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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Punches the Ball.

HUD!

Biff!

Bang !

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated DBob Unerry, of
the Bemovae Form at Greyfriars, as he stopped outside the
dﬁﬁ!ﬂﬁf Study No. L **What oo earth——"

]

Thud !
“My enly hat! What's the matter?"” muttered Bob, in
perplexity. * They can't be fighting among themselves ™

Bob wos surprised.

It was some time gince he had left Study No. 1, to take up
his new quarters in Neo. 13 with Mark Linley and little Wun
Lung, the Chinaman. BHin¢e then there had been a friendly
rivalry between him and hiz old study-mates. But Study
Ne. 1 had certainly been a quieter apot since Bob had
emigrated to fresh fields and pastures new.

But at the present moment thera was as much noise pro-
¢oading from Study Ne. 1 as Bob Cherry bad ever made in
his mest uproaricus moments.
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Thud !

And there waz an incessant trampling of feet and gasping
of breath,

“ They must be fighting. Now, iz it Wharton and Nugent,
or Nurent and Inky? I'll look 1n and ref. for thom,”™
thought Bob Cherry goncrously.

And he threw open the door.

e stood in the doorway, looking into the study in asion-
1shment.

Wharton wasz not there, neither was Frank Nugent nor
Inky. Billy Bunter, in his shirtsiceves, with the perspira-
tion rolling down his face and dinvming his big spectacles,
was there-——very much there )

I'le had fastened up a punching-hall on two hooks, cne 1n
the floor and one in the eeiling.

The former was strongly fixed, beiug screwed into the
F]anlts of the Roor; but the hook in the ceiling was hardly
ikely to prove so reliable,

Bunter, with a pair of boxing-gloves on hia chubby fata,
wis pounding away at the mnc%aingdmll with great enargy.

Every moment or two he gove it s termific baff, and
jumped away to avoid the rebound.

; _}-EIE was panting [rom his exertioas, bul sticking to it man.
ully.

Hob Cherry stared at him blankly.

To see Billy DBunter doing anything like work was s
marvel, and this was very much indeed Like work.

“ Hallo, halle, halle !

Bunter blinked at him through his spectacles.

“ Hallo, Cherry! Don’t get in the woy ["

“1 don't mean to!" chuckled Beob Cherry, keeping back
just out of reach of the extension of the punching-ball.
““'What's the little gu.mt.*?”

“I'm practising.

" Trying to get your fat down ?"

“ Certainly not, Cherry! I'm practising bozing."

“ Oh, is that boxing "'

“Wheat did you think it was?" asked Bunter sarcastically.
# Five finger mxarcizes?! Or partsingingi"
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It doesn’t look

“Well, I couldn’t gueza it was boxing.
“*Are you trying to hit the

fike 1t, you know,” szid Bob.
ball "’

“Of courze I am [

“* (zood ! said Dob, as Billy made a drive at the punching-
bail, missed it with his fist, and banged his nose upon if.
“ Do that :Lga_m! Thiz is something new in boxing, and
15:1‘1:0 in:_;lude in Natignal Sporting Club rules,”

il w ":IJ'

“What's the maiter now "

“Ow! I've hurt my nose "

“ Never mind; you might have hurt the punching-ball.”

“(h, really Cherry—"'

“Go it, Bunty ! T like to see you. You are so splendidly
daveloped }hij,'smail , that's it’a a pleasure to wa vor, !

" Well, ‘[] think I'm pretty well developed, considering,”
gaid Danter, with a glance downwards at his plump form.

“ Yes, rather, You develope sideways, of douree; but
what of that?™

* Ch, really—"

" You may bring down vour weizht a ton or two—I mean
a stone or two—ii you keep this up,” said Bob Cherry en-
couragingly.

“Of course, I can understand that yeu're jealous of my
abilities as o boxer—""

COf course T am. Go it!
irick with your nose again.”

Bunter degned no reply.

He adjusted hiz spectacics on his fat reddened nese, and
t:iT{:l:-_i;g..;_It_:ﬁi at the punching-ball ouce more,

Thad !

" Jolly pood 1" azid Bob Cherry, as the ball flew back and

Let's see you do that Jittle

crm:‘hm] on Bunter's chin befere he could cscape it
“ Bapping M
TUw! Yow! Wow !V

Bunier sat down with a crash thai shook the study.

* TPirgt fall to the punching-ball "' exclained DBeh Cherry,
“Bravo! Now, then, Buety! Time! Second round!™

“Ow! Yow!"

“One, two, three, four, five, six—"

* Grooch 1

I oyou der't get un before I've ccunted ten, the panch-
inr-ball hias won,” said Bob Cherry warningly, ' Soven,
eight, nine——"

Dunter staggered to his feet.

“ Brave! Goit! Two to one on the punching-ball 12

* Oh, really Cherry—""

“ Btick to 1it! You're gprowing thinner alresdy.”

Bunter plared through his spectacles. Whenever he had
& new wheeze or hobbv, he took himself very seriously.
That a membor of the rival study should take it in this
humarous spirit was anncying, to say the least

“I'm jolly well going te challenge your study, when I'm
Gt,”” he said angrily.

“Good! You can box the study all right—it can’t hit
back, anyway,” said Dob Cherry, laughing.

“I mean I'm going to challenge you fellows in
No. 157—="

“Ha, ha, hal"

“The fact is, I'm rather short of money,” said Dunter,
rabbing his chin. " I've thought of this wheeze as a new
idea for ralsing tine. I've always fancied myself as a
bLover——""

“ Ha, ha, ha '

“ Blessed if I ean see anything to cackle at!™ gaid the
fnt junior peevishly. *“I'm a _]-:llfy good boxer, and I've a
keen eve, you know, and heaps of pluck. I was thicking
of challenging a chap for a purse of so much s side—
Nettenal Sporting Club roles——"

“Why, you %ﬂrrid young prize-fighting,
bounder ?"

“Gh, it's sport, vou know !

Y it will be—for the chap who walke over you”

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

* A thousand guiness o side, T suppose,” satd Bob Cherry.
“ The fight limited to five hundred rounds.™

* Oh, really, Cherry—"

“*Ha, ho, ha! Take my ndvice, Bunty, and box the
wminching-ball, and don’t try o match with enything on two
e, You con hit the ball sametimes.™

* Look here-—" .

“ Oh, get on with the practice; I like watching you! It's
o g e - : e : 1t
just like a dancing hippopotamus I saw at a circus ence !

Bunter did net reply to fhet disrespectiul remark.

Ble throw all Lils energies into an assault upon the punch-
ing-ball, end Bob Cherey watched him with Igr&:u.t interest.

iy wes hirting the ball directly toward: LBob Cherry,
but Bob was o foot or more out of the extrema range of it,
o i was in no dunger.

A+ all evenis, he thought he was in no danger. It had
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not occurred to him that the hook in the ceiling might ba
in a rocky condition.

Biff !

The ball few from the crashing glove.

it bounced back, and Dunter fﬁ red it, and then let ouk
his right again in a terrific drive.

Crash !

Bob Cherry gave a roar.

For that last drive had forn the hook from the ceiling—
and punching-ball, and hook, and Billy Dapter all erashed
upon the untortunate Dob together. )

The junior stappered back, with the punching-bell on his
chest, and Dunter's l:::mir.g-giﬂvﬂ in hiz eye.

Bump!

Down went Dob Cherry, and over him sprawled the fat
junior, with an impact that knocked every ounce of breath
out of hiz body.

“Gr-r-r-v-r-rooooh '™

“Ow! Yow "
" Gorroff I
“Oh! Ow! Yow!™

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" rvoared Harry Wharton, looking in 2t the
door. *Is that sometbing new in gymnastics, Dilly ™

* Vanl that fat lunatic off 1" gazped Bob Cherry. * Ie's
cholking me ™'

“Ha, ha, hal"

Wharton dragged the fat junior up. DBunter groped for
his glasses, and ndjusted them on his fat noe.

Bolb Cherry rose breathlessly.

He was gasping, and his left eye was closed, e seemed
to be meditating asszult and batiery upon the fat boxer.

* You=-you-—vou fat manisc!” he gasped. )

“IIa, ha, ha!" roared Wharton. " llas he been using
vou for a punching-ball ™ )

*“Thoe hook came out,” gurgled Bunter. “I'm sincerely
sorry. It wasn't my fault, of course. These ceilings are
matle rottenly.”

“¥ou fat duffer! You howling ass!”

“ Oh, really Cherry—"

“ Y ou—yau—vou 1 .

Words failed Tob Cherry. He blinked out of his hall-
cloged eye savagely, and felt it tenderly with his finger.

“ This will ba black before morning. 1 it is, there will ba
o dead porpoise found in this school I

And Bob Cherry rushed off in scarch of a beefsteak to
apply te his damaged eye. Billy Dunter blinked after him.

“ Help me fasten this thing up again, Wharton,” he said.
“7 want to put in some more practice this evening. I'm
thinking of boxing somebody for a purse of five guineas,
aund when I've won it, I'm going to stand a =eries of ex-
tensive feeds, and agk vou fellows. Lend me a hand.” ;

“ 1l lend wou a foof, if vou begin that agaoin in this
study,” said Wharton. “T.ook at the damage you've done
io the ceiling.™ .

“Of course, that can't be helped—"' :

“ And how an I to do my prep with you basging a punch-
ing-ball about "

“ Mever mind your prep———""

Wharton laughed. : .

“Go and box in the passage, Billy. Ge and bex in the
Lbox-reom. That's the proper place to box, when you come
to ?Eink of Iilt'”'i‘i'h ;

“ (h, realiy arton——"

Harry led him gently by the ear to the door, and put
hiin into the passage. hen he threw out the punching-ball.

“ Buzz off I he =aid. ' A chap’s study 1sn't the pluce for
punching the ball.”

“ Oh, really, you know

Wharton clesed the door.
next moment,

“1 =zay, Wharton—'
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Harry picked up the poker and rushed to the door. Bunter
E-I:I‘.'Ifiﬂﬂdy wn the passage like a frightened rabbit.
Wharton burst into a laugh, and settled down to his work
utimterrupted now by Billy Bunter. The fat junior wandered
disconselately away with his punching-ball under his arm.
“It's rotten, this jealousy a clever chap always meets with
even among his own personal friends,” he murmured. * T'd
o and give Wharton a jolly good licking, only—only I
on't think I'm quite up to it yet. When I've had a hittle
bit more practice, won’t I make 'em squirm !

THE SCECOND CHAPTER.
The Pork Sausages.

By BAY, vou fellows—r"

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door of No. 1 Study
half an hour later. Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
and Hurree Jamset Ham Singh were at work, and

Bunter, after o cautious look at them, came in.

“1 say, you fellows, are you hungry "

Frank ﬂlgﬂﬂt pushed his books away. s

“ Hungry isn't the word’ he said. *But it's ne good
talking about tea, Bunty. Funds are right out."”

* Ahsolutely out,’” said Wharten, without looking 's_p.

“Tha outfulness 13 terrific,” murmured Hurres Jamsed
Ram Singh.

Bunter blinked at them. . .

~4*Oh, as far as that goes, T don't mind going and borrow-
ing something for you,” he remarked. *If you like to give
m?‘i :::inte te Wun Lung, Wharton—"

an'e"

“ But look here,” expoatulated Bunter. *' 'What's the
of knowing & rich chap if you don't borrow of him{
it a sinful waste.” ,

““Go and borrow on your own account, Billy."

“(ant be did! Whenever I try to raise o little loan,
somebody always begins ta]klngi about an old nccount, or
somathing of tiﬁ sort. The fellows here aren't business-
like. There's that chap Ogilvy. I proposed to start fresh
with him, on a ¢ash basis, and he only went mumbling on
shout & half-crown last week. I believe he'd remember
parting with that half-crown if he hived fo be as old ay
Hathum:luh. Bome fellows are so mean. Put lock hero

call

ﬁ" '[_Hw can I leck at you and look at my work ab the same
me

“0h, really, Wharton! What I mean is, I've got some-
thing to go on with.”

And Bunter laid a parcel on the table.

The chums of the Remove looked at it curigusly, It
wasn't usnal for DBunter to come to the rescues like this.
Bunter, with an air of considerable importance, unfastencd
the string, and unrolled the paper, and disclosed half a
dezon porl sausages.

UMy hat!" said Nugent.

“Corn in Egypt,” said Harry Wharton, * Jolly goad,
Tunter ! I'd like to know where you got them, though.”

Nugent folt in hia pocketa.

* Have you been selling my pocket-knife again, you youns
barglar "

“{th, really, Nugont—-="

“0Or my bat?" demanded Wharton.

“Weall, you won't meed a cricket-bat much
Wharton."

Harry jumped up, and seized the fat ljuninr by the collar,
and shook him till his heels ratiled on the floor.

“Have yvou aold my bat " he roareed.

“0w! Wow! Vaow! On, really, Wharion i

¥ Have vou sold my crickat-bat '

“Ow! No, I haven't!"

“Well, why couldn't you say 59 before, then?™ s=aid
Harry wrathfuily, as he relensed his fat study.mate. A
chap nevar knows whether his property’s his own, with a
fellow like vou in the study.” '

“I haven't sold your rotten bat. I offerad it to Fussell,
and he said he'd have to speak to you about it first—T—T—
I mean, of course, I wouldn't think of solling a chap’s bat
without asking hizs permission. LD've raised this prub from
my t-:é?r} resources, and I must say I don’t think you're very

rateful,

o Well, you're such a litile worm," said Wharton, “ It
you told the truth sometimes, it would make things easier.™

“I'm sincerely sorry to see that you think me capable of
& whoppaor, Wharton——""

“Belay the cackle,” said Nugent.
EOSHIIZETS, that's the main point.
pan

He locked more closely at the pork sausages.
wore a peculiar expression as he drow it away.

