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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A' Slight Misapprehension,

L 0OY Beouta t*
Yoz

* Coming hers **

“ Yes," aaid Harry Wharton, for the third time.

“ My hat ' anid Frank Nugent. * That's news!"

And Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh, the Nabob of Bhanipur,
m“ﬂfi’um{j in his soft Oriental voice that the newsfulnesa was
termfic, :

The news exeited groat intereat in Btudy No. 1 in the Remaove
passage at Groyfrinrs. Boy scouting was very much in fashion
there, and a visit from foreign Boy Scouts was naturally interest-

m%wn Billy Bunter looked up from his fourth sausage, and
blinked through his spectacles in an interested way.

Harry Wharton had just come in with the news. He dermi
into his chair at tho table, and took the cup of tea Bunter had
juet poured out for himself, quite headless of the indignant glare
that came through the fat junior’s apeactacles.

“They're doing a tour of England, and seeing the chisf places
of note, I understand,” Wharton remarked, a8 he stirred
Bunter's tea, *' 8o, of course, they would come and seo us."
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* Of course,’ assented Nugent, with & grin,

*“ The of-coursafulness is berrific,” Burres Singh observed.

“ One party of thom is coming here,” said Wharton. *1
don't know how many. Mr. Quelch just mentioned the mattor
to me. It seems the chaps who are coming here are young
fellows, and Quelch seemed to think that 1t would be up to the
Remove to look after them, especially 88 we've done some
scouting ouraclves, you know. 1 shall be jolly glad,
for onw,”

“ Oh, yes, that's all right. We've had some experience with
aliens here,” grinned Nugent. “ With Herr nblaum’a
Foreign Academy within five minutes’ walk we've had engugh
chances of learning the gentle waya of the alien. We shall have
to got up soms sort of entertainment fur the Gorman chapa,”

“ What ho !’

“ I say, you fellows *

“ Blut up, Buntar !

“ Look here, you know, il you're thinking of entﬂrhthﬁnﬁ
the German chaps, 1 can help—or rather take the lead in that,
said Bunter. “ The best thing I can think of is to get up a
ventriloguial entertainment, and let them in free. I would do
the wventriloguiam, and would chargs only one guines for the
avening.'’

“ My dear po

“ Oh, really,

YA ———

fharton ! 1 would vary the sntertatnmont
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with some physical cubvare, somo hypnotism, and some rf_mﬁ(:u.i
hotography.  You hoad better leave the matter wholly in my
1anuds. "’

Harry Wharten loaghed.

“Phere’s no reason why vou shouldn't ventriloquise, hypnotise
]:lhl:rl:-m.trnp}l. amdl physical eult,” ho said ; °* but you better
do it T.;luier.ly in & study by yourself, 20 s not to bother any-
body.”

“(3h, roa Iy, Wharton ¥

“Phe ides is szome scouting in the woods, if the weather’s
decent,” said Harry, " Wo can glet up some sort of & scouting
egmpetition, aud that will have the advantage of showing the
German chaps the country, too.'

* Good wheeze,™

Tap !

“ Come In, fathead t"" ealled out Nugent.

The door of ¥n. | Study opened, and a bip, good-natured,
fair-haired Gevman lad presented himsclf.  The juniors knew him
well, It wos Iritz Hoffmann, a popil of Herr Bosenblaum’s
Foreion Acndemy, near Greylriars. )

Here Rosenbleum's pupils wern the zona of foreigmers resident
in England, and they were a eurionsly mixed erowd. The rows
between them and the Greyfriars fellows had been endless, until
the ivon gates separating the grounds of the two achools had been
permanently locked up, and that brought about peace at last.

Hoffrmann grinned and nodded at the juniors.

It was & long time sinee any of the aliens had entered there,
and Harry Wharton and Co. looked at him in surprise and with
gome suspicion.  They feared o eaid at onee, and half expected
to see the faces of a crowd of aliens behind the young German.

* Goot-day. ain't it," said Hoffmann, with bis wide grin.  ** We
hear le news,"”

“ What news 1" -

“* Tat mein countrymen are coming to Greyiriors on to visif,

ain't it. I come over to settle vou 1
“ By Jove! I thoucht so 1" ojaculated Wharton, " Collar
him ! EBhut the door ! *'

In a morment two strong pairs of handa were upon the German
junior, and he was volling on the earpet.

At the same time Hurree Jomset Kam Singh sprang to the
door, bumped it shut, and set his heel againgt it,

I'rity Hoffroann atrugeled violently.

He was n powerful fellow, bigger than either Wharton or
Nupent, and it was no ensy task even for the peir of them to
secure hin.

“ Arh 1" he gasped,

“ Oollar him "

“* Bump him!*

Y Rettle us, will he ¥ We'll 2ee,™ chuckled VWharton, as he

Inmnped his weight upon Fritz Hoffmenn's broad chest.  * We'll
ﬁ;!i},r well zec if he'll settle ua,"

“ Ha, ha, hn 1™

Y Ach! Tat you lots me ga, sin't it !'"" pasped Hoffrnann,
ptrugeling desperately.

* Not half 1"

Thew ralled to and fro on the floor.

The junicr: were fully convineed that there was & erowd of
aliena in the passage ready to rush in, and Wharton called to
Hurree Singh to e eaveful with the door,

The Hindoo junior grinned.

" The carefulness is teerifie, my worthy chum,”™ he remarked.

Y Ach! Tat vou releaze me 1™

* Ha, hian, ha1'

They rolied over agrnin,  Hoffmann's coller was torm out, hia
necktic wos streaming.  His hair was like o mop, and his waist-
coat had lost three or four buttons.

Wharton's collny, too, was hanging by a single stud, and his
jreket was split up the bacle

Nugent's nose was streaming with red.

s Dilly Bunter skipped actively out of the way of the come-
atianis,

It was a terrific battle, but the odds told, and the German
junior was secured at last.

He lay panting on his hack on the carpet, while Nugentsat on
his leges, and W harton pushed down Billy Bunter on his chest.

Bunter's weight would hawve pinned down a native of Brobe
dingrogia, and under it the hero of the Foreign Acndemy wios
gpuite helpleas,

He gasped and gasped with a sound like eseaping steam, and
rolicd his eyes,

* Mein gootness P he pasped,

* Ha, ha, ha "

The juniors langhed hreathlessly,

“ Crot him ! ' said Nupent., ' He came hore to settle us, did
he 7 I thinlk we'll do the settling’

" The settlefulness shovld be tecrifie™

“ What price ancinting him with bacon fat—-"

"1 zay, yon fellows——"*

* Shat up, Bunter ! "’

“Rats ! 1 2oy, you fellowa, you're not going to waste all that
Bacon fat on o mouldy ajien.  You ean shove the ashes or some
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goat over him, if you like. You're not going to waste the

bacon fat.'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Acht Dat you leta me up!*®

" Rats 1™ 1

“1 come over a2 a friend | ™ pasped Hoffmann. 1 tink tat
you nre alf mad, ain’t it. I tink you vas off vat you call te
zocker

“ ¥ ou said you came over ta setile us.™

“Ach! Isay notwapg of te sort. I said I eorme over to settle
¥ou gﬂq}ub te Poy Beouts coming to te scheol”

&4 |

“T tink tat ve sombine to giff dem & wveleomo ' pasped
Hoffrmann, * Tat iz vy I come mit mnyself over fo sestlo you
about it.” o )

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent. “ It's hia giddy Englich
He meant to settle with us, not to ssttle na"

“ Ach, tat is it."

“ Ha, ha, ha | ™ L

“ 1 tinks tat you vas all off te roclker, ain’t it."

** Ha, ba, ha!™

The juniors released the Gorman, and he staggered to his feets
Tha three of them presented a decidedly dishevelled appears
BRI,

Fritg Hoffmann rubbed his swollen nose, planced down
at his disordered attire, and looked aggressive for a moment.
But he was good-natured to the core, and the laughter of the
Qreviriara Removites was infectious. He was soon laughing
too, :

“ Ha, ha, ha! Ach, ik is ferry funny, ain’t it 1*" he remarked.
“ T pome ofer as a friend, and you bumps me on te floor, ain't
it, after ¢ ™

T HH., hﬂ- h‘ l“

PR

TRE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Sausage Mystery,

RITZ HOFFMANN dusted down his clothes and adjusted
his necktte. His nose was a little swollen, but his grin was
a8 pood-hamotred as ‘ever. . —
“ 1 tinks tat you makes a lectle mistake,” he said. “'1ltis

all right after. I tznks tat ve baf o talk, ain’t it ¥ " _

“ 8it down and have tes,’”” said Harry Wharton hospitabily.
" Any more of your fellows out there 17

* Wein.™

s I{‘}fﬂu am in,"” said Nupent. * Blessed if I know where wo
ghall find room for mine. Bub hospitality’s the word, Call
‘e in."”

* T say tat tey vos nein dere.””

“ well, eall "em in,  Open the door, Inky.t'*

“ I say, you fellows,” began Bunter, with a nervous cye on tha
tea-table, and wondering what it would look like if nine healthy
(termans started operations upon it, * I say——"

“ Shut up, Bunter ! Open the doort™

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh opened the door, and glanced oub
inta the passage.

Hamifena of the Remove was passing, but there was no cne
else in gight.

The nabob looked back into the study. ‘

“ The ninefulness of the worthy aliens i3 nil,” he remarked,
“ The honourable passage is ehoek-full of emptiness,”

* Why, Hoffy said-——""

 Wein, nein.'

* That's eighteen,” sawd Nugent.
mean ninety-nine ? 7

“ Wein, nein, nein ! ]

* Nine hundred and ninety-nine ? " demanded Nugent. ™ Look
here, are you being funny, or is thissome more of your Fnglish 7

' Wein."

* Well, that's plain encugh.
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Wupent, looking ocut of the door.
Thore's nobody here,™

“ I tells you tat tere i3 nobody ! exelaimed Hoffmann, grow-
ing red in the face with his efforts to explain, ‘" You ask mo vas
dere anyvun, and T say nein.”’

“I know you said nine, and what I want to know is what
the dickens you said nine for, if there weren’t any at all 1"
said Nugent warmly.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”* roared Wharton.

" What are vou cackling at, Harry '™

* Nothing-—only nein i3 German for no 1"

“"Nein! No! Oht"

“ Tat iz correct,” said Hoffmann. ** Tat iz all right, ain't it,
I tinks tat Nugent is vat vou call dummbkeopf, ain’t it.”

* Look herp——-"

" 1t's all right," said Wharton, laughing.
Bit down, old chap, and wire into the sausages.”

Hofimann was not slow to accept that invitation.

“I hai had mein tea,” he remarked, and Bunter’s face
brightened up-—" 1 haf had a forry good tea.”

Y Good 1" said Bunter.

“But I am retty for anoder, ain't it,” said Hoffmann.
tinks tat I vires in mit pleasure, pefore.’”

And he sat down.

“ Help wyourself, old fellow,” said Nu
ripping sausages.
from Chicago."

**Ach ! toy vas nico.™

Hilly Bunter watched Nugent, and watched Hoffmann. He
watched them with a painful intensity. There were six
gausages on the dish, but at the rate Hofimann started at he
was nob like to leave & speck of grease to show where the
sausages onee had been. unter had had his tea, but he was
thinking of hiz supper. Thivking the inatter over carefuily,
he decided to recommence. Hospitality was not one of Billy
Bunter's weaknessos.

“Hallo! You've had your tea, Bunter,” said Wharton, as
Bunter sat down, and reached over to the dish with a fork.

““ Oh, really, Wharton, 1 haven't finished yot———"

“ Your mistake—you have,” said Wharton cheerfully, as he
jerked the fat junior’z chair away from the table. * You're
going to take a little run now."”

T Dh, I"'E"-H.u}'—"

it down, then!"

Wharton pushed the fat junior into the armchair. Billy
Punter sat down; he hadn't mueh cheice shout the matier,
Heo foll into the armchair with & bump that ahook the study,

He sat there, blinking wrathfully, while Fritz Hoffmann
travelled cheorfully through the sausages.

But a sudden gleam eame into Banter's round eves.

He alwaya, when he was what he called ' waxy," remembered
that ho was an sinateur ventrilogaist of great skill, and thet
peculiar pift had often onabled him to * get his own back.”

» Fritz Hoffmann started on his second sausage with great
gusto. Like o true German, he could always tackle thuse

succulent morsela.

" Ach! I tink tat it is ripping, pefors,” he remarked. * 1
tinks tat I likea him, ain't .it. Tat's goolt! Apout te Poy
Beouts, 1 tinks tat ve joina te hands to velcome dem. I hear
tat dore is vun patrol of dem ecoming to Greylriars, end te
leador iz mein cousin, Frane Hamburger, ain't i, I unks tat
1 am glad to seo my cousin from te Vaterland wvunce more.
Mein hat ! but tat sausage was & ripping vunl I have wvun
more, ain't it 7Y

And Hoffmann helped himself,

“ Mew-go-0-ow !’

The German fairly jumped.

He fixed his eyes upon the sausage he had just jabbed with
& fork, and his face turned quite pale.

“ Mein gootneas !

“ Meoeeow 1l

“ Phew 1 ™

“ Vat is tat ¥ g

“ Tt sounded like & cat mewing,’
myutifiad,

‘“ Ach'!

“ From the sausa

" Ja, ja! Achl

U Mew-g-o-aw !

" My only hat!'"

The German boy backed his chair away from the table, and
his eyes were full of horror as he looked at the sausage he had
been about to eat.

Y Mein gootness !

“My hat! Inky's right!

“ Aofimann's alone.

li!

gent. * These are
I ean recommend them—they don’t come

; said Nugent, looking
“ There's no cat in the study that 1 know of.”

It come from te sausage.'

R

Tas it made of te cats, den 1"

It is mads of te cat, snd it i3 alive ! ™ he

ayml.
EE'PBMh t How—-"
“ Mole-gcw ! ™
“ Ach! You hears yourself tat it come from te sac g
The juniors were utterly astounded. A3 near as they could

judge, the wail of the cat proceeded from Hotfimann'’s plate.
But HMarry Wharton suddenly remembered the peculiar
pruﬂlivit-iﬁﬂ of Billy Bunter, and he sprang towards the fat
Junior,
His hand fell u
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a new ventriloquial ** me-e.ew " broke off in the middle, and
waz changel into o gasp.

“Oh! Ow! Hold on!

* You young rascal !

* Vat is te matter, pafore 1™

It was Bunter playing a trick,” said Wharton, laughing.
*“ It's all right. He was imitating a cat.”

*1 say, vou fellows—"

* 8hut up, Bunter | *

** Ach ! tat ia all right, alter,” snid Hoffmann : hut his glance
was still suspicions aa it turned uvpon Lhe sausages. 11—
I tink tnt I tries te cake now. I have hoad enough of te sausagoe.™

And Billy Bunter grinned.

