
Kemovites locked astenished, too. They knew Wun Lung,
and his wealth and extravagance. But they had never ex-
pected anything like this

The little Chinee had apparently ordered everything that
caught his fancy, without taking into duc consideration the
guestion whether the things could possibly be accommo-
dated in & junior study.

“My only hat!" ejaculated Dulstrode. ' What's that—
a roll-top desk 1"’

“And a cheval glase™

“ And a bookcase!"

“ Faith, and a Japanese sereen.”

*“And a brasz fender.™

“ And two armchairs 1"

" Phew I

The juniors passed remarks and chuckled a=s the articles
were taken out and stocked in the passage. Bot these were
not-all, Great bundles were rolled out of the van, and the
juniors discovered that they contained carpets and curtains.
Then thére was a crate packed with crockery, and several
packing-cases, :

“Great Scott!” said Harry Wharton. “ Wun Lung will
want all the Remove studies, and the passuge as well, to
accommodate that lot '

« “Ha, ha, ha 1™

“That's ell, sir,”" said the carman, touching his ecap to
Wun Lung, who was superintending the unicading. * Sign,
air.

Wun Lung signed for the goods, and gave the man a
hulf-crown, and the van rolled away. Bulstrode winked at
hia friends.

“ Now we'll help carry them up,” he remarked.

“Tankee you!" said Wun l'.ung]é “ You cally this.”

He tapped a heavy armchair. DBut the practical jokers of
the Romove did not intend to work. They were out for fun,

Rulstrade laid hiz hands ugpon the cheval glass.

“"Lend & hend, Snoopey |

“ Right you are!”

“ YVou'd better let that alone,” said Wharton.

“Mind your own business! Don’t you want us to help

vou, Wun Lung ¥* 3 ]
The little Celestial hesitated. While he hesitated, Bal-
pasaage

strode and Snoop wheeled the cheval glass along the
and began to mount the back stairs with it.

“ Look out!” roared Bulstrode suddenly, letting go when
the big glass waa half up the stairs.

Snogp let go and sprang out of the way.

Down went the glass, rolling and tumbling with crash on
erach—and the mirror was in e thousand fragments when,
with a final erash, it reached the bottom.

“ My hat!" said Bulstrode. *‘It's broken.” :

There was & sudden murmur from the juniors in the

Sange.

PYs Here's Queleh I

“Look out! Cave!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
All Hands to Work!
M‘R. QUELCH came upon the scene with a frowning

brow. The crashing of the cheval glasa down the
stairs had rung through the whole house. The juniors
eeased pigegling as the Form-master appeared.

Mr. Quelch locked at the smashed glass at the foot of
the stairs, and then at the huge array of furniture along
the wall.

“ What is all this? What does it mean??

“It's the furniture for the new study, mir,” said Deb
Cherry.

qn 'ﬁ"‘hut '!:H' ] .

“My new fulnitule, sil,” said Wun Lung. with a smiling
bow, *f Micee—nicee, sil.  The glazs is bloken; allee lest
allee hght.'

* But—but—but—" o .

“ T sorry,” said Bulstrode. * Quite an accident.”

“Lige " murmured Bob Cherry, under his breath.

“That ia a valusble gloss," sawd Mr. Quelch. * You
should not have attempted to carry ib upstairs, Bulstroda,
Gosling could have done that.”

A Splendid Tale of Hnrlé',ll' Wharton & Ca,
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“Yes, sir! T wanted to make mysell useful, sir.”

#1 hope you are telling me the truth, Bulstrode, and that
you did not do this damage wanfonly,” zaid Mr. Quelch,
aternly.

“Oh, sir! I i

2 ?Enﬂugh! Wun Lung, does all this furniture belong to
you?"”

“Yes, sil. New fulnitule fol new study, sil.*

* But—but where can you intend to put it?" exclaimed
Mr. Queleh. “ Surely you must be aware that there i3 no
room in your study for a quarter of all this."

Wun Lunz’s face fell a little,

“Me no tinkee of that, sir.'

The Form-master smiled.

“It i3 o pity you did net think of it, my boy. Tt would
have saved 2 great waste of monesy. You had better care-
fully caleulate how much the study will held, before you
have anything carried upstairs, and the rest can be sent
awny.

Y o.peea, il

** As for you, Dulstrode, and Snoop, you can leave at once.
If there are any more accidents, I shall have something to
s5ay about the matter.”

And Mr. Quelch walked away, and Balsirede and Snoop
sutkily took themselves off. DBob Cherry chuckled a little

“ My dear nss,”' he remarked to Wun Lung: © I suppose
you'll get about a tenth part of all that into the study."

* No tinkea of that.”

“Then you'd better start ‘tinking' before you geb the
things carried up. That crate will be a tidy weight. Here
comes Gosling.  Halle, hallo, halle, Gossy, my son! Did
vou seent work from afar, like a piddy war-horse snuffing
the battle 1"

“ Gossy,” anorted, and the juniors laughed, Gosling, the
porier, was about the last man in the world to go about
iooking for work.

“ Whieh, Mr. Quelch says, thore’s some things “ere for me
to carry huln:e.i:LIrs-;,_" he said.  ** Wol T suvs iz this ‘ore, why
can'l the voung himps carry them hupstairs, hoy 1™

“ Did you say that to Quelehy 77" azked Bob Cherry, with
a chuckle.

“ Yeos—I can hear him doing it,"” remarked Nugent.

CGosling snorted again, and stared at the things he wasz to
cATTY up.

“ Look ‘ere, all these things ain't goin' up,'” lhe said
aggressively, You ain't going to furnish the 'ole blessed
‘ouse, I suppose¥”

“{inly one study, Gossy."”

*“ How ean you get all that lot inter one study, Masater
Whearton "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That's o work {or your mighty brain, Gosling,”” he zaid.
"“"You ean worl it cut by algebra. vou know.”’

“Begin with the ecrate,” said Bob Cherry. * We're
certain to want the crockery. Uan vou manage 1t alone,
Goasy '

“Wot T says ts this "ere,’’ he remarked.
crate.”’

“1'll lend you a hand,” said Skinner.

“ No, you won't,” said Bob, pushung the ebliging Skinner
back. “ You can go and eat coke. f’ll help vou, Gossy."'

And he lent o hand. The crockery was safoiv convered
upstairs, after several narrow escapes at the turpnings, and
Gosling appeared exhausted when he came down again. Ile
sat on a trunk and gasped for breath.

“*Wot I says iz this "ere,” he remarked.
any more up now. That's what I says"

“ All right, Gossy; I'll ask Mr. Quelch what's to be done.”

“TDon't you do nothin' of the sort!" exclaimed Gasling,
jumping up. I dare say [ ean manage all right, though
I'm cruel tired."

And he did.

Ona by one the articles of furniture were carried un, till
the new study and u» great deal of the passage cutside it
ovarflowed.

Then the remainder was left—rather regrotfully.  Wun
Lung still cherished a hope of petting it into the study,
when he had arranged the present contents in order.

The arranging had to be left till after dinner, but as it
wa.:-;Ln half, the new study-mates had plenty of time for tha
work.

After dinner, Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh
took out their bats, and Harry called to Bob Cherry.

“ ¥ou're coniing out to cricket, Bob?"

Bob Chorry shook his head.

“Can't—I've got my new study to arrenge.”

“{h, blow the study: come and have some cricket!"

“ My dear chap; I can’t leave it all to Wun Lung and
Linley to do. That wouldn't be cricket!"

“H'm! I suppose not. Leave it till after tea, and
we'll all lend & hand.”

“ Nevar put off t1ll after tea what vou can do in the after.
noon,”’ said Bob Cherry, revising an old proverb, ** I think
I'd better stick to the furnishing.”

“Oh, raty "
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“The ratfulness is terrifie)”

But Bobh was adamant, The three juniors went cutb, and
Bob Cherry joined Linley, whe was talking to the Uhinoe
junior. Linley looked wncertain. e had extra Greek to
do that afterncon, and Wingale, of the Sixth, had promised
to lend him a hand if he needed it: and the furnshing of
the study threatencd to interrupt him. Mark Linley had
impozsed Greek upon himself as an “extra,” and he Htudiﬂl!
it out of achool hours, which accounted for a great deal of
his leisure time. But, of course, he was called upon to help
in furnishing his own study.

“Come on,” said DBob Cherry, digging him in the riba.
HWoa'lve got to rig up No. 13 thiz afterncon, you know."

“Yea, I suppose 0.7’ .

“ Alles lLight,” said Wun Lung. “Comee with me—ma

o’:en hammel and tacks. and we pultee down calped, alico
1rht, "

- Hight you are.” )

“ Like me to come and help?" asked Bkinner

Mo, tankea " )

[“ I'il put up the bookease for you, or fasten the looking-

AJE—="

g Mo, vou won't,” said Bob Cherry.  * Cowe on, you kidsl
Hallo, halle, hallo! Ain't you chapa going to play ericket?™

Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Jamser Ram Singh had
come in again.  Harry shook his head in reply to Bob's ques-
tiom.

#*No, we're going to cut it as you're culfing if, ami lend
you & hand."

“ That"s the wheeze,"" =aid Nugent,

“ The wheezy idea iz terrific.”

“ Well, that’s chummy.'” saul Beh Chorry. 7 OF conrse,
yvou chaps are going {0 be as macle at home 1n o, 153 as [
A, We'll make No.o 13 kaown as the top study an tha
Remove i

“Th! Will we?™

“*Yeos, rather!™

“ More rats!”

* l.ook here, INugont-—

“ Liook hore. Dob  herry—-—

“Oh, don't jaw " saad Harew, Tnanehing.
wire in!"’

“ My worthy chum
terrific. !’

“Tt's o ecase of all hande on deck,” zand Harey Whorton
“We're going to got the study g order, Come on,”

."-.]ncl the pacty of juniors were soon ab work in the now
Ehiay,

13
"
“Tot's po and

12 ecorreciful, The Jawfulur:s ga

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Lays the Carpel

Bﬂs.}-.' 1.
“Hallo! What an earth 1
“It's all right—only knocking a nail down,” said Bob
Cherry, who, bammer in bamd, was scanning e bare
floor of MNo. 13 Srudy, and had just delivered a torrifhic blow
on the ringing boards. " Uan't lay carpet aver lovse naals,
you know. Mizht tear! 1lalle, batle, halio! There's
unaothor '

Bang!
“Bure vou've knocked it down'!" azked Nugenkt sarcasti-
cally.

“0h, ves, it's guite in, I think—might give it anather tap
to make sure.”

Bang!

“¥ou'll have the Hoor through 1f vou keep that up,' said
Harry laughing. ' Let's get the carpet unrolled.”

My had, there's enough of ot

There certainly was. Wun Lung had ordered FBrussels
carpet by the yard, instead of the cheap " square ™ the juniora
usunlly put in their studies, It was a good carpet, and
would certainly look very nice.

It would have to be cut to fit the sfudy, hut as thera waa
plenty of it, that did not matter. ioh Uhorry unrolléd it
guicily, sending the roll humping against Nugent's legs and
nearly knocking him down.

Tha rest slipped out of the wav, and the carpet was un-
rolled. Bob Cherey opened his pocket-kmfa.

“ Lemme aee,'” he remarked. " It's just wide epcugh for
the study—that's & bit of luck. I shnii only have to cut if
off at the end, and then fit it inte the fireplace and the
window.™

“Tho fitfulness will ba terrific,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur, as Bob Cherry began to gash the carpet with his
kenife.

**This knife's jolly blunt!"" said Bob.
sharpar ona?"’

Mo pne had.

“Anybody got a

Bob Cherry sat on the carpet and cogitated.
5
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Harry Wharton mildl suggested taking his time about it
bat fob shook his head. That was not hiz way.