“Ahem! Ahem! [Hem! Ilem!™

“What the matter?”

"How lnn§ have you had thesa savzages?” demaonded

. “IHave you been saving thom up for o ruiny

longer,

“Here are tho
Where's the frying-

IMis faco

“0h, really, Nugent——""
*“They do seem o bit waney," said Wherton suspiciously.
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“Oh, that's sl right, you fellows! It comes out in tho
cocizing, you know. You shove in plentg.r_cnf pepper, and o
little vincgar if neceszsary, and that's all right.”

“ That's all very well. Look here, did you buy thess
sosses 1

“Y1 suppose vou don't think T purloined them 1" asked
Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

*Well, no, but you might have picked them up on a
scrap-hoap somewhere. They look to me jolly wangy."

“The wengfulness is terrifie,” said Hurrce Jamset Bam
Singh, retreating to the othar side of the table. “It secma
to have a certain amount of growfulness about it, too, my
worthy chumas."

The nabob was right. The scent of the sausages wana
decidedly strong, and as Dunter finished unwrapping them
it became stronger. Billy Dunter looked uneasy lor a
moment.

“Oh, that's all right!" he said.
fastidious when you're hungry.
Nugent. I'll soon kill the scent.™ o

“Beama to me vou'd better kill the sosses,’ said Nugent,
with a sniff.

“ Oh, really, you know— .

There was a tap at the deor, and Hazeldena of the
Remove looked in. He was about te speak, when, instead
of doing 20, he suddenly sniffed, and cast & startied glanco
round the study.

“ Phew " he exclaimed.
drains here 2

“ (Oh, really, Vaseline—' o “

“ Bunter’'s just brought in_some sosses,” said Nugent. “I
belisve thoy were left over from the Arl, and he's just dug
them up somewhera.”

Tlazeldene burst into a laugh.

“ Thasa sosses! Ha, ha, ha!"

“(Oh, shut up " growled Billy Bunter. 2

“ Hore, what do you know about them?" exclaimed
Wharton. “I can see the things have got o history. They
ought to have; they're old enough.

“Eheg wers !Gur rpyis—""

‘farberry's !

Carberry }was s prefeet in the Sixih, and on the worsf
possible terms with the chums of the Remove,

“ Yes, rather,” said Hazeldene, grinning. ''You know
Carberry’s been away two or three days, on a visit to his
uncle.  Heo found those sosses in the cupboard when h_e
came back to-day—he'd forgotten them, you sne. [ don’t
know how lang they’d been there—but I was fagging for
Carberry, and when I opened the cupbosrd door I knew
there was something wrong somewhere.”

“ Ok, really, yvou follows—"

“Shut up, Bunter I ;

“ Marberry told me to take 'em away and chuck 'em zome-
where, but 1 wasn't going to touch ‘em. I buzzed off, and
I heard Carberry say to Bunter——"'

* (Oh, shut up, Vaseline !" o

“71 heard (Ia,rherr;.; say to Bunier—-

#(0h, do shut up !

1 heard Carberry say——"

¢ Look here, Vascling—"

Nugent soized the fat junior by the back of the eollar, and
tightened it till he could not possibly articulate a word.
Billy Bunter struggled and gasped.

#Wow, then, what did Carberry
demanded Nugent. .

“ ITe said he could take the sossingers nway, and that they
were good enongh for the mongrels—exouse e, it wos
Carberry's word—for the man%rela in No. 1 Study.”

Nugent released Bunter, There was a dead silence m Lhe
sludy. )

“h lessed if T thonght Bunter would take him at his word,
though,” grinned Hazeldene. **I thought he was going o
nhucﬁ the things away——"

“]—I—1 say, you feflowg=——""

“ Kxeuse me,” added Hazoeldeno.
This scent ta a little too strong for me.
and I think I'll be off, foo.”

And he closed the door.

Bunter made a quick movement towards the door, hut
Harry Wharton's grasp was upon him.  The fat juniov
wrigglod. ) ]

“[ig—]. say, vou fellows, 1t's all right. I—I can eat thn
sosses, you know--you chaps needn’t have any of thom :f
vou don’t want to, I=—I-=I like sosses like game, you know,
a little high, T do really. .

Three stern glares wera bent upen Billy Bunter, and his
voice trailed off. He sank into the armchair, blinking
uneasily at the thres Removites. There was n long, dendly
gitence in the study, ond Billy Bunter quaked. In the dead
silence nothing was audible—so to speak—but the scent of
tha pork sausagss,

3

A SBchool Tals of Harry Wharton & Co.
eho0% By Fraok Richards o o o0

“T's no good being too
Gimmo the frytng-pan,

L4

“ Anything wrong with tho

say to Dunter?

T think T'll be off.
The sosses aro off,

g [ S S
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Insult to the Form.

ILLY BUNTER blinked and quaked, and quaked and
blinked. He knew that he was in o bad corner,
though he did not fully grasp the enormity of his
offence.

The chums of the Remove exchanged glances, and Harry
Wharton broke the silence ot lnst.

** Bunter ! he said, in measured tones.

“*Ye-eog-as™

“You warm !

“You erawling apology for a worm " gaid Nugent.

“The wormfulness of the honourable Bunter is terrifie,'
murimured the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a shake of his
dusky head.

“l=L.—1 zay, you fellows—"?

“You've been o Enrt-y to an insult to yourself, to your
study, and to your Form,"” said Wharton,  * Carberry said
that wangy old sausages he was going to throw away were
good enough for this study. ~ And you swallowed the
HIEIT] | )

“He waz jolly well Eﬂin% to swallow the sosses, {oo.”
cooAnd you et ws in for it, too,” went on Wharten
indignantly. * Nico show we should have made when the
Yarn was out. I ¢an imagine what the chaps in No. 13
would say. No. 1 Study a place where old fragments aro

tilien and eaten up. You--you fat, over-fed worm! You—
you caterpillar 1™

*Oh, really, vou know—-""

M What hatd we better do with him 7" asked Wharton, in

disgust. ' You can't lick a beastly worm 17

I suggestfully propose that he is extended face down-
wardfully upon the table, and that a cricket-bat is applicd
with forcefulness to the uppermost regions of the honour-
able Bunter's estevined carcase,”

*: Groud e 1" zaid Nurent.

S I—I—L say, you fellows, don't be cads, you know. T-—
I'll box any of you, when I've had a liitle more practice,
;L{;_Id!? t;”mnlly mean to cook the sosses. It—it was only a
I-]-joke!

ZJM:I-' hat! Can’t he roll them out #*

It was all your fault, too,” said Bunter. © T've got a
delicate constitution, and T have to be kept up b

y constant
nourishment,  ¥ou chaps allow the grub to run out, and go
short of funds, |

; That's not my fault. I'm not accustomed
to the kind uf]gruhl we get in %Iall. I don'’t ask you f.?- aat
t:!re SBOEROS, think you're jolly ungrateful. = Besides,
Carberry didn’t mean any harm. e thonght we were
Eungry; in fact, I told him we wero stony, and asked him

to lend me a bob till my postal-order camo——"
You worm "

" Well, if you chaps go broke, T suppose we must feed
somchow:  You always make a fuss if [ sell anything out
of the study, I've got o wheeze for raising the wind by
ﬁ::‘ﬂ:g a boxing show for a purse; but vou won't back ma

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

‘" Better apply the cricketbatful ragging, In my worth
olnion,” En}d the Nabob of Bhan:ipufg B ¥ d

v, ow, ow 1"

“Whet are you making that row for?”
3! I|_::-a.1rt-:in.l “You're not touched yot.”

“The honourable Bunter must reseive an  esteemed
rogzing, " said the dusky junior firmly. “Why do vou
shuse our worthy potience in this way, Dunter, as the
esteerued Kickero remarked to the avgust Clatiline.”

“The esteemned whom?” yelled Nugent,

“ Wickero, my worthy ehum.”

“ Wha an earth's Kickere 37

"My esteemed friend, your ignoratefulness of tho justly
eelebrated Kickero is astoundful. I am referring fo his
warthy speech against Cataline: "Quo usque abuters,
Catilina, patientia nostra?' " said the nabob gently.

Y0k, Cicaral™

“Kigkero, if you pleasa,™

* Clicero M

“ Kickers I

“It's a soft *C," you ass!™

“It’s o hard *C, you esteemed idiot I

“1 tell you it’s Qisgg—"?

1 tell you it's Kick-->"

“Oh, shut up, you asses!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
siopping his ears, * Leave that for the Latin lesson, Now,
then, Bunter——'"

Nugent picked up a cricket-bat from the corner. Wharton
and llurree Bingh seized the wriggling junior and fopped
hiin face downwards upon the table, and held him there.
Bunter wrigglod and squirmed like o worm.

“Oh, my solitary turban!” ejaculated Hurres Singh, as
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he received a kick on the chest. “Ow! I am painfully
hurt! Ow! I have an ache in my infernal regions|”

*“Ha, ha, ha!*

"“"Lemme go! Yow! Ow! Murder! Help! Fire!”

“If he makes that row now, what wiil he do when wae
begin " said Nugent, flourishing the ericket-bat in the air
to the great danger of his chums. * Now thon—"

0w, yow, wow ™

Billy Bunter was held firmly down. Nugent raized the
bat, and poised it in the air,

“ Where will you have it, Bunter 7"

“Ow, yow, help 1"

Clump !

Nugent clumped the bat heavily on the table. It did nok
touch the fut junior, but Bunter gave a yoll that might
have been heard across the Close.

“Help! Fire! Thieves!?

“Ha, ha, ha ! rpared Wharton.
hold him! Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter squirmed off the table. Dol Cherry opened
the door of the study and looked in in amazement.

“ What’s the row about?”

“ We're killing Bunter ! I'm going fo brain him with thia
bat " exelaimed Nument, pretending to make o dash at
Bunter. * Stop him 1"

Billy Bunter squirmed under Bob Charry's arm, and
whizked into the passage, and ran for his [ife. Nugont
fung ihe bat down and shricked with laughter. Bob Cherry
Inughed too; but his langh died away, and he began to

sniff strangely.
What's that awful niff ¥

“Let him gal T can®™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !

ITarry Wharton pointed to the pork sausages. Bob
retreated into the passage.
“Can’t say T like the flavour,” he remarked, ** Whero

on earth-—-*
“Come in-—"

“Thank you; I'd rather stay here,” said Dob, making a
wry face,

“It's o question of an in=ult to the DRemove,™ said
Wharton, ** We've got to stand together over it.”

“Right-ho! But I'll stand at a distance from those
sosses, if you don't mind,” seid Bob Cherry.

CWe'll eome along to your study, then,” said Harry,
“Come on, you chaps. I'l] lock the door so that—"

“Bo that the sosses won't walk away "

“Ha, ha, ha! No. 8o that Bunter ean't get at them.”

And the chums of No. 1 wont down the passage into Neo,
1.  Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire, was thera,
sitbing at the table at worl:. Ile looked up with a ploasant
nod as the juniors came in.

“Now  then,” sawd Bob  Cherry. ¥ Squattez-vous!
Whe's been insuliing the giddy Remove; and how is he to
be slain ¥

“Carberry, of the Sixth.”

“H'm! He's alwoys insulting somebody.
done ¥
~ Wharton explained. Necdloss to say, Ilob Cherry's
indignation was as lively as that of the fellows in Neoo 1
Study, An insult to tha Remove touched the whale Form,
Esprit de corps was very strong in the Greviriars IRemove.

hey were an unroly Form, and they gave a groat deal of
trouble, but they had one shining virtue—they sood
tﬂguthur as one man against ootsidors.

*Bunter's o worm ! zaid Bob Cherry. *Ile always was
a worm, and he always will be & worm!  Dut we're not

oing to let even a worm be insulted, if he belongs to the

Remove,
“Good ! zaid Mark Linley, laughing, “ Even if ha
It's a guestion of the dignity of the

wants to bha ¥
“E&rtainl"[_,: not !
Form. Carberry has got ta be made {5 understand that
ithe Remove can’t have offal sent them as if they wero
deserving poor and he was lord of the giddi'; manor.”

“He's goiug to have the sosses” back,"” suid Harry
Wharton.

“ Jolly pood 1

“1 was thinking that they ocught to be planted on him
somehow—some in his bed, some in his hat-box, and so on.
He can’t grumble if he finds his own property in his own
study."

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“ He will have to be dcmr}'{-:d away first, though, to giva
us a chance in his study. Wa can’t have i’.i‘!ﬂﬁﬂ soss0s hang-
ing about, or they'll escape out of the window or up the
chimney. Are you chaps with us?'’

“ Yoo rather [V

" Count me in," said Linley.

“Good! Then let’s get the sosses in a bag—a thick bag,
5> that they won't whiff as we carry them about—and get to
Carberry’s study, Une of you can scout first, and soe if

What has he
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ie‘s ’t;here; and if ke is, he'll have to be dedged out some.
oW,

“Agreed !

And in a few minutes the chums of the Remove were on
the war-path.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Trap !

ARBERRY, the prefect, sat in his study. He was not
alone. Luecas and Loder, of the Sixth, were with him.
Lucas and Loder were special chums of Carberry's,
and the three wers about the blackest sheep to be

found in the Sixth Form at Greviriars. The three seniors
were regaling themaselves with cigarciles in the seclusion of
the study; a little habit they had. No master was likely to
ook in at that hour, and "as Curberry was a prefect, hao
feared none but the masters. But he started a little, and
losked uncasy as a tap came ab the door,

“It's all right,” he said hastily. “Only shove them out
of sight in ¢ago—— Come in!"