His chums looked at him wrathfully, and but for Hoffimann'a
srezence would have done something more desstic. But
?Buntaar did not mind, He lmd saved the ssusagea for his
supper, and he was content.

ofimann started on the cake, and made good progress with
it. He tallied as fast sa ho ate.

*“ Moin eouwsin Hamburger is fa
who come to Groyiriars,” he said.
after himn, ain't it."

“ Jolly good !

" You know tat dore are o lot of French peegs in to Foreign

Eeally, Wharton i

I-leador of ta chapa
“ I tinks I help vou look

- Academy—~Adolphe Mounier and his pounders,’’ said Hofimanm,

“1 tink tat tey fink toy play ol jupe on te Sherman scouta.
Meunier knows all about it alretty-—he was mit me when I heard.
I know notting for certain—but 1 tink tat Mounier et Cie plan
& pir joke, oin't it."

" They'd baetier not get j.a.ping gur guoests, or there’ll be
trouble 1 ** said Wharton.

** Tat is right,”’ said Hoffoann,
on tem, gin’t it."

“ What-he 1

Angd Hoffmann, having clearcd the table of everything hut
the sansages—swhich he etill seemed to regard with suspicion—
took lis loave, very well satisfied with hi reception, rough as
it had been at first.

* 1 tink ve keeps to open eye

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Mysterious Meeting,

0 AISEZ-VOUS, mon ami.”

* (i, mon cher Adolphe 1 ¥

Billy Bunter gave a little jump. )

He was strolling after tea in tho Cloisters of Qrayiriara.
After Hoffmann had left No. 1 Study, Bunter had finished the
spusages.  In case of accidents, ho reflected, it was wise %o
make sure of them—there mizht be anothor wisit from the
aliens, perhaps. -

Even Bunter felt a little full up when he had finished.
Ignoring Nugent’s kind invitation to a ruce down the stairs,
and Wharton's suggestion that he should turn out for ericket

ractics, Billy Bunter ambled away, and retired to the Cloisters
or a gquiet siroll.

At the further end of the Cloistors were the grounds of the
Now Academy, where a number of foreign youths, French,
(ierman, and DBelgian, flourished under tho care of Here
Rosenblaum.

The gates between were generally kept locked : but of late,
owing to the absence of rowa between the Greyfriars [ellows
and the alienz, they had been allowed o stand open again.
Bunter was wolking along the Oloisters, thinking of the sausapes,
and debating in bis mind whether he should sit down and reat,
or stroll on to the school shep on the chance of getting some-
hody to stand him an ice, when the French woices fell upon
his enr.

Heavy laden as he was, the fot junior felt that it would be
too terrible to bo ragged by the aliens at that moment, At all
events, hia buitons would all fly off if he were rollad over, and
he knew what to expect if Adelphe Meunier and his friends
sighted him. : :

To dodge out of sight behind a stone pillar waa the work of
6 moment. : .

The silence of the groy old Cloisters was broken by wlnspering
voices and cautious footfalls. :

In the shads of the pillar, Billy Bunter eronched and shivered,

Tt was undoubtedly an alien raid into Grevfriar.  Meunier &
Co. were taking advantage of the gates being unlocked onco
IoTe.

And yet, Bunter could distinguish only French voices; and
as & rule the aliens, of whatever nationality, united when it
was a question of reiding the Greyfriars juniora.

No! They were not passing.

The footateps and the whispering voices stopped, closo to
the pillar bobind which the fot junior was hidden. i

They evidently had no suspicien that he was there, for they
talked on freely, in the puuuﬁﬂ.r English which was current in
the Foreign Academy.

3
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* Messlours—Gentlomen ' ™

It wax Adolphe Meunier's voiee, Meunier was the :‘:Ih'l-l}f of
the French junics, amd was always at deadly warfare with the
German contingent—aexeept when they joined lforces against
Greyfriars.

Mounier & Uo.—or Meunier et (ie., as they ealled themseives
—were ovidently on the wer-path, but against whom it was
inipossible to guess as vet. . .

' Silence ! Y said Meunier, in & stage _whisper. “ It is
neeeasiiry zat ze Sherman peasts know nozzing.™

* Fal 1% fo, mon cher™

“ (i oon, Meunior.'

“On ze ball*

I zink zat ve lay ze plot vizout ze Shermans knowing
neexing of it, and zen ve take zem by surprise.”

* Hear, hear !t "

* Zat is vy 1 eall vou to ze secrot mecting in ze Cloistors,™

" Zat is all right.""

“ I have told you zat ze Sherman scoats are coming to pay
ze visit to Greyfrinrs. Hoffinann has a cousin in ze patrol.”

Y Down vie e Sherman,”

" Yive la France!™

“ Zat vou make not 6o much of ze rg:w," said Meunier to the
Cie. reprovingly. * Ve not vant to bring ze Shermans here.”

v Zat is so."

“ o on, Adolphe 1"

* 1 zink zat ve lay plans to surprise ze Shermans a4 zey come.
Ve falls on zem suddenly, and knocks zem into vat zo English
call 20 cocked hat."

" Brave 1"

“ Fey come to ze station in Friardale, and zey valks along
pe rond to Grevfriars. Ve lies in ambush,” said Meunier, lower-
ing his voice, ' Vo falls on zem suddenly. Ve wvipes up ze
rond viz zem, and avenges Bedan.”

" Hurrah 17

*¥ive la France ! *

" Down vie ze Shermans 1 ™

Meunier grinned gleefully at his enthusiastic company
There was no doubt about their willingness to po for the Germans
—any Germans-—anywhore.

“Eat i3 all right," saicd Mennier, ' Wow Lo zettle ze detnila,
for ve must not be acen talking togezzer too much, or Hoffmann
zink zere is =omezing up."”

' Zat is 50."

“ At o corner of zo lane, vere ze road turn off to Lindale,
zere 15 o big clump of trees in ze middle of ze road.”

" Vo know zemn vell™

“"Ven za Shermans c¢ome down from ze railway-stetion
to-morrow ve lays in aunbush zere, and vaits for zem.”

* Hear, hear ! ™

ey may have some Groyiriars fellows wiz zem, but no
mattair, Ve are all on 2e spot—-twenty of us—and ve vipey
up e prouwnd viz zomm.'

“ Brave 1

" Ve takes cave zat Hoffmann sus
all hig poastly Shermans zere, an
okl

“ Yun Frenchman fight six Shermans and lick zem hollow 1%
gnicd Chavannos.

“ (i, oud, oui 1" rose o oyell,

“ Zut is sn,”’ assented Meunier. ** All ze same, ve leaves
noweing to chanes zis time, and ve has ze odds on our side.
Zatb in stratepy.””

* Bravo 1"

" Ve steals avay to-morrow after ze dinner, vun at ze time,
and mects in ze chunp of trees on ze Friardale rvoad,” =aid
Meunier., " Ve goes vun by vun, and nobody knows nozzing.™

" Hear, hear 1M

" Not a vord on ze subject.”

" Notb a vord.

" Keep sileneo ua ze grave.”

* Bilence a3 ze prave,”” repeated his followers, in awful tones
that almost made Billy Bunter’s flesh creep.

Y Bwear ! exelaimed Meunier.

Like = true Frenchran, he could do nothing without a
theatricel flourish. He raized his right hand in the air, and
hiz followers all did the same.  Twenty right hands rose clenched.

“ Yo awear 1" exclaimed a score of voices in chorus,

“Zab s pood 1T

" Hark ! "' cxelaimed Lagalle suddenly.

Rilly Bunter almost fainted with terror.

1f the French juniors diseovered him there, and Tearncd that
he had overheard all their plot for the reception of the German
Boy Scouts, he havdly knew what they might, or might nat,
do with him,

He had made zome slight meotion, and the faint sound had
caught the gunick ear of Lasalle.

But danger sharpens the wits, and even Billy Bunter could
think qufﬂlﬁzf when required.

Hc remembered that he was a ventriloguist, and only in time,

" Ach, vere are dose French peeps 1"
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It was & voice like Fritz Hoffmann’s, and it seemed to come
from the grounds of the New Academy. :

The crowd of French juniors swung round as if all moved
by the same spring,

* Frite Hoffmann 1" i

And with one aceord they rushed towards the iron patos
to collar the German junior who had ventured so dangerously
near the secret mesting.

The moment the rush of fontsteps surged away towards
the gate Billy Bunter skipped out from belind the pillar and
rin for the Close, .

He came into the Greyiriars grounds, gasping and perspining,
but even then he did not stop. .

He ron right on towards the School Houze, and did not halt
#1l he bumped right into the arms of Bob Cherry, who wae
eomning out with a bat under hiz arm,

-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Counier-plot.
OB OHERRY gave a roar, and sat down on the lToweat
B step, his bat clabtering on the ground. Eilly Bunter
Inrched, stupgered, and finally foll upon Bob.  Boh gave
g fearful gasp as that by no means hght weight foll upon
him.

£ ﬂ“’ 1 T

“ Borry, Bulstrode ! " gasped Dunter, staggering vp.
gineeraly sorry. %

 You ntter naz | "

“ Oh, ix it you, Cherry ¥ I'm sincerely sorry, but there's
s lot of beastly aliens after me, and——" ‘

Bob Cherry rose, and grunted. He was greatly inelined to
take the fat junior by the collar and humg him.

“You young ass !’ he growled. " Ther's nobody after

o'’
:" Eilly Bunter blinked round through hia spectacles.

“ Ohy, really, Cherry—so there isn’t! ™ he exclaimed., * I—
I suppose they didn’t see me.  I—1 say, Cherry——"

11 I':-T-rr-t"rt‘ ! EE]

“ 1've found out something——7""

“ Hata1'

Bob Cherry strade off towards the ericket finld, whern Mark
Linley, his study mate, was waiting for him. Billy Bunter
trotted along by hia side, his little fat leps going like a machine
to keep pace with Bob's long stride. ]

* 1 aay, Cherry, you know, the German scouts sare coming
here to-morrow.’

* Wharten told me.”

“There will be trouble for them, you know. I've found it
out—it’s a ja

" Well, get it off your chest, quick 17

HT—1 feel wery dry just now ; I've been running, you know,
If yon like to stand e an ice——""

* 0Oh, po and ent coke 1

“ Look here, Cherry——"

But Bob Cherry quickened his paee, and was gone.  Bunter
blinked at his disappearing form with great indignation.  After
dircovering valualile secrets at such a risk to himself, it was
hard that he should not have oven an ice before he disclosed
them

“ Wall, of all the cands 1 mottered Bunter,  ** Hallp, there's
Bulatrade 1 T say, Bulsirode 1™

* What do vou want, Owl 1" asked Hazeldene, for it was he,

“* Oh, i= that you, Vaseline ! 1 say, ['ve found out u secret
plot of those rotten aliens.”

“ Rata 1 gaid Huzeldene, walking away.

* The—the beast ! I suppose I'd better look for Wharton,"

Tunter had a reputation for unveracity, which was rather
awkward for him now., He went in scarch of the chuma of
Study No. 1, and found them at the nets. 1t was a bright day,
and the Hemovites were putting in all the cricket practice they
could after school.

Harry Wharton was ot the wicket, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was bowling to him. Nugent was standing ready to
field the hall.

“t 1 gy, vou follows——

“ Buzz ofi 1" snid Nugent. ]

“ Oh, really, Nugont, I've pot something to {1l you!
found out a plot of the plions apainst L

“ Rats ! shut up!”

* Apninst the German scouts.”

“ Go and eat coke ! zaid Nugent., moving further o,

Buanter blinked at him angrily. Ho was not Lo be listenead to,
that was ovident. e called to Wharton, but Wharton was not
likely to listen when he wes batting. The fat junior strolled
diseonsalately away.

It woa nearly an hour later when the chums of the Remove
came into Study No. 1. Bob Cherry and Mark Linley, who
now belonged to Study No, 13 at the end of the passage, came
in with them.
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“ [t's sottlad,” sald Bob Cherry., with & grin. * No more
study rows while the German scouts are hero. Pax during
tho viat.”

* Tha paxfulness is terrific.”

" That's settled,” zaid Harry Wharton. I will azk Quelch
what time they'll be in at Friecdale Station to-morrow, and we
ean go down to meet them in our seput elothes,™

* Good wheeze ! M

“ 1 say, vou fellows——"

“ Halla, hallo, hallo ! You still alive, Banter 17!

“ O, really, Cherey ! I zay, I've found out g dodge of those
aliens to go for the German sconta——""

" 0Oh, don’t bagin again, old chap '™

“ Look horo, Nugent—-—"

Harry Wherlon laughed as e turned towarda Bunier.

“ Thera may be something in it,"" he remarked. ** Go alwead,
Buntv, and don't be long-winded."”

“Oh, really, you know, I—I'm jolly dry, Wharton! I
think it would be better if we sirolled round to the nckshop
aml___il

“ Oh, it's all spoof | ™ 2aid Nugent. ** We know Bunter.”

* Look hers, Nugent, T was in the Cloisters, and 1 heard the
Froneh kids talking it over,” exclaimed Bunter indignantly.
* 1f I hadn’t been a wonderiul ventriloguist, they'd have spotted
me tao,'

“ 1f thero's anything in it yon shall have hall a dozen ices,”
gaitd Wharton. * Now go ahead, and don't waste tine.”

* I'd rather have the 1ces Hrat.™

Nugent picked up a bottle of ink. Billy Bunter, who was
gitting in the armehair, Blinked up at it nervously.

Lk

¥ I—I—1 say, vou follows——

“ 1 give vou ong minute to spin that yam,” said Nugent.
" Then the ink beging to run.’”

“Ow, oh! 'l get on! I—1H have the ices after.” And
Bunter, with his eyes on the ink bottle, poured out the yarn
breathlessly.

The Removites listensd with great intereat. They soon saw
that Rilly Bunter was telling the truth,

* By Jowve, I'm glarl wi've mot hold of that 1" gaid Wharton.
* Of coursa, Bunter wad a worm to listen.”

“ 0Oh, really, Wharton s

= Btill, I'm glad we know it

** What about those ices ¥

* Cateh 1" said Wharton, tossing a shilling in the air.
Bunter raught it—on his nose.

He grunted indignantly az he left the stady.
a4 uanal, he waa very hardly treated all round.

When he was gone, the Removites put their heads together
ovor the information they had received.  As they were par-
ticularly desirous of making n good impression upon the Boy
Sconts from Gormany, the information was really wvery useful.
1f Mounier et Cie had carried out their plan, the German vizitors
would have been very much sarprised and shocked, and it might-
not hiave beon possible to satisfactorily explain.  Knowing
the enemy's plans, the Greyfriars chums were able to lay o
counter plat.

“ They'ra going to gather in the clump in the laoe and wait
for the Germans,” Merk Linloy oleceved. © Wo can eosily
take & crowd of fellowa and sarround them there.™

Harry Wharton nodded,

* That's the ikdea !  Look here, T mnean a patrol o meet the
Clarman chaps at the station, and walk with themn to Greyiriars.
Tt would be a ripping entertainment to start with, to see the
Fronch boundera routed out of the treea and wiped up."