M 0ne of you chaps run down to Quelch’s room, and borrow
bis razor,"” he eaid. * That would cut it a treat!™

“ Ha, ha, ha! I think Quelch would cut us a treat, too, if
we hqr'rmwed his razor to cut carpet with |’

“Well, the stuff has got to be cutt™

“Me cutee,” esald Wun Lung, who had watched Bob
Cherry's operations on the carpet with some uneasinees.
“ Me cutee allee light.™

*“Ch, you can't

44 ME- T_i.‘;-l‘i

“Oh, just as you like—but you won't be able to do it.” And
Bob Cherry handed the knife to the httle Colestiad,

Wun Lung set to work, and, in spite of Bob’s doubts apon
the subject, he soon had the carpet cut to measure. There
wai a great deal left over, which Nugent said would do for
No, 1 Study. Bob Cherry generouely made him a present
g:‘. it—very pgenerously, cmusicfering that it belonged to Wun

ung. )

“Well, that looks all right,” said Bob Cherry. “You
chaps might stand on the carpet while 1 hammer the nails in,
in case it ghould get pulled out of the way. Here, you stand
on the adge here, Nugent—ow—wow! You aes! ] dida't
way stand on my fingers [”

* Borry !

“ B-r-r-r! Mow, then, here poes ™

The hammer camo down

Nugent gave a fiendish vell, and jumped clear of the floor.

*Ow-wow!” he roared. “*Yow! You gss! Dummy—
duffer—fathead !

* What on earth's the matter ¥’

“Oh! Yow! You've nearly busted my too ™

* Borry!" grinned Bob Cherry.

HOw! Wow! Yow!" i

* Look here, I'd rather you dida't dance like that on our
new carpet, Nugent," said Bob Cherry anxivusly.

" Why, you—you—you i

“ Couldn't you de it in the passage 7

Nugent sputtered with wrath.

" I'm not going to stay near you while you've got n hammer
in yvour silly hand!" he roared. * ¥Yah! Ass! Dummyl
Fathead! G-rr-rf” And Nugent departed.

Bob Cherry looked after him with an expression of sur-
prise that made the others shriek.

** Lot of fuss some chaps make over a little tap on the toet™
Bob remarked. * Come and keep this down with vour foot,
will you, Wharton, while I hammer it??

i ﬁﬂ, thanks!” eaid Harry promptly.

Hﬂﬂ George, are you afraid of a Little tap? I sha'n't kit

o it, you know !"

you—besides, hghtning never strikes twice in the same place,
you know,”
“* Lightning may not, but I expect you would,” said
hurton, ** Hold the edge down with your hand.”

1 might give my fingers a knock.”

“Ha, ha! Detter your fingers than my toe”

“h, rats! Blow yoirr toes!"”

And Bob Cherry began to hammer. DBob alwayes regarded
himself as a thorough workman, and anything ke made was,
us he boassted, sohidly made. He knew how to put in
carpet so that it wasn't in danger of rucking up, and was
using two-inch wire nails for the purpose.

“Hand us some more nails, Linley. You might put your
[oot here to keep the edge down while I'm hammering.”’

Linley handed him the nails, but did not put his foot
there. Bob Cherry hammered away cheerfully.

* Wouldn't tacks be better?” the Lancashire lad suggested.

“Tacks? Oh, no! Most people use tacks—it's just sloven-
liness,™ said Bob.  * You eea, a thing ought to be done
t.hnruuﬂhi}l."

“Well, you are doing that thoroughly ! eaid Harry,
laughing.  “I say, do vou think that board will held any
more naile? You're pretty well filling 1t up 1"

Bob Charr_v sniffed.

* dust look at that, and ses if it ien’t safe,” he eaid, giving
the carpet o tug to show how safe it was. He put his
etrength into tnat tug—and when the carpet parted from the
floof, he went rolling buckwards,

““* Ha, ha, hat*

Bob Cherry =at up, half-rolled in the carpet, in amazement,

“ Hallo, halls, hallo! It's come aup!™

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“H'm! I eappose it wanted & few more nails.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*Oh, stop that eniggering! Perhaps you'd better hand
me over gome of the four-inch, Lanley.”

The juniors shricked apain.

“Oh, do try tacks!" said Wharton., “ Can’t you eee the
carpet came over the heads of the nails?  You've cutl it to
rags, putting in so many and hammering &0 hard!”

“If you know more about laying carpets than 1 do,
Wharton-—"

Tneg MagseT.—No. T8

NE

WEE

“BILLY BUNTER, EDITOR.”

" Well, T couldn’t know much leas, T thinlk.™

“I'll have some of the four-inch, Linley."”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

*“0Oh, hand 'em over, and stop cackling !

“ Me tinkee p'l'aps—"

“0h, that's all right, Wun Lung! You leave it to me!"

“Yes, but p’laps—""

“ Leave 1t to me, old chap.”

And Bob Cherry set to work with the hammer and the
four-inch nails,

Bang, bang, bang!

e —)

TEE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Amd Puts Up the Looking-Giass.
ANG! CRASH!

B Bob Cherry was making active play with the hammer,
It missed the naile as often as it hit them, and erashed
on the floor with & terrific din.

There was a sudden pattering of footsteps in the passars,
and the door was thrust violently open. It caught on the
new carpet and stopped—and nearly Hattened the nose of the
individyal who was rushing in.

It was Monsieur Charpeunticr, the French master,

He had the room underneath the new study, and that
efterncon he was writing howe letters to his friends in
Franee, and the banging overhead had gradually rouwsed him
to u pitch of fremay. At last he popped out of his study like
& cork out of a champagne-bottle, and bolted up the stairs,
Alfter a narrow escape of braining himself on the jamming
door, he put his head and shoulders through the aperturs,
undé-]nrﬂd into the study,

“Garcoms! Boys! Wretches!
youi'"

Bob Cherry looked up from his hammering.

Vat i& all zat noiso viz

1‘ Is an;r!..hi!. the matter, sir "

Mattair I almost raved Mossoo. *“ Mattair! You ask
me, 18 anyzing ze mattair] Helas! 1 am shock—I am
deafen !™
, “Can you hear this dewnstairs, sir?” msked Bok
mnocently.

:I‘h:: Frenchman almost exploded,

"Hear it! Listen to ze garcon! Ze nofse mzke himself
heard all ovair ze house! I try to write, and 1 cannot
write, My head have ze ache. I zink zat if =is noise nolb
ﬂtqpﬂlhcm_m you, garcon. I cane you on ze hand six times.”

, air——

" Any more of zat noise, and I brings up ze cane,” eaid
Monsieur Charpentier; and he stamped away down the
passage,
juE'ﬂb Cherry locked a little sheepishly at the grinning

10rs,

”:’.hwfull%f nervous old bounder!” he remarked,
making & fuss about a bit of a noise like that I™

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Perhaps vou'd better uea tacks, after all,”

* Allee lightee; me putee in tacks.”

“Good " said Bob Cherry, * Tack it down at present,
and I'll take an opportunity when mossco’s out some cvens
g to nail it down more thoroughly.”

‘he tacking did not take long, most of the juniors lending
g hand with it. They took different sides of the carpet,
EF? soon tacked it down. It did not make m noise,
cliher.

The carpet onece fitted and fastened down, it was possible
to begin arranging the furniture. The table and chairs
wera brought in, and then the bookcase, and the siudy
assumed a more homelike and eomfortable appearance.

. " Now, about the looking-glaes,"” said Bob Cherry, cock-
m% hia eye thoughtfully at the space over the gimney,
“That glass 18-just about the size. That's lucky !

“Me takee measule.”

“(0h, that sccounts for it, then!"” gaid Beb, as his com-
rades piggled. *“ Blessed if 1 ever saw such a sniggering
;Fit of toads! I shall want a pair of eteps to fix up that
glass,™

Mark Linley went in search of a pair of steps, and Bob
Cherry and Harry Wharton lifted the glass, meanwhile,
upon the mantalpiece.

It was a very handsome glass, with a gilt frame, and
certainly was expensive, Ilarry Wharton had his doubts
nwbout its safety 1f Bob Cherry fastened it up, but ho felt
ditfident about saying so. He had come theroe to help, not
to tuke the management out of the hands of the owners of
the study. Little Wun Lung shared Wharton’s doubts, but
his politencss was great.

The glass, which was large and heavy, was lifted op on
the montelpiece, and backed against the wall, and Bob and
Harry heold it there while Linley sought for the steps. In
a few minutes Mark re-entered the study, carrying them on
his shoulder.

“ Fancy
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¥ 3ood 1" said Bob.
the steps.”

“ With pleasurefulness, my worthy chum.”

Hurree Singh and Wharton held the glass, and Tob
Cherry mounted upon the steps in front of it.  The steps
mckeg and swaved, but Linley held them in fime, and the
cords tautenced and held fast. YWun Lung held the steps on
the pther side. He cocked his evo ab the glazs,

“ Little moro to the left, kids.™

* Right-hao 1™

“H'mm! Now a little more to the righ

113 GM’I:! [ll

“H'm, h'm! Perhaps it was better before. Fub it bock
to the left again.™

“Right-ho! IDon't mind uws,' said ITarry. This is o
hoalthy excreise, st all events, and overy bit as good as
Indian clubs.' )

“The hcalthifulness of the esteemed exercizo is terrifie.”

“That's abont right. Don't jaw; you take my attoention
off my work., Give me up the hammer, Wun Lung.”

* Hammel hele,” said Wun Lung, reaching it up. ]

Bob Cherry stooped to take it, and carelessly missed it,
and the hammor dropped as Wun Lung let po.

There was & yell from the little Chinee :

“Ow! Yow!l”

“ Hallo, hallp, hallo! What are vou roaring about, kid "

“Ow! My foot!” watled Wun Lung, " Ow! Yow!"

“Well, what did vou let the hammer drop for?  Can’t vou
giva it up to me, znd do that yelling alterwards *"*

Wun Lung handed up the hammer, and skipped out of
the study. He sat on a chair in the passage and nursed
his foot, Tob Charry produced huge nails from his pocket,
and began to nail up the looking-glass.

The nails were brass-headed, and six inches imtf' He
passed them through tho eyeholes at the side of the looking-
glass, and 1f they had been welldriven into the wall the
glisa would cortninly have beon secure.

But that was not go casily done.

The first nail had not gone an inch info the wall when
it jarred upon a brick, and refused to go in further. DBob
Cherry hammered away valiantly, but the nail bent instead
of going in.

““Boast I" he murmured. * Jusk my luck that a rotten
brick should get into the way"™

“Tf the brick is rottenful, my worthy chum, the nail
should be drivenfully shoved into it,'” remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

# Aps! The rotten thing isn't robton " said Bob.
I say rotten, I don't mean rotten.”

i Gh !-"

Crack, erack, crack ! wont the hammer. The nail bent £ill
it could not ba hammored again, and most of Bob's doughey
blowa tool effcet on the gilt framoe—with griovous results
to the gildmg. The glass had two or three very narrow
shavas.

“T'Il put the other one in firsk” snid Bob., “There's
two holes in this tinplate thing fasteaed on the glass. One
pail ought really to keep the thine ap.”

Crack, orack!

“By Jovo! That one ooly needed o couple of whacks to
sond it right in!”

“T expect it's gone into the plaster,” said Mark Linler.

“Well, T daro say it has. 8o long as it’s gone in, that's
all right."

“ But the plaster may not hold it safely.”

H Ok, if you know more zbout nailing up loaking-glasses
than I do, Linley, perhapa you'll put up the next one,™
paid Bob Chorry.

“Well, you'’ll joliy scon want a next one if you leave this
kc Beb,” said Harry.

* The soonfulnesa will bo teerifie.”