The three cigarcttes ware hastily thrust under the table,
tind the three smokers looked uneasily towards the door.
There was a very perceptible scent of tobaceo in the study.

But 1t was only Frank Nugent who looked in.

“Hallo " he said.

Carberry scowled at him.

** Whae do you want, you brat "

“ Nothing."

;Get qu!I:-i

eugent did not stir. DBut he stood quite read i

Carberry should rize from his chair. a 7 to bolt if

“I've just Jooked in,"” he remarked casually.

“Well, now get out ™

:‘%iu.n you give me a light 1

£ 1 ?IH

Nugent shook his finger at the prefect in a reproving war.

“Tﬂiughty-na.ughty%” he uaidF P g

Curberey glared at him. Such conduet from s junior was
sstounding., The prefeet could hardly contain himself. He
bounced out of the chair and rushed towards the Removite.

Nugoent was out of the study, snd scudding down the
passage in a twinkling.

The prefect stood panting in the doorway.

My only sunt I said Loder. “I never saw such cheek
in & kid before ™

“Nor 11" said Lucas, pufling at his cigarette again. *1
suppoge he knew we were smoking, thaugﬁl-"

arberry closed the door. He settled down in the arm-
chair again, and put his feet upon the grate. He struck a
match, and was in the act of lighting a fresh cigarctte,
vhen there was another knock at the door.

It opened, and Bob Cherry looked in.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallg 1**

“Do vou want anything 7

“ Yas,'r

““What is 1f, hang you "

“1 want you chaps to give up smoking, and take to
decency, like ua fellows in the Remove,” said Bob Cherry
choarfully.

“ Your young sweep ! Geb out 1™

“Rats "

“Are you going ?"" roared Carberry.

* More rats!” ¢ Y

Carberry rushed at him, and Bob fed. The
c¢hased him the length of the passage, but Bob &li
the banisters and escaped.

Carberry returned, panting, to the study.

“1 can't get on to this,” he said. " Those young rotters
knfﬁ I shall lick them later on for this. I gan’tgmaka it
k.,

“Well, give us another fag,"” said Lucas, siriking o mateh.
*Look here, they’ll very likely be back arain agﬂn, Let'a
stund just inside the door, and pop ocut on them as soon as
we hear them tap.”

“Good cgg !

The three sentora stood up inside the door.
of minutes a pattering of footsteps was heard.
made !rlta- companions a aign to be cautious.

rofect
down

In a couple
Carberry

apl

The instant the tap sounded Carberry threw open the
oor.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh stood there with an
startled face. The thrccgsnuinra rushed strai hgxﬁe?}lﬁzf
Though it was a different junior, they knew that he was
in the plot, as he was one of the comrades of No. 1 Study.

Carberry seized him by one shoulder, and Loder by the
othar, ,Lu{ras fastoned a gnp upon his hair,

”‘{}h!’ gasped the nabob. “I--1I am painfully hurt!
Qw! The hurtfulness is terrific. The pullfulness is hurt.
ing my honourable hajr 1"

' You black rascal—"*
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The nabol's eyes gleamed.

“ The pigfulness of the worthy Carberry’s remarks is only
ﬂqtl:‘n"&ld Ly tho extreme rollorncss of Lis manners” hae
gasped,

The prefect shook him violently.

“Yank him into the study,” he growled. “We'll give
him a lathering with .a five's bat, and I don't think he'll ba
so lively alter thai.”

Y Ha, ha! Good 1

“ Look out,” yelled Loder, suddeniy.,

There was a rush of feet in the corridor.

Harry Wharten and Mark Linley were coming along at
top speed to the reseue, The warning froon Loder came too
lute. The charging juniors rushed right into the seniora,
Carberry atagpered into his study, and Lucns mensured his
length on tha floor. Hurree Jamszet Ham Singh, torn from the
grazp of hiz captors, was carried on in the rush, and the
janiors wers gone in o twinlling.

Carberey grasped the door fo steady hinsclf,

Y Etop them [ he yelled.

Loder grinned ruefully.

““MNot much stopping them now,” he said.
g':lﬁﬂ-”

“You asses! Why dide’t you hold then”

“Why didn't yvou, if you come to that "

“0h, don’t be an ass”’

Well, don't vou he a fool.”

" Look horo, Loder—"'

“ Look here, Carberry—

“0Oh, cheese it,”" said Lueas, geiting up, rubbing his head
savagely. " I've had a nasty crack. Let's go and lock for
thosa rats. We shall find them somewhern. I'm going to
gkin them."

“Good biz," said Loder.
You're a prefect.”

“ Right vou are.”

“ Falio, hallo, hallo "

It was a yell from the end of the passape. Bob Chorry
was looking at the senjors with a cheerful grin, As they
turned and glared at him, Beb Cherry's right hand rose,
and the thumb was placed against his nose, the fingers
extended to their fullest capacity. It was an old and well-
known sign, and the coel nerve of it made Carberey and Co,
aimply boil over.

“Wait a second till I get that cane,” muttered Carberry.

Haé rushed into the atudy.

In a moment he rejoined his friends, a thick canc In his
hand. As a prefect he had o right 1o cane the juniors, and
on the present occasion, he was not likely to spare the rod,

But he had to catch the Removites first. Thoe three zoniora
ran down the passage, and DBob Cherry nipped tound a
corner and ran,

“Afker him ' pasped Carberry.

Bob Cherry doubled to the upper stairs, and thon went
scudding along the Remove passage. The three seniors were
in hot pursuit. Fellows looked out of the common-room and
the studios in amazement. There were cheers to the racers,
and fellows got tnto the way of the pursucrs, seemingly by
accident, to give the panting junior a chance,

* Go it, Cherry ! shouted Temple of the Upper Fourth.

“ (Oh, rathor ! said Dabney.

And Fry collided violenily with Loder, and brought him
to the floor. Loder jumped up, kicked the Upper-Fourth
fellow savagely, and ran on after his comrades,

“Ow ! growled Fry, rubbing his shoulder. ¥ The

“He's making for the

beast !''

H{oma on, gasped Carberry.
dorm. We shall corner him there.”

Bob Cherey was flying up the ur:ger staircase.

This led to the passage upon which the Remove dormi-
tory opened. The dormitory, rebuilt since the fire st Groy-
friara, had a door at each end ef the room. Bob Cherry
dashed in at the fiest door, and slammed it behind him.
iB-utlE he did not lock it. The key was in the outside of the
OO,

Carberry flung the deor open, and rushed in afler him,

Hob went af a rush along the row of white beds, making
for the other door, at the further end of the dormitory, Ile
skipped out into the passage in & twinkling.

Curberry's oulsiretched hand was only a yard behind him.
Slam wenf the door afrer Bob.

A moment more, and Carberry’s hand waz on the handle.
But a click sounded at the same moment. The key waa in
the outside of that door alse, and Bob Cherry had locked
it after himself in the passage.

Curberry tore at the door, and muttered an oath,

“Can't get out here,” he growled, savagely. “Cut back
fo the other deor.”

But as the bullics of the Bixth dashed back to the door
they had entered by, if was jerked shut from the passagze,
and a key clicked on the outside.

“They're

3]

“ et o cane out, Carberry.
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Carlerry halted, pritiing his teoth.

“They've locked ns m !

Y The cheeky young scoundrels '

Loder tricd the deoor. It was fast. He shouted 1o the
juniors outside, but not a sound answered him. Ie thought

¢ heard a faint chuckle dying away in the distance, but
that wos all. Then silence !

The three seniors stared at one anather.

* They've done this on purpose,” said Carborry, hoarsely.
“Eome of them mmst have beon hangine about ready to
lock the door, and the key was in the outs=ide ready.”

My hat 1 said Loder. ** We're fairly caught.”

“ I smgsh them.”

“That's all wvery well,” remarked Lueas.
question i3, what are we going to do now!?
oot out ¥

“Thev'll never dare to keep us hore,”

Lueas shrugged his shoulders.

“Those whelps in No. 1 Btudy would dare anything, I
belicve." he sadd.

Carberey kicked furiouzly at the door.

But only the echo of the noize he made answered him. o
cesisted at last, in sheer fatigue and Turr.

* Not much good kicking the deooe,” said Toder, ¥ The
Remove kids won't let us aut, and we're too far awax fram
cur quarters for any of onr fellows to even hear us. We've
gat to stick here till they choose to let us out.”

“THN-IH pulverise them !

“ Presently, 1 dare say,” said Loder, with a shrug, **at
prosent we've got to wait.”

And he sat on o bed and beran to smolke.
and fellowed hiz oxaiaple. Carberry strode about the dorimi-
tery like & engod tiger. But his fury was of no avail: there
was no cscape till the Removites chose to lot them po.

¥ But the
How are we to

Lueas grinned

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Returned with Thanks |

H ALLD, hallo, hallo 1™
_ Bob Cherry shouted out his usual vociferons grect-
tog a8 he et hiz chums in the passage. The doors
were locked, the sontors were aafe. Ilarry Wharton
and Co. foreguthered in the Hemove passage below, and
ehackled,

“1t's ripramr,’t sabd Nugont,
lw:-,ntifu]l;—l_!" & §

* The rippingfulness ie ferrific,”

“ Well, they're disposed of fer a bit,”” Iarry Wharton
m:-n:{:r,h{-.d. " MNow let's get the visit to Carberry’s study
OVer.

And the chums of the Remove, in great spirits, hurried
awsy fo Carberry’s reom. The imprisoned seniors wete not
Likely to cseape, and they had plewty of time to carry out
iheir intontions with regard to the sausapoes.

I say, you feilows—-""

Billy Bunter was standing in the open doorway of the
sy, blinking round. He blinked at the Removites as
they eame in.

" Get out, Bunter,” said Iarry,

. “Oh. really, Wharton! I caeme here to spezk to Car
erry.

“Well, he isn't here, Got out!™

“ Do you know whore he 157"

" Yes get out !

“Well, vou might tell o fellow,” exclaimed Bunter, in-
digaantly, " Carberey’s a sporfing ehap, vou lknow—it's
woll known he betz on cock-fights i Frigrdale, at the Bird-
in-Iland., I was thinking he might take up my boxing idea,
Of conrse, I'm willing to give yvou fellows hrst chunee, if
vou hike,”

““Rats 1"

“If vou like to put up a champion, and make up a pursn,
T'my willing to meet him in the gym., in o boxing contest,

neenshorry rules 2t
U Will vou fravel?” roared Bob Cherry, taking the fat
juniar by one fat ear.

*Youre foo nmincrons !
of vou! Buzz off 1”7

“Ow! T say. you fellows, where's Carberry? He might.
be willing to pui up & purse for ma {0 box for—ow—wow |

Bob Cherry led the fat junior to the door by the ear, and
eave him a geatle 1L behind with his baet, Billy Dunter
stazrered info the passaee.

= Mow huzz off,” snid Bob.
g Tor you with this bat.”

1 rl;_t::”_?, {.].lll_‘l'l"__'g.'"""—'“

Bon made a1 swoep i the air with the baf, and Bunter
srnddiel off. Bob O Te] o b slammed the doar,

ROV W LR pot to work,"” he remarked.

Arvel the chums of the Remove set to work at once. The
savsepes were faken owt of the beo, and even the last hour

The Macwer Liprary.—No, 8],
HEXT
TUESDAY :

“They tumbled into it

There's too many and toe much

“If you stay one scoond, I'lI

“ THE HEAD'S HOLIDAY.”

seemed to have made them worse, and added & keener edge
to the scent,

“Good enough for us to eat, were they ¥ swid Magent,
with a sniff.  ** We'll jolly well see how Cuarberry lilies his
own sossca. One in the bed, under the pillow.”

“Tla, ha, ha !

Carborry’™s bed waos in an alcove, and there wos o curtain
hanging before the aleove, shuiting it off from the sludy,
Bob Cherry uprolled one of the pillows, and placed a sausage
thare, and carefully covered it up. He smoothed out the
E;llm'-' and the bodelothes to hide every trace of the visit

are.

Nugent, meanwhile, apened Carberry’s hat box,

_He took out a silk hat, and with the aid of some pins and
fish-hooks, fastened the next sausaige inside the hat, close
up to the crown.

As the weight of tha succulent article was not great, Car-
berey wasn't likely to rotice the sausage unless he looked
into the hat; but evervbody near him was certain to notico
l:!hﬂ scont of it, especially if it remained there till the next

ay.

“ Better put one in the drawer of the table,” supgosted
Lol Cherry, as Nugent reclosed the hat-box and put it away.

“ Ha, ha! Rather!”

The third sausuge waz put in the table drawer. The
fourth was carcfully puukef away in a handkerchici-box.
There remamed two to dispose of, and the juniors con-
fldmiud the matler. MHarry Wharton burst into a sudden
augh.

“He's certain o light the gas when he comes in,” he
remarked, " We'll hang one just over the gusjet, and it
will begin to fizgele belore hie notices it

“11a, ha, ha!"

A piece of siving and a hook janmuned inle the eciling
saon accompdisiied it. The sausage hung directly over the
burner, about six inches above if.

“Wo'll leave the last one on the table, with & note,” said
Wharton.

“(zood idea !V

A fork was found in Carberry's drawer, and upon it tha
sausage was impaled, the fork then being stuck uprizht in
tho table. Om one of the prongs Wharton strung a note.

“ Reoturned, with thanks.—The Remove
_ I think that about finishes it,” said Mnrleinlﬂﬁ, laugh-
ing. ":" Ye rods, what an unholy whiff there is tn this study
TIow

“%es; I dare say it will seem sorter [amiliar to Carberry
when he comes in,"”” Bob Cherry remarked.