“ Ha, ha ! Jolly good ! "'

“ You can take about twenty chaps, Bob, and lie low near
the cross-roads, and when we ¢ome up from Friardale, 1'll giva
& whistle, and you can go for the Froggies,"

* Clood wheeze ! ™

And so it was settled. The Removites went to bed in high
soirits that night. The next day was a half-holidey, and they
were intending to have a great deal of fun while their visitors
stayed.

But the brush with the French ambuscaders would be about
the best of all. Thoy could imagine what the French juniors
would lock like when they suddenly found thomselvea attacked
by large odds, and put to flight before the eyes of the German
Beouts.

They were lopking forward to it during lessona the next
morning, with the result thet Mre. Quolch, whe didn't under-
stand anything but work in work timo; waa liberal in the
distribution of lincs,

But the Bemowve did not ecara. The lines would not have
to be done till later, for Mr. Quelch was As anxious as thoy
that the (ferman acouts ashould boe well entertained. The
whole of the Remove, or nearly the whole of it, entered ardently
into the spirit of the thing.

Franz Hamburger and lus scouts wore eoming by the three
o'clock train to Friardale, In good time Wharton's patrol set
out to walk to the atation. ] )

Wharton, Nugent, Hurres Singh, Ogilvy, Morgan, and Mark
Linléy were there ; Bob Cherry being detailed in command of
the large party who were to ambush themaelves near the French
ambush, and attack at o given signal.
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Looking very handszome and fit in Bey Scout garbh, Harry
Wharton and Co. left Greyfriars. They were joined at the
gate by Fritz Hoffmann, who had offered to act as interprotor —
and an interpreter would certainly be wanted—-for the Grey-
frinrs German was decidedly weak, and the German scouts
probably understaad little or no English,

The Grevfrars acontz aet out down the lane, and az they
passad the clump of trees at the crossroads they studiously
avoided looking towards it.

And a score of gleeful French juniors, hidden in the thick
trees, chuckled as the patrel passed.

" Zey have no suspicion,” prinned Adolphe Meunier, *' ve
gall surprize zem ven zey come back viz 2o Shermana.

And Meunier and Co. waited.

= -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Greyfriars Guests Arrive,

¥l &LT ! "

H The Remove patral halted at the station. Harry
Wharten lopkod up at the station clock. It wanted
five minutes to threa,

“ Jolly pood time,” he remarked. ** We'd better ro on te
tho platform, snd take the German chaps under our wing as
goon a3 thov got gut of the train.''

“ Ja, ja,” said Fritz Hoffrmann,

"1 eray, you fellows.——" .

“ Why, here's Bunter ! What are you doing here, Bunter 77

“* Ja, ja !  Vat va2 vou doing here, ain't it 1%

Banter blinked indignantly at the scouls. :

wy guP wee I was hound to come along and receive our
vigitora,” l'm exclaimed, ** The Head has left it to us to receive
the Gorman scouts at the atation, I wasn't likely to leave it to
vou chaps to muck up."”

* My dear dummy ]

“ I"imn jolly well certain that you've overlooked an important
part of the reception business,” went on Bunter. “ The German
chaps are ¢ertain to be hupgry after a jonrney.  Naturally they
will want a feed, Of course, the best thing i3 to stand them
something at the tuckshop, and join them for the sake of good
fellowship."

Harry ]':;.’n'lmrtﬂn tnughed.,

*0One for the Germans,
remarked.

“ 0Of course, 1 wasn't thinking of myself. ]

“ Of course you weren't, and I'm not going to think of you
pither,”” said “Wharton echeerfully. * Theres n big lunch
waiting for the visitors at Greyfriars, and they don't want to
spoil their appetites by tuck at the village shop. There's not

ing to bo any feed this time, Bunter, and you can buzz off

omo again,"

“ Oh, really, Wharton “ ] ] : :

But the patrol marchad into the station without listening
to Billy Bunter. At Friardale Station the Removites were, of
tourse, well known, and thay had the run of thq placa. Thlu:,r
went upon the platform, and waited for the train to come in.
Billy Bunter followed theo with an extremely discontented
air.

1 say, you fellows

* Oh, shut up, Bunter t ™ )

Bunter was standing before an automatic machine, and
fumbling in his pockets. ]

““ (lan you give me change for a eixpence T

*“ Oh, rats [ " )

““ I haven’t any pennies, and 1 simply must have gome chocos
late to keop up my strength. You know jolly well that I'va
got & delicate constitution that has to be kept by conatant
nourishment. Some day when you sce me a cold corpao you'll
Lo sorry for all tha.” _ N

“ | can't imagine fecling sorry at such a time,™ aaid H::ganh
shaking his hEug. “ How long will it be do you think ?

“* Oh, reslly, Nupent——""

“Train’s signatled," said Ogilvy.

“ L.ook here, beforo those chaps come, can
change for a 8ix b Aoy ' i

“ The question i3 whether you can give us sixpence for the
change,” aaid Nugent.

* Oh, really, you know —"" )

“ 1 have six pennics," said Mark Linley, who generally had
more coppers than silver. * Here you are, Buntar,” !

“Thank you very much, Linley,” said Bunter, taking tho
coppers, and beginning to rattle them into the machine al
onee.

“ Where's the aix - X ‘

“ Oh, wait & mimite, ean't you, while 1’'m busy

“ Certainly ! ™ )

Billy Buntor contrived to bo busy extracting the six packeta
of chovolates from the machine until the trein was puffing into

and two for Billy Bunter,” he

, A
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the station., It clattered fo & halt, and the peneral attention
was at once taken up by the train and the new arrivala.

Dr. Iocke had entrusted the task of meeting the boy guests
at the station te the Remove patrol, whe wero to conduct them to
the school, where the Hend himsclf was to receive them and
weleome them to Greyfriars,

“* Ach! Here are te poya ! "

A corriape door flew apen, and a crowd of cheery faces were

geen. Bix or eeven soout: poured ocut upon the platform—
kealthy, athletic-looking youths, with I‘"Icrrid, good-natured
faces.

They looked up and down the platform, and the Remove
fellows hurricd over to them at once, with the exception of
Bunter, wha was seated on a bench, munching choeslatea at
expresa speed.

* Frite Hoffmann rushed up to o fair-haired, freckled lad,
and threw his arms round the new-comer’s neck in a transport
of affection,

““ Ach ! Mein dear Franz 1"

“Ach!' Fridzt™

* Mein dear Franz 1™

* Mein dear Fritz 1™

“My word !" murmured Nugent.
hupging begins,'

But the embraces were confined to the cousins.  The {(Ferman
ecouts shook hands with the Greyiriars fellows as they were
mtroduced in the most hearty way. Only one of them—
Franz Hamburger—could speak Fnglish, and Hamburger's
English wes more remarkable than Hofimann's.

“ Tt i= plad to see mit voursell,” he said as he shook Wharton's
hand. *“ The gladoess of us and myself is for you to have

met,'"
“* Welcome to Creyfriarg t ¥

iz i where the

" Good 1" said Wharton.

Fritz Hoffrnann burst into o torrent of German, which was
more explicable to the scouts than Wharton’s English. The
services of the interpreter were invaluable ot that rmoment.
The boyz marchad cut of the station topether, and Billy Bunter,
having finished his chocolates, followed themn, Mark Linley
tai:u!,m:l him on the arm g tlm:,.' want out of the station.

* My sizpence ! " he remarked,

Bunter blinked at him, and wriggled uncomfortably.

" What sixpence 7" he asked.

“" The one 1 gave vou chanpa for.™

* Oh, that sixpence !" said Bunter, with a sniff, as if he
really didn't expect to be bothered about that sixpence.

" Yes," said Mark ¢uictly ; “ I cannot afford to lose it."

" Who wants you toa lose it 7 I hope yon don’™ think I'm
the sort of chap to sponge on anybedy, Linley, and borrow a
tenner without repaying it."”

* Well, repay it, then.™

* 1 ean’t at the present moment. T am expecting & postal
prcder this evening, and you ean have it out of that.™

** Ido you mean to gay you hadn’t a sixpence all the time 1"
derpanded the Laneashive hud indignantly.

* (¢h, really, Linlev, you do make a fuss sver a tanner ! ™
saitl Bunter, in o peevish tone. ™ Suarely it's all right if you have
it to.might §

* Hadn’t you a sixpence when you asked for change 77

“ My tal order will be in by the five o'clock post, and 1'11
change 1t with Mrs. Mimble, and let you have your measly
tanner ot once.”

ik But-'—‘_".

** And look here, Linley, as you meke such afuss over a trifling
lomt, thig will hiawvo to r.‘f]ﬂia ATV |nc|ﬂﬂltﬁ.1‘}' arrnngements between
us, J; Jcan’t stand being bothercd in this way for despicable
Burns !

And Billy Bunter wriggled off, leaving Tinley Jooking at him
with & very peeuliar expression upon his face,

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Something Llke a Scrimmage !

RANZ HAMBURGER and his scouts marched down
Friardale High Btreet in good order, in company with
the zeouts of the Remove. They looked a 1{ne set of
lnls on both sides. The German bovs looked heppy

and cheerful, in '1-':31% fit condition, and were evidently very
keen. Wien Fritz Hoflmann began to explam what Wharton
had told him of the French ambush at the eressroads there
were many chuckles among the German seouta,

1t was evident from their looks that a brush with tha French
juniors would have been agreeable to them. Iut that was not
necessary, for Wharton's arrangements had been maede. At
the psychological moment Bob Cherry and his band would fall
upem Menniar et Gie, and amito thera hip and thigh.

* Ach ! said Hamburger, grinning all over hiz Aorid, freckled
face. " Ach! 1tis vat you coll ein shape, eh 1%

© Rhape T said Wharton, a little pozzledd,

“Jo, ju! Ein great shape ain®t it after 1

? I—l] don't quite cateh on.  What is what shape 1
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Hamburger Tooked puzzled.

* Dat," hesaid, * das mein friend. Das ist ein shape."

Wharton gave it up.

" Yea, I dare say you're right,"” he eaid.
it is | shape.”

He hadn't the faintest idea what Hamburger was talking
about, but he thought he might as well agree. But Hamburger
did not eppesr to bo satisfiod.

" Ach! You underatand not. 1t is ein shape, s it 1"

Hofimann undertook to explain,

“ Mein friend Franz he mean wape,” he explained. * He
tinks tat tat is & yape of the Frenchmen, ain't it.  Ven he say
shape, he mean yape.”

i Eh .z. rF

“ When he ray tat it is a shape, he means fat it iz vun yape.™

“ Which ™

* Yape 1" said Hoffmann, growing excited, and nprcndi;:;g out
the pa me of his hands in his efforts to explain. ™ Yape!

Yape 1°®

"thnpe,“ raid Hamburger, nodding.  “ It iz ein shape,”

“ o means tat it iz ein yape”

" Oh,"” exclaimed Wharton, a light breaking upon him, ™ You
menn a jape!"

The German bova nodded and grinned,

“ Ach! Du habst Recht,” grinned Hamburger.

“ Dat 18 right, ain't it 1" said Hoffmann, “ Ven he says o
shape, he means a yape, after.”

“Ha, ha, hat Yes, it's a jape——the French kids aro going
to jape us, and they are peing to pet badly japed themselves.™

“ A shape,” murmured Nugent. ** And when he smq-a shape,
he means yape, which means jape. Thir is too fonoy.’

The secouts marched on, chuckling to themselves over the
ghape, yvape, or jape. They came in sight of the cross-rosds,
with the thick r:{ump of trees in the middle where the lanes
met, The French juniora were in ambush, but the keen eyes
of the secouta detected faces looking cut from the foliage.

“Aach! I tink 1 eees den,’ Frite Hoffraann remarked,

Hamburger chuckled.

I sees dem too, ain't it §9

" What-ho,” &aid Kuogent.
out under thet beech,
in seouting.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ' "'

The scouts, chuckling, marched on, Billy Bunter discreetly
dropping to the rear

Az they came within twenty wavdas of the clump of trees,
Harry W]"’:ﬁrh}ﬁ gave a long, plercing whistle,

It wos answered from s hedge, the hedge nearcst the clump
of trees.  In a twinkling the hedze soemed alive,

Creyiriers fellows poured cut of it in erowds.

Naot only Removites, but £ of the Thivd Form, and bipger
fallows b&!an;{in% to the Upper Fourth, came whooping into view.
Wharton had directed Bob Cherry to have at least a score of
fallows at hand, There were more than tweo secore pouring from
ithe cover of the hedges and trees.

They gave a ringing whoop, and rushed into the clump where
the Freneh juniors were ambushed.

The attack came as p Surprise.

Meunier and Co. were watching the advancing sconts, and
had no eyesz for anything elee, in any other direction.

The sudden whoop of the Greviriars contingent took them
utterly Ly surprice, and they were gtaring about them in wonder
when the rush came. L

Right into the clump of trees came the trampling joniors,
yelling and whooping now at the top of their voices.

Bob Cherry waved his cap a3 he led the rush,

“ o for 'em 1™ he roared.

" Hurrah !

* (Hve "em socks 1™

* Down with the giddy alicns '

Tn & moment or two they were fairly upon the French juniors,

Meunier and Co, startled alinost out of their wits, jumped
up. and tried to offer some resistance.

But they were swept out of the trees by the rush of Greyiriarg
fellows, as o mouse 18 swept out of a drain-pipe by a rush of
rain. :

* Mon Dieu !" gasped Adolphe, * Zis iz a trick.”

“ Helas '

i GI'E] 1 ¥

HAmoi! Amei!"

With many o gasp and wvell the French were swept out into
the road in the direction of the scouts who were advancing from
the wvillags.

As they eame bundlng and scrambling out into the sunshine,
the acouts roared with laughter. The sipht was absurd onough ;
and moat abaurd of all was the expression on moat of the French
fnces,

The French juniors were utterly bewildered and taken aback,
treathless and confused, and hardly seemed to know where they
were or what they were doing, L

Some of them were fighting, some running, and some rolling in
tho dust, i
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" Ya, ha, ha!*

The seouts roared—English and Gormana joinlng In a yelling
chorus of merriment.

Billy Bunter eackled away with great enjoyment.

Adolphe Meunier tore himself away from the grasp of a junior,
and glared towarda the seouts.

He had been taken by surprise and utterly ronted. But he had
heaps of pluck. He shrieked to his followess.

Amol! Zisvay! Zereiz e foe !

Hz pointed to the In‘u%h‘mg Germane, and a yell from the
French juniors answered him.

The Greyiriars fellows were behind them, the Germans in front,
blocking the way of fight. Meunier waved his hands frantically.