“¥ou chaps hold that glass, and don't jaw, while T nail
the other side,"’ aald Bob, shifting the steps aleng the fre-

lace. * Now then, give a hand to these steps, Linley.

n't look on while I do all the work,™

Mark smiled, and held the steps safe, and Bob Cherry
mounted. Ile drove in two nails, and both of them went
in with suspicious ease. But Bob Cherry was quite
satisfied.

“That's jolly soon dome!" he remarked. “Tt talkes o
certain amount of knack to do these things. T was always
s handy chap about the house. I offered the mater to
mend the things at home in the holidays, if she'd leawve
them for me, and save a lot of money that way. But she
never would see 1t. Women nevor understund how to save
money in small things. You ean let that plass alone now;
it’s all right."”

And Bob Cherry descendoed frem the stepa.
Wharton looked at the glass a little doubtfully.

Y Quito sure ' he asked.

“Look here, old chap, you can hold a glass all right, but
sou deon't know anvthing about fixing 1t up,” said Bob

“Ilold this, Inky, whila I get on

I:l'l'

3

W hen

Harry

Cherry.  *"That glass is all right. You let go and sce.
THE Macyer.—No. E "
BBK: BILLY BUNTER, EDITOR.

ONE

- HALF/ERNY.

TUESDAY,

The “INagnet”™

LIBRARY,

T've given it a rather arlistie tilt forward at the fop. You'll
soe that it will hold all right.”

“Oh, all right. If you think—"

“(M course I do. Let it alone,”™

Wharton and Hurree Singh let go the §]a.~+e., and sieppad
well out of the way of it in casze it should fall.

Iiob Cherry surveyed 1% with great admnirafion,

“ YVou don't often see n glass put up as quickly amd neatly
as that,” he remarked. “I-— Oh! I[allo, hallo!”

He jumped back just in time, . .

The leoking-zlass Nashed as it fell, the nails pulling out
of the soft plaster under the weight of if, and there was
no chanea to save it Right on the steps it crashed, and
there was a torrific smash, The top of the steps came
through the backboard of tha losking-glass, while the glass
itself lay scattered over the corpet in a thousand fragments.

r——

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,
And the Curtains!

b M-MY hat ! gasped Bob Cherry.
M “ Hau, ha, ha !’
“ Fangy that !
Hza, ho, hat™ .

“ Naothing to cackie of that T ean see.  Wun Lung, old
shap, Bheas asses have managed to smash the glass among
them '

o Ieh—what 7 W™

“ Mo savvy,” seid the little Chinee. :
gluss nothel fime, but Bel Chelly net puteo it

< Well, vou'll want it put up sufe, and—

“Yea: thal justee what me wantee,’ r ,

6 This was an accident, of course, 1 sappose fney weren't
holding the glass tizht against the wall when 1 put th-el
nails in. I ean't do everything withoul assistance, can I3
There's a Lt o what one chap can dy.” . .

i Mot when 1t comes to sinashing things," said W h::lT"h]rl.
“Vou eonld de the window sl the bookcase as vasily as
vou have done the looking-glass ™
T W The easefuluras would be torrifie.”

Wi shall have to elear all this up from the
You fellows might do that while I put

The nails scem to have come ont.”

““ Mo getee nothel

L
(1R
PE ]‘l

Mk, rads )
ecarpet somohow,
upr e curbning’ ; =2

SR P aps me botiel pateo up eultains—

“Not n bit of it! [ don’t mind taking the troubie, and
wo want the job dond thoroughlys You chaps pick up the

IET
g’i’lw “ehaps ™ did net look happy. DBut they had comn
there to help, so thew picked ap the gligs. Linley t‘::_rrllcw!
the frame of Lhe Jooking-glass away, to be sont off fo Friar-
dale to be reglazed. [0 was » long fask picking up tho
fragments, but Harry and the nabub stuck to . Nugent
wis wisely giving o, 13 Study n wide berth, Porhaps tha
industrious helpers thought of the sunny vricket-hold with
rogret,  But they wired in. ;

fh:h Cherey unrolled the eurining, and certainly they wore
vory handsoma for & junior study. Thers was a painted
nole—white—which Joaked wvery natfy against the green
paper when it was up.  Bob Cherry lixed tho pole and tho
cornives without any aceident, and then mounted the steps
with the curtaina tn his arms. . )

Wun Lumg wotched hin: rathor anxiously.  Wharton,
having finished picking up ol the glazs he could find, ¢nme

Il.r"! ¥
t{!“ i,.'\,’lhv not slide the rings on the polo down here, _and
then put the pole up on the brackels?’ he inquired,
naturally encugh.

Bob Cherry pursad his lips for a moment.

Wil this is my way,”” he remacked.

“Yes, but—"' .

“You see, 1've nailed the pele first, and the rings are on
it__'”

Y on've natled the pole?

 Yes. must have these things safe, vou know. I don’t
like leaving anything to chance”

“ But the pole is supposed to——"" .

“ Never mind what the polo’s supposed to do. I'm deal-

ing in facts, not in suppositions,” said Bob Chorry lﬂﬂl_ly,
“ & fow four-inch nails make anything safer. Now all I've
gob to do is to hook the curtains on to the rings.”

“ That's more easily done on the floor, my son.™

“Rats! I'm o handy chap at this sort of thing.

And Bob Cherry set to work,

The juniors watched him curiously. y

The steps Bob was standing on were none too high for
the purpose, and he had to stand on the cxtreme top, and
hold the curfains above his head with both hands to fusten
the pins on the curtain-rings. .

Naturally enough, the weight of the curtaina told upon

¢
A Splendld Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
and the Pupllis of
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hirn, and the attituds he waz oblized to stand in, with
hislhc-:':d well thrown back, soon gave him an ache in the
aeel.

But he stuck to it manfully,

After phout twenty minutes of labour, in which his neek
and his arms ached as if ke were on the rack, he sue-
ceeded in fastening wp the eurtaing, Then, with a gasp,
o looked down at his friends.

He dfl' not see any resson why they should be grinning.
But grinning they undoubtedly were.

A that all right ¥ demanded Bob

“Ripping ! said Wharton, * You've fastened most of
the hooks on the wrong rings, amd pot them mixed up 2
lit’t!-:, but I surpose that's merely a handy way of doing
it

“ My hat!™

“The hatfulncss is torrific ™

" Me tinkeo-—"'

“I'll soom set that right,” said DBob Cherry. ¥ Things
are bound to go o little wrong when one chap deoes all
the work wnd the rest look on. Here goes!”

He turned to the curtains again, The steps recked with
the sudden movement, and Wun Lung, clutching at them
to save them, inadvertently gave them a push instead.

“Oh!™ roarcd Bob Cherry.

He had said “* Here goes!™ and now he certainly was
Eotng

He made a desperate clutch at the curtains to save him-
gelf, and succecded in bringing them down with him,

The next moment he was rolling on the carpet, 'lu"r'l'ﬂ.['-'r:"tl:l
up in the torn curtains, and fragments of the lace hung
to the ecartain-pole above.

“Mamememy bat 17

“Hurt, old chap ' asked Wharton, springing to him at
aiee.

Bob Cherry jumped up with an activity which showed
that he was not s.m'ir_uuﬂ.t_u hurt.

“ No,”" roared DBob, “*I'm not hurt!
of thang., Br.r.e [

“=lad vou haven't brolen
"“You've busted the curfains.™
" Me pottec nothel pail”
‘Y Good, kid! T'll puf them up in o jiffy. Wait o mmute

till I've recovered my breath. Must have a bit of 2 rest.”

“ Lais "7

“ Yhat 1"’

“ Mo say lata,”™ said the little Celestial fiemly, * Malk
Linley pultee up next eslining.  Only one mele pail, and i
vou teal them, no culfains for studee™

“Look here, 1f you think Linley can put up curtaine
better than I can-—-—"'

“*Ha, ha, hal”

 Cackling assos 1™ said Bob Cherry. " 0OF course, I've
no objection to Linley teving his hand: but I'm a handy
chap at thiz sort of thing, and a2 safer to leave it to me.
Still, go ahcad, Marky, and I'll kold the steps.” .

“ 1% rather Wharton held the steps, if vou don't mind,”
gaid Marl, smmhing.

Y Look hore—-""

“You gee, if I got shoved through lhe window, it would
mean breaking my neck on the ground outside”’

And Harry Wharton held the steps while Linley mounted.
He soon had the curtain-pole down, and the new eurtaing
wera placed upon it before it was put up again, Te put
it up then, and seedre it, oceupicd the junior but a couple
of minutes.

“ Jolty good "' sald Wharton.

“ Not so bad." said Bob Cherry, looking eritically at tha
curtaina.  * Not quite so gracaful nerhaps as I should have
made them logk, but they’ll pazs. ¥ou haven't put any
nails into the curtain-pole, Linley.™

“Ii docsn't need any.” ]

. “ H:;;Jgdiy sufe, old ¢hap. What do you think, Wun
ang

“ Allee Light.™

“Woll, they're your curtaing,” spid Bob., I should take
more care of them if they were mine. Let’s get the crockery
unpacked.” i j

“Yon puttee books in bockease. Wa unpack elokely,”

“ Right vou are!™ said Bob Cherry unsuspiciously. ]

The crockery waos unpachked, and the cutlery and the tin
wore, Wun Lung had laid in a supply of every utensil
likely to be wanted in the study, if they sfood a six or
seven course dinner and coolked it there,

I enjoy this sort

vour neck,” said Linley,

look very cheerful,

The cuphoard, capacious as f was, was faxed to the
fuliest limit. The bright new copper -keitle was placed on
the heb. The brass fonder and hreirons made the grate
The Japanese screen was placed befero
the cupboard, and the armchairs on either side of the grate.
(ther articles were brought in, and scon it became
necessary to tack and wear in gefting about the study
among the furniture, as small craft do among the big
shipping in 2 crowded port. .

An art jar full of flowers wae placed upon the mantel-
piece, to occupy the space till another glass could be obe
tained ; and the furnishing was complete.

“1 think we've done pretfy well,” Bob Cherry remarked,
looking round.

“Yes, rather!
window——""

“ Look here——"

“(r put the hammer through the sereen or the clock—-"

“Oh, rats! We've dona jolly well, and T feel jolly dusty.
I'm going to get s wash, and then we'll have tea. Yoy
fellows come?’

“ Right-ho "

You haven't broken the bookecase or the

— il

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Crowded House-Warming.

05 CHERBRY re-cnteréd the study ten minufes later,
B Jocking all the better for his wash, He glanced round
No. 13 with an eye of pride,

. There were, perhaps, teo many things in the room,
for ‘its size, but othorwise 1t was decidedly comlortable,
Buch a carpet was unknown in the junior studics; such
curtaing were gulle as good as these in Mrs. Locke's
drawing-room ; the screen was a work of art, and the clock
a handsome marble one with a musical chime. The bock-
case wag a specimen of Bpanish mahogany, and the arm-
chairs were bandsome leather onces. Wun Laung hml cor-
tainly not considercd expenae in ordering the furnifure for
the study, and DBob Cherey thought that his guardian would
open his eyes when the balls came in.

Several fallowa had come along the passage fo peep into
the new study. It improwcd them all wonderfully., Eyven
Bulstrode, who waz rich and who spent a great deal of
money on his study, was impressed. e could never get
near anyvihing like this, he knew.

Bob Cherry gave a grunt of satisfaction as he looked
round. He was beginning to be recoreiled te his change of
quarters. He wasn't very far from his old friends; he
certainly had more room to himself, and he was awoy
from B“]}* Bunter—a great advantage in some respoects.

The fire was laid in the grate, and Bob Cherry put a
match to it. Then he filled the copper kettle at the tap st
the end of the passare, and jammed it dewn on the fire.