And the juniors, -grinning gleefully, quitted the study.
Billy Bunter was waiting for them in the passage, and he
Liinked at them reproachfully.

1 say, you fellows, you might tell me where Carberry
12,"" he said.

“He’s in the Bemove dormitory,” said Beb.

“{h, really, Cherry——"

“1t’s a fact-—honest Injun—he's locked in”

“Oh! Isat a jape?

¥ Exactly. 1'd advise you to keep out of his rcach if you
let him out: he doesn't g:rvc. the Remmove just now.”

“h, that's all right! I'M explain to him that I hadn't
any hand in these rotten tricks.”

“ These what!"” roared Bob.

Dut Bunter scuifled off without replying.

“Wo'd better keep together for o bit, T think,” DBab
Cherry remarked.  * Lot's have n practice of the Operatic
Soviely 1 your study, Wharlon, with the door locked, It's
no pood falking to Carberry till he's had time to eool down.”

“Ha, ha! sichi-ho 1

Aund thoe juniors adjournod to Moo 1 in the Romove passagoe,
Bob and Mark brought o much-necded gife of provisions for
a general tea, and Elhiold and Opilvy and Morgan come in
to join in tho singing prectice. The juniors did oot intend
to stir ogt till bedtime.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter had scuttled off o the Remove
dormitory. He was full of his idea of getting Carberry,
who was well known as an amateur sportsman, to back him
ey in his boxing idea.

Bunter never thourht of 2 wheeza without thinking how
to make money out of 1t; but as his wheezces were all of the
rmost impracticable kind, the money was very slow in comin
in. In faect, although DBunter was simply erammed with
1.1I|]'|F:E?.{‘F, hie had never been known to make any money at
all.

But if Carberry backed him up this time, the amateur
pue. felt that o purse of twenty guineas might he had almost
for the asking, for he believed in his pugilistic ability
with a touching faith. :

He reached the Bemove dormitory, and soon heard sounds
which showed him that the Removites had not hecn
“orotiing,” as he had half suspected.

There was a tramp of feet inside, and an occazional savage
kick at the panels of the door.
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“ Hao's there all rieht,” mormored Duentor. ¥ Good !
He's bound to be in a good temper if I let him outf, aud
he'll back me up all right.”

And Buanter turned the key in the lock and threw the door
opere. He would have done more wisely to explain things
to the angry prefect through the kevhole fiest.

Carberry jumped az the door opened, and ran towards ik,
He saw a Bomnovite there—one of the tenants of No. 1 Study,
too=-and did nol stop to ask guestions.

He rushed wpon Bunfer, seized him by the collar, and
ewung him round. ln a second his cane waz making rapid
ay round Dunter’s fat limbs.

Billy velled and sguirmod with pain and terror.

“Ow! Loggo! Yah! Yow! Leave off! I say, vou
follows, I—1 came to let you oub, you know. I never had a
hand in Ow—wow—yow "

Carberry hurled him upoa the floor.

“ Wow I'll sectle with Wharton ! he snarled,

And he rushed away, with Lucas and Loder at his heels,
in scarch of the hero of the Remaove. Billy Buntor sat up
end blinked after him through his speciacles, almost
paralysed with indignation.

In n couple of minutes the profect was raging outside
Mo, 1 Study., But singing prociice starbed just as he started
to lnock, and o roar of the chorus of “ On the Ball 1" was
the only reply he received. He gave it up at last, deferring
his venzeance to a more convenient time, and savagely
gtrode away to his study., TFresh troubles awaited him there,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Haunted.

i HEW M
p That was what Loder said as he followed Carberry
into the study. Lueas stopped in th_:;: doarway, with
a suspicious sniff. Carberry had relighted the gas.

S \ell, what are wyou snorting about?” demanded
Carberry, whose temper had not been improved by the
rocont happenings.

Loder sniffed again, _

“'Nuff to mwake anybody snort, T think!” he said. * Do
vou usually keep German sausages on the table=—and in that
stoie ?"

Carberry glared at the pork savscge, the fork, and the
note. e road the note, and almost danced.

“Returned with thanks!" read Loder. * What on earth
does it mean " ]

“Jt's a joke of those woung rotters in No. 1 Study,”
snarled Carberry. “ I sont them the sosses—there were half
s dozen of them—hy that fat young worm Bunier, as a
present. I thought they were good encuph for them. This
was why they were dudginF us out of the study—so that they
could bring the stufl back.”

Loder chuckled.

i Well, I rathor think the joke is up against you this time,
Carbeery,” he remarked. ““The Remove will howl over it.
It wasn’t a very savoury one af the start. You'd have done
botter to hury those sosses and put a particulerly big tomb-
stone upon them, so that they couldn't move. I don't think
1'il stay for that smoke. It's a little too thick !"

“Take that s0ss away with you.”

“Thanks! Lucas will take 1t."

And Loder walked gquickly out of the study.

“ Lucas jolly well won’t ! said the owner of that name.
And he followed Loder down the passage, leaving Carberry
to deal with the malodorous sansage as he thought fit.

The bully of the Sixth scowled after his friends, and then
picked up the fork. He opened the window, and looked
out into the dusky quad. With a swing of the hand he
relepsed the sausage from the fork, and sent it whirling
far into the gloom.

Then he bLreathed more freelw,

“ Jolly good riddance, that!" he murmured.
they brought only one back! H'm!
to be quile gone, sither.” )

He glanced reund the study with a puzzled expression.

There was still a fragrant odour of antique sausage, and,
to Cuarberry’s amazement, it seamed to be cooking, There
was a distinct sizzle,

“My only hat! What can it be?
Ah [”

He glanced up at the gas.

The sausage suspended over the burncrs was bezinning to
drip fat unon the table. _ )

The prefect could scarcaly believe his eyes for the moment.

“0Oh! The younyg brutes!"

He grabbed at the suspended sausage, and welled as he
received a drip of hot fat on the arm. Carberry grasped
the succulent morsnl, and yelled again as it burnt his hand.
e harled it out of the onen window,

An sstonished voice floated upon the darkness of the
Close

¢ Dless my soul [
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Coarberry sfartad, and keut close. T4 was the voice of
Mr. t%;m]::'h, the master of the Heinovo.

Carberry knew that Me Quelch would be leoking up and
seanning the lighted windows, aud be was careful not o
show himeelf, The Remove-snasier could weot guesz from
which window tha sausage had been harled,

“1 hepe it bonged Lim in the eve?” murmured ihe
prefect. * Ha ought to keen his Form in betier order. I'll
shin those voung beasts! I shouldn’t wonder if the vest
of tho sosses are shoved into this reom somewhere

And the prefect, who was hounted by the odour, looked
round for any others that might be there, to get rid of them
ng soon a3 possiblo,

ITe found one in the drawer of his table, and hurled it
out of the window, taking core to send it farther oif this
time. Others he could not find, and he came lo the con-
::]_1;:1:}:1 that the Remove had relurned only half lus savoury
gift. 1

When hs lefé the study he left the door and window
wida open, in ovder that a strong draught through the room
raight waft away the Iast lingering {races of that exquisite
scont. ITe looked out for the chums of No. 1 Study, but ke
did not find them. ] L

The operatic practice was still going on merrily io
Wharton's study, and the bully of the Sixth guessed that the
juniors did net mean to come out Lill bed-time.

Carberry went up to bed in o bad temper that night. Hae
folt thab he had been perzecufed, and he did not choose o
refleci that he had started it himself by hia insult to tha
dignity of the Remove. According to the profect’s ideas,
1 junior's business was to take all that his seniors chose to

ive him, and smile sweetly the while. They bad very
%Ii{hwe.nt ideas in the Remove.

When Carberry entared his roem to go to bed he was sur-
prizsed to find that the seent was still strong there.

Thero was a steady breeze hetween the door and the
window, hEt it had not succeeded in wafting away tha
lingering odour, .

rlllﬁgnrhargr loaked round angrily. It oceurrad to him that
the rest of the sausages might have been placed there during
his absence. But there was no sign of them. ;

It was preity certain that some of them were in the
room, however. He hunted for them, muttering thinga
under his breath. He discoversd one at last in his hand-
kerchief-box, and hurled it forth—and was grenﬂi inclined
to hurl the handkorchisfs after it. He contente himself,
however, with putting them out into the passage.

And still the scent haunted him.

But he uﬁuld find no more; and at last he undressed and
went to boed. N

He had turned out the gus, and laid his head upon the
pillow when he started up again, with a suvage exclamation.

Tha acent was stronger than ever.

He serambled oot of bed, and fumbled for a match,
barking his shina against a chair, and finally relighted the

as. .
K Then he soarched through the bed. The sausage under his
pillow came to light. _ _ ‘

Breathing thraats of vengzeance he picked it up with the
tongs and dropped it from the window. e threw the
pillow out into the passage, and took a cushion from his
armchair, And at last ho was able to settle down to
slumber. :

He was becoming so accustomed to tha smell in the room
now that he could hardly tell whether it was gone or notf.
He woke up several times that night with the scent in hia
noatrila, ) g

When the rising-bell went in the morning and be turned
out he sniffed, and sniffed. There was no doubt about it,
the sixth and final pork sausage was still in the room
somewhere. ;

T.oder looked in at the door as he was dressing. .

“elting uvp, Carberry? Why—what—how—-— It's still
hera!™

And Loder flad. o

Carberry mutfered anathemas. Where the remaining
sausage could be he had no idea, and he could nof find it
without turning out every roceptacle in the study.

But the discovery was near at hand.

e had to don his sill-hat to walk down to chapel; and
as he opaned his hat-box the scent grew more palpable.

Lucas looked in at the door, holding his nose,

“ Bedder gome,"” he said; “ you're lade vor jabbel I

And he ran, ; ]

Carberry snorted, yanked out his silk-hat and jammed it
on his head. He took a quick glance into the hox, hut the
“gozs " did not scom to be there: but he had no time to
look for it then.

7

A Scheol Tala of Harry Wharton & Co.
Ey Frank Richamris,
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He ran atter s frienda, and loined the re:t of the Sixth
in the Close. )

Roveral Tellows looked at him and sniffed. TE was jost
Carbierry’s luek, ns he would have expressed it, that thore
should happen to be a special morning chanel that morning.

Wingate, the captain of CGreeyfriars, tapped him on the
arii,

“ VWwhat's the matter with you, Carberry "

“ Wothing " growled the prefect.

“Flave you been using any votten hairwash or anvihing 7
asited Wingate, with a2 glance at Yonides, the Greek, the
Sixth-Former, who was much given to facewaszshes and com-
plexion-powders and hair glossers, and so forth.

Tonides torned red.

Carherry shook his head impatient]y.

“*OF course not I

““Then what's that horrid scent ¥

“The juniors have been nlanting high sosses in my study,
that’s all. [ suppose the smell sticks to me” )

“II'm!” Wingate sniffed, and sniffed. “DBlessed if I
don't think sou'd befter cut chapel! Look here, the scent
comes From yvour napper. It can’t be a sossz; it must be a
hairwash !

“T1 tell you—"

“ Perhaps there’s one in his hat !” seggested Loder.

Carberry snatched hiz hat off and looked into 1. Then
he rasped.

“Ha, hn, ha ! roared Wingate.

The prefect, with a furious face, detached the sausage
from the lining of hiz hat and dropped it to the ground.

“ The beasts! I'l! make them smart for this!”

And he held his hat in his hand to air it as they walked
down to chapel.

And as they eame in sight of the Remove Harry Wharton
& Co. looked at Carberry, and the prefect could hardly
restrain himself from going for them on the spotl.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Gets Hls Own Way.

HE history of the pork sausages was known all over
the Remove that morning, and the Form chuockled
over it loud and long. Mozt of the other fellows

chuckled over it, too, Even the Hixth, when they
heard it, chuckled in private; though in public they
assumed scvere oxpressions, and appesred to think that
things were coming to a serious pass when a junicr ven-
ture% to play tricks on a Bixth-Former.

Carherry was thinking only of vengeance; but he was a
little puzzled how to act.

He was aeccustomed to treating the juniors in a high-
handed wav. But Harry Wharton & Co. were made of
sterner stuff than most of the Lower School fellows. They
were not to be easily bullied or licked. Against a bully,
even in the Sixth Form, they were pretty certain to unite;
and in & tussle with the crowd of tham, {!arhE:rr:{l was equally
certain to come off second-best. As for using his authority
ar a prefoct, that was diffienlt in this case. -For the juniors
were certain to resist punishment, and an appeal to & master
would bring out the whole of tfhe unsavoury story of the

pork sausages,

Carberry didn’t want to make himself look more absurd
than he looked ot present.,. And he knew that if it came
out that he had started the trouble, he would get no sym-
pathy from the powers above. They were more likely to
read him a severe lecture on his folly in entering info a
japing competition with fellowsz in a junior Form. They
would tell him to be more eareful to uphold his dignity as
a profect, and would dismiss the case.

gﬂ Um*i'-a‘rr}' thought he had better lie low at present, and
watch his opportunity. If he could only catch the Removites
napping, it he could only make out a strong case against
Wharton & Co.—some caze in which the masters could not
but back him un—that would be a revenge.

And, as it happened, Cavrberry was upon the verge of that
very opportunity. That Wharton & Co. were not immacu-
late he knew ; he Lknew perfectly well that they were human
bors, and consequently full of faults. They might not be
much the worse for if. Dut 1f he could cateh them at an
unguarded moment, it might be casy to make a boyish jape
look like o deliherate infraction of the rules of the college,

And in his eagerness to get level with the chums of No. 1
Study, Carberry was quite likely to be indiscfeet, and to
make another blunder, and get the worst of the confest in
the lonr run.