* Zere it ze foe ! Sharge |7

“0Oui! Oui!"®

* ¥ive la France ! "

And the dishevelled, duaty French junfors shrieked and
chargod. The Greyiriars fellows were charging behind them, so
they had every incentive for charging rapitﬁ:..r. And the chargo
took the seguts by surprise, They o t to havo beon, az truo
Boy Beouts, propared anything. ut they were doubled up
with laughter, and for the momeant helpless.

Right at them the French juniors tore, shrisking and shouting,
and they were among and over the scouts in a twinkling,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
First Ald |

F* 4 TCCK up ! ** shouted Harry Wharton.
But it was too late |
Wharton, Hoffmann, and Mark Linley put up a
fizht, but were swept over by numbers, and left sprawl-
Ing in the dust.

The rest went down with hardly a blow.

Over thern serambled and swarmed the excitad French juniors
shricking and crowing like a whele farmyard.

It would have fared hard with the scouts but for the help of
Bob Cherry and bt comrades. Dint they were coming up tast,
and were on the scens almeat as seon as the Freach.

Meunder and Co. had the zatisfuction of knocking the scouta,
German and English, into a cocked hat, and then he and his
friends were swept awny.

Some of them fighting, and all of thom shrieking, they were
rushed off the spof, and went acattering up the lanes and into
tha ficlds.

Harry Wharton sat up.

His nose felt as if it had been run over biaa particularly large
wargon, and his left eye az if & Nasmyth hammer had been at
work on it.

“ My only hat ! ho pasped.

. ﬁ:ﬁl? Himmel ! e

He looked ronnd him. Fritz Hoffmann was blinking at him
with two cvyes that wore surrounded with a charmimg art shade
of blug. Haraburger was mopping his noss with a handkerchief,
which was rag?ly asamming & crimson hus. The other scouts
wera more or le3s aimtlarly damaged, and their clothes wers Lhick
with the duat of the lane,

“ T say, vou fcllows

It was o weak and quavering voiee {rom Billy Bunter.

The fat junior, with his usual discretion, had been keeping
carefully in the rear, but on this cccasion discretion did not
prove to be the better part of valowr, TFor Bunter was directly
in the way of the fiying French juniors, and he had been knocked
down in the flight, and at least helf a dozen Fronch fellows had
't.ramlﬂeqi over him, Bunter waa cpvered with dust, and almost
coversd with hroses, and thero was a *' thin red line " pro-
ceeding from his fat noas.

He ﬁrormc’! about for his apectacles, and found them, foriunately
unbroken, He sat in the dust, too exhausted to rise, and
blinked round him,

OBt slive, Bunter " zaid Harry, laughing.

“ I—TI think ' dying,’ said Bunter fesbly. " I—T've Leen
'!:.ra'l.rn]}]i_-:d oit, I'm coverad with l:lzga blaclk bruises, and my
left leg i broken in threo phaces.'

“Too bad | Bebter have it amputated,” said Ogilvy. *1If
you like I'll begin with the big blade of my pocket-knife.”

* Oh, really, Ogilvy ! 1 amn not sure that the leg is broken,
but the ankie I sprained. It's awfal, I—1 feel very foint
Could one of you fellows get me something to dreink t°

" There's seine water in the ditch,” said Nugsnt,

vi]i'!‘ E}h:;.:i:-r-benr would do, or lemonade. It 't far to the
" Ha, ha, ha!™

* My ankle’s out of joint, and

** Here, that won't do.” exclaimed Nupent seriously. * 1f
your enkle's out of joint the sconer it's shoved in again the belter.
Lend me a hand, Ogilvy."

“ What-ho ! " gaid the Seottish junior.

They ran towards Bunter. He eyved them with somoe unes=i.
nes3—not without reason.  Heo knew of ald how bLittle sympathy
he was likely to get from fellows in the Remove.

* 1—I say, you fellows——""

* Catch hold of his foot, Ogilvy, and I'll take his knee, and
we'll soon have his ankle all right," #aid Nugent, having
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ascortalned n a moment that there wa# nothing at all
wrong with Bunter’s ankle,

“ (th, really, you fellows——'

“ It*s all right, Bunter, wa won't let you grow up a lame idiot,
if wo can help it. Wo're qualified to render first aid.”

iy ;:-EI-I}"BB, ﬁt---hutﬂ 1"' "

" Take o tight prip, Ooilvy.’

“I1've got himf.g" [;ni.u:iqj{}gihr:.r. And indeed he had: he waa
gripping Bunter's foot with both hands, and with all his strength,
and Bunter gave a yelp of pain,  Fven through the boot he felt
that vice-like grip.

“ Now I'll pet o good hold on his knee™ i

Bunter went over on hiz hack, and Nugent gripped his kneo,
He gripped as hard as Ogilvy, and the kneo was not so well pro-
tected as the foot. Billy Bunter yu‘:l}fﬂ with anguish.

“Owl Legeo! Yow-wow! Owl
* What’s the matter 1 *
“Ow! Ithurts! Tepgo! Yow!™

“ Of course it hurts, but it will be all right when we have got
the joint back again.*

* I—I mean the knee—ths ankle’s all right.”

" You said it was cut.”

" It"s—it"s gome back njizairl. T think,” stammered Buanter,

' Nonsense ! It couldn’t! Pull away, Ogilvy.”

* Right-ho."

“Ow! Yow! I—I think perhaps it wasn't out, after all,”
Baid Bunter, wriggling in tho dust, “Ow! Yow! You'r
pinching my beastly leg! Ow ™

* She'n't be another minute ! "

“Owl! Yow!™

* The bone is bound to go—=—"

“"Yow! Grooh! You—you
ankle | I don’t want the bone to go !

villain! You'll break my
It's all right.”

“Hiuff ! Pull away, Opilvy.™
* What-ho 1
“Ow! Help! Rescunt! Murder! Yow!"

MNugent, releasing the fat juninr's koee,
“it'a all nght now. The ankle’s a2 sound a3 a dram.”
Billy Bunter szat up. He waz smothered with dust, and
brimming over with wrath.
“You—you heasts 1" ha roarved.

* There," gasped

“Yeou mutter pottera!

You've pinched my hbeastly leg black and blue., Yah!
Rotters t "
*“ Ha, ha, ha!"
“ Bogatal Yah!" :
“ My hat! He seema ;ull}-' Jively for a chap who was dying
“I look

juzt now, dotsn't he 1" aaid MNugent admiringly.
on this as a wonderful recovery, and & surpnsing result of
first aid administered by Doy Scoute.”

“Hn, ha, ha 1 "

“ You—ryou beasts——"

“Df course, we never expect pratitude from Bunter, AR
you fellows are witnesses, though, that his ankle iz ol right
now, and that we revived him when he was on the point of
expiring."

‘Ha, ha, ha '™ i .

‘Buﬂt.er atagpered to hiz fect. The jumors were all yelling
with laughter, and the German scouta as loudly as any. They
did not understand much of what was eaid, but they knew
that Bunter had been malingering, and had been taken ab
Lis word.

The French jumiors were gquite off the scene by this time.
Some of them, on distant spots, could still be observed, making
gesturss indicative of their great scomm for their conguerora.
Meunier and Lasalle and Chavannes were standing on a knoll
i full view, and they H.hruggﬂd their shoulderz alimost Lo their
earsn = the Greyiriars fellows locked in their direction. DBut
that, much to the surprise of Meunier & Co., only made the
victors laugh the more.

Harry Wharton looked at his dusty array, and the dusty
guests, with a slight feeling of dismay. He had not anticipated
thiz turn of eventa, and although ho really waa uot to blame,
he had allowed the Groyfriara puesis to get into e shocking
state, With discoloured eyes, and swollon nosea, and dusty
garments, he could imagine what impression the guests would
make upon the Head at Greyiriars.

But it could not be helped.

The scouts dusted one another down a3 well as they could,
snd mmade their appearance as respectable aa possible, and
then the march to Greyfriers was resumed. Lol Cherry and
hia victoripus band eczcorted them.  All the fellows were looking
a litile the worse for wear, 8o to speak, but they wern all in
the highest possible spirits.

There was a crowd of fellowa at the gates of Greyiriara to
greet them, and there were exclamations and stares when
they came in sight.

“My hat!"™ said Temple, of tho UP[}EI Fourth. ** They've
been dust-collocting, and no mistake !

** Oth, rather 1" said Dabney.

“ Halla ! Been through a motor collision 1" asked Fry.

A Bplendld Tale of Ha Wharton & Co.
and the Puplls of ClIff House.
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And Temple, Datmey & Co. chuekled. Buot the scouts
deigned no reply. They marched in at the gmtes, and up
to the house in pood order.

The great door was open, and on the threshold stood the
Head, to receive his guests. They marched up—dust and
discoloured eves and braised noses and all.

“ Blesa my soul ! " ejacniated the Head,

Wharton stepped forward.

" The Gorman acouts, =ip*?

The Head gasped.

* Extraordinary [ "

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER

A Startling Discovery.

. LOCKE was astounded, and for some moments he
could only gaze at the dusty and damaged scouts,

But he quickly recovered himself,

The German scouts had evidently been through some
adventures on the road, and so had the CGreyfriars lads who
accompeanied them, but the Head wisely left gl inguiry till
afterwards.

He welcomed the scoufs to Grevirars with the utmest
cordiality, speaking jin German ss good as their own, and
Franz Hambu rgrer replied im his own tongue, the juniors eatehing
& part of his meaning here and there.

hen the Gernon seputs were shown inte the dining-room,
where a cold collation had been laid for them after their journey,
which had been o long one.

" Decent chape ! Frank Nugent remarked, as the chums
went their own way. * We must do our bost to give them
& good time. The Head is going to show them over Greyfriura
m person, I hear,”

Wharton nodded.

" Yea, that will fill vo =ome time,' he remarled, ** After
that, & seouting contest 1 the woods is the idea. 1t will show
them the ecountry. We might full in with Meuanier & Co.
egam, too, and there will be sorme fun.”

“ Good 1
" The goodfulness would be terrific.”
‘I ray, you fellpws——"

* Bhut up, Bunter 177

“ I=I say, you know, don't you think tho German chaps
would take it kindly if I—I went in and grubbed with them
you know 3 °°

* My dear porpoise, the Fead is looking after them. Tf
¥ou goom, you'll get jumped on. Can’t you give your inside
n rest for an hour or twa,™

“ Well, I'm jolly hungry.”

:: Go and eat coke, then,” said Bob Cherry.

I comsicder that bruta), Cherry. Lool here, if you like
to come nlong to the tuck-shep, I'Il—"

* Oh, ring off 1

" Louk here, I don't mind giving a ventriloquial entertain.
ment this evening, to entertain the German chaps——"

* But we mind. Buzz off 1" gnid Wharton,

Bunter's eves plimmered behind his spectacles. Even the
worm will turn, and Boenter was o malicigus worm sometimes.

“Oh, don’t be & pig, Wharton ! ™

It was Bob Cherry's voice, and Harry swung vound in angry
Btlrpri#-e.

* What's that, Cheyry *

“Eh! 1 didn't spealk.”

“ Yon didn't speak ! Why, T heard ‘}'-:'ru——“

“ That {{m jolly well didn’t. 1——°

* Look here——*

" Look here i

“ Ow ! vow ! wow I
i It was a wail of anpuish from Bunter, who was wrigpling
in the prasp of Frank Nugent, Nugent administered o shake
to the fat jnnior which made him wrigele all the more,

COw! Oh, really, Nugent—bw—wow ! ¥

“TIt'a all right, Wharton,” said Nuogent wrathfolly, “it
wasn't Bob that spoke. [t was this ventriloguising worm.”

" Owawow ! It was enly & joj-j-joke ! M

* He played the zame trick on us before,” said Nugent.
Y But it won't work twice,”

1t wae & §oj-joke.”

U Then you'd better not j-j-joke in that way any more,™
sarl Nupent, shaking the fat jonior till he guivered like a
jelbv. " You—you fat worm ! "

" I=—TI—oh, really e

Harry Wharten's brow darkened.

“T'm osorry, Bob,” he said. * Of course, T ought to have

puessed. Buanter, if ;tvcru ever play a trick like that again, I'11
give you the hiding of your life.™

“ Qh, really, Wharton—leg-zo, Nupent—-="

Nugent let go, so suddenly that the fat junior dropped im
& heap on the ground. He sat there, groping for his glasses,
while the Famous Four walked away.

“ Beasts ' murmured Bonter, scerambling to hiz  feef,
“Rotters | I place my wonderful gifts at their disposal,
and this is what I get in return.  1'm jolly well going to have
a feed, though. My conatitution always suffers il it isn't
kept up by constant nourishment.™

ut there was no feed for Rilly Bunter.
the little Chinee, who was ususlly relling in money and very
reckless with it, had none for Bunter that afterncon. Billy
was in an extremely bad temper. He felt that he was injured
ancd that both circumstances and persons were agoainst him,
He wns hanging disconsclately round the ituck-shop when
the Germen guests appesred, accompanying the Head upon
& tour of intpection round the old sclhool.

Hamburger and his iriends were delighted with all they saw?

They wvisited the old library, where were many procious

maenuseripta that could not have been found anywhers else
in the kingdom—the Form-rooms, the gynmasium, the swim.-
ming-bath. Then they looked at the ruined tower, one of
tha most ancient relies of ancient Grayfrinrs.
_ Beveral fellows kept the party company on their tour of
mmgpection, and all listened with preat respoct while the Head
was explaining thingz to the visitors: though, as ho spoke
:;n German, the English boys wnderatood very littlo of what
e said.

Billy Bunier accompanied the party, in & mood for mischief.

*“"And this,” =aid tﬁnﬁeaﬂ, a8 they stopped before a huge
lloek in the wall of the inner chamber uP the ruined tower,
“ this iz the entrance to a secret chamber, in which, more
than o century ago, the bones of & prisoner wore found—s

r wretch who had evidently starved to death there.”

The Greyviriars fellows standing round knew what he was
saying, and would have known if he had been talking in Urdu
or Arabic. For that stone block was one of the historie sights
of Greyiriars. 1t revolved on it ventre——or rather was mmado
to do 50, but it had since been firmly secured. Bovs had
shown s predilection for venturing into the secret chamber,
and the stone had been secured by a former Head of Greyfrinrs,

Thie (German seouts gazed at the stono door in awe and
intarest.

"' And it is not that it can be entered this time, sin't it 1™
asked Hamburger.

The doctor shaok hiz head.

* No—it has been fastenod up for years.™

“Dennoone can go in "

Y No one”

Hamburger looked a little disappointed. He would gladly
have explored the scerct chamber in the thickness of the stone
wall, where the skeleton hoad been discovered. The vmitors
were about to turn away, when suddenly & sound struck upon
their ears.

The Head started viclently.