“1 say, Cherry——"

He looked round. Billy Bunfer was blinking in at the
door through his big spectacles,

“Hallo, halle, halle ¥

“T thought you might like me fo lend you a hand with
the feed,” said DBunter, coming into the study. “"T'm will-
ing to do anything I can, you know. Can I cook anything
for youi”

“Foud can help me,” said Beb. “I've got a lot of cook-
ing to do, and I've msked the fellows for six o'clock.”

¢ Veou wouldn't’ mind me having a little snack to go on
with—"'

“I'Il give you a thick ear {o go on with if you comg
any raot " said Tob Cherry, * KHub out that {rying-pan.”

“{h, really, Cherey—" .

“1f you don't want to work, clear!” said Bob Cherry
tersely., * Mo room for idlers in Btudy No. 137

Bunter blinked indignantly; but he was not lLikely to
depart while there was feod about, so he set to work. Ho
rubbed out the [rying-pan wit'Elu an old NeWspaper, and then
preased it with butter,  His eyes glistened behind his
spectzeles as ho watehed Bob nnpack sausages galore,

WMy word 1" murmured Bunter. ™ Thoy male mE_fﬂ'ﬂl
awlully hungry ! I suppose [ can have a go at the sardines,
just to—" .

“T.eave 'om alone, porpoize.

“Oh, really, Chorey——""

“EShut up! Hold that frying-pan bere.”” ;

Bunter obeved, Bob Cherry tossed the sausages into the
pan, and two or three of them went over the side upon

You're here to work,™

Ty "The

'HECTOR DRAKE =rvom Saars.
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it was a ¥ rag."
an the coal-locker, on the fender, or the floor.

Bob Cherry grunted. The new siudy was wost uncomfortably crammed now, and he had a suspicion that
But the juniors made themselves at home.

Thev weren’t particular, so long as they sat somewhere, and
Joined in the feed.

hey sat on the window-ledge, on the armchairs,

-

the rag. There was an exclamation of dismay from Wun
Lung, who had just entered the study.

“ Tt's all right,” said Bob, picking up the sausages. ]
can wipe them; they're not hurt.”

“Ma no tinkee of sausages.”

“FEh? What are you worrying about, then "

" Mo tinkee of lug.™

“Lug! What on carth does he mean by lug?”

“ Lug—nicea healthlug,” explained Wun Lung.
Iug coste thlea guineas; no spoilea healthlug.”

"Oh, the rug! Blow the rug!”

“ oster thleo guineas—""

“¥You should have got a,‘c}m:u_rrnr one, then.
we'rn poing to do cooking in this study ?"

“Uookee on spilit stove in box-loom,” said Wun Lung
anxiously. : 2

Boh-Cherry laid down his fork, and looked fixedly at
the Chinese junior. .

“ Do vou think I'm going te cook on a spirit stove in the
box-room, yon benighted heathen? I'm going to cook
here !"'

“Epoilea fulnitule.”

i ]_!liuw the furnitura "' roared Bob. * Do you think I'm
-going to let the furniture make my life a burden? Blessed
if 1 wouldn't rather camp out in the tool-shed, Give tho
fire & poka, Bunter.™

“ No mukee smoke—spoilee eultains,™

“Hang the curtains!"

THE MAGNET —No T3,

“ Health-

I supposea

“They are hung,” satcd Dunier, :-c-.]uiuTi:Jg T.hmugh his
glasses. ** The curtains nre bung, Ulherry.”

“Ass! Bhove that frying-pan on the fire”

“Makee minell, No cookee hele. Bpotlee slady

“ More rats!”’

“ Buntel spillee glease on lug,” said Wun Tangg,

“8Bpill some more, Buntor |

“Certaanly 1

“Me tinkee thap——='7

“ Wever mind what you tinkeo, ¥land oul the egpgs ™

Wun Lung yielded the point, With Bob Cherry cooking
in the study, there was no chance of keeping i i a siato
of pristine elegance. Bob Cherry didn't care much for
elegance. But he was getting hungry, and he cared very
much indeed for his tea—and o solid one,

Az Bob and Mark hed nol had to subscribe towards tho
furnis.hiug, Hu-‘;} hoas<] [mnlml thear funds for the feed, and
the tea was to be a more than usually porpgecus ane.

T}IET"I] WwWers 'l'ﬂ.r[ﬂ'l_ls gﬂﬂd 1hin"'.':‘_. 5 ]lﬂlf -"I:TH']: N:Ihi ﬂ]'l“f] l*ﬂ!{!‘ﬂ
and iarts unlimited. There was & smell of conking that
could almost have been cut with a koife, but that was net
dizagrecable to hungry juniors.  Billy Bunter and Bol wero
busy, very warm and very red, when the door opensd {o
admit Frank Nugent,

WNugrent gave an appreciaiive sniif.

“lolly good,” he said. "I sec I'm early. Can I lend a
han<d ?''

" Help Wun Lung lay the table.™
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Hurreo Bingh and Harry Wharton cama In a faw moments
191er. Mark Linley wasz still absent, and he Jdid not turn up
1ull the party wore silting Jdown to tea. He had a lexicon
under his arm, and Bol Cherry snorted as he saw it.

“ Doing that rotten Greek again " he asked. ° Blessed if
I ton ses what you sea to be so fond of in the giddy stuff!
flow many parasangs have the eiddy Ton Thousand re-
treated this afterncon 7

Mark Linley laughed ns he laid down his Xenophen and
the lexicon and a sheaf of papers. Wingate had been help-
ing him with hiz work, and he was feeling cheerful--the
::‘t:ﬁﬁvrfulnesn that comes of an advance made in a diffienlt

“Glad I'mm not late,” he said.
my. }mll: in gotting tea.
R fime.

Billy Bunter blinked at hiw: over a plateful of suusages.

N I'm sincerely zlad to sce that you—"

5 ' Hungry 7" asked Bob Cherry, lielping Linle

This iz a r1 }ng sprend, thouzh T say 1t. 1
the C‘P‘)lﬁll‘l%‘. alla, hallo, hallo ™

Skinner locked in at the door.

' Room for one more?” he asked. “I've heard you'rs
giving a house-warming. You know how fond of you I
always was, Cherry.”

“Yes; I don't think.

* Thanks awfully I

Bkinner joinéd the feasters. A minute or so later two
maore Juniors [ooked in—Micky Dezmond and Morgan.

“Faith, and they never tould va it was ready ' exelaimed
Micky, in a tons of wonder. “Sure, and ye're getting for-
getful in yo're old nge, Bobby dariing!”

“We're in time, though, look you,” said Morgan. %X
don’t mind sitting on the fender.”

“Fuith, I'd sit anywhere -on the coal-locker, or on Billy
Bunter's head, rather than stay away from me friend
Cherry’s house-warming ! said Micky genially.

j “Comee in!" gaid Wun Lung hospitably. * Nottee much

SO,

“Tho roomfulness 1s lonited, but the hospitality ia
terrific I’ said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“My hat!” exclaimed Btott, looking in a few minutes
Iater, with Opilvy amd Lacy locking over his shoulders,
*This is a Form feed, I suppose?™

* Faney forgotting to let us know the time, though!" zaid
ﬂgl]v}'. “I'm shocked at you, Cherry—I am, really!
Luekily we thought of giving you s look-n." "

“ 'l begin with ham,” said Lacy. *° Don't trouble to cook
any more sausagos, speciaktly for me. I'm not particular.””

Bob {Cherry grunted. The study was most uncomfortably
erammed now, and he had a suspreion that it was & “rag.”
But tho juniors made themselves at home. They sat on the
window-ledge, on tiie armchairs, on the coal-locker, on the
fonder, or the floor. They weren't nartienlnr, so long as
they sal somewhero, and joined in the feed.

But the ond was not yet. Bulstrode and Ruasell and
Trevor came along a few minutes later, and locked in on
the craveded juniora in tho atudy.

“Good " said Bulstrede. I thought it was a Form fead.
Come in, yvou thapsz, and make voursalves at home I

“ Here, draw it mild!" exclaimed Dob Cherry. * This
jsn't a monley's cage "

“Then what aro you doing in 1% demanded Bulstrode.

“I suy, vou fellows . 7'

“Clear out, Bulstrode ! oxclaimed Skinner. * YVou can't
shove yourself in anywhere without an invitation. It's bad
form, Duzz off 1"

“Beastly Lad form ! said Opilvy. “I'in surprisod at
you, Bulstrode !

Bulstrode grinned, and forced his way in. He trod on
Stoit, and I‘ll}i!:fi_‘,' pusned over Lacy. The study was [ull to
sulfocation.

But the now-comers found reom. The chums did not feel
inclined to “fira’ them ont on the occasion of a house-
warming, and a”scuifle would have beon o diffieu)t business
jn the crowded room. Bo they took 1t pood-humouredly.

“ Fall to," sa1d Bob Cherry.  * 30 long as there's anything
left, wiro in.”

# Certainly. Rely on us, old chap”

“Wo'll standd by yvou,” sand Skinner cordially, " right to
the last cup of tea and the Iast sardine I

1 know you didn't want
Bunter 313 worlh ten of me at such

libarally.
1l most of

But come in

¥ Don't mention i said Bol Cherry politely.  *“The
Iater you come the better T like it.”

“F¥a, ha, ha! Very good! Pass me the ham,” said
Skinner. .

Therc was a crowd in the passage by this time. Ail the
Remove had scent of the house-warming, and they seemed
to be zll turning up. Fellows came info the study till it
was impossible for more to come in, apd nearly impossible
for those inside o move or breathe, The doorway was
crammed, and the passage outside was crowded.

The new tenants of No. 13 took it good-temperedly.

It was a "rag' but they didn't mind. With so many
guests at the board, the feast naturally vanished in record
tima; but the chums had started first, and they had encugh
—excepting Bunter, who never had enough. Thero wera
loud demands from the passage for helpings, but helpings
soon ran short.

Skinner squeezed up from s sitting postare with soms
diffieulty. 2

“All over ! he exclaimed. “Jolly pood feed! Nothing
left for you chaps, so you can bunk "’

Thare was a howl of indignation from the passage.

E“ Nothing left except n bottle of ginger-besr,” said Bob
herry.

Y Hand it over, then ! exclanned Lyla,

“ Right you aret”

Bob Chorry drew the cork, holding the neck of the bottle
towards the erowd in the doorway. There was o spurt of
froth, amd a yelling and a scattering from the uninvited

Euasts,

“Yah! Ow, ow! Beast! Grooe!™ ]

“ Ha, ha, ha! I've got a syphon of seda-water here," said
Bolb. * You can have that pext, os the ginger-beor's all

ne

The way the deerway and the passaze cleared at that
offer wns marvellows. IBob Cherry laughed heartily as the
Itemovite: scattered. .

“Well, it's been a jolly feed,” said Harry Wharton—
“ ally poad; and it upholds the reputation of No. 1 Study.”

“Eh? No. 13 Study, you mean.” ;

“My dear chap, we're not going to desert you,” sawd
Nugent. * You're &till one of us. This study is a colony
from No. 1 —hands ncrosa the sea, you know.”

“ That's all very well, but it would really be more ap-
prﬂ,[)riat-e for No. 13 to take the lead, and No. 1 to bock it
u x

.

“ What foarful rof I

““Wog: T must gay that's rot,”” agreed Harry Wharton,
 Pob will admit that himself when he thinks it over."

“No fear!”

“ But, my dear chap

“The rotfelness is terrific "

“F don't sco it You see —*

“rata! What I say is-—"'

“I'm jolly well not going to—to--—-""

“ Order I axelaimod Mark Linley, laughing.
the house-warming Anish in a row, chaps.”

“Whe's rowing 7" asked Hob Cherry heatedly.

“Well, you cartainly sound a1 if you are.”

“Raogh! I'm tr;i:ag to point out reason to these owls !

“ Naver : mind,” said Wharton, ““Let's get fo ths
cricket-field.”