And vek, when the opportunity came, Carberry might be
excused for thinking that he really had a handle against
the Famous Four af last.

It was, of course, Billy Bunter wheo caused the troubls.
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Bunter was keeping up the boxing idea with his usual
obstinacy. o

It was of no use pointing out to the fat junior that he
was too fat, and that he ate too much ever to distinguish
himself in the ring. Moreover, he was as blind as a bat
without his glasses, and to box in glasses was a decidedly
risky proceccing, But Bunter was not in the habit of
listening to reason, He persisted that he was a born boxer,
and that he only wanted a little practice to become n splen-
did exponent of the manly art. Any opposition in his own
study he attributed to jealousy. ]

Bob Cherry, of No. 13, was inelined to humour him, and
see exactly how great an ass he would make of himaelf.

Bince the rivalry had commenced between tho two cnda
of the Remove passage, Bunter had been fired with ambi-
tion. Why shouldn’t he be the fellow to make No. 1 top
¢tudy in the Remove? The idea grew upon him. His mind
was quite made up now that he would challenge Bob Cherry
to a boxing contest, and stake the supremacy of No. 1 Study
on the result.

And with the idea of turning an honest penny, as usual,
he wanted a purse made up for him to win.

Argument was wasted on Bunter. The fellows in his
study tried to resson with him, but in vain. Bunter was
past reasoning with,

“1 say, vou fellows,” he remarked, & few days after the
sausage adventure, '“you might back up a chap in your
own study, vou know, You chaps are always saying that
MNo. 1 is top stady in the Remove.”

“ Qo it is,” said Nugent.

“Well, but Cherry and Linley claim that Neo. 135 is top
study ; and the best way of putbing them in their place is
to hava a proper meeting., according to proper rules, and
knock out their champion with the gloves on™

“ Rats ! .

“(Oh, really, Wharton! I’'ve been practising hard latelr,
and Temple, of the Upper Fourth, has been giving wme
sorne tips. He says he's never scen a boxer liko me.”

“True enough, { dare say,” said Harry, laughing., " Ilo
was rotting you, you young ass.’’ _

“(f course, he could see my quality,” said Bunter, with
dignity. ** Not being in my own study, he wasn't jealous
of my abilities. This jealousy of a chap 1n his own gquarters
is simply sickening.”

o dear aga—-"" . )

“Bob Cherry is quite willing to meet me, I believe, if
you chaps backed me up and made a meeting of it. As a
matter of fact, Cherry's az jealous as you chaps are.”

“ Jealous of your Eﬂﬂff looks, 1 suppose!” suggested
Nugent. :

“The looks of the esteemed Bunter are terrific,” mur-
mured Hurree Singh.

Billy Bunter smirked into the glasa. . .

“ Well, you know jolly well what Hazeldene's sister thinks
of me.”

“ Well, she's too polite to say what she thinks about ti_qru ”
gaid Wharton. ““But T can guess. She probably inks
you're a fat, conceited, nasty, slimy toad.”

“(h, really, Wharton——" .

# And if you say snother word on the subject, I'll squash

vou."” _ ,
“This jealousy gets on my nerves,’” said Billy Bunter,
backing away from Wharton, who was looking dangerous.
“I'm not the chap to plume myself on a conquest. I can’t
help the girls looking at me. ey will do it, and I never
cneonrage ‘em. ‘There's something about me, T suppose—
a sort of distingue manner—7

“ Ha, ha, ha " ) '

“ Rlessed if 1 can see anything to cackle at)”

“ Lok in the glass.”

“ Oh, rgal!ly, Nugent, you know perfectly well that Bob
o

(herry's jeolous of me because Marjorie— Ow! Wowl
L-:*.-F;m 45 “

4T told wou I would squash you.

“Ow! Yow! Wow!"

Bunter jerked himself sway, and blinked furiously at
Whartan. : i e o

“T've a jolly good mind to give you a hiding, Wharton.

“Go ahead ™ s

© I'my sincorely sorry to see all this jeclousy. Dut to come
hack to the subject we were speaking of, will you chaps
back me up?” Y

“Oh, ring off, for goodness’ sake! . _ .

“Than I shall have to get a backer outside this El‘:ud?’.
said Billy Bunter. “Carberry's a sporting chap, and he'll
back me up. I should think you chaps would liks to see a
really ripping, frst-class boxing contest.™ _—

“&o we should; but you couldn't box a white rabbit.

“ More jealousy ! I'll jolly well shew you up in the Form,
anvway,” said Bunter. “T'll let the chaps know how you
try to keep me in the shade™

* Hallo, halle, hallp!”
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“ Buzz off ! said Harry Wharton.

“A chap's study isn't the place for punching the ball

Bob Chergy looked in. DBunter blinked at him.

“I say, Cherry, we're discussing the idea of a boxing
match, you against me—No. 1 Btudy against No. 13, you
know. harton thinks it's a good idea.”

(1] “']!-T’ I ) ]

“Only he's jealous of my scoring, and making a show,”
explained Bunter.

ob Cherry grinned.

“Too bad!" ha said. *I really think Wharton ought
to play the game on an oceasion like this, Why not back
him up, Wharton 1’

*0Oh, don't be an ass!”

I think it's & jolly geod idea. We could bring the meet-
ing off in the gym., and have a crowd to look on. It's a
ripping wheeze,"

wrry Wharton laughed. Bob Cherry was a very good
boxer, and he was three times as strong as Dunter, and
nearly a head taller. A matfeh between them would be
utterly absurd. Bob would only have fo hit out once to
knock the fat junior silly.

But Bunter, blinded by conceit, could not realise anything
of the sort. Ile was anxious to repest his exploiis upon
the punching-ball upon the person of Bob Cherry.

. Harry knew that Dob’s idea was simply to ““rot ™ tho fat
junior,

But Dunter's importunities and his absurd conceit wers

.thn%’ on Harry's nerves, and he was greatly inclined to
et Bob have his way, and let the fat junior make as big
a fool of himself as he chose.

Tue Maswer Lisrary.—No, 81.

“T say, you feilows, Cherry thinks it's a good wheeze,”
iaid I";unter persuasively. " Yoo ought to back me up, you
now."”

“ Look here, Bunter, you're a fat, stupid duffer——"

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“But if you insist upon this boxing mateh coming off,
and won't give us any peace till you get if, we'll arrange
it-."
“Right you are! That's good enough !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” ronred Bob Cherry, going off suddenly
like an alarm clock. * Ha, ha, ha ™™ ! .

“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at in & business
arrangement like this,” said DBunter peevishly. * We can
fix up the details of the mesting later. Now we'd beiler
gee about making up the purse.”

“ The what?"’ .

“ The purse. OFf ecourse, we're not going to box for
nothing. That would be a waste of time.”

“ Well, you're a_ preity average specimen of a black-

uard,” said Dob Cherry. ** Do you think we're going to
gm: for monoy 2"

“ 0k, really, Cherry, it's always done, vou know. It's all
very well to talle about sport, but I've alwars noticed that
chaps who talk about sport like to rake in the tin all the
game. Dosidos, I'm short of money.”

“ Mot really 1" exelaimed Bob Cherry, with an air of
great surpriso.

“¥es, really.
wind."

I'm almost stony, aod T want to raise tho
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“ Jiasn’t yenr posizlordor come®*

“o; I've been disappointod about that™

“lHaven't you had 2 cheque from the Palriotic Home
Work Association ¥

“That turned oot to be a swindle”

“What about the remittance from the Imperialist Fair
Trading Co?”

“H'wn! That was anothor swindle.”

“And the big swns you've bheen getting by sending photo-
graphs to the Pross "

“ f—I haven't fnizhed any wot™

The juniors were voaring with laughtor as Bob wont on
with Iis List.  Dilly Bunter's schemes for ralsing moncy were
many and various, and they all endod in the samo way.

“Then vou'd better sell Wharton's bat, or Nurent's knife,
er Inky’s diamend ring, or Ogilvy's camera,” said Dob
Cherry, sholking his head. “ ¥You con't raise any money on
a boxing match. You see, wo shouid all be expelled for it,
for one thing."

“ UE course, we should keep it dark. TFellows always have
to kecp things dark when they go in for sport at our ape,”
explained Dilly Bunter, with an nir of great worldly wisdom.
“1 knew a chap who used to bet on horses with a book-
maker, and ho had to keep it awiully dark from his pater.”

Bobh Chorry snorted,

I Well, I hope hiz pater found him out, and gave him a
olly good hiding, that's all,” he exclaimed, n disrust.
*And if I ever catch you doing anything of the sort, I'll
take the place of your pater, and give you the licking of
your lifa. And if you say another word about making up
& purao for the match, I'll give it you now.”

“The parse '

“ No, ass, the Hckhif'”

Zﬁuntnr grunted, and lelt the study. The Fameous Four
grinned at one anoiher.

“We'll rot him,"” said DBob Cherry.
boxing match, and have the whole Remove tu sce it, and
make him look the biggeat ass in the universe. That oughd
to have some effect even upon Bunter.”

And the Removites agreed that it ought.

“We'll geb op o

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Puts Carberry on to a Good Thing,
L ELL, you worm " ) .
_ That was Carberry's polite greeting, ss ho came
;]hltu bis study and found William George Bunter
B,

Billy Buntor was apparently waiting for him to come in.
Ha was sitting on the table, swinging his fat legs. He slid
off guickly enough at the sound of a footstep, and blinked
a little uneasily at the prefect. He had come there to puf
Carbarry on to o good thing, but he remembered how Car-
borry had rewarded him the other day for opening the door
of the Remove dormitory. When Carberry was in a bad
tempor, it wasn’t safe to come near him, even with the best
intentions in the world.

“I—I say, Carborry,” said Banter, watching the bully of
the Sixth warily, and propared to dodge rousd the table
if necessary—""1 say, T want to put you on to a good thing,
you know."™ g

““What are you jsbbering about "

“0Of course, you ]Imuw it's an open secret armong the fags
shout your smoking, and pIa:,‘inﬁ cards for moncy, and so
on,” hﬁﬂk&d DBanter. I : Y

Ho¢ dodged round the table just in time. Carberry glared
&t him across the toble.

“You fat young scoundrel—"

“But I—-1 say, i‘arhnrry, I—I didn’t mean to offend you,
you know. [ can put you on to a good thing—a way to
win twenty guineas.”

The prefeet stared at him. He was not above making
beta on_races with a bookmaker in Friardale, but he kept
that a dead scerot. It would have meant public expulsion
from Grevfriars if it had been hknown. Bome of the fags
who took his niessares had a pretty cloar ides of what went
on. But tha cheok of a fag coming to him with & tip nearly
took Carberry’s hreath away. Ilc could not speak for the
momoent, and Billy Dunter rattled on.

"Wo're getéing up o boxing match in the Remove, with
a purse for the winner, you see, and I t.hc::.l;;:h{'- you might
lika to have o hand in it, Carborry, as you're a sporting
chap. It will give the affair a tone to have a prefect in af,
and I know yvou put money on Bill Giles when he was boxing
the Kentish Duster at the Bird in Hand, We could have a
systern of sharing ont the purse, if you could induce the
fellows to put up a decont one”

Carberey almost gazped. ,

“You're boxing in the Remove—for a purse!™ he ejacu-
Jated.

“%Yoa, rather.”

“ Whe's boxing "
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“ THE HEAD’S HOLIDAY.”

““I am."”

“You? Vou fat idiot!"

Bunter blinked indignantly. .

Carberry’s remarks could not be ealled polite. )

“ Look here, Carberry, it's o fact. T'm taking up boxing
a9 a science; and Temple, of the 'Uli[mr Fourth, says I'm a
gplondid boxer. T know T am, too. I've studied the subjsci,
you sco; and there's pretty few things I can’t do when I
make up my mind. You see, I've got the scientific know-
ledze, and that's what counfs more than mere sirength.
Cherry has the brute strength, bui I have the science.
shall knock him inio o cocked hat. You'll see ™

“VYou're boxing Chorry, of the Hemove ¥

** Yoz, rathor !

“ For a purac of money ™

“Yes. I shall refuse to box without a purse. O courss,
a chap wants paying for his trouble.”

Carberry looked at him in-a-very curious way. If Harry
Wharten & Co. were muxed up, in truth, in a disreputabls
seheme of this sort, 18 was his duty as o prefect—to wsay
nothing of other considerations—to expose them, and then
that Wharton would be expelled, and his followers flogged,
was an absolute certamnty. Dub was it true? C&?%er:r
found it easy to believe what he wanted to believe.

The fact that the prefect was undeubledly interested
encourazed Buntar., He went on more confidently,

“You sea, Carberry, I came to put you on io this because
it's a good thing, I'm a apﬂrting{ chap myself. Thore's no
reason why you shouldn’t deo well out of it If yon don’™
want fo take a hand in getting up the fight, you could
make hets on 1k, know you and Lucas and Loder and
Musgrave and the rest male bets among vourselves; and
vou eould land guite a smm of money. OF courae, I should
expect a commission for putting you up to the thing.”

"Who's in this with you!" asked Carberry abruptly,
convinced at last that Dilly Dunter, at all events, was®in
deadly earnest, and was rm{ working off an elaborate hoax
unon him.

“h, al the fellows, you know! I'm boxin
Linley backs him up. The {ellows in my sta
the arrangements.”

“ Harry Wharton, I suppose?”*

““¥es, Wharton, and Nugent, and Inky. Most of tha
Eemove will be there though to see the maich. You ought
to see it. Of course, it wouldn™ do for a prefect to appear
aponly in the matter. But you could look on without being
seen. Coma to think of it, we ought to have it in the open
sir somewhere, at o distance from the school. It would be
safer,””

If Carberry bad been in the habit of duini his duty as a
prefect, be would have felt the insult .of being supposed
to be prepared to break any rule of the school in this
flagrant wav.