The Garmans stared blankly st the revelving stone,

For the sound they had heard was & low, [aint moan, and
it had seemed to procecd from behind that closed stone door,

*Ach ! murmured Hamburger., * Vat vos tat 1"

“ 1 =ay, you feMows, the place is haunted,™

* Great Beott 1" muttered Hazeldene, ' Did vou hear that,
chaps 1"

* There's somebody in there,” said Bulstrode.

“ Faith, and it's right ye are ! exclaimed Micky Dosmond,
“ Tf ye plaze, sory, theve's somebody in the secret chamber™

The Head looked amazed and troubled.

“ Iinpossible. The door is fastened.”

" Hark 1"

From the sceret chamber came a low, prolonged moan.

“Ach! Somevun is dere !

" Good heavens ! murmured tho Head., “ Is it possible |
Soma foolish boy may have contrived to vnfasten the door,
and entered, and may have been shut up there.”

Chroan !

* Great Scott | 7 muttered Bulstrode.

The Head turned guite pale.

The (ermans were looking atartled and scared. Every eys
was turned upen the great stone. Dir. Locke stepped towards
it, and tapped.

“ I3 anyone there "

Faintly, as if muffled by the distance and the thick ztone,
& voice came back.

“Yez! Bave me!'"

Even Wun-Lung,

* That's plain enough,"

“PLUCK,” "% “THE FIGHTING PARSON.”

T —
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l * Ach, tat 1s it gasped the German hoy.

“ Ha, HaT Hal" roared Nugent, *It's his giddy English. He mea

. P L

nt qu séitlé_wlth us, not to seiile us. ,
]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Mystery.

HERE was horror in every fnce.
Someons was shut up in the secret chamber ; and how
long the poor wretch had been confined there was a
matter of guesswork. Howurs, perhaps, or, if the prisoncr
was not a Greyiriarz fellow—as was possible—perhaps daya.
In the thick stene walls of the secret chamber he would nol be
able to malke his voice heerd, and the old tower was seldom

visitad.

Yet, how had he entered the place ¥

Dr. Locke exmmined the fastening of the stone door. It
way clamped with iron, and the long rivets had not been dis-
turlbed.

The door had certainly nof becn ﬂpul'md.

Dir. Loeke possed his hand over his brow.

* Thore must be ancther entrance to the secret chamber, of
which tho oxistence has never been suspected,” he muarmured.
* This unhappy person has entercd, snd doubtless the door
has elosed upon him. Horrible 17

“Ach! It is derrible '™

* Awiol 1" said Billy Bunter.

The Head looked round.

* Bkinner, run ng quickly as you can to Gosling's lodge, and
tell him to come here at once, and bring & crowbar."

Y Covtanly, sie"

And Skinner cut off.

Tue MacweT Lizrany.—No. 80.

Ry this time the news of tho strange and painful discovery
in the tower had spread, and half Greyiriars was crowding to
the epot.

Thgﬂnﬂmﬁ goon reached the Famous Four, and they came along
with the Removites, and fellowa of the Upper Fourth and the
Fifth and Sixth crowded with them into the old tower.

Spacious as it was, it waa soon crowded, and the Head had to
order that no more hoys should come in.

Wharton and Co., however, were already in, though at the
back of the erowd. Harry was looking angry. He could guess
a very oasy explanation of the mystory ; but it was impossible
to pive Bunter away, if hiz surnuse was corvect,

Ly, Locke lrﬂ[!'[lﬂ'{] at the stone door again.

* Can vou hear me, my poor fellow 17

“ Yex, ain™

“ Yau are in the scerct chamber 1"

“Yeou, T am ‘ere.’’

Al 1" parmured the Head, ™ The boy, or whoever it im,
does not belong to Greyfriars. It iz evidently an uncducated
person.

He tapped at the

"* Have courage !
can be opened.”

" 1'm dying of "anger 1"

* Bless my goul t "

stone again.
You shall be released 08 sean a8 the door

Ed IEIF ! il
‘“ Help is coming | *
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Crroan.

The Doctor's face was the picturs of disiress, Moat of the
erowd leoked pale and awestricken, The fellow must be a
trespasser, to he in the old tower at all; but the thought of &
feilow-vreature dving of hunger in the stone chamber was
terriblo.

D, Locke took off hia gold-rimmed glasses, wiped them
feverizhly, and put them on .ufain- (rosling, tho achool-porter,
came back with Skinner, with a heavy erowbar in his hand
His face showed his atrong disbelief in the yarn he had heard
from Skinner.

Y Gosling !
chamber——""

“ It ain't possible, sir," zaid Gosling. ** Wot T says iz this
*ore, thers's the hiron elampa still on the stone, sir ! ¥

* There is some other entrance, He has ealled to us for help.
Ramowve the clampa immedintely.*

4% *EIF t w

Gosling sfarted as the voice eame from the stone wall ogain,
gnid he turned visibly pale.

“ By gosh | " he murmured.

* Lose no time, Gosling ! "

** Buttingly, sir, I'll soon "ave the hirem hoff, sir 1™

And Gosling set to work with the crowbar,

But to wrench off the iron l:'.1un::|]_]H, Bﬂuuml}r riveted to the
stone, was ne light task, end Gosling had never been known
to exert himself much., Mo fapged away for a few minotes,
and then stopped to reat.

“ Qo on, Gosling | Lose no timo Y

Gosling snorted.

* Yes, mir ! Wot I aays is thiz "ere, sir, a man ain’t got more™n
his strength, sir, and this = a "ard job 1 ™

Franz Hamburger stepped forward.

“ Tat you giffs me ta crowpar | ' he said,

* Why, vou eguldn’t— -

" GFiff him to me "

The CGerman acont took the erowbar from (osling’ hand,
and the porter, though he made a show of resistance, was glad
enough to part with it. He willingly looked on, while Ham-
burger set to work.

The brawny Coerman lad made better progress than Goaling.

He soon finished wrenching oft the iron clamp Gosling hod
atarted on, and then commenced HIT&!I‘HﬁI}[’Iﬂ on the other.

Thoe crowd looked on with anxious impationee. IDr. Locke
aremed to be counting the momeonts. No sound had besn heard
from the seoret chamber for some time. The Head, when
Hamburger paused to breathe for o moment, tapped on the
stone, and called out to the hapless prisoner.

But thers was no reply.

The Head tapped and called three or four times, but still the
some dead ailence reigned, and the good okl Doctor shivered.

Had the hapless boing perished, with rescue so near at hand 1
Was he lying in a faint on the cold stone floor of the secret
chamber 1

The Hemd watched Hamburger with eager, anxious oyes.
The sturdy scout wiclded the erowbar manfully,

“I—1I con't

0k, it's awfol ' murpgred Billy Bunter,
gtond it. Lemme get out !

And he squirmed his wavy through the erowd towards the
doorway into the Close. But, before ha could pass through
that doorway, a grasp of iron descended upon his neck, 9
sguirmed round in torror.

“ Oh, really, Cherry 4

“You young sweep!" said the wvoles of Harry Wharton,
and he glared down at the fat junior. * You—"

* Oh, really, Wharton—-—""

Clang !

The second eclamp crashed on the stone floor. Wharton
looked round apgain towards the secret chamber, and Bunter
wriggled from his grasp and escaped. Dr. Locke pushed thoe
revolving stone, and the crowd watched him breathlessly,

With a ereak the great stone turned.

A dark aperture was revealed, extending deep into the thick.
neas of the wall, and the dim light of the interior of tho tower
did not extend far into it

The boys peered into the darkness of the secret chamber with
awo.

What did that gloom coneeal ?

“ Briong a light ! " said the Head.

Bulatrode had already fetched hiz bievels lantern. e
lighted it, and handed it to the Head.

Dir. Locke stepped into the socrot chamber.

The rays of the lantern glimmered on dark, damp walls of
stone ; on creeping things that ran and crawled in startled con-
fusion in the unsceustomed light.

But there was ne sipn of a human being.

Thers was no sign of another entrance to the chamber.

Dir. Locke looked to pnd fro, and up and down, and round
anhout, in blank amazement.

The scouts pressed forward, and they too searched the secret
chamnber.
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There is a poor fellow shut up in the secret

But it waz empty !

Thoy atared ot one another blankly. Aill had heard that
faint voice appesling for help, and it ssemed impossible that the
room should be empty, but empty it was.

“ Blesg my soul ! ¥ murmured the Head.

“ Ach! Den it is a shape ! ™

A whatt ™

* A shape——ein joket"

“Oht" A lizht jbmka on the Head. * I—T suppose so
We have been tricked. BSomeons was pretending to be dying,
and has left by the other entrance while we were bresking in
the door. A very impudent and foclish joke ! "

And the Head, very red in the face at the thought that he,
the revered Head of Greglriars, hed been jested with in this
manner, stepped out oftho secret chamber, and directed Gosli
to fasten up the door again. '

The erowd dispersod, diseussing the myeterious incident, and
wondering who could possibly bave dared fo play fthat jape
on the Head.

But Wharton knaw—and he wont to look for Billy Bunter.
He pieked up a atick to aid him in tho sesrch.

But Bunter was not to be found. He knew that he was
suspeoted, and for soms tinie after that he gave the Famous
Four a wide berth.

[ T

THE TENTH "CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Keeps Waich 1

HE tour of Inapoction was over. Although the Head was
T indignant, the erman Scouts Tather enjoyed the jole
than otherwise. They were atill chuckling over the
mysterious voice from the secret chamber, when they

met the Remove scouts in the Remove Formo-room.

A seoubing contest in Friardele woods was exactly the thing
they wanted, and the Remove scouta wera willing to ablige.
The posaibility of another brush with the French juniors from
Here Fosenblaum's school was attractive to the scouts of houth
parties, Tt would add to the excitement, and make it a great
deal more like real warfare. After the scouting, it was arrangad
that they wore to return to Greviriars (o a late tea and, if thero
were tims, the Junior Operatic Society meant to give a little
concert hefore they had to cateh their train back to London,

Two Remove patrols, led by Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry,
accompanied the German scouts when they marched out from
Greyiriara,

Wharton's patrol wan to attack the (erman, the latter holding
B strong position on the bank of the 8ark ; and Bob Cherry and
his scouts, in the meantime, wers to patrel the wood and keep
an eye open for 8 real enemy.

As they tramped down the lane, Franz Hemburger gavo a
gudden chuckle.

“ Val i3 tat 1" asked Fritz Hofimann,.

* Look t—rpehind te hedge !

The scouts looked in the direction indicated Hamburger’s
ned, and they saw what the keen-eyed scout had discerned.

A head wes raizsed above the level of the hedge, and a pair of
black eyes were watching them.

Only the cap and the eyes under it could be seen, but the
(Greyfriara juniors knew very well to whom thoss eyes belonged.
it was Adolphe Mesunier who wes watching from behind the
hedpe.

“FTE]mt means more trouble,” grinned Nugent. ' All the
batter ! "

A little further on, from a rising point of ground, the scouta
looked back, and saw Meunier scuttling awsy ot top apeed
towards the Foreign Academy.

Then they entercd the wood., Harry Wharton knew the
ground well, and he had setected an excellent spot for the
purpoae of the scouting contest.

The German scouts tock up their position on a rising ground
by the bank of the rippling Bark, and the seouta of Groyfriara
undertook to sarprise the position and capture it.

The boys entered into the conteat in high spirita, ]

The German colours wero planted on o saphing on the highest

int. of the knoll, and the scoute from the Fatherland, with

ritz Hofimann, were on guard, while Wharton's patrol retired
inta the wood. ; ;

Mesnwhilo, Bob Cherry was kecping guard on the side
towards the Foroign Acsdemy, patrolling the woodland paths
with his scouta, on the watch for any advance of the French
juniors, )

; In case of an attack, all the scouta were, of course, to join
forces, and stand shoulder to shoulder for the purpose of giving
purticularly warm * beana ™ to Adolphe Meumer et Cio.

Bob Cherry scattersd his sconts i a line along the paths,
and himszslf occupied a point where three footpaths met.

He sat down on a grassy bank, hidden, himself, by the bushes,
and watched two of the paths, with his ears keenly on tiw
alert for any gound from t third ]}E.ﬂl, behind him.

Suddenly he gave a start. There was the sound of a footfall
on the path behind—a soft, gentle feotfall, which seomed

Wharton & Co.
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Ei:- Bob's keen ears to be made by someone creeping stealthily
ong.

The junior grinned quietly. He had mo doubt that the
French juniors had discovercd him on the wateh there, and
wers creeping round io take him by surprise, to silence him
before he could give the alarm.

He silently rose to his feet. Ho could not ¢ee through the
thicketa into the path whenee the footsteps come; but he
waited, listening, a3 they came closer,

Hiz idea was to let them close up till they wera almost upon
him, and then leap out into the path with a whoop, and atartle
them out of their wits. e chuckled inaudibly as he thought
of the shrieks the Frenchmen would give.

Closer came the footseps! Soft as they were, Bob could
distinguish that they were made by two personz, and he heard
a mistle of clothing brushing against the thickets,

Clascr and cleser | With a sadden terrific yell, which would
have startled a Rod Indian on the war.path, Bob Cherry leaped
out into the path. )

The crash of the thickets, the wild, ringing whoop, were
fullowad by startled shrieks—but not French shrieks.

Two girls atarted back, shrigking with unfeigned terror, as
Bob Cherry burst upon them from 1516 wood.

* My dness !V

* Oh, dear !

Ei“ M-orn-m-m-m-my hat { ™ gasped Bob Chorry. ** Marjorie t
ara !

His faco went crimson. He would heve given a term's
ocket-money at that moment for the earth to open and swallow
im up,.

Tlmpsnft- footfalls had belonged to the two girls from Cliff

Houzs, and there were no French juniors in sight.

Marjorie and Clara shrank back among the hes, their eves
wide with terror; but they were reassured ns they recapnised
Bol Cherry.

“ Oh, dear | "' said Marjorie, * it—it i= Bob Cherry | Why—
why did you do that 2 "

" By goodness ' said Miss Clara, “ of all the duffors—-™"

* Oh, Clara ! ™'

“ O all the duffers,”” repeated Misa Clara obatinately., ' Of
a]l‘ t}m {luf;em, L think Cherry takes the—the bigcuit.™

* The whole bekery,” added Mz Clara, on reflection.

“ Je—=l—=1'm awiully sorry,” stammered poor Bob. I L |
I'm keeping watch, you know. I—I—J——"

“Is thet how vou keep watch t " asked Marjorie Hazeldene,
innocently.

a4 I_!_I__'II‘

“It's one of the rules of the Boy Beouts, T sup
Miss Clarn demurely. *f Is it a new rule, Cherry, to
like that t ™

Bob could not get redder, for his face was like a wall-boiled
beetroot now,

“ Oh, Mizs (lara—I'm sorry, Marjorie ! I'm keeping watch
against those French bounders, you know, and 1 thought—m"'

" He thought we were French bounders,' said Mizs Clara.
“ 1 understaiul. We had better take our walk in some other
direction, Marjorie, or woe may be taken for French boundera

ain.'’ -

Marjorie lnughed.