And this suggestion was too good not to be followed,

[

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
An Offer of Support.
TH;’LT avening the now tenants of No. 13 met in the new

rF

“Don't Iot

study to do their preparation for the morrow morning.
It felt a little strange to Bob Cherry to be preparing
without Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Bingh round

. him, and without Billy Bunter constantly interrupting; bul

there was no doubt that his new quarters wers comfortable.
The foot sank silently in the thick, <deep carpet—very
differant from the cheap square which half covered the floor
in Mo. 1, with patchy oilcloth tacked round it to conceal the
rest of the boards. The soft, almost inaudible tick of the
marble clock was mwore scothing to the nerves than the
irritating clicking of the cheap (erman horror that kept
time in No. 1. There was more elbow-room, too, with thres
in a study instead of five. All the same, Bob Cherry rather

missed his friends.

“[ say, you fellows, there won't be enough to go round.” . ; . z
- BE-HEI‘H]EH‘"H Sl 1a tiime, than ™ sald Hkinna%. “If you Mark Linlay and Wun Lung were more satisfed. They
eat only hall as much as vsual, that will leave enough for a — ;
dozen fellows.™
“(3h, really, Skinner——"
“ilalle " axeclaimed a volce at the door: and Bennett and
Lyla looked in. “Quite a crowd. Sorry we couldn't come
garhier, Chorry”
THE Matxer.—INo. Th
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had been together belore, and had got used fo one another—
in Russell and Lacy's study. Mark had been on pretty good
terms with Russell and Lacy, but he had not chummed with
them, [fe had always been, to a certnin extent, an oul-
gider 1n his own study. It was different in No. 13

Bob Cherry wos as chumuny as he could wish: and Bob,
with hiz volatile nature and endless high spirits, was jusi
the chum that the grave, quiet Lancashire lnd noeded. The
change was very much for the better for Marlk.

“Well, we're pretty comiy here " satd Bob Cherry, laok-
ing up from his work at last, and glancing round the quieb

study.

L %pry!" eiid Mark.

“ Lipping I said Wun Lung cheorily. _

"1 miss Harry, though—and the others. Blessed if T can
make this outr,” =aid Bob ruefally, jabbing a pen into hie
Aneid. “¥ ghall have to get into the habit of trotting down
the passage to No. 1 when I come to a difficult passage,”

Mark Linley smiled,

* Perhapz I can help vou,’ he remarked.

“My hat! I didn't think of that! I[f von can tackle
Greel, you ought to be able to stroll through Latin,” agreed
Bob., “I'll promote you to assistant-in-chief, vice Wharton.
Look at this Does 14 mean that he was in a tercper ot
having to tell the story

Linley laughed,

“MNo. Let's o over it together.”

Arnd they went through the parrative of Fneas to Dido
with an esse and facility that surprized Bob Cheery.

“My hat! You handle this guile ns cosily as Harry daoes,
¥You can help me every time ! exclaimed Bob enthusiastie-
a.lljr:T “And the way vou put it makes i1t worth resding,
L.

“It is worth reading,” said Mark, with a smile. " If you
dug into it a little deeper, you'd find it helicer reading than
a good many books vou read now,”

“ Blessed if T <lon't have a iry some time,” suid Bob, with
g yawn., "1 can faney mysell walking out of an afterncon
to have a guied read, with Virgil or Homer under my arm—
I don’t think! [ think I'm done mow, thank goodness -
though it's jolly pood, you kuow. Still, one dovsn’t want 1o
feed on 1f, thourh 1t's pood. Hallo, halle, hallo! Who's
there ?"

The study door opened, and Bob Cherry locked round in
expectation of secing one of his old clunas, but it was
Skinner who enlered.

“Not busy " esked Skinner.
chaps.”

" Fimished,” said Bob, gefting up from the table. " T've
made the discovery that Virgil wasn't such an ass as you
would suppoge from the school-boola SBhall I read you
gome of the dineid ¥

“ N—no, thanks,’”” said Skinner, hastily, 1 get enough of
that in elass. If T had heen Nero, ['d have had Virgil
hanged, drawn, and guarterad-—what are you grinning af,
Tan iy Fi

“ MNero would have had to do it before he was born, that's

a3

“QOh! Didn't he live in the time of Nero " asked Bkin-
ner, yawniug. *° Well, I suppose he lived in the reign of
somehody or other, and if that somebody had known how he
was going to be inflicted on innocent and harmless school-
bovs, he ocught v¢ have had hiwm chopped up. But 1 dide’t
come here to jaw about Virnl, goodness konowe. We've
been falking things over in my study—Stott, and Ogilvy,
and me."”

“What things?®" o

“You sen, there's been a feeling in the Remove for a long
tine that Wo. 1 Studvy was having things a lot too much its
own way,” explained #kinner. * That's really why some
of us backed up Bulstrode, thourh he’s rather an overbesr-
ing sort of beast-—we thought there ought to be a—a—a—
whnt do you call wt7?'"

A row i )

“No, ass,-a—a balanco of power,” said Skinner. * That's
it—a balance of power. We don’t think that ono study
ought to give law to the Form. Wharton's all right, bus
vou'll andmit that he's a little hit cocky.™ .

“J don’t admit anything of the sort, and I'll jolly well
wipe up the floor with you, if you run dewn Vrharten to
me,'" said Bob, wrathiully. _

#1—1 didn't mean exactly that,” said Skinner. * What
I mean is, that the Remove isn't a one-man show, and I
don't see why there should be a cock of the walk at all—
anly there nover has been snybody ie the Form who could
keep his end up against No. 1 Study. Bulsirode tried, but
he's failed. He isn't precisely the sort of chap the fellows
like for n leader. !

“I want to speak fo von

Now, we've been thinking——'
“ GGood—take it gently af first, but keep it up.” 1
“0Oh, don’t be funny. We've been thinking that it'stime
thia end of the passage had a show,” explained Bkinoer.
“Weo're in No, 12, next to you. We're wil&ing to back you

 Back me up!” repeated Bob Cherry, puzzled.
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“Yes, that's it. We think vou ought to keep our end
up, you see, and we'll back you g ng:tfnht Mo, 1 Ell;u_ly.”

“What! Do vou think Pm going to row with Whar
ton 1"

“ Not exnctly row—but keep our end up. T don't sce
why that end of the passage should lay down the law.
They speal of No. 1 Study as 1f 11 were the Romove, 1t7a
time there was & change."

Baob Cherry shook his head.

“1 sea the idea, Skinoy, and I'm much flatierod—lnt i
won't work., I'in wot going to enter on the war-path
agamnst my old sfudy.”™

“But you don't belone 1o it now."

“N—no, but we're «till chums, ail the same.”

“Well, T think vou're an ass,"" said Bkinoer, soing to flio
door. “"Wae're willing to back vou up—mnecarly half the
Form, and perhaps more, if Bulstrode comes into line.
You might be caoptain of the Bemove if you liked,™

Bob Cherry started.

Captain of the Remove!l

And if he liked!

There waa no doubt that he would like—there was not a
fellow in the Remove who would not have given a great
deal to be Form-captain.

Bt Wharton's captain,” said Bob, slowlsy.

“Ves, but if the Form called for o new eleetion, 1t would
have o be tried over again, and I tell you you've got &
gond chance of getting 1. I've nothing apainst Wharton,
Lbut o lot of us feel that it's time there was o change."

Dol shook his head decidedly.

“T1 wouldn't dream of ousting Whartan, Skinner, if I
could—and I don't believe I could. Besides he's a better
Form-captain than 1 should make.”

Y Rot " said Skinner.

“Wall, that's how it standz: I'm nob up against No. 1
Study—I back them up all along the line.’

Skinner grunted in a dissatisficd way.

“ Well, thore will bhe an opposition all the same, I
expect,” he said. “The only difference is that we shall
most likely make Bulstrode leader™

And he gquitted the study. Bob Cherrv wrinkloed his brows
thoughtfuily. Mark Linley and Wun Tang had been silent:
baxf there was o prin on the guaint Hetle face of the Chinco,

“ Jollee good idea,” he remarked, in his soft voice. IBob
{‘herry started, and looked at him.

“What's that, Wun Lung ¥

“Jolly goodee idea. Velly goodes. Plenty goodee. No
13 top studee, allee sames,  Allee light. What you tinkee (™

“ Well, yos, bute—" ] . )

“ Goodea idea,’” persisted the little Celestial, ™ We keepes
endec up, wiat yon tinkee. Mo savey.”

Bob Cherry ghook hiz head, and left the study with a
thoughtful expression on his face. Mark Linley opencd his
books, and went en with his Greek. He worked steadily
for an hour, and then, taking up the lexicon, he went down
ta Wingate's study. The big Liddell and Scolt belonged
to the eaptain of Greyfriars, the purchase of such a volume
being far bevand the wmeans of the scholarship boy.

The Grevfriars captain nodded plessently to Linley na
he came iu to roturn the borrowed volume.

“You're sticking it, Linles.” he remarked,

“Vog—and I am petting on at last, I think. Ii's ver
kind of you to help me as vou do, Wingate,” =aid Mar
gratefully. : : :

“Bosh ' zaid Wingate cheerily. “Top't go for a
minute—IL want to speak fo vau ! I like to see you sticking
ta the work like this, Linley —but yon muste’t overade if.
I don't want to see you become a swob, you know. Arc you
Lkeeping up cricket and swimnung 7"

“ Yoe—D'm petting quite as much as any olher chap in ths
Form of either,” said Mark. “1I always try to keep At

“ That's right—it's quite us important to tram the hody
ag the brain—in fact, more important. A chap can do with
s little knowledgo, if he can't get more—boat nobody can
be happy with an unhealthy carcase fo drag about. DBut
there's another point, Linley, besides the indoor work and
the outdoor games,” went on ihe big Sixth Former, in hia
kindly way. I think 1t would be better for you to jom
in the fun of the juniors a little more than you do. You
are rather inclined to be solemn beyond your age—mind,
I don't say vou oughtn’'t to be thoughtful and studious,
because you ought—but at the same time, a littls h1g!t
spirits, even a “Jape’ or two, wouldn't do you any horm.™

E..Tk Htllilcd. g :

P bear that in mind, Wingate," he said, ' It's kind
of vou to sprak about it. I know some of the [ellows have
it up against me that I don't take te wheir fun as they
expect me to

And Linley looked thoughtful as he ieft the studw,
Wingate’'s words ran in his mind—and they were to have
their effect.

T Macxer.—No. 75, 11
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Biacking.

b ALLO, hallo, halle !
Bob_ Cherry wttered that grecting at the top of

his voice, as he put his head into his old study.

: “Ilalle,” said Harey Wharton, closing his book
with a snap. * Come in, old chap! Finished your prep?"

*Yes, rather!™ Bob Cherey sat down on the corner of
the table with a bump, and Nugent, who was writing,
jumped ag the blots acattered from his pen In a spattering
array over his exercise.

“You ass!" he roared.

Bob Cherry looked at it.

“ By Jove, that looks rotten,” he said.

“How can I show this to Quelch

“* Hold it u[f for mim to look at, or lay it on hiz desk,*
said Baob, with provoking ecoolness, *or you could szend it
to him by post.'

“You utter nss ! —"

“H'm! Is that how you always talk to visitors?'

“Oh " said Nugont,

He had forgotten for the moment that Bob was a wvisitor
oW,

" Never mind,” said Bob Cherry, with o wave of the
hand. *I excuse you. You can write that exercise over
again, and LU'll sit in the armebair.” He zat down, and
thero was a gasping yell from Billy Bunter, who was already
seated there. * Hallo, hallo, hoallo! There's somebody in
thia chair
“Ow! wow! Grerer! Gerrup!”
“T'in all right, thanks."”