Ha did not fecl insulted, howaver. He only felt an inwand
rejoicing that he had at last eaught Harry Wharton nap-
ping. harton, of course, would not have the faintest idea
that Buntar had told hiin this. The safest thing he could do
would he to pretend to disbelieve every word -uf‘.r it, and kick
Bunter out -}? his study. Then it would go on uninterrupted,
and at the proper moment he could descend upon the young
rascals and catch them in the act. Then, exit Harry
Wharton! ]

Carberry broke into a chuckle at the thought &f it.

The chuckle encouraged Billy Dunter.

“ Do you think it's & yood idea, Carborry?"”

“ Whore are you thinking of having the meeting !'" asked
Carberry, without replying to that question.

i Weli I haven't had time to think snbout thot. Dut
there's the old barn, you know—the place where Nugent
disguised himself when we were having a contest with the
Boy Scouts of Pegg. That would be & good place. Lots of
room, and very secluded. No danger of masterz or prefects
—ahem !—no danger of anybody coming along.™

“ And when iz it to take place?” _

“ 71 think Saturday afterncon would be & good time—
goon after dinner, you know.'

Cuarboarry pointed to the deor.

Bunter, not understanding what that meant when he was
goiting along so swimmingly, blinked at him.

* ‘Wigmt do vou mean, Carberry ¥"

“ Get out !

“ Eh : )

“Get out!” said Carberry. “1 don't beliove a word
you've been saying. You are trying to hoax me!

“0Oh, really, Carberry——"'

“If T believed you, it wonld be iy duty as a prefect to
stop you,” spid Carberry, remembering that what he said
might come out later. “But I don’t believe a word of it.
1 nm certain that Wharton would never bo rq;xa& up i
anvthing of the sort. Now get ont of my study !

“I =1 say o

1 Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
A Bobos By E‘unnk E.Ibghnrﬂﬂ-

Bob Charry.
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Carberry picked up a cane.

Bunter made a rush for the door, and the prefect was
quick!}r hehind him. The cane rang and sang on the fat
limbs of the juntor as he dodped out of the room, and he
went down the passage ot express specd.

{.f:ulri:rrzrr;r flung the cane upon the table and chuckled

rimly.
it At last ! he muttered. I think I've really got you at
tnst, Harry Wharton! Wa shall see 1™

Bunter did not stop running till he reached Na. 1 Study.
He dashed in breathlessly, and collapsed into the armchair,
h}'ﬁ"ikmfnrt-::n and Nugent were there, and they stared at him

ankly.

“What on earth’s the matter, Billy "

“ Carberry ! gesped Bunter, “ He's gone mad 1™

“Is he after you "

“Yes! T don't know! Mo, I suppose I've raced him!™
said Bunfer breathlessly. “I always knew he was & cad
end a bullying beast; but I didn’'t know he was mad! I
told him about our boxing-match, and he wouldn't helieve
a word of it, and kicked me out of his study, and chased
me along tho passage with the poker I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Blessed if I can see anvthing to cackle atl He's a
dangorous maniac. He made a cut at me with the tongs
a5 I turned the corner——"*

“Ha, ha! It was the poker a moment ago " )

“He had the poker in one hand, and the fongs in the
gther. He might have brained me,.i[—"

“1f you had any brains "

“Oh, reafly, Nugent! Tf he had hit me, T mean. Iox-
tunately, I sprang out of the way, and the poker—"

“Ha, ha! The tongs——""

“1 mean the h:rngs—tlm tongs crashed upon the wall
with a sickening thud 1" said Bunter, who never stopped to
consider the facts when he began to tell 2 yarn. * He must
have bent them with the crash on the wall. ke might have
brained me. I went fo his study to put him on to a good
thing, and thiz iz what 1 get in return !'?

i {Efarva vou jolly well right !

“{h, really, Wharton!

If vou'd been chased down the
passage by a

chap with & cricket-stump in his hand you'd
“My only hat! Which hand did he have the cricket-
gtump m ¥

“ He must have had a third hand I'" grinned Nugent. “A
handy man altogether. He's like & chap in the American
Eomh-gmk, who had a revolver in each hand and a bowie-

nife in tho other. T say, Bunter, have you really bean to
Carberry's atudy at all ™ ;

At this question, which implied a far-reaching distrus!
af his veracity, the fat junior simply snorted. But he said
na more about his wisit to Carberry. He had no sympathy
to expect 1o No. 1 Study,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter Golng Strong.

HE Remove heard of the coming boxing-match with
great . pleasure. If Bunter the boxer proved to be
g8 funny as Bunter the hypnotist and Bunter the pho.
tographer, they were assured of a hearty lsugh on

Saturday afternoon.

Billy Buntar was taking tha matter very seriously.

Ho was the only fellow in the emove who did,

The match having been decided upon, the details were
goon arranged. The old barn in the field was decided upon
for the place. TFour o’clock on Baturday aftornoon was thao
time. Nugﬂnt and Mark Linley were the seconds, Harry
Wharton timekeeper, and Hazeldene referse.

Most of the Remove had detormined to come. The barn
wai & spacious one, and there was plenty of room.

Hazeldene said that he would bring his sister if he could
manage 1t, torseo what a splendid boxer Bunter was, and
Billy Bunter purred with satisfaction. He wazs very caper
to distinguish himself in the ayes of Marjorie Hazeldenoe.

The whole Hemove was looking forward joyously to the
boxing event. Bunter was o disti n¥ui3hed person.

Under the circumstances, he could -not ba refused permis-
sion to have his punching-ball put up in No. 1 Stady again.
He explained that ho had to train, And a great many
follows looked in to sce him training, toking pood care to
Leep out of reach,

Bunter flattercd himself that he was in excellent condition,
and he prided himseelf particulurly upon his knowledge of
the science of the thing. _

“* What you want 1s scienes,” he explained to the fellows
in Ne. 1 Study.

*You mean it's what you want " grinned Nugent.

T T'va it 1" said DBunter., “ 1 faney Cherry will find it
& bit difficult to get through my guard. Look here !

Bunter jammed the boxing-ploves on his fat Gsts and made
& pass of Nugent.

E Macwer LIBRARY.—No. 81,

NEXT
ITUESDAY:

“THE HEAD'S HOLIDAY."

R
'I:'EEEEIT. HALFFENNY,

The “Magnet”

LIERARY,

Nugent received o tap on the chest that would not bave
hurt & Hy; but he sat down with a heavy bup,

“0Oh! Hold on! I'm daone!” he gasped.

Bunter blinked round triumphantly.

“*Thoere you are, you see!” he remarked complacently.
“I didn't put much force into that blow; it was the science
that did it.”

Frank Nugent staggered to his feet. Iie appeared to be
labouring under some suppressed emaotion.

“Good " he said weakly. “I{ wyou box like that on
SBaturday, Bunty, the Remove will have something worth
gecing '

“Well, T don't want to brag, you fellows. Dut what I
don’t know about boxing i=n't worth knowing. Dut I wanted
tor show you my e{ﬁ;uurd, Just try=——""

MNugent backed away.

“ Mo, thank you!
down blows 17

“T won't hurt you,” said Bunter patronisingly.

“I'm not poing to risk it. You might hit cut hard
without thinking, and perbaps smash me up.”

*Well, I might; I'm a.wfuﬁj.r strong,”” said Bunter.

don't want another of those knocks

"R
h‘?_, Inky. 8Bea if you ean get past my guard.” _
Turrea Jwmset Ram Singh sparred at the fat junior.

Bunter knocked all his blows a=side withh perfect ease,
perhaps because Hurree Bingh allowed him to do so. Then
he gave the nabob a slight tap, and the dusky junior went
down with & bump that sheol the study.

“*0Oh, the painfulness is terrific " he gasped,

“(Good! It's the science that does it.  Will you have &
g0, Wharton 1"

“ Mo, thanks!"” szid Harry, laughing.
to o8 you knock out Nugent and Inky.” :

Bunter pecled off the ploves. He was swelling so much
with importance that there really seemed donger that bhis
watsteoat buttons would not stand the strain.

** And now about the purse ?" he remarked.

* What purse ¥ o

" {halnursc we're boxing for. How much is it to be?™

id Az .ll‘

“Dio you mean to say that you think I'm going to box
for nothing " demanded Bunter indignantly. I told you
plainly there would have to be a purse. And look here.
Not so much of vour calling me names. I'm not going to
stand it ! :

* You're not poing to stand i7" murmured Wharton,

“No, I'm not! I'm a jolly good boxer, and I'nm not go:ng
to stand any nonsense. I could lick any fellow in this study,
and don't you forget it! Now, ahout that purse. I want
twenty guineas !

“Twenty rats !

“Well, suppose we say five guincas. It could be gol up
by subscription in the Form. Well, I don’t want to be
exacting. I'm thinking of giving a series of these pugilistic
exhibitions, and cxpect to make a steady income from them.
Buppose wo say a pound.”

A glimmer come into Iﬂug{:nfs oy rs.

“Would you be satisfied with a pound " he ashed.

“ No, not gatisfied, but 1 would put up with it. 1 nevez
get treated as I ought to be treated, for that matter.

“Well, if a pound would do—""

"“"Took herg—" bepan Wharton.

“ Leave it to me, old chap. I think Bunter ought to have
his pound. Why should he box for nothing? Come on, you
chaps, and lot Bunty have another go et the punching-ball.
Give it one for its mother, Buniy.”

‘“ Oh, really, Nugent—" i

The three chums loft the stndy. Ther met Dob Cherry in
the passage. From No. 1 Study proceeded 2 sound of
hiffing nngebanging. Bunter the boxer was busy. Harry
drew Nugent to a stop in tho passage. .

“Look here,” he said, ' what are you driving at? Dun-
ter's not going fo have his way in this. We can't leave any
gumbliug mized up in a jape.’

“ Who's talking about gambling? Bunter wania to box
for a pound.” g

“Weall, a sovereign is as bad as fifty pounds, for that
matter., T say——" 3 —

“You're jolly dense. Whe's talking sbout o sovereign?

“A pound’s a sovereign, isn’t it?" demanded Wharton,
perplexed,

“Not always—a pound of treacle, or a pound of candles,
for instance.”

The juniors stared at Mugent for a momeni, and then
burst into a roar of laughter that echoed through the
mf,j'id‘”' T

i ent chuc :

RE ﬁat’s ithe idea,” he remarked. T said a pound=—and
a nound it shall be. Only it’s to be a pound of candles.
I’Iﬁﬂt them at Mrs. Mimble's,"

A Sehool Tale of Hopry Wharton & Co.
By Frank Bichards.

“ It's guite enough
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“IIa, ha, hal"

Billy Buntcr, little dreaming of the real nature of the
Eur:n;: he was Lo combat for, slogged away at the punching-

all with might and main. After knocking it about for a
guarter of an hour, he was satistied. If he kuocked Cherry
about like that, the champion of Ne. 13 Study would be
very quecr afterwards.
. On Baturday morning Bunter was swelling with so much
waportance that Carberry might have noticed something,
even if he had not possessed the clue. The prefest was,
however, on the waich zll the time. Relerences to the
coming match had been made by Removites in hia hearing,
and he know that Bunter had not hoaxed him as far as that
was concerned A boxing-match, of course, there could be
10 objectivons to; but a kind of prize-fight for money would
bring down upon the Juniors all the thunders of the FHead's
wrath. Carberry was almost sure: he wantsd to be il
BArL.

Y No more of that hoax, T suppose?” he remarked, tap-
ping Buuter on the shoulder that Saturday morning.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at him.

= ﬂ:'smn‘crt 1:; hoax, Carberry; Ii!t’a jolly well coming off.™

ata! 0 you moan to tell me you'y

bt ¥ you've got & purse to

“VYes, rather! They're treating me wery meanly, only
Pulting up a pound to be fought for, and I belisve some
of them think Bob Cherry will get that, and stand treat
with it; so they won't lose anything,” said Bunter, in an
aggrieved tone. **Of course, I shall win it. Tt’s not much,
but it's a beginning.”

“You young ass! I dou’t believe a word of it!”
And Carberry walked away, But he was sure now. Te
go to the barn when the fight was on, and to toke an unim-
peachable withess with him—that was Carberey's idea. The
Head WLHI!FI hardly consent to go; bul Mr %uclr_'h, the
mastor of the Remove, could not decline, as the boya of his
Form woere involved,

Carberry kept his own counsel for the present. But tho
chatter among the Remove even in the class-room was
noticed by Mr. Quelch himsclf, and he guessed that there
was somefthing on among the juniprs, though he had no
nu;]incmn as to what it was. .

Hazeldene pedalled off on his bieyele in the dircction of
Cliff House after dinner, and shortly afterwards hardly a

Rfi'smcivim was to be seen on the playing-fields or about the
BCIoaol.

Harry Wharton & Co. went out in a group, Bunter with
thein; and Nugent carried a parcel which the Leen-eved
prefect guessed to contain the requisites for the fight,

With a gleam in hia eyes, Carberey went to look for Mr.
Quelch. ¢ latter gentleman was in his study, and scemed
to be busy; but he laid down his pen as the prefect cams
in, Carberry’s grave face warned him that something
scrious was coming.

oo D trust I am not interrupting you, sir,” said Carbarry.
‘I have a vory serious matter to mention to you—a mattor
80 sevious that I do not eare to interfere in it by myself.”

. Indeed 1 said Mr. Queleh, who did not seem to be duly
impressed by this cxordium. * May I ask you to state the
matter as briefly as posaible ™

The prefact bit his lip.