“ Yes, 1 think we had better.”

“ Oh, don't go,” said Bob Cherry; " T really——"

“ Oh, we cannot risk heing taken for French bounders again ;
our nerves are nob strong enough,' said Miss Clara. * Good-
'b ﬂ."

}"“ 'ﬂ"ﬂﬂd -h:i"ﬂ'"

Bob Cherry stood hat in hand az the twe girls walked away.
When they had dmssppesred among the trees, he thought he
heard the sound of & rippling laugh.

“Well, of all the asses ! " muttered Rob Cherry. “ I don't
ﬁifnk ¥ ever made such a giddy idict of myself in all my natural

fore.”

He stood for several minutes on the spot without moving
The incident had quite confused him, and he was keenly con-
geious of the absurd figure he cut in the eyes of the Cliff House

irls. And-—painful to relate of & Boy Scout—he forgot that
was on ﬁiard in thinking of hiz unlucky misadventure. A
rustle in the trees near at hand pessed unmoticed; and he
did not know that he was in denger till an arm was thrown
round hia neck from behind, and he was dragged to the ground.

iL G]_: 1_ El]

Ho gasped, half-choled, and strugeled forionsly.  But five
or zix figures leaped from the thickets and piled upon him,
He tried to vell a warning, but a hand was tightly clasped
over his mouth.

“Ciel! Ve have him "

* Ve have ze Engleesh nss, mes gargons.™

“Ha, ha, ha1"

* Fig ia vere vo laff ! Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bob Cherry writhed under the grasp of the foe.

He had been surprised, aftor all, by the French juniors, and
now he was a helpless prisoner in their hands, and unable to
give the alarm. : 2 ;

Adolphe Meunier rolled him over in the grass, and sat on his
chest, Iooking down at him with an agreeable grin,
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“Mon amil! Ve have capture you, mon ami.”

HGeerr ! grunted Bob,

** 1 zink zat you are ze prizoner, mon ami—eh ¥

* Br.r-r-r-r | "

* Chovannes, zat you ' Rtuff z¢ gag into z& mouf! ™

“ (i, oni 1" chirruped Chavannes,

And Bob Cherry, in epite of hin despoerato resistance, was
gagged.

" Now zat you tie ze hands of him, mon Henri."

“Oui, oui ! grinned Lasalle.

* Algo zo feet, mon comrade."

* Zo feet shall be also tia.”

And the unfortunate Removite of Greylriare was reduced ta
utter helplessness. Then his eaptors rose, and grinned down at
him in the most provoking way.

Bob Cherry glared back. He eould do nothing but glore, buad
his plares only moved the mirth of the French juniors,

el ! Ze victory is to us, mes amis,"’

“ Brave 1 "

“ ¥Vive la France ! "

“ Zia duffair iz place on ze vatch, and ve surprise him a8
easy o8 anyzing.'

i Hﬂl;'rﬂ}l' ! ER ]

Y Now ve goes for ze ozzers, and for ze Sherman pEEgB.:
gaid Meunier. * Follow me, mes braves ! Ve avenges 3edan !

“ Oui, oul, oui! Vive la France ! " .

And the French juniors plunged into the bushes, leawn
Bob lying where he was in the middle of the unfrequen
fﬂ{rtl:ml.i:-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes Terms !

OB CHERRY'S fcelings may be better imagined than

B described, a= he lay in the thick grass, with tha nsects

buzzing in his ears, and watched the juniors of the
Foreign Academy steal away into the wood.

Adolphe Meunier & Co. were going to surprise the scouta
of Gireyfriars and their German puests, and there wos little
doubt that they would succeed.

Meunier had guessed that there would be scouts on the waich
and by a Jucky stroke he had penctrated the line of sentries,

Bob's nearest comrades were too far away to hear any !
he might make now, and he ecould not give the almrmn. His
men would go on watching, ignorant of the fact that a score
of French juniors had passed fieir leader. i

Wharton and the Germans would be taken by surprise when
they were in the midst of their mimie conflict, taken at every

dizadvantago.

Bob Cherry writhed in the as he thought of it. Ha
eould have kicked himself for allowing the French juntors
to surprise him and master him so easily, .

What was to be done T Minute followed minute, and tha
sturdy junior struggled with his bonds in vain, Chevannes
and Lasalle had bound him, and they had not nieant to loave
anything to chance. They had put encugh rope round him
to tie up half & dozen men. The work was done thoroughly ;
and wriggle as Bob Cherry might, he eould not get a limb
loose. Neither could he chew away or eject the gap from his
mouth. A vell to his cormrades would have been encugh to give
the alarm ; but that vell it was impossible to utter.

His excrtions threw him into s white glow of heat, and he
desisted at last from sheer exhaustion, with & seporate ache
in evary bone of his bady. .

“ M.m-memn 177 he muormured—* memem-m-m-m | That
was all he could utter. _ ]

Besides the terrible heat and the fatigue, other worres
gettled npon him. The grass, which looked cool and restful at
a plance, proved on eloger examination to be alive with things

‘that crawled and wrigglad and few.

Gnats began to explore the recesses of his noss and eard
and the roota of his hair. Ants went on self-conducted toura
through his clothing. Beetles walked round him and over
him, and field spiders, donbtless taking him for a freah addition
?E B permanent nature to ti;f:ir surroundings, began to spin webs
rom point to point npon his person.

Bo!Faﬂlm:rr}r E{?l-t-lnd iin obnioxious visitors by the dozen, by
rolling over gnd over in tho grass, and bomping against
roots of the trees.  But g9 fast a3 he got rid of some, others cams
to take their places, and he felt too utterly ingpﬂc‘ll to move.

“ My word 1 ¥, he murmured inaudibly, ™ this is a piemel
Talk about putting prisoners to the giddy torture! Ok,
wouldn’s T give ten years of anybody's life to |EIIi;l;! that chap
Meuonior cne pood right-hander right on the nose !

He gave a sudden start and listened. There came 2 sound of
footsteps on the path. He brightened with hope. 1t was &
very unfrequen path, But it wes sometimes used, and
certainly there was someone coming now. It might be one of
his own comrades—or a French fellow, or a stranger. Ha
wriggled round to get a view of the new-comer.

Wharton & Cos
IHif Bouse,

A Eplend!d Tale of Harnp
# and the Puplls of
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A fat formn and a glimmering pair of spectacles came into
view,

It was Billy Buonter.

Bob Cherry’s lioart beat with hope. If the fat junior came
straight on, ho could not fail te walk right inte him. But
Bunter wns looking about himn through his glasses, evidently
selecting & spot to ait down. He had a parcel in his hand, and
it waa pretty clear that he hod come to that retired spot for a
quiet feod all to himself

The fat junior was still a dozen varda from Boh when he
found a spot that suited him. He sat down on the projecting
root of a great tree, and gave a grunt of satisfaction. Tt was
warm afternoon.  Billy Bunter pushed his atraw hat upon the
back of his head, and unfestened hia parcel,

“This i3 really ripping,” he murmured aloud, and in the
silence of the wood every word came plainly to Bob Cherry's
ears. It was a stroke of luck potting four shillings for that
pocket-lknifo. It was guite an old one, too—Nugent had had
it a long time. I dare say he won't migs it till I've had my

tal-order, and then I can buy it back from Stott and let him
ave it. Nugent does make such a fuss over a trifle. H'm
I think Tl begin with the gingor-beer.”

Pnp !

Grargle !

Bob Cherry wns vainly tryving to make same sound to attract
the fat junior's sttention. Anybody but Bunter would have
BPCTL hin wrigeling in the path, but Bunter was too short-
pighted. Bob might have wriggled there till dark, and Bunter
would never have seen him.

There was only one resource, Bob began to roll steadily over
and over, in the direetion of Billy Bunter. It was laborious
and pawnful work., But it brovght himn graduslly nearer the
Hﬁ-llt‘t-urr}f nemchker,

o “eit that was nice," aaid Bunter, as he set down an empty
atone bottle. ** PEI'hHiﬂ T ought to have brought more tl?an
threa ginpers.  But four hob doosn't go far, and I had to havo
ham and cold chicken, Where's that blessed knife *

The Owl of the Remove started.

He was too busy eating to indulge in any further reflections,
glovud or unuttered. Dob Cherry rolled over and over, to the
accompaniment of the steady champing of Billy Bunter’s jaws.

Nearer and nearer !

Billy Bunter finished his cold chicken and his hemn. He was
about to begin on pudding when at last he caught sight of Bob,
who had rolled witﬂin o vard of him.

“M-mememy  word!"  ejaculated Bunter. ** W.wh-wh-
what's that * "

Ho jumped up in alarm.

* Mone-min-mi-m-m ! 7 8aid Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, it's a boy—it's—my word! Is that wou,

Cherry 1"

* M-memern-m t "

“ Why don't you speak 1™

* M-me-ment-mem '
th“ Blessed if 1 can understand. How did you get tted up likes

at* ™

ik M-'I’I"t‘-'l'l'.l-il"l'j'-m-m l. 13 ]

“ Why, vou've got a gag in your mouth 1 ¥

* M-m-metn-mem !

Billy Bunter atooped down, cut the string that secured the
gagz in Bob™ mouth, and jerked it out. He did not offar to do
any more. He stood blinking at the hslpless scout, and
mechanieally munching pudding.

L Mememy hat ! gasped Bob Cherry, in & hoatse whisper—
hia voice had not roturned yet—*" I've had a horrid time | ™

“ How did you get like that 1 '

“ The Fmggim. They collared me.*

*“ Ha, ha, ha1™

* Nothing to cackle at, dammy. TUntie me, or cut the ropes -
ilr:]va got to get ofi and warn Wharton, or they'll take him by

rprise.

“ I don't know whether T cught to interfere,” asid Bunter,
blinking maditatively at tho scout.

" Lot me loose, you young aga '

“ Perhaps Meunier wouldn’t like it

“ Blow Meunier! Can't you stand by a chap helonging to
your own-scheol, vou—yo 1 fat worm t " demanded Bob Cherry
indignantly,

* I'm sincerely sorry, Cherry, but 1 shall have to think it out.
Mounior might give me a licking. Fve got a delicate constitu-
tion, and 1 can't stand lickings, If 1 were kopt up with d
ond constant nourishment. it would be different. But 1’ve
bern jolly short of grub lately."”

“* Cut me loose 1 *

“ Eup]i:o:au you were to stand me a feed at Mra, Mimble's,
Cherry, 1 dare say 1 could risk the licking from Meunier, then."

* You—yon-—you o

“IVa judt w3 you like, of courae; but I think you might
atand the feed."

* Will you lat mo logse * '

* You see, I've got & delicate conatitution.™
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“ Will you e
- lﬂvnﬁ if 1’1.1_1 not kept up by constant nourishment——"
'I —

* 1 might go into & decline. ¥You wouldn’t like me to fall
down dead at your feet all of & sudden, Cherry 1"

* Unfasten mo and I'll stand wou the feed,” said Bob, in a
choked voice. He could hardly speak above a whisper, 8o
numbed waa hin mouth from the gag: but fury choled him
more than anything else just now,

" I say, Chorry, that'a really decent of you, you know,” said

Bill:.r Bunter : still, however, making no movement to set him
at liberty. * What sort of a feed shall it be ¥ Pork pies, 1
supposs 1"

* Yes. Lot me loose™

* And a rabbit 1 "

*If you like. Untie me."™

* Any cold chicken 1™

“ Yes, yvea, yea. TTake thia rope off.”

* Becfsteak pudding, L suppose t™

* As much as vou like. Open your knife, will you t ™

“T've got & knife here. Any jam-tarts t™

“Yea; adozen. Be guick!™

“ What about eream puffa 1

* As many as you can eat. 'Will you buck up 1™

* Anything to drink 1"

* Everything there is in the blessed shop!™ gasped Bob
Cherey.  ** 1f you don't cut me looze I'll smash you ! *

Bunter stooped and sawed away at the rope. It was some
time before Bob Cherry was quite free, and Bunter had cut him
a2 well as the rope, in several places,

“Thers !™ suid Bunter at last. * You're all right. Tl
E&mimi you about that feed whon we get back to Greyiriars.

wih

Bol Cherry seized him by the neck and jammed him into
the grasa.

“Ow! Leggo! Yow !

“ I'l stand you the feed, ar I've promised,” growled Bob.
“ I'll stand you a licking, too, without promising. Take that—
anc that!*

“That ' and * that' were Bunter's pudding and tarts,
which Bob Cherry squashed vpon his fat face and rabbed there
with no gentle hand. Then e emptied the ginger-beer upon
the fat junior, and left him wriggling. He rushed away into
the wood, blowing shrill blasts upon his whistle to warn the
seouts of danger,

Billy Bunter sat up, 8 shocki
apectacles, and blinked through ¢
jam and ginger-heer.

“Ow! Tho beast ! Ow ! I wish T were twico as big na he is,
and I'd give him a fearful licking ! Ow ! yow 1™

#ight. He ped for his
mixturs agr;udding and

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Shoulder to Shoulder,

HIP ! Phip! Phip!
It was the warning whistle.

Harry Wharton gave a shout.
* Laok out !

Tho contest betweon the rival scouts had lasted over the honr,
snd Harry Wharton’s patrol could not be said to be getting the
beat of it. They had taken two prisonera, and lost three, and
Franz Hamburgor was still in possession of his fortress.

But the warning whistle fromn Bob Cherry stopped the Mmimie
warfaro at once. Tho real thing was at hand !

“Pax 1" shouted Wharton, I mean schtill, rahig, or
whatever you call it. The French are coming."

“ Vat-ho 1" called back Fritz Hoffrmann, ™ Tat 18 all nght,
ain't it 1"

* Dat iat so, pefore,’” said Franz Hamburper, and he came
freely out of cover, ** 1 tinks tat ve licks te French pounders,
pin't it 1"
~ And the scouts, Enclish and Gorman,
together, looking out for the rush of the

t was nearer than they dreamed.

For the French juniors had had time since leaving Bob Cherry
to got near the ition whars the contest was Eﬂ-il‘.lf on, and to
seout round and ascertain the position of the Greylriams acouts
and their Germen rivals,

But for the warning whistle the contesting aconts would have
been taken entirely by surprise, and ss the odds were against
them, they would certainly have had a very rough time, whether
Mcunier et Cie had sueceoded in * avenging S8edan ™ or nof.

As it was, the snemy wers upon the scouts belore the latter
Lad time to fully propare for them., They had expected Bob
Cherry to give warning hnmediately he aighted the foe; but
gm- ti}hu beat of reasons, as we know, Bob had not been able to

o that.

“Tat you lock oud, ain't it1" ejaculated Hamburger.
“ Hers dey come aftert”

“ My hat ! Hers thoy are already [

* Bhoulder to shoulder t "

risoners and all, drew
neh.