“Ow ! U'mi underneath vou—->"
“Tt's all right—I don't mind.™
“Georrup ! roarcd Bunter.  “Ow—gerrup!  Gorroff 1

Well, if you make n opoint of i, T will,” said Bob,
rising from the chair, and allowing the nearly suffocated
junior to squirm awny. ““ What are you gazping about ¥

“Ow! T'm winded—-T'm nearly suff-zuff-zuffoeatod.”

¢ Wever mind-—1*"

“Bul I do mind,” yelled Bunter. " You untter asa! You
might have broken my glassos, and if they'd got broken,
vou'd have had to pay for them. You've given me » shock
o my svalem, and that alwayz males me feel faint, Can
you lend me—-"

“Would you like to go along to No, 13—

"?\'n, I wouldn®t —"

“ There's something in the eupboard —"

T Eh?lr

“And vou can have it if you like.”

Billy Bunter did net stop to reply. In a moment he was
acuttling along to No. 13 Studyr.  DBob Cherry grinned and
settled himaclf comfortably in the arm-chair.

Nugent threw his exorcise into the grate, but did not
hegin another. Tle felt that it would be wiser to do it
when Bob Cherey wasn't there,

“I heard some jaw in the common-room, Bob,” heo re-
markod. " Some of the fellows are going to start a new
Ca. in the Remove, and make No. 13 top study.”

“Y¥'va roceived offers of backing on the Huhiwcf,” said
Bob, laughing., * Skinner says the fellows think it's time
there was & change,  Of course, I shouldn't think of it
It's we nﬁairm: the world.®'

“0OF course,” agreed Nugent, * They ought to Inow that
the idoa of making No. 13 the top study is simply bosh.”

“The boshfulness is tereifie”

“ Look at what you've done !

“0Oh, I don't know about that,” zaid Bob Cherry, sittin
upright. “1I supposa we could make Wo. 13 top study 1
we liked fo try.”

“1 suppose you couldn't.

“The supposefulness—""

“ Look here,” said Beb, “T think——"

“Well, don't then,” said Nugent obstinately. **No. I i3
top study, and alwaysz has been top study, and always will
be top study. That settles it.”

“ Rats to that!”

“¥You can begin a rival Co. if youn like,” said Nugent,
with a lq_‘,:;m. “ I assurc you we shall sit on it 80 hard that
it will quashed at birth, Then we'll take vou back into
the fold.”

“0h, will you?"

*Yea, certainly. In fact, it wouldn't be a bad idea fo
start that rival Co., come to think of it, just to show the
follows that No, 1 S8tudy 1s cock of the walk.”

Bob Cherry locked a little nettled.

It gooms bto me as if yvou want trouble," he exclaimed.
: f}fj course, I could knock this study into a cocked hat if I
ricd.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“And I've o jolly good mind to do it.*

“Go ahead, t{tun-"

*Oh, hold on,' said Harry Wharten. * We don't wand
a split.  We ought to stand together—friends though
divided.”

*“ Oh, we shall always be friends,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Nothing will alter that. Dot apart from friendship, a
chap has to be patriotic. I am hound te back up my own
study zgainst any other in the Form."

“You should regard No. 13 as a colony——'

“Oh, ne.  Alltes, if you Like—hut equal terms. Az a
matter of fact, we ought to be fop study, and you follows
cught to back us up.”

* Mow, vou must admit thnt that's rot "

“ I don’t admit anything of the sort.”

“The rotfulness 13 terrific.”

“I'm blessed if T don't think over Skinner's supgostion,
then,” axelaimod Bob Cherry, oxeitedly., " T'I start a rival
Co.—and T'l put vou fellows in the shade, Blessed if I
don’t make this study sing small,*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Keep your wool on, old chap.” said IHarry. lawghing,
“ MNugent's only rotbting. We——  lallo, what's the matter
with you, Bunter?"

Billy Bunter burst into the study, with a bottle of liguid
blacking in his handa. He held it up indignantly to view,

“ Look at that!”

HHa, ha, ha I roared Bob Cherrey.

“ Thut's all thore was in the coplioard, exeept crockery,”
gaid Eilly Bunter, indignantly., ** Loolk here, Cherey——""

“Ha, ho, ha "

“I've had to gpo all up and down the pazsage, and I'm
already faint from want of nowrishinent,” =aid DBunter,
“"¥ou can lend me a couple of shillings, Cherry——"'

“Haven't any, kid. Al my tin went on the Feed.”

f0h, really, Cherey——"

“¥ou ean imbiboe that backing. Tt will do vou az muoch
grood as the Larts and buns you're alwavs cromming ind'’

“Leok here, Cherry, if you call this a Jape e

“Ha, ha, ha " roared ob Cherry 11 you den't want

T

the blacking, my son, take it back to the study. DBut you
can have it if you hke."
e —— - e
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Billy Bunter blinked at him, and then marched out of
the atudy with the bottle of sable liquid under his arm.
There was a vengeful gleam behind his spectacles. He re-
tarned to No. 1 in a few minutes, and Dob noticed that
there was a smear of blacking on his hands, and a few spobs
on I}EIB fat face.

" Have you been feeding on it, Billy 1"

Bunter érunt&d. : &

“You'll zes ™

At that moment a shout [rom the end

in through the open door.
No. 13,

of the passage rang
Bob Cherry hurricd along to

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rather a Row.

UN LUNG, the Chinee, was standing at the door of
No. 13, in blank disinay., Mark Linley was beside
him, looking amazed. They were staring into No.
13 ﬁtudy, and their expressions made Hob Cherry
hurry along to them,
“ What's the matter "’ he demanded.
“ Look " pasped Mazrlk.
“"Lockee ! proaned Wun Lung  * Nicee studee—nices
cultain—blackce—alt spoilee! Lotfen japee, e tinkee.”
Cherry looked into the study
An exclamation of wrath rose to his lips at what he saw.
_ Billy Bunter had avenged himself with the liquid blacl-
ing.
There was a wash of 1t over the curtain, a splash on the
wall-paper, & smear on the u&rﬂiet, a pool on the table.
_Bob Cherry gazed at the black smears and stains, and
said things.
“ What rotter has done all that ™ exclaimed Linley.

(13 {%uﬂmr!!rl
Ve otten japee” said Wun Lung. ** Vell lent
lotten. :’.\‘ir'a makee Buntel clean it up. l‘ghat you {ini;ee??’r
“*We'll roll him in 1Y’ exelaimed Bob Cherry, * We'll

mop 1t up with his top-knot. Come on 1

“ Light-ho 1"

And the three dashed away down the Remove passage.
Several fellows looked out of their studies.

“"What’s the row*" demanded Skinner.

But ne one replied. They rushed on towards No. 1.
Skinner chuckled,

“My word! A row already! Come on, vou chaps!"

Mark Linley smiled a little grimly s he hurried on after
Bob awmd the Chinece. He remembersd Wingate's words—
ih.aiz were {resh in his mind. It seemed that his chumming
with Bob Cherry in No. 13 Study was likely to bring sbout
what Wingate advised. Certainly he was beginning nlrendy
to have a more lively time. If a rivalry commenend be-
tween the two studies—as most of the Remove desired and
as now looked very probable—times would be lively enough.
The Remove had never been a quiet Form, even with one
acknowledged leader. With two claiming the leadership,
there would certainly be trouble.

The door of No. 1 Study was shut. Bob Cherry openad it
by jamming his boot against it with very nearly the force of
& battering-ram.

The door flew open, and there was a startled exelameation
from the occupants of the study.

Harry Wharton jumped up, and so did Nugent, and
Hurree Singh followed suit more slowly. They stared in
surprise at Hob as he bounded in.

“Where's that porpoise ™ roared Bob.

hT_hEr% was the sound of a terriied gasp behind the arm-
chnaur.

Billy Bunter had squirmed there out of sight as scon as
he heard the hurried footsteps of the avengers in the
passa e,

"Hold on! What's the matter *” exeloimed Wharton.

“ Matter ! roared Bob Cherry * That young oyster has
been spattering blacking all over my study !™

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, wyou cackling asses! It's nothing fo lawgh at!
He'a messed up the whole place!  I'm going to rub the
blacking up with his mop! Where is the young walrus?
Where are you, you horrid grampus?”

“Hold on, Bob ——

“Rats! Where's that vouns Falstafl 7'

“The hold.oufulness i1s great, and—""*

“ Where iz he?"

“We lickee him velly muchee. What you tinkee? He
messee up studee ! oxclaimed Wun Lung exeltedly. * Weo
mes=ee him up! What vou tinkee 77

“ That's only fair,” said Mark., *““Where is the young
duffer?'"

*Iold on——'

“Where is he *"" roared Bob Cherry,

“ Look herg—-"

“ Produce him "

“Yes; but—"

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! T can hear him gruntin

Bob Cherry miade a rush for the armchair, and
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away with a swing that sent it crashing against the table.
Bily DBunter was revealed; but for a moment the juniors
did not logk at Bunter. For the crash of the armchair had
scnt the table reeling, and it went over bodily. and booka
and papers, and ink and pens were scattered on the Aoor.

“You ass!" roared Harry, * There's my exercise—""

*And my nnpol—-"

“ They're apotled—-='

“ The spoitfulness is terrific™

“You utter lunatic!”

“ Never mind that!

* Look here—""

“ Now, you young oyster——'

Billy Bunter squirmed behind Harry Wharton, Exactly
what Bob Cherry meant to do to him he didn’t know; but
Bob's looks were ferocious enough to scare a braver youth
than William George Bunier : :

“Hold on, Bub,” said Harry, pushing the excited lob
Cherry back. * Hald on "

“1 won't! Let me get ot hun !

“¥You can't hut a fat little duffer like that 1™

“ Who's going to mt him ¥

* Well, you—" ; ]

“I'm going to mop his head in the blacking, that's all.
Fm not gomng to hurt bim. I'm just going to use him to
mop upr the blocking with.’

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Ekinner, from the passage. ‘‘Go
it, No. 131"

And there was a shoot from half a dozen excited juniors,

“Gu it, Cherry 1"

* DBuck up, No. 15317

“ Hurray 1"

1 say, you fellowg—""

* Come out, you worm!”

“[—I—1'm sincerely sorry, Cherry, but—"

“ Chuck him over to me, Wharton I"* roared Bob.

“ Now, look here, A

“Then I'll jolly well take him !"?

“Hold on! Stop, or—"

[ “Etﬁ- !Il )

Bob Cherry rushed right on. Wharton did not get aside,
and the next moment they were locked in a close grapple.

They hardly knew how it came about; were excite
—neither meant to quarrel, but they were grappling hard,
and struggling fiercely for the mastery.

Billy DBunter squirmed into a corner, and Wun Lung
made a rush for him, only to be whirled back with Frank
Nugent's grip on his pigtail. Bunfer wasn't popular in
No. 1 Study, but it was o point of honour to stand by him
now, and the chums of No. 1 stood by him.

“Ow ! gasped Wun Lung. * Lettee po—lettee go I

“Then elear oat!™

Y No goee without Buntel”

*“Then I'll hang on,” grinned Nugent.

But he left off grinning the next moment, as Wun Lung
curled round him like a cat, and he went heavily to the
foor with the little Chinee on top. But he clung desper-
ately to the Celestial, and held him down, too, and they
rolled on the carpet mn combat. Small as the Chinee was,
he was wonderfully wiry and active, and at close guarters
he was a full mateh for & fellow muech bigger than himeself.

Marlk Linley had hesitated for a moment. Dut he felt
that hesitation was out of place, and that he was called
upon to back up Beb Cherry. Dob had decreed that Dunter
should be yvanked back to No. 13, and used to wipe up the
blacking with, and Bob was head of the study. Hut as
Tanley made a motion towards the fat junior, Hurree Jameet
Rom Bingh stepped in the way with a polite bow,

*The kecp-off-fulness 1a great,”” he purred, * or else the
chuckfulness out will be terrific.”