“ Uertainly, sir. It 13 a disgraceful, an utterly disgraceful
Al dlugmcllm% matter, and concerns the boys of your Form,"
he said spatetully.

The Removenaster locked at him shaeply.

“In that onse, I shall be glad o have it brought to my
notice,” he said coldly. * But I connot forget that you have
& prejudice against certain boys in my Form, and that you
have on previous occasions browght unfounded accusations
against Wharton in particular. Dees this matlor concern
Wharton 1"

“ As it happens, it does.”

“ I gucssed so."

“If vou prefer if, I will go to the Head, sir,” zaid Car-
boarry hotly. “If you choose to allow the Remove to mix
themselves up in prize-fights—"

Mr. Quelch [rowned.

“Tall me at once what vou have to tell me, Carborry.”

“ IHarry Wharton and his friends have gone off fo & guict

lace, whore they have arranged a prizedight between two
Em.rs in the Remove,” said Carbercy., * IF it were & common
fight, T should interfore as a prefect. I have received in-
formation that it ia to be o prizefight—information I dis.
credited at first. When Bunter meniioned the matter in
my hearing, I told him ploinly that T did not believe
Wharton would ever mix himself up in such a matter.
refused to listen Lo any more. Bot certain events have
happened to-day which bear out his story.”

“What events? asked Mr., Quelch sharply.

“The whole of the Remove have gone oub. They have
baon whispering mysteriously to one another aboub some-
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thing. Bunler hasz been praelising with the punching-lLall
for & wock or move.”

“Blln!:-ﬂl.' ffl

““He 15 one of the principals. Tt looks to me as if ho is
put up simply to be beaten, in order that the gang——""

it 1'11!_.“3 Eﬂng ?:!

“ Wharton and his {ricnds—in order that they may obtain
the moncy.™

“Do you afirm that these boys are fighting for money ¥

I have only Dunier’s word for i, but he is a priceipal.
Ife is so lost to all sense of propricty, under VWharton’s
influence, that he imagiu{sd I should be willing to pass over
the matter, and put moncy on the fight myseli”

““That does not look as if you have made vourself
respected as a prefeet,” zaid Mr. Quelch drily,

*“It is not a guestion of me now, but of Wharton," said
Carberry, with a touch of insolence in his manner, *If
you wish to protect higm——"

“¥Y¥ou know perlectly well that I wish to do nothing of
the sort, Carberry. If this story is true, he will be expelled
fromn Greyiriars, and I shall be glad to seo him go. But
I shall not beliove it without the most diroct procf.”

““It is easy enough to obtain proof. I will show you the
way to the barn where the prize-fight is going on at this
momaoent. '’

Mr. Queleh rose from his chair.

“Iowill come with you,” he said gquictly.

And master and prefect left Greyiriars together—Mr.
Quelch worried and uneasy, and Carberry in a mood of
suppressod teiumph.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Greaf Eveot.

L ICK off, you chaps!” )
K That wuas how the Hemovites put it. They wero

walting in the old barn, in a big ecircle, cuger for
the combat “to commeneoe,

Billy Bunter was in his shirt-sleeves, his braces tied round
his fat wast, He leoked very businesslike.

So did Beb Cherry, also in his shirt-slecves, and trying
on a pair of bn::mg-gitwes with an air of great scriousness,

So did the scconds, They had basins of water and
sponges, all ready, and towels over their arms. To judge
by the preparations, a prize-ight of & very seripusz order
was about to take place.

“Go L i"

“On the ball!™

Billy Bunter blinked st the audience. He was very pleazed
by ithe enthusiasm, but he could not guite understand why
most of the fellows were grinning, e concluded that they
didn’t think that Bob Cherry bhad a ghost of a chance.

“T'm ready!” he remarked.

Wharton took out his watch, : ;

' Teferee’s not yet arrived,” he said. * The bounder is
bringing some lady visitors to see¢ the combat.”

# Mever mind the referee; start.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hero he j2”" .

Flazcldone entered tho barn with Marjorie, his sister, and
her friend Clara. The two girls were smiling. Bunter was
very gratificd by their presenee, though he was a little sur-
prised that they should come to see so brutal » thing as a
prize-fight. It wasn't like Marjoria. But he reflected that
the girls would probably have gone anywhere to have the
pleasure of seeing him; and that reflection was quite enough
to satisfy Billy Bunter. } ;

“ MNow we're all here!” said Harry, as he raised his cap
to the girls, * Shove that bench forward for the ladies,
Skinner.”

“Right-ho!" - :

“ Gentlemen, this historic match is about fo commmence.
Ladies, you are about to behold a combat in which will be
rovived, and outdone, the hernism of the Middle Ages.
William Ceorge Bunter is going to tackle Bob Cherry. You
can ser that Cherry is the bigeer of the two, though Eurﬁur
perhaps makes up in width what Cherry gains in length.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hear, hear !

“ Oh, reslly, Wharton—""

gt look at Dunter, and note the wonderful developmant
of his form, and you will see that Cherry has no chance
against him. In this eombat the heroism is really on the
side of Cherry, in undertaking an apparently impossibla
task. If Cherry iz seriously injured, we shall have to aub-
seribe to send him to a convalescont home, But Bunter has

promised not to use him teo roughly.”
e s i P ———
Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
A Bohool B e ranic Hiohnrds,




#1 don’t want to hurt him,” said Bunter. " I'm simply

iving this show as an exhibition of first-class boxing, not

ause I want to hurt Bob Cherry. My chief incentive is
to show what real boxing iz really like. As for the pound,
I shall stand a feed with that."”

There was a general chuckle from the fellows who knew
in what the " pound " consisted. A feed upon a pound of
tallow candles would not be exactly a tepat,

“Iy the way, [ hope that pound haso™t been forgotien,”™
added Bunter, a little anxiously. “ I haven't scen anything
of it so far.”

“Ji's tn my bag,” snid Nugenk, pointing fo the bag he
had brought the boxing-gloves in.  We raized it in Study
No. 1, among ourselves, and I changed it for the pound at
Mra. Mimble's.”

"“Good 1

" Are you ready, goentlemen?™

"“What-ho !

“Then go L™

The two boxers stepped into the ring and shook hands
with great solemnity, and then Bunter stepped back for a
moment.

“Of course, it"s onderstood that there's to be neo hitling
sbove the chin,” he zaid. ** You might break my spectacles,
and then you would have to pay for them.”

“That's understood.””

“All right, then. Not that I suppose you will hit me at
all, as my guard is so perfect.”

“ Go it, Buater !

“Roll on him, Porpoise ™

“ Buck up, Peckham 1™

And the combat commenced.

Harry Wharton timed the rounds solemnly. Bob Cherry
really seemicd to have no chance at all. Bunter had only
to touch him and ho sat down on the ground. He was
down twice in the first round, though a EEﬂcl:alnr might
have mmagined thet he had not been struck hard enouph
to knock over a mouse.

The sudience velled with glee,

Bunter's air as ha retired to hiz second’s knee after the
round was superb. The fact that the fat junior had net the
shightest suspioion that he waa beaing made fun of was the
most ludicrous part of the performanee. He really thought
he was getting the better of Bob Choarry, who could have
wiped hun off the earth with ope hand in a single round.

“How do you feel, Bunly?" asked Nugont, as he received
his principal on his knee, and fanned him with a cap.

“Right as rain,” said Bunter. * What do you think of
my uppor-cut "

“Your which " :

“My upper-cut—the one I knocked Cherry down with
last time."”

YOh! Was that an upper-cut i

a0 course it was! Dlessed lot you know about boxing !

“1t was ripping !"" said Nugent earnestly. “I never saw
sn upper-cut like that in my life before I

 Time " )

Bunter jumped up nimbly.
cheer from the crowd.
themsalves,

¥

He was greeted by a loud
They wers thoroughly enjoving

Bunter pressed the fighting in the second round. He
wanted to show the girls what he really could do.  RBob
Cherry was rather put to it to guard himself without
hurting Bunter. IHe allowed a few light knocks to come
home, and fell down each time he was touched.

“My goodness!” said Miss Clara in & whisper. " How
funny it is! Fancy Bunter not knowing that he is being
made game of 1"

Marjorie laughed. .

“Hao is so conceited,” she said.

Bunter saw the two girls speaking together, and fluttered.
He had no doubt they were admiring his aplendid physique,
and :hinki’ng that he looked hke a hero of romance.

“Time "

Bob Cherry was gasping like a locomotive at the end
of the second round.  Bunter was a little winded. He
was naturally short of breath, and he had been dancing
round Cherry with unusual activity. j

“Give mo something to drink,” he szaad. “I'm dry.
Warm work this boxing you know, when you go in for
the real thing.”

“ It must be," sgroed Nugent. * Have some water?™

“(lroo! Haven't you pot any ginger-bear 7"

#"No; but there’s lots of water.”

“H'm! [l get some out of the pound afterwards.”

Nugent wondered how he would get ginger-beer out of
the pound of candles, but he did not say se. He sponged
over Bunter's heated face solemnly, and at the call of time
tha combatants faced one another again. .

RBob Cherry ceame up to time, but he was staggering as he
faced DBunter. He loocked—to Bunter—as f he were
decidedly groggy. Bob was net a particularly good actor,
ond only Bunter could not see that he was puiting it on.

Bunter fairly sailed into it this time, He hit out in a
splendid windmill style, and his boxing-gloves clattered &ll
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over Dob Cherry's chest. When Tob was tired of being
punched he stmply kept one arm out straight, and Bunter
could not get past il. But he let the fat junior land many
punches, There was not force enough in them to hurt a
zturdy fellow like Boh.

Bump !

He went down at last with a heavy bump, and the girls
gave a Little shrieli—but it was i}f‘?{!.ughtur. For as Diob
rolled over on the ground he made s pgrimace at then,
unseen by the fatuous Owl of the Remaove,

Then Wharlon began to count:

“ QOne, two, three, four, five—""

If Hob Cherry did not rize by the time ten wero
counted he was beafen, according to the rules of the contest.

e gave a terrifie stage groan, and did not rise.

“Rix, seven, eight, mne——:""

Billy Bunter stood in a grand attitude., Ajax defying the
Lirhtning was a mere nothing to William George Bunfer
at that moment.

“Ten !

The fateful word rang out, and at the same moment two
figpures darkened the onen doorway of the old barn.

There was » peneral exclamation:
“Mr. Quelch!™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Carberry 1s Not Pleased!

R. QUELCH stood surveying the scenea. Carberry,
looking in beside him, fairly gloated., Stronger
proof of the prefeet’s accusation could hardly be
addacod.

There was the ring, the basinzs of water and the sponges
cnd towels, the two fighters in their shiri-sleeves and
hoxing.gloves, Harry Wharton, watch in hand, counting,
Bob Cherry extended gasping on the fleor, and DBunter
standing over him In a victorious attitude !

It looked, at a mere glance. something more than an
erdinary junior fight.,  And if the purse was a fact——1
And wasn't 11?7 Carberry knew it !

Mr, Quelch’s brows grew black as a thundercloud.

“ What dees all this mean 7"

Soma of the Removites looked ecared. They weore not
there for any harm, yet the master’s anger tied their
tongues, and they did not know what to say.

Fut Harry Wharton was nobt likely to be froubled liko
that. A glance at Carberry’s exultant face, and he guessed

\
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now matiera stood, and he eould hardly restrain a laugh
03 he realised the prefect’s blumder.

Carberry had over-reacnsed himself thia time, as he had
done balora.

“Whurton, T call eoon vou, as head boy of the BRemove,
to exploin this'”

Cortamnly, sir

“Carbevry has brought me here to see, as he alieges,
a prize-fight ameng vou ;uniors for a purse of money."

“ A pound, at all events,” said Carberry.

** A shilling would be as bad as a hundred pounds,” said
Mro Queleh, ““f cannot credit, without proof, that any
bov in my Form woenld be so blackguardly, Explain your-
sl at once, Wharton !

“Oh, dear!” groaned Bunier.
sip—-7""

“8hut up, Bunter ! whisperad Mark Linley.

“1'm noi going to. I'm not guin% to he done. I say,

2
I

“1t's ell up! I zay,

zgir. I don't think Wharlon ought to expelled, siv. This
is only sport. ought to have tho
proourned . "*

“What pound, Buntoer "

“ The pound Cherry and T were fighting for, sie™

“Then it is true, Whartan 7

“ Please allaw me to explain, sir. Buntor is a silly ass
—ahem—-cxouse me, sir, but Bunter can’t help being a
noodle.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“1If there were a real fight going-on here, sir, you would
hardiy be likely to find Marjorie and Clara hare.”

Mr. Quelch, noticing the girls for the fArst time, raised
his hat courtecusly.

“I am sure of that,”” he said. * Go on.”

“The fact i3, sir, BDunter’s an ass, as [ said. He thinks
he can box, and he can't box for toffee—I mean he can't
box at ali. He's been worrying us to get up s boxing-
match so that ha could show off—""

“(h, really, Wharton--—"

“And e wouldn't give us any peace Hll we agresd.
But as he can't box, and is too blind and silly to be able
to take care of himsalf—"

* Look herg—"

“We got up a spoof match, sir, to rot him—ahem—1ts
maeka game of him. He's so silly and conceited, sir, that
wir thought it would be a lesson to him, You must see that
Cherey eould knook him fo pieces with one blew if he liked.”

“Waell, rather, sir,” said Bob Cherry, getting up, all traces
of exhaustion suddenly rone,

“ RBunter was foo conesited and silly to see our fum, sir.
[{e fancies that he has knocked out Cherry, but Cherry was
fonnming all the time ™

“It's not true, sir; I have knocked him out, and I'm
going to have the pound. I'm not going to be swindled !™
roared DBilly Bunter.