Bplendid Tale of H ‘Wharton &
o pl‘-.nn the Pupils o Ellﬂ’ﬁnuiu. R
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“ Hurrah 1 ¥
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Thero was a rustle end a rush in the thickets, Meunier
finding that all was discovered, wasted no more time jn stealth.
The French showed themeelves and charped at once,

Twenty juniors, shricking with excitement, dashed to the
altack.

" Give "em socks | ™ shouted Harry Wharton.

“"Hocht Hoch!"

“ Vive la France 1" )

And in a moment more the rival parties were mingling in a
wild and whirling fight. ' The odds were on the French side, and
they were full of courage and vim. The acoute, bravely as they
stood their ground, were faiely rushed owver.

Half of them were on the ground with French lads aprawling
over them, ahricking and clawing like so many cata m their
excitement, which nearly amounted to frenuy by this time.

The rest were etill fizhting, many of them with more than
ong opponent.

The fight waa sgainst the scouts, and it lopked as if the French
juniors would trinmph all along the line,

But there was a trampling in the wood, and a ringing shount.

“ Reacus, Qrayiriprs 1™

And Bob Cherry and his patrol rurhed upon the scene. Bab
bad not been long behind his whistle.

“ Hurrah t " gasped Harry Wharton. *' Give 'em sochs { ™

* o for 'em '™ roared Bob Cherry, setting the example.

And the scoutes rushed into the combat.

The arrival of the reinforcement completely changed the
aspect of affairs. 'The odds were now on the side of the scouta.

Adoiphe Meunier and his friends made a gallant stand. But
they were fairly licked.

Fi&l:t&ng to the last, they were chased right and left through
the thickets, and at last, completely ** knocked cut,” they ran.

The German snd Fnglish scouts remained in possession of
the ficld of battle.

A field of battle it veritably was, for there had been a great
deal of bloodshed—mainly from the nose,
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Roenald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurat, is
falsely accused of cheating in an exam. so one night,
packing up a few necessarles, he leaves Sandhurat with his
dog Roangh. He walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wesasex Regiment under the name of Chester, and iz sent
down ro Woolchester., Arrived there, Ronald nnfortunately
maneges 1o Tall Toul of Bagor, a bullving sergeant. and
Foxey Williams, & private, on the first day, and 30 he
comes in for s rough time, On the night that he is doing
hiz first sentry-go, Ian Chenys, hiz onserupulous step-
brother, enters the regiment as a sebaltern. Ronald is
persuaded to act As the reglmental champion against n
Navy boxer, but is drugged on the night of the flght. In
apite of this terrible handicap, he monages to win the
fight, but there 18 a riot, and Alf Sheppard, an ex-hooligan,
is acqused of the crime by Foxey, and half-killed. All
gends for Renald to the hosplital, and ¢arnestly pssures
him that he is innocent.

{Now o on with the story.)
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The scouts carcssed darkened e ond flowing noses and
thick ears, and grinned congratulations at one another. .

Y Well, we've licked "em ! ™ said Wharton, with great Batis-
fonction,

And Hamburger embraced him in his triomph. -

“ Ve haff, ve haff '™ he exclaimed., ' Ve hafl liek dem
hollow, ain't it! Hoch ! Hoch!™

Y Hurrah ! "

And the shouts of vietory rang in the enrs of Meunier & Co. a8
they Hed.

- a 9 - - - * - +

A high téa of a particularly solid and satiafying nature
finished up the day’s procecdings for thoe German guests atb
CGreyfriars. Hamburger, in returning thanks to Dr. Locke,
eareszed A swollen note at intervals, and said thet the Gﬁl‘m%“
lads had enjoyed their visit to Greyfriars thoroughly. He said
he was eonvinced that they had had a livelier time than the
rest of the German Boy Scouts who wers touring England, and
they would have muc:i; to relate to their friends when they
rejoined them in London, :

And the Head, discreetly affecting not to notice tho signa
of damage in the boys' faces, was satisfied to know that they
had had an enjoyable time, and was content that they should
have had it in their own way.

After toa, the Urevfrinrs scouts turned out in great foree to
mareh with the German guests to the station, to see them off.

The little atation at Friardale waa crammed with scouts, end
when the train started, Hamburger end his friends crammed,
the windowe, waving hats and handkerchiefs to the Greyfriars
scouts on the platform.

And from two score of youthful throats came a final cheer, A8
;ﬁhﬂdtm!h glided down the line, for the Boy Beouts of the Faders
and |

THE END,

Another splendid, long, eomplte schonl tale of Harry Wharton and (e
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The Reglment's Shame,

Ronald had sought out the ex-hooligan’s hand, and pressed
it lightly. Thers was a note of ¢agerness in the husky voice
which wont straight to his heart.

“{f course! Youand I have not been the best of friends,
Eﬁfhﬂpﬂ, but I know you would have cut off your right hand
ﬂffﬂm you would have stooped to such a dirty trick as

i]'.ﬂ-,”

“ And George, too. Shake "ands agin! I feel better
arter that. We're pals now, ain't we? Tell George T said
so. Tell him to keep his eye on Foxey, and wait for me,
and if I don't ever get better—""

“Oh, rubbish: youw’ll pull through, and be as right as a
trivet in no time 1" suid Ronald.

“P'raps. But they socked me "ard—ecrool "ard, and all
becausg that weascl-faced, squint-eyved——"

“There, there!” said the surgeon, coming forward.
“You've seen your friend, so be satished. Here, toke B
drink of this!"

AIF lifted his eyes, but the light of reason had faded again,

A Bnlandid Tale of H Wharton & Co.
o and the Pupils of Eltﬂ* House,
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and he wos slipping once more into delirium. He drank
and lay back, babbling softly to himself.

“ All right; you can go now, my man,” said the surgeon
cartly to Ronald.

“Might L ask first, sir, whether you think his condition
very serous '’ veniured Honald. )

““Ho sorious that it's a toss-up whether he lives or dies;
gid if he lives whother he will not be a crilmln to the c:mi
of his days. You must have a good proportion of the scum
of the earth in the Wossex, if that's the way you can treat
a comrade, however ruilty. If they had not abolished the
cat-o'-nine-tails, and I were your colonel, I'd flog half the
regiment for this !

And the indignant medico stalked down the ward fuming
over the advisability of disbanding certain * collections of
riff-raff '* which were o disgrace to the SBervice.

}:{nilafd fushed, but dared venture no roply to the scathing
robrfie,

Next morning theyv could learn no better news than that
Alf had tossed all night in a delirium, and was rather warse
than betier; and with this depressing bulletin they returned
to Woolchester Barracks, for their duty was done.

Ian is Cornered —A Bad Quarter of an Hour—Outpost Duty.

While Private AH Sheppard’s life yet hung in the
balance, half a dozen who had been identified as the most
prominent among the lynchers, remained in cells, while the
whole battalion was held in disgrace. Not a single man
was allowed on furlough or pass; every dance, sing-song,
or function was fﬂrhiligﬁh, and Colonel Conger set himself
to ““sweat the boggars,” as he put it, for their misdee

Guilty and innocent suffered alike. The bugles were for
evirrlasting sounding “ Parade [ and neither officers nor
man could call their sounla their own.

The Wessex took their gruel like men, They knew that
the name of the regiment had been tarnished, and they
did not spare clbow.grease to rub the stain away. ]

All that thay asked to know was thea name of the traitor
who had caused them to forget themselves in thewr
righteous wrath, and none could tell. )

onald kept his own counsel as to Alf'as charge againsé
Foxey Williams, and AlIf himself was too much engaged in
the battle with death to bother about anything alse.

Lieutenant Bob, however, had his suspicions, and he set
himself like a * trained slasuth-hound,” as he described it
to himself, to follow up the broken scent.

The morning after Bonald's victory over Stoker Blades,
the champion of the Navy, a small, narrow package,
securad with sealing-wax, bearing the label of 2 well-known
firm of surgical instrument makers in London, was delivered
st his room with his lotters, ; 2

He was about to open it in surprise, when he found it
was addressed to Tan Chenys. Then he whistled. Unlocking
his writing-table, he took out the silver mm‘lphia ayringe
which had been wsed with such effect on Ronald. e com:-
pared the size of the package with the instrument, and
whistled again.

Then he strollad out in his shirt-sleevas—for ha was in
tke midst of dressing—and tapping on Ian's door, entered.

fan was shaving.

“Hallo, Fairly ! Morning ! he said, a little listlessly,
and Lieutenant Bob came forward, and dropped the little
box on the dressing-table. He noticed that the youngstor
looked grev and haggard, as if he had been awake for
many nights. As Lan’s eves lit on the parcel, however, his
face flushed with mingled confusion and rage. The razor
nlippad, and gashed his chin, so that the hlood welled out,
tinging the lather with a vivid crimson. ) )

"‘.‘.’ﬁy—why-— Where the—— How the dickens did
you come to get that®? That's for me!™ blurted Jan hotly,
unzhle to disguise his annoyance. .

“8o 1 see. That's why I take the trouble to bring it
in to you,” answered Lieutenant Dob ecldly. * By the way,
I suppose this also doesn't happen to belong to Fou?"

He laid the silver instrument on the table as he spoke.

*That ! eried Ian, recoiling a pace, and dabbing at his

ashed chin with a towel. ** Lock here, Fairly, Ev{imt. tho

ickens do you mean to suggest?”’ he burst out, in a fine
biuster. A

* Buggest? mild
ﬂu]'j':lri.‘.ﬂ-n.

“Yes, yvou do! You bring that thing here, knowing its
eriminal history, and coolly ask me if 1t belongs to me!”
His hand gripped the newly-arrived package as he spoke,
and smuggled it into his pocket, as if to avoid comparison
between it and the thing on the table. * It is not mine,
nar has it ever been mine.  Moreover, let me tell yvou I
resant vour conduct as being either confoundedly clumay
or intentionally offensive!”

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. G0
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“Indeed!” said Lieutenant Bob quietly. ** And now let
me draw your ailiention to one or two little pointa arising
out of this tirade, Mr. Chenys. You have %ciwan me the
history of this venomous tube, now may I as you how it
comes you have such complete knowledge of it?"

“ 17" stuttered JTan, taken aback. * Why, everybody in
the battalion knows, of courae!”

“ But everybody in the battslion doesn't know. Least of
all, should you have come by the facts. You were not at
Plymport last night, as you were on duty. Therefors, you
could not have arrived at them first hand. By the time
that we had returned you were in bed. ¥You have only
Just rrsen now !

y Lisutenant Bob was looking at him sternly, as much as
O 5AF :

“ What answer have vou to give to that?” )

: “iI'.-:.-r[!'r servant,” he blurted at last, ** told me this morn-
in

‘ Ah! Private Williams, known amongst his comrades as
Foxey ! sneered Fairly. *“ A most estimable fellow. It
was be who divertod the wrath of the mob on to an innocont
man, who now lies hali-battered to desth in consequence.” .

“Ho was not innocent! FHow can you Lkuow that?
yelled Tan, now beside himself with rage.

“I do know it,” said Lieutenant Bob, in s hard, level
voice. “T1 also know o great deal more in my heart. Some
day I shall be able to prove it, and then—"

lan seemed to shrink away under the scathing ayes.

“That package,” continged Lieutenant Beb, with crual
determination, * which you have just juggled into your
pocket containg an instrument identical with this I hold in
my hand!"

“You lie!" cried Tan.

“ Yery well, it will give you every satisfaction, I am sure,

to prove that I lie. Open the package, and show me. It is
quite simpls !
“1 refuse!” sald Yan, grinding his teeth with rage.
“Then I will continue to elaborate my theory. This

instrument here is yours. It was either lent by you, with
your full knowledge, for the purpose of nobbling the repre.
sontative of your own regiment, or it was stolen from you!

“ It was stolen !

“Yary well. We will forget for the moment that you
have just previously stated that it was not yours, and aceept
your statement thab it was atolen. When was it stolen?

“ Yesterday IV

“ When 1" .

“ Last night—early in the evening. I missed it just before
mesa.”’

“ And the postmark on that package is Bond Street,
6 p.m. Thus you anticipated the theft, and ordered a new
one to take its place before tho first had gone] Strange
that, fsn't it?”

Tan Chenys lookad at him cowed and shaken. )

“ Think what you like!" he said, with a last Hicker of
defiance, _

# 7 think what I must in the face of the evidemce,”
answered Lioutenant Bob, with icy calm, * Unfortunately,
1 have given my word not to act without first consulting
another m this matter. Later on, I shall be in a poaition
to say what I shall do. Meantime, I should advise you to
open your eyes and think a little. You, a lad not yet
twenty, have taken to drugging yourself, a habit which 1s
going to plunge you from cone depth of degradation to
anothor until hrain and body give way, and you reel info
your grave. Just pause where you stend, my boy, and
consider before ik is too late to turn back. If you go on,
then Heaven help youl”

Ian had sunk upon the bed, head bowed, and hands
clenched tight, tho very picture of hopeless misery.

“ Look here, voung 'un!’ said Lieutenant Diob mltﬁga
ing his voice, and 1ayini his hand upon Ian's shoulder, *if
at any time you feel like taking me into your confidence,
if you have any trouble that it would help you to rnaI_:_a &
clenn breast of, believe me, Chenys, you can t-r!uat.-d— ‘1

“Wo—no " said Ian, burving his face in his hends.
couldn't! I daren’t! Go E:|J ﬁn what vou like, think what
vou like, but leave me now! Go!” )

Lieutenant Dob loocked long al the shaking shoulders and
bowed head, and then left the room.

The door had scarcely closed when Ian tore the paper
from the package. As Fairly had surmised, it contained an
instrument identical with the ome he held. In a few

B s
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moments, the drug was steabing its way throuch the arteries,
lulling his senses, scattering the black shapes and shadows
which had been crowding into his tortured brain, and lend-
ing him [alse courage.

‘Theory, all theory '’ he laughed aloud, at last. * What
does the fool know? MNothing! Yet I was off my guard.
I made an ass of myeelf at every turn. Egad! To think
that I eannot live an hour now and keep my wits without
tha aid of this accursed drug! What did he eay? *Till
brain and body give way and wvou reel into the gravel!”
Hang him for his croaking! But he 1a right, all the same.
atill, if I must gpo, another must come, too! *“From one
depth of degradation to another,” eh? Ah, my good step-
brother, you must fall with me, and must fall First 1"

And ec muttering to hims&lf, Ian patched his wounded
chin, scrambled into hiz uniform, swallowed the coffee
which Foxey had brought fo him, and marched out to early
morning parade.

- - = L] - Ll L L "

That afternoon and evening was to be spent at outpost
duty on the wide, windy heath, which stretches away from
Eﬁit Hill, just cutside Woolchester, almost to Plymport and
the gen,

Here was an ideal manceuvring ground for a whola
brigade, and many a pitched battle was fought on its
heather slopes between treops of Plymport—the infantry
and cavalry lying at Blackdown Barracks, two miles in-
land—and the Woolchester contingent, which comprised,
not only the Wessex, but the Fermanagh Fusiliers, an
Irish regiment quartered at Fort Kit, just outside the town.