“Collar that fat oyster, Tinley !’ shouted Tob Cherry, as
he wrestled with his old leader, “ Have him out of the
stirdy.”

‘“Right you are !’ '

The next moment Linley was struggling with the Nabob

I'va got luim "™

*

)

of DBhanipur. Billy Dunter wiped his spectacles, and
blinked at the combatants.
“M-m-my word ! he gasped, “ What a row! I'd better

clear out of thia!*

And he promptly eleared out.

The bone of contention was gone, bul the eombafanis 1n
MNa, 1 Study were foo excited by the combatl o even nolipe
. It was three against three, sl exeited and all plucky,
ond the combat raged without a pause,

The erowd 1n the passage, thickening every moment,
cheered them on. The shouts rang through the Remove
passage, and through most of the school, wo.

“Go it Cherri;!“

* Buck up, Wharton !

"“Zive him another one, Tnky!"

“Rit on his head, heathen!”

A Splendld Tale of Harpe
and the Pupils of

I3

Wharton & Co.
¥ House,
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“ Hurray 1" :

In the uproar and confusion, no one heard Mr, Quelch
coming along the passage till ha was close upon the scene.
His voice swddenly broke upon the neise, and it ceased as
if by magic. :

“What does this mean?" ]

“Faith! It's Quelch " gasped Micky Desmond. “ Cave !

The crowd in the passage melted away like snow in a
tropic sun.

Mr. Queleh, with a frowning brow, strode to the door of
No. 1 Study. The combatants had heard nothing. They
were as furipnaly enparod as ever, and for a moment or two
Mr. Quelch stood gazing into the study, speechless.

He found his voroe at last.

* Boys!"

“ Hallo, hallo, halio!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“ 1"hew ! Et'a Quelch "

“ The honourable Quelch I™

“Greak Scott 1

Tha struggle ceased The combatants sat up on the
carpef, blinking at the Form-master, and rubbing their eves
and nozes, which showed very plain traces of the combat.

The Remnve-master locked fixedly at them.

“‘What does thizs mean, YWharton ™

W l=1—1 den’t know, sic”

“What ¥

“ Blessed if T do, either,” said Bob Cherry.
ﬂlﬂj}' a littla bit of fun, sir. That's all, sir.”

*The {unfulness is terrific.”

“Wharton! Linley! I am surprised-—shocked! This—-
this i3 amazing! You boys have alwayvs been such good
frionds, and now I find you Bghting, Leally, I do not kaow
what to say."

Bob Cherre seratched his head.

U IE vou please, sar——''

Blododobodsde pods

# It's—at's

* Have you any excuse to make, Cherry 1™

“Yes, sir! If vou please, it's your fault.”

Mr. Quelch almost jumped.

" What! What did vou say, Cherry 7"

“Tt was your fault, please, sir. This is what comes of
putting mo in o diffcrent study. sir. T'm sorey, sir, but you
asked mea, sir. I was bound to tell you."

The Form-master smiled grimly. ) ]

“H'm! Well, I shall not put you back into this study,
Cherry, if you cannot keep order when you are here, and
when you are not here, I think I shall have to try the effect
of caning. Meanwhile, you will remain a tenant of No. 13
Each boy present will take two hundred lines, and show
them to me by bedtime to-morrow might. If there is any
more of this noasense, I shall double the imposition.”

¥ Oh, sir re

*“ And you who belong to No. 13, go there at once, end
de not come to this study again this evening.”

Bob Cherry, Mark Ianley, and Wun Lung grinned rue-
fully at Wharton & Co., and slowly withdrew, under the eye
of the Form-master. Harry Wharton was mopping a red-
dened nose with a bandkerchief, Nugent wiping a cut h{:,
and Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh nursing an eye which would
have looked very black on any complexion but his. The
trio of No. 13 carried away with them similar souvenirs of
the battle. :

In the common-room, the " kick-up™ in No. 1 was talked
over and chuckled over for the rest of the eveming. One
gpinien was prevalent there among the Beamovites—that the
“one-man’ rule in the Rgmove was over, and that from
that day forth, Ne. 1 and No, 13 would be rival studies!

THE EMD.

(A ndier sﬁiﬂn{fﬁi tole of the Chums of Oreyfrinre next Tuesday,
entitled °FiNlly Munter, Fditor,™ by Fronk Righarda, Oreder your
“ Maguet Librory™ in adeancé. rico One Halfpenni. )
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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 Iast term at Sundhurst, is

P L T T T ey N e AL I

Talsely acensed of cheating in an exom,, 50 one lnlgi:.t.
gﬂching up a few necessaries, he leaves sandhurst with his

o Rough. He walks to London, enlisis in the Keoyal North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down to Woolchester, Arrived there, Honald uafortunately
manages to fall fonl of Bagot, & bullying sergeant, and
Foxcy Willlams, a private, on the Tirst day, and S0 he
comes in for o rou time, On the night that he is deing
hiafirst sentry-go, Ian Chenys, his uncrupnlousstep-hrother,
enters the regiment o3 8 subaliern. onald, whe is5 on
duty, isthinking over this coincidence, when he hears the
sound of a stealthy footstep throuygh the mist, and chal-
lenges the Invisible introder.

{Now go on with the story.)

The New Subaliern.

“Friend ' anawered a muffled voico.

“ Pass, friend.  All's woll 1" said Ronald, and paced
towarda the cnd of hia beat.

Suddonlty o figure stopped out of the darkness, ;

“8Bp it's vou, 18 1t said o voice; and he found himsalf
faco to face with his step-brother. ;

Thors wore wine-astaing on the lud’a crumpled shirt-front,
His face was flushed and feverish, and his haie wispy
with perspiration, though the night was bitterly cold.
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“You, hang you!” he added after s pause. * What
fiond’s own luck brings you across my path again—eh? I
thought—I hoped I had done with you for everl”

“To speak with equal frankness, Tan, so did 1. But it
sooms wa were both wrong,' satd Ronald coldly, bringing
his rifle down from his shoulder {o attention, without think-
ing what he was deing.

“ Confound wour impuodence ! blostered Tan, delecling
the slip. * Don't you know your duty to an officer? Cope
]m t.‘r"a;:'s1 saluto, and say ‘sir’ when you speak to mo, Dyou
e N o

“oir " added Ronald with perfect ealmness, sloping his
riflo again and standing as vigid as bronze,

Ian regarded him, scowling, for a long minute.

“Yeas'" he ancorced, "we both wore wrong, 1% sscms.
You thought you were dome with me, though, by Heaven
rou'll I’inf ouf that blunder to your eost. Whon wo heard
that you had slunk off like s thief after your black ar-:ilj;
trickery had been exposed, I theught I had done with you.'

Ho expected IRonald to wines under this venomous stroke;
but he did not move a muscla. L

“1 was & fool—a double fool!™ snarled Ian again, * for
n week later thoy showed me a man they had dragged from
thoe Thames mud, looked and saw it was you, as 1
thought, and gave you cradit for doing the best thing you
eould have done under the circamstances. Pahl I might

A Splendid Tale of Ha & Co.

rrry Wharton
and the Puplls of CIHT Houss,



have known! ¥Yet, on the strength of that belief, T was

idiot enough to——"
" Raise money—"" suggested Ronald quietly. “On the
grounds that you were sole heir to the Chenys fortunes.”

“Confound you, whe told you that?”’ demanded Ian

“ Nobody, T g;uessed-”
: You blackeguard, you——"

Ian was at boiling peoint.

“1 should like to draw your attention, =ir, to the fact
that these are not the terms in which an officer may address
8 private,” interrupted Ronald., " The ronks have their
rights az well as their bettors.®™

“Indeed !” sneered Jan, shaking with passion. * Then
h’it me tell you, you cur, that I shall address you as I
please,™

“Then T shall follow your example snd do likewise,”
angwered Honald, in tones as cold as ice. “ This 18 the
firat time von and I have met, Ian, since that alterncon,
when through Jfaur machinations, to satisfy your hate of
me and greed, I was procleimed a common, paliry cheat,
and kicked from the Service as one unfit to assocmte with
honest men. T say again that this was your doing.”

“1t's & liel"” hmmg lan, recoiling for the moment.

“It is not & lic. The proof of your guilt was offered me
et a price by a4 man who hae no doubt made a better
bargain with you since to keep his mouth eealed. But for
a few sovereigns I could have bought evidence then which
would have held you up to the exceration of the world as
the most loathsome of all creatures—the betrayer of your
own flesh and blood.*

“Take care!" warned Ian, through his clenched teeth,

“1 have taken care, God knows"” replicd Ronald.
*“Taken the burden of your sin upon my own shoulders,
te save our name from & more hideous blot, and the old
dad, who thinks all the world of you, from his death-blow,
Ronald Chenys s dead now,"” he continued bitterly.
“Twelve good men and true have said it, and wo'll let ik
go at that., He will never come to life egain from any
wish of mine. ¥ou ecan take the fl::-r:,- of his death for
what it is worth, and the gold, too, for which you have sold
your wretched soul.”

The last bitter touch proved foo much for Ian’s inflamed
passions. There is :mthmf so biting as the truth.

Drawing off & pace, he leapt straight at Ronald'e throat.
Ronald was the bigger man by six inches, but the force
of this unexpected charge flung him against the wall with
ﬂ.unningi violence.

Izn's hand wae gripping at hiz throat, and his right fist
came thudding between his eyes. His rifle fell with a clush
to the flagstones. L .

Across the parade ground a light came swinging, casting
a hale in the dank mist. It was the officer of the da
making hiz belated round of inspection. Ronald, thouyg
d]:.zect, was &ble to grasp the danger which threatened
them.

Ian, mad with hate and the joy of unexpected success,
was battering at him with right end lelt.

S0 swift and vicious had been his attack, that Ronald
had neither time nor thought to ward 1t off. His lips wero
bruised wnd bleeding, end darts of flame leapt bE%ﬂrE his
cyes. For & moment he was inclined to let his brolher
reap the conscquences of his treachery.

Thetn he remembered what Ian's fate would boe if he, an

officer, were discovered pinning a eentry by the throat and
savaging him like a madman.
It would mean disgrace and certazin ruin to o lad whe
had scarcely his foot on the threshold of his new carcer.
If he could save him from himself he would; bat Ian's
anger was like the whirlwind, end he was heated with
T OETRE,

Gripping the wrist which still clutched wildly at his
throat, he swung the voungster round, and pointed to the
light of the approaching lantern.

“The rounds!" he sand hoarsely. Do you realise what
that will mean to you if you are discovered here like this ¥

Ian blinked at the light like one coming slowly back to
hia scnses. - .

“(Go, while you have the chance,” said Ronald, releasing
him, “You may think better of this in the morning.”

The lantern was swinging nNearer.

“Halt! Who comes there?

Ronald smeared away the blood from his bruised lips,
and cu,ught. up his rifle, recling o liftle, for he was =til]
dizzy with the blow when his head struck the wall in the
first onslaught. ) )

“ Visiting rounds !” came a voice from the mish

“ Pass, vigiting rounds. All's wel!!”

Tan had turned in panic at the first challenge, and the
patter of his light dress-boots could be heard moving
stealthily away into the darkness.

i enly the rounds had stecred cloar of Ronald’s post,
all might have been well; but Captain Carihew was a
stickler for duly, and the battalion orderly-sergeant who
accompanied him bore down upon the sentry, lantern in
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Ronald stood with sloped arms, hoping yvet against hope,
But the lantern rays showed the blood irviekling from his
lips, and the bloodshot cyes. Rifle and bayonet, too, were
covered in dirt.