To-day, however, only the Woolchester division were to
ba engaged. Each regiment was to form its own line of
outposts, and when either had scouted out a weak point in
the disposition of the foe, it was at liberty to attack.

B0 the Wessex marched out to its position, ascending on
one side of the heath, and the Fermanagh Fusiliers mounted
on the other. Both shook out their long line of sentries to
sereen theiv front, with sn mner line of pickets at greater
intervals, to ﬁuspurt the first, and behind these a third line
of supports, and, lastly, the reserva.

It 12 in this wise that the front of an army i3 protected
while 1t sleeps or rests.

Firat, the outer screen of sentriee has to ba plerced hy
the foe. The pickets promptly double out to repel the
attack. If necessary, the supports are called into actiom,
too, and perhaps the reserve, and still, while =all this
hullabaloo ia ta ing place, the main army, some fow miles
back from the sentry line, may be left to snore in peace.

To pterce the screen successfully, the attackers must find
out exactly how the enemy's defence is arranged, where his
sentry line is posted, where the Fickei's and supports are
stationed hehind, so that by a swift surprise the weak point
may be assalled, penetrated, and the wedge of steel driven
in, shouldering oither fank aside, and compelling it to
fall back.

To ascertain all this, one must have scouts and patrols
to eneak as elose to the enemy as possible, without belng
detected, and to crawl, if possible, beneath their vary lines.

At night, the scouts may succeed in doing this, but in
daylight, with nothing but a bald, tresless valley i:retwee.n,
as on this oceasion, end two hundred paire of cyes keepi
a keen look-out for bobbing heads among the heather, s,ura:;ﬁ
a surprise should be impossible,

Still, the Fermanagh Fusiliers and the Wessex were tho
kesnest of rivals, and each was determined to outwit the
other if they could. And the keenest man of all was
Lieutenant Bob Fairly.

He was doubly anxious to-day, for it wae his picket which
had been surprised and erumpled up on tlw Eat occasion
the two forces had met, and he had his laurels to retrieve.

Colonel Conger had reminded him of that, as he moved
etealthily along to inspect his line, and left Bob grinding
hi=z testh with rage.

_ NMNow he was stretched behind a clump of heather, watch-
ing the valley and the oppesite hill, wondering how he
could penetrate the mysteries beyvond.

“I've got an idea, =ir,” said Ronald, who, with Tony and
(zussy Bmythe formed one of the sentry groupe posted to
keep watch over some two hundred yards of Eenth on
eithor side of them.

Lieutenant Bob removed his eyves from his prism binocu-
lars, and squinted up to see who it was that spoke.

“lﬂ-u&:{}, ‘tll';e:-:ttﬁ.irit Iﬁgt'ﬁ hm;{e-lit! B Company 1s under
a cloud for that last affair, and I'd cab my ecap t -
with thosa he.g;gura out there !* T MBS eo T

“ It wouldn’t work in warfars, I'm afraid.”

. “That be hanged! If it will work in peace manwuvres,
it's pood enough for me. What's the wheese 77

Ronald iold him, and Lieutonant Tob lay on his baclk,
and slapped his leg and laughed.

“IFirst chop! Splendid!  Let's get to work at once.
Here are my maﬁ-skﬂtchmg maferials. Youa can say vou
happen to have them because you're the cuptain’s bright,
particular pet. Ha, ha!”

Tuz Macner Lisnary.—No. £80.
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A Dash for Liberty—A Ruse of War—Ronald is Made
Prisoner,

Ronald was quite & good hand at military map-sketching,
which was not to be wondered at, seeing the months he had
put in at Sandhurst.

The l‘ﬂﬂg he drew was supposed to be one ol their own
position, but wasn’'t. Where they were weakest Romald,
with a fow extra dots, made it look as though that point
was most strongly held, while he mapped down one flank
entircly out cf his own Imagination, making it look so
ridiculously easy to assail that even the dullost private must
have set Colonel Conger down as an undiluted ass, if ho
had really planned if zo.

Folding thie misleading document up, and leaving &
corner of it peeping ostentatiousiy onf of his tunic pocket,
Reonald stowed away ruler, compass, and peneils, p{EEEd up
his rifle, and started out to scout.

On he went towards the enemy’s lines, crawling from
tussock to boulder in approved stvle, alihough he 551] nob
seem Lo use his eyves guite as a scout should, fur a reconnoi-
tring patrol of the Fermanaghs, four men strong, suddenly
caught sight of him, and clapped down bohind a heathery
hedge just in Ronald’s line of advance.

¢ seemed blissfully unconscious of their presence, but
toiled manfully on, peering every way but that he was
going.

The Fermanaghs watched him through the screen of
stalks, and grinned. They had secn swwe mugs at the
game, but never one guite so deliciously tender and guileless
a5 this one.

Ronald pushed his head cautiously above the ledge con-
cealing them, and four arms shot out promptly and grabbed
him by the collar. The next instant he was being hauled
and hustled towasrds the enemy’s lines, probesting breath-
lessy, but in vain,

With & fiat screwed well down inside his collar behind cach
car, and his eyes blindfolded by a very dirty handkerchief,
he was marched through the lines of the grinning enemy to
an examining post, whose special duty it was to receive and
examine a:ml%t unfortunates as Ronald, or flags of truce.

“Hello, a prisoner " exeiaimed a porky young subaltern

in command.

“Ver sore,’ answered the sergeant of the patrol. “We
tul: him down the hill yonder, biundering along with his
nesa on the ground, like an old pig afther acorns.™

“Ha! Let thiz be a lesson to yvou, my man,’” said the
Fﬁuni sub., patronisingly turning to Ronald. “ You know,
vou should always womembah to exercize exactly the sameo
degwee of circumspection and bwains, so to speak, n
maneeuvahs as you would in weal wahfare, doncherknow.”

“Yea, sir,” roplied Ronald meekly. ‘

“ Yoz, 1t's all vewy well your mfinf ‘ Yes, sir,’ you know,
but it i=n't * Yes, sir,” so to speak. It's through such unin-
telligent blockheads as you—er—who are sent on such highly
important duties asz scoutin’, that things are liable to get
messed up, doncherknow.” ;

“Yes, sir,” agreed Ronald sheepishly.

“ Quito so,” continued the young sub., anxious still further
to improve the shining hour with seasonable advice, but not
quite remembering how the text-books went on—" er—quite
s, MNow, of eourse if this were weal wah—— Srtop talkin’,
you men there, and listan!  If this were weal wah, we
should search the pwisoner nnd examine him—ask him
questions, in fact, as to the stwength of the encemy, his
gwangenents, and so forth. By the way, what is that pa ah,
vou man’'—to Ronald—"stickin® out of your pocket,

TF

thare 7’ "
““ A map, kir.
“A map!” excloimed the saub., in amazement. * What

of ? Take it, sergeant, and give it to me.”

“ Wall, you sce, it's like this, sir,” began Ronald, looking
still more foolish, ]

“Pon my word,” squeaked the sub., surveving the paper
with delightful amazement, " if this i=n't weally oo wich!
Why, it's actually of your own outpest Line!”

“Yes, sir,” stultcred Ronald again: but the officer had
gone off into a perfect contortion of mirth.

“ Don't vou sce, my man,” he 4::11::-1:&:'!_', lumI then collapsed
again.  * Weally, yo know, it's too widiculous for words!
IJon’t you sce how stoopid you aref Here you come
potterin’ around our lines with a map of your own force
st i{:':hin:“aut of your pocket, and—— Oh, it's too wich,
W 1

Eﬁ"I"‘:ll-ni‘r; gilded vouth of the Fermanaghs went off into ancther
ecstasy, while Ronald stood first on one leg and then on
the other, and tried to leok the vericst usws that ever waore
ammunifion boots. ; .

i [Tenh, sergeant, we must send this pwize to the colonel
ab onee 1" said the sub. at last. * Jove, but ve shall ewumple
the silly beggahs up again like the last time—just woll ‘em

I35
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up like wabbits! Cive it to & cawpwil, and see that he
doubles all the way. Weally, it's the wichest thing I've evah
Ih;ucki Dun’t you see, fellah, how widienlous you ars "

. Yes, sir, I do now,” answered Ronald. “Only I didn’t
think at the time. Being fond of map-sketchin’, and our
picket on a 'ill, where I could see most of the line, my
orficer said as 'ow I might take the opportunity to improve
{:E'uﬁﬂf, and lent me his tools, so to speak. I've got 'em

Eonald had fumbled in his at, and producing Lieu-
E:.:nia.nt Bob's sketching materials, was looking at them long-

EiY-.

*“ Haw ! exclaimed the sub. of the Fermanaghs. * Well,
of course that’s very laudable; and all that, and it's the
pwoper thing to take an intelligent intewest in your work,
dontcherknow ; but what you want iz bwains, Now, whils
we are waitin' I might aj‘uat.aa well impwove the shining
hour by givin' you fellahs a few tips. Hand over those
insbwuments, and ell of you pey attention.

“ Now, supposin’ we-are mappin’ our own position, I'll
thow you how to set about it. Taking this point aa the base,

e'ah on & bit of a hill, aren’t we? There’s, the woad
wunuin' down into the valley, ‘and No. 4 picket iz ovah
theah, isn't it?  Heah, where you see that elump of fir-trees,
is No. 3; and so we put that down—so."

The g:iq!lﬂ-d vouth, whe happened wnlso to ba someilhing of
an enthusiast at map-work, waa soon engrossed in preparin
an elaborate and accurate plan of hiz.own side, which, naatf
loss to say, was exactly what Ronald was hoping to secure,

Eantlg groups, pickets, and supports were all dottad down,
and a first-clasx job made of it.

“ Now, that's the way to do i, you see, you Wessox man,"”
sald the sub., handing over the map for hig due admiration ;
and really it was very prettily done. _

Ronald gaped at it, and asked guestions—most of them

lish ones—and the result was that more details had to be
filled in to make it more plamn.

Ronald could ses the corporal who had takem his own
despised effort to the colonel of the Fermanaghs returning
over the hoather, and he wanted fo gain time.

Moreover, the mists of evening were spreading over the
moor, and the sun was sinking lower and lower on the
western horizon. g

The corporal trudged up at last, grioning broadly. Armed
with such elaborato information a8 to the Wessex délonce,
it was obvious-that the Fermanaghs’ intended to wade in
as soon as twilight feoll, and smite their- onemiy kip and

thigh.

‘igémd what did the colonel say, cawpwil " demanded the
sub., his men edging in closer the better to anjoy the fun.

Ronald was forgotten for the
moment, Slipping the new
map into the breast of his
sarge, he caught udp hia rifle,
and, ducking behind a ridge of
heather, ran like a hara

He had already gained =&
clear forty yards bofore a wild
Irish yell behind him warned
him that his RBight had been
detected. He straightenad his
back then, and dashed at W
breskneck speed towards the o | P
line of sentries which now dul -

-'!'FE!‘E.

Th - Edite .‘
ﬂ-ﬁ‘. Bﬁl.l'-':rli Strect, Fleel Street
Londan,will be ﬁl -

hole in & man at close range; but Romald knew that the
Irishmen, in their excitement, wera not likely to remcmber
that. Nevertheless, he did not miean to throw up his hands,
now that his plans had worked so sweetly.

i He headed fulltilt for the most scattered part of the

Ing.

A big, red-headed son of Erin barred his way, finger on
his trigger. Ronald swerved first to ome side, then
auddanl,}: back at him, and plunged forward at his ankles.

The rifle exploded, and he could feal the blast of the
imrdrh:. os.if & heavy plank had dropped moross his puttied
oge.

The hext instant he had caught the Irishman round ths
knees and pitched him on his back. Thes man clutshaed his
leg, but he tore himsel free, only to cannon into the mext,
who came t]iﬁ to his help.

. Ronald oluto the muzzle thrust out at him, and in an
instant had- wrenched the weapon away, for the man had

hesitated to pull the trigger.

A third, however, was not so merciful. As Bonald
gtumbled on.he.fired almost point-blenk at the fugitive's
head, The streak of flame scorched the haic from one side
of his head, seared the fleah, and sent his cap flving. He
foundered under the blow, but kept his feet. '

Tha g]:m now was down hill and steep. With mighty
bounda he flung himself . headlong down the slops into the
valley, the furious yells of his pursuers sounding close behind

Iid.

He reached the bottom at last, and here the sheltering
miat lay. thick,

Turming at zight angles, he ran for a hundred vards,
then struck up the opposite hill, from which points of flame
_darting to repel the attack which the Wessex
:mI;gmad was being made in that quarter.

roathless and almost speni, Romald scrambled throsgh
hiz own lines, and blunderod headlong into som .
in %;wnrdhh iﬁ"ﬂ'ﬂﬂf ata.th " g y sone huxy

“ Why, who the—what the-—where the dickens are you
galloping to, you clumay, hulking idiot " roared a [J'BPI.:'FEIT
voice, &8 the man picked himself up out of the prickly
Eﬂ!?tu:ﬂmh mmte which Ronald had managed to butt him
LWl -ELiL.

Ronald held his braath in horror, for out of i
dusk loomed the infuriated fostures of nu;uﬁﬂfhéﬂﬁ;ﬁﬁ”““

“Confound "you for a clumsy jackass!" roared the
oolonel, picking himself out of the bushes into which
Ronald had sent him flying, * Whore the deuce have you
come from that you must go charging along like a bull

blindfolded ¥

“I1 beg your pardon, sir!"
panted nald. “But I've
Just been over to the enemy to
get a4 map of their lines!™

“Map of their lines? Great

Cesar's. ghost! Do you think
ge” sell 'em on B book-
ﬂ- LES

“No, sir; but this one was
kindly drawn for me by an
officer of the Formanaghs *

, " What I” yelled the eolonal,
m amazement, reaching out

MAGNET"”

intervenad between him an T . = "9 %i‘;:::u gg::g for the precious
“‘-t:"f:g-::k! Bang! Crack! His w | “Jumping  rattlesnakea !
erstwhile captors had opened he exclaimed, ss he surveyed
out, and started to fire blank is the title of our next long, the woll-executed aketch-ma

-cariridge, as if that was likely
to wing him and bring him
down.

It was the eontry groups in
front of him, converging now
from right and left to head
him off, that Ronald waa think-
ing abouk.

“Hould him! 8Stop the
thafa I"" yelled the men behind.

Ronald was the best three-
quarter of his time at Sand-
huret, and could stride like
the wind ; but heather is rough
going compared with a close-
cropped fiald.

Now game the pinch. Some
four or five men had soatterad
acroes hie line of retreat, call-
ing upon him to halt, then
rifles to thoir shoulders.
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disguise the theft, contenting
himself with the t'hnught that
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