“Hallo! What, in the name of goondness, 1s the mean-
ing of all this!” demanded Captamm Carthew, in angry
amazement,

Raonald kept silence, He had ne excuses to offer, and ha
did not mean to stoop to a lic.

“Why, the man's drunk I"* continued the officer, turming
te the B.O.8 "“Who iz he, CUolour-Sergeant Jones?"

“ Private Chester, sir. Very steady wran, sir,” seid
Jones, anxious to de his beat for 8 man he liked.
"Well, lock at him! It's perfectly scandalousi Here,

have you no explanation to make?” turning to Ronald
with rising rage.

Ronald Euim-_«& a moment,

** None, sir. There is an explanation, Buf I would rather
keep it lo mvaelf.”

“Oh, indeed!” echoed Captain Carthew seornfully.
“There 15 an explanation for your bBeing in this diszrace-
ful condition, but yvou would rather keep it to yourself,
Colour-Sergeant Jones, just call an escort and put this
man under arrest !

“T1f you Pinasn, ir=—" commenced Jones,

“Bilonee " gaid the officer curtly.

The necessary order was hailed from sentry to sentry
until it reached the guard-room. Meantime, Captain Cor-
thew paeed up and down restlessly, while Jenes looked in
blank amazement at Ronald, whose face showed up ghastly
white in the lantern light, Boon the footsteps of Corporal
Kedge and the escort were heard approaching.

“¥ou gtill have no explanation to offer, Chester 7' said
the officer, obviously perplexed.

“ None, sir,” =zaid Ronald.

"I think now that I heard volees when T war approach-
ing vour post. Were you speaking with anybody "

“1 was, sir.”

“With whom 3"

“That I may not divulge, eir, even to escape & disgrace
I do not deserve.'

“ Ah, then make him a prisoner, corporal. and march
him off " gaid Captain Carthew drily. " Pechaps he'll
think better of it after a night in cells,™

B o g

Licutenant Bob Takes lan's Measure—Oifice Hour.

“Ah, good-morning, Fairly! ¥You know a man namcd
Chestor in No. 4 Section, of course?’ ashed Captain Car-
thew, the morning after Ronald's arrest, as Lieutenant
Bob Fairly strolled into the mess.

“Chestor ¥ Yes, sir, ruther! A recruit. Quife a koen
sort of .chap, and a clinking good boxer. ract ig, I'm
going to get the eolonel's permission to match him, if he
will, against the Navy heavy-weight champion. You
remember Commander Cropper at mess last night?  He
was gassing away about what their man could do, and the
¢racks he had mopped up in one round, and all the rest
of it, until at last I was fairly sick, and told him I would
find & man of ours who 1 would back to lay their prodigy
out inside of six rounds. We've fixed the contest for four-
teen days from now, to be fought at Plympert, at the
charity assanlt-at-arms in aid of the widows and orphans
of the HM.8. Fircerest wrock.”

“Well, vou’ll have to find another man, I'm afraid,”
gaid Captain Carthew.

“You don't say that, sir?" exclaimed Licutenant Dob,
in dismay. “ Why, what's wrong®”’

“T can't quitec make out. Only on my rounds last night
I found him sentey on No. 3 post, leeking very proggy,
with his face covered in blood, and a rifle in a filthy state,
ag if he had been digging mod with e, At first I thought
he was under the influence of drink.”

“Really ! Well, [ don't mind lwtiing ihat's wrong !
exelaimed Bob Fairly with some warinth, " He may touch
intoxicating liguor, for all I know, but he's far too kecn
an athlete and » soldicr to make a beast of himself.”

“ That's what Colour-Scrgeant Jones says.  Dut, as [
told you, that was only my frst impression. My second
wuas that he had been fighting." :

“Well, from what I know of Chestor’s capacity with tha
gloves, I am sorry for the other man, that's all, sir. Jut
what had he got to say for himself ¥ .

“ MNathing., Just flatly refused to open hiz mouib. Saud
that there was an explanation, but he preferced to keep
it to himsclf. That scttled the matter, of course, nmd [
put him wnder arrest.”

“(On what charge, sir? Not of drunkennesst” asked
Licutenant Rab.

“No. I had made up my mind that there wag soma

hand. mystery somewhere. What's more, I'm positive T heard
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voicos as 1 approached bis post. T am not sure now that
I did not hear scuffing. If that was so, and he had been
attacked, why the dickens can't he say so?"

“ Most likely he's keeping silence to save the other chap.
[ 50, he's a sportaman. :

“ Most unlikely I should say,” said Captain Carthew.
“ Tammy Atking in the genersl run hasn't got the same
distuste for sneaking that a_public schoolman has. In my
gxlmriem:-e of him, if he can only save his own hide, he
is not too particular on to whose shoulders ho puts the
bBlamo. Cortainly he is not the man to suffer in silence
for the sins of snother.”

“1 don’t know that I agree, sir,” said Bob quietly; and
Captain Carthew looked up in mild surprise. Hitherto
it Em] been Fairly's invariable rule in life to sagree with
everyone. My experience of Tommy Atking, as an
average, is that he has just as fine a senze of honour and
goad apnrtsmanshiy as the bluest blooded pup that ever
emaerged from public school or "Varsity.”

“ Pshaw ! exclaimed the captain. * That’s ridiculous!”

“Maybe; but it's my estimate of him, and I think I
now my Tommy pretty well. There are exceptions, of
course—lots of "em; but, then, so there are 1n our set, and
every other.”

“ Really, Farrely," saad ﬂai:-fain Carthew, " you're in an
amazing mood this morning." . )

“There i3 another thing,” drawled Fairly, ignoring the
remark. ' Supposing this chap Chester happens tu%:n: -3
gentleman born ? here are plenty such shouldering a
rifla in the ranks."

“ Quite so—down-at-heel wastors and rogues.™

“Oh no, not necessarily rogues. Down at heel, perhaps.
It's not evervbody cun alferd Sandhurst and & King's
commission. Personally, from what I know of Chester, I
am inclined to think my theory i1s right. I am the more
convinged, because I know Bagot and one or two others
in the company have got their knife inte him—Bagot
particularly. If he gives evidence against Chester to-day,
vou watch if 1 am not right."

“Well, we shall see. If, a5 vou suggest, Chester is keep-
ing silence to save another, one can’t help admiring him
for it; but it is rank defiance nevertheless, and he must
suffer for it. It must be a friend he is shielding.”

“Not necessarily,” drawled Bob Fairly.

“0Oh, fiddlesticks! I don’t know what's wrong with you
to-day,’” ericd Captain Carthew, picking up his cap and
cane and glancing at the elock. **It's time, though, that
I was strolling down to the orderly-room. You'd better
look in, too, some time." .

“1 certainly will, sir,” answered Bob, but still made
no offer to move at once.

When Captain Clarthew had
gone he snuggled down
deeper inte a  luxurious
saddle-bag chair, crossed his
long legs, and puffed wvigor-
ously at his cigarctie.

#Well, that puts the hn
hat on my proposcd boxing
mateh,” he prowled to him-
self, “I'l have to forfeit
that hundred now, for there's
not ancther man in the bat-
talion im anything like con-
dition to fight in fourteen
days, to say nothing of there
being no one fit to put into
the ring against the sailor.
Can't make it out at all
anyone went for Chester, even
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The Indescribable Blily gefs a
bright idex and creates an im-

*‘hﬂp],j' s0-30, thanks!” he growled pecvishly, dropping inte
& chair.
* You left us early last night.”
Ian shot a loworing plance at Licutenant Bob, as if to see
what danger lurked ahead.
on a bed of thorns. In hus

All night he had been tossin :
panic at the approach of the * RHound: "' he had alnl!.nmd AWAY
under cover of the fog, and never halted until he reachoed

his guarters and gained his bed-room.

Lieutenant Bob had seeén him enter, being only a fow
Fnﬂﬂs from the door as he fled in. Isn did not know this,
however, and the fair, sunburnt face and languid eye, peer-
mg at him through the monocle, were as innocent-looking as
a babe's.

Ian at that moment would have given & hundred pounds
to know what had happened aftor his flight.

Had Ronald confessed the truth to save himself? That
would be unlike Ronald; yet, if he had, it was no more
than lan could expect.

“You left us early,” Licutenant Bob hed said, and the
casual look of ingquiry was still on his face.

“ Yes—comparatively, that 15. You seem to keep lata
hours here in the Wesaex,” Ian answered. %I had a bit of
& headache, and I slipped awsy for a breath of fresh air
before turning in. - Coming back to my quarters, by the way,
I tripped on that infernally narrow staircase outside my
room, made my nose bleed, and smashed my hand up.”

_ He held uwp a bruised and puffy right fist for his comrade’s
ISpectIon.

Lieutenant Bob's eves weont up just a shade at this, but his
£res wors Ab lazy as ever,

“ Now, I wonder what you've spun me that varn for?™ ha
asked himself. “1 was at the pate close on vour heels,
though you didn't see me, and [ distinctly henrd you walk
straight upstairs and enter your room.”

Ho look across at Ian, who was nursing his hand
ostentatiously.

*“That's hard lines," he said quietly.
awkward turn, I know, and you must
bad fall to hurt vourself like that."”

“I did. I came down with & crash like an earthquake.”

“You little liar!” thought Lieutenant Bob., “ Now. I
wonder what your game is, really ? By Jove, I believe I've

ot it "
0The solution so stariled himi that he sat Torward in hés
chair with & bounce, as thoeugh someonc had stuck a hatpin
through the stuffing into his shoulder,

“ By Jove, just ten o'clock ™' he said, in pretended sur-
prise, for Ian, he could see, was alarmed. “It's time I waa
off to the orderly-rcom. You'd better come along, and [

“’il“ show you round.’
: ﬂalighted ke snid
“What's on now "

“Oh, ‘office hour,! as we
call it, at ten sharp! That's
the time when, among othor
things, the colonel takes the
list of ‘overnights' in the
guard-room. There's ono man
of our company I particu-

larly wanted to hear turned
off 1

“Who's that?"' asked Tan
sharply.

“A man named Chestor.

But come along, or wo shall
be late !

{1 I dn_nlt f-! " I{_ M
AR T Ltk don'e

“It's & rotien
ave had s precious

Lan,

Library,

Street, Fleet Street, [ogi,
glad to hear from you. i y

if he took him unawares, that iz S 2
man would be mn hospatal by pression  on the Junlors of - E(i:h:;'?u* hi?: IEHH';; 1“;
now. DBesides, what reason Greyfrlars, know exactly ﬁ‘hﬂg.;‘: i?ﬂia “w?E]
can he have for keeping one first joins,” e
Sj.lf.""lm L Tumult h[’ﬁﬂhﬂ ot iﬂ ﬂ'lt n‘ld “It  isn't .t.h LT

His eyes turned to the long College, and inm the excitement Tan. sn at ™ blurted

windows opening on to the
verandah. :
“Hallo! There 15 young

Chenys ! he said, half-aloud. wheeze,

Billy has a hard Job to prociaim
himsell the orlginator of the new

“Oh, wes, it ia!" chaffed
Bob, with jovial insistence,
“You put yourself under. my

“He seoms a bright young “jng:;if aﬁga_dl'll hp:lnth ;-,rﬂlm
spark. I wonder how his R 1s In PLUCK. round 1 ides that, the old
head is this morning? Heo N.B.—Mector Drake Is L man likes fo see his young
was gomg it pretty strong 'L[hﬂ- hﬂ_ﬂrl‘lr ';ﬂ the fnr?" in
last night 1 thought. Good- everything. Come along !
morning, Chenys! How gocs

it 2"

Ian stood in the door, look-

ing dapper enough in his
uniform, but white and
poeeky.

fAnother fong instalment of this
gplendid Ariny dory next Tuesday,
Flease order your copy of “The
Nagnet" Library in advance.)
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