Anyway, I think

a
!
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“What iz thiz about a pound?” said Mre. Quelch. * Even
if the match was only in fun-—as I fully believe—you inust
know that there should bo no money concerned n ik,
Wharton."

** There ian™ any, sir”

“ Then, what——=""

“ Bhow Mr. Quelch the pound, Frank ™

Nugent, grinning, opened his bag, and took out a pound
box of tallow candles. He passed the box to the Hemove-
inaster, who took i, and opened it, and stared blankly at
the candlesz.

“Why, what does this mean? This 15 a box of candles”

“ A pound of candles, sir.”

“A—a—a pound !”

“ Yes, sir. DBunter insisted upon bexing for a pound, and
that's a pound. It waz all a joke, sir."”

CUarberry®s face was a study. Mr. Queleh looked at the
candies, and then loocked at [r,‘-arl;err}', and then at Bunter.
}In tried to resnain grave, bub he could not—the pound was
irresistible. He smiled, the amile became n broad grin, the
gon oa laugh; the laugh rose, crescendo, to a roar; and in
that roar the whole Remove joined.

The old barn ran% with laughter.

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mr. ?uelch, at last, wiping his
eves. " This is too ulterly absurd. Dunter, take your prize.
’.'r.'c;l are precfectly at liberty to compete for a pound of this
S0ET.

Billy Bunter mechanically took the box of candles, and
stood blinking at them. It was dawning at last, even wpon
his obtuss mind that he had been foo! dg

Mz, Quelch looked at Carberry again, with an expression
that made the prefect’s brow blacker than ever.

“1 am glad to see that this is only fun, and that Car-
berry's suspicions were wholly without grounds," he said.
“{Carberry has acted hastily and foolish Y, and has wasted
my time for nothing. Good-bye, my boys!"

And Mr. Quelch walked away in one direction, the prefoct
in another. Carberry did not say a word. There was
nothing for him to say. He stopped at a distance, safe out
af the Remove-master’s hearing, to say things, TBut we shall
not report what he said. But as he walked home to Gray-
friars, a sadder and wiser prefect, he resolved to he vory,
vory sureg before he made another move agsinst Harry
Wharton.

The meeting in the barn broke up, the juniors chuckling
over the affair, and the story was soon commnon property at
Greyiriars. Carberry was chipped over it by his comrades
in the Sixth, 111l he was driven nearly wild.

In the Remove, it was regarded as the joke of the seazon.
But there was one fellow who did not look upon it in that
light—one who frowned majestically at every referance to
if, and who, for a long time, wore the exprossion of one
wheo iz deeply wronged—and that one, needlesz to say, was
Bunter the Boxer!

THE END.
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A Splendid
A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, o cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, I3
falsely pccused of cheating in an exam. so one mnight,
packing up a few necessaries he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Reugh, lle walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex Hegiment under the nome of Chester, and is sent
down to Woolchester., Arrived there, Ronsald unfortunately
manages to fall foul of Bagot, a ﬁul'!yin sergeant, and
Foxey Williams, a private, on the first day, and 59 he
comes in for a rough time. On the night that he i3 doing
his first sentry-go, Ienm Clhenys, his unscrupulous ste?-

her, enters the n:%{meu: as a subaltern. Ronald is
Eersuude-.‘l to pet as the mental champion against a
avy boxer, but is drogged on the night of the fight., In
?Fita of thia terrible handicap, he manages to win the
ght, but there is a rlot, and AlT Sheppard, on ex-hooligan,
is pccused of the erime by Foxey, and badly injured.
Alf sends for Romald to the hesplial, and caroestly
pssurcs him that he i¢ innoecent. For the time being
nothing more iz done in the matter, and the Wessex go out
ont day to fight an Irish regiment. Ronald distinguishes
himself and captores a8 map of the enemy's, He takcs his
eapturé to his colonel and explains matters,

{(Now ge on with the story.)

An Affair of Cold Steel —Ronald in Hot Water Ooce Agaln,

During the narrative of the adventure, the hard-bitten
little colonel shot many a lightning glance at the young
goldier. If there was one thing he %iked to see among his
renk-and-file it was resource. He never praised a man openly
to his face for 1t; but he never forgot to put a d mark
to the credit side of his account. Nor did Ronald look as
if he wore expecling praise. ]

“Very well,” said the colonel, when he had finished,
“This map will be valuable. You ecan return to your picket,
snd report yourself, SBay that yau have already seen me.

“ Egad, a smart chap that!"” he murmured, as the dusk
serallowed up Honald's tall form. 1 must see abouf pro-
moting him. Seems to be as handy with his head as with
his fists, and a gentleman, too, by his epeech. Hum! The
yext thing i3 to get these Fermanagh people well by the
short hairs, and thrash somo of the sinful pride out of them.
Shall I wait for them to move, or wade in myself and smite
tham? That is the question.” ‘

The Fermanaghs gave him smal]l time to decide. The
gilded sub., who had sold his side eo ingeniously, decided
to sit fight, and say nothing, leaving his own colonel o
Rounder into disaster if he would.

2o, on the strengith of Ronald’s “spoof " map, the Irigh
gemmanding officer proceeded fo carry out a particularly
cunning attack under cover of the dusk.

He called up his supports, and like the brave old Duke of
York, " he marched them up to the top of the ll, and he
marched them down again [”

Unfortunately for him, the weakest point, az shown on the
forgery, was really the strongest; and, moreover, armed
with the truc and particular disposition of the Irish forces,
Colonel Conger planned a still warmer reception, with a
snnultaneous counfer-atiack, caleulnted to Dummux the foe
completely, and drive them heller-skelter.

B Company found themselves with the feres detaziled for
the labter duty. It consisted of two companies, and their
purpose was to crawl round the enemy’s left flank, capture
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British Army.

his Maxim gun, shown to be stationed there, and crumnple
up that wing, no matter what the odds, as soon as the assail-
in% force of the Fermanaghs had come to orips.

he Irish line would then be in & zig-zag, to be folded up,
if ll'-:nrt.ulm smiled on Lhe Wessex, like a three-foot carpenter’s
rule.

Captain Carthew commanded the gounfer-attack, and, like
somewhat substantial spectres, A and BB Companies trod
lightly down the heather slope, and circled wide to fall on
the enemy’s flank.

To the joy of No. 4 section, they found themselves in the
firing line, opposite to the cnemy’s Maxim gun.

“ Now, tread as if you were waltking on eggs "' whispered
Lieutenant DBab, as thevy shook themselve:s out for the
advance. * Up you po, and the firsi man that slips, =norts,
or sneezes, will got seven days’ celis! Steady, and waib
your time!”’

The Weseox were well trained to such work, and they made
their way up the steep, bush-covered slope like shadows.
From their left ecamne the occasional épluttering of blank
cartridges, showing that matlers were a rnadﬁ on the move
in that quartar, and serving also to distract the attention of
the enemy just in {ront of them.

Next to Honald waz Mouldy Milis, and Hookey next bug
one. Tony was on his left, and Gussy somewhere bevond
+him. A pace behind was lan Chenys, who commanded the
left-half company, and who was sesthing inwardly with
epite and rage ai his brother’s success,

Suddenly BRonald, who was wriggling his way forward on
his stomach, stopped and ducked his head flat to the ground.
He had caught the murmur of voices from above, and had
geen against the deep indigo sky the black outline of a
sentry’s head, peering down into the valley below.

A spur of the hill towerad some fifty fect above them, and
here was posted one of the Lrishmen’s Maxim pans, screened
in a clump of furze.

The armchair civilian may snoer at the idea that there
can be any real excilement in sham fighting, with all blanks
and no bullets in the riffes, and only umpires to come and
tell yvou whether you are dend or neot. To the man who
does not know, it seems o spovt rather for small boys than
grown men.  He would be surprised to see how leenly
Tommy Atking enters into the spirit of these mock batiles,
and how very near io real war maticrs will come at times,
when the blood of the mmbntantg. s up. :

Lying there in breathless anxiety lest some noise should
alarm the enemy above him, Ilonald experienced some of the
fierce thrill of the * real thing.” _

Tan had now fallen a few paces behind, and Sergeant
Bagot was still further down the hill. The steep elimb had
puimped them both, and their lagging feet zent the loose soil
trickling in a way thal was sure {o attract the ettention of
the enemy before long.

Ian's final orders to his holl.company, given before the
aftack, were delinite. No one was to move forward to the
charge until he had given the word, Meanwhile, Ronald
ground his teeth fo hear him Houndering, and to think of
the wasted moments.

The whole line had not halted, either. Some on the
Hanks, ‘whﬂ had not seen as much as Honald, were stiil
advancing. Buceess now depended entirely on a swilt rush
and a surprize, and here they were ticd by the heels,

A Bchool Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
E By Franhk Rlchards,

-y L
e




16

Yet the sentry’s head, outlined against the sky, had not
rooved, there waa still hope.

Ronald could see Mouldy's face looming pale beside him,
set and grim.  Tony, too, had halted, but zomeons not
#wengy Daces away was pressing on.

Suddenly a shrill yell split the silence, and mads the
veberans curse and Aounder to their feet.

“look! There they are—there they are! See him?
Quicl, you chaps !

Augustus Smythe had suddenly spotted the anomy's
scntry, and was giving tongue like a country-bumpkin when
ghe horoe streaks away over the fallow.

Bang! GCussy fired his rifle at the man, and, crazy with
excitement, was serambling forward to the charge.

Bang! Crack! Bang! The tpiclv:at on tho crest answered
the challenge with little darts of flame, and hoarse words of
command, sharp, metallic clicks, and the rattle of &
cartridge-belt, showed that in apother instent the Maxim
would come into action.

Ronald, however, was up and climbing like a deer, with
Gussy only a few sirides shead of him. To his horror, he
saw the latter’s left hand to the bayonet-hilt and whip
the blade from the aﬂnhbarr.%ﬂ

To fix bayonets in mancauvres 13 forbidden for obvious
reasons; for when men's blood is up there is no knowing
what they will not do.

"Don't you ass!” yelled Ronald. * Drop that!”

_ But Gussy had eyes and ears for only one thing—the foa
in front of him. Ho fixed the cold steel as he ran, and came
to_the charge.

Dropping his own rifle, Ronald put on & spurt to try and
overhaul his comrade before he spitted some unfortunate
Irishman like a lark in his blind excitement. Gussy, how-
ever, had got a good start. One of the Fermanaghs, scaing
him come straight ot him with eyes blazing and point
lowered, sprang to his feet to parry the thrust; but just
too late.

The blade clashed along the barrel, and, lodging in his
forearm, ripped sleave and wrist hali-way to the clbow, He
stumbled and rolled over, howling with rage and pain. The
next instant Ronald’s arm had closed round Gussy's, the
rifle was wresied from his grilp, and he was flung headlong
icio the furze-bushes, where he lay breathless and aghast,
ung,v then beginning to realise the conseqliences of his mad
act.

The Irishman's howls drew every eye to where Ronald
stood with Gussy's rifle and bayonet still in his hand. The
hand-to-hand struggle for vietory on the hill-crest ceased on
the instant. Round their gun the Fermanaghs clustered,
white with passion, while the Wassex confronted them
bewildered. None had secen
that it was Gussy who had
been responsible for  the
attack, and that Bonald had
only disarmed him to sava
further bloodshed.

But for the interference of
the Irish officers, thera is no
doubt that the defenders
would have retaliated with
butt and bayonet to avenpa
the wound of their comrade.

" Disarm that lunatic!
‘Knock him down!" shouled
the comander of the picket,
jumping forward just in time
o0 avert a collisien.

“Why — what do  you
mean?'" cried DBRonald, in
‘horror at the position in which
the found himself.

“ Don't

iy ani-ﬂiﬁ'ﬂr me, you
‘seoundre ere, seize him
and prevent him running the Dostor.
amok again!' roared the

officer; and then, as Ian came
struggling up, he furned on

. " Confound 1f,  sir!
What 13 the meaning of this?
Here is &2 man of yours whe
comes charging up with fixed
‘bayonet, and runs one of my
men through the arm! Dis-
arm him, or, by St. Patrick,
Tl not answer for the con-
sequences M

badly biffed,

brings luck.
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* Chester, by Heaven!” eéxclaimed Tan, And there was
& harsh note of triumph in his voice, aa he faced his kins
man.

“One moment, sir!
rifia. T—I ik

Then he remembered that to save himsalf ha was about
to betray another. He locked reund for Gussy to come
forward, and take the consequences of his folly; but that
young firebrand, having dwindled to his senses like a

ricked balloon, had sneaked away inte the backeround,
or the moment well satisfied to have escaped so easily,

ATt is not my rifle, I say again, repeated Ronald with
disgust st this treachery. “I took it away from the man
to whom it belongs to prevent his doing further damage
with it. The man who is wounded will tell you that.”

E'I':I}-:-; Irishman, however, was not so certain of the truth
¥ 15.

. “Well, the question as to whether it iz your rifls or not
is casily proved,” said the Fermanagh officer.

“ What iz your number 7"

““B33 ! answered Ronald at once.

By the light of a match the number stamped on the riflo-
butt was read.

“YWhy, this is 839!
in your scabbard 1™

A low, ominous grow! ran round the groups of the enemy,
and the man with the wounded arm swors under his breath
that there would come a day when bhe would have his
revenge,

Ronald was silent and as white as & ghost. CGussy must
have caught up his rifle in mistake in the hurry of falling in
for the attack. As for his own bayonet, that was with the
Fermanaghs, having been taken from him when capturcd
and disarmed. In his flight he had left it behind,

* It appears that you are not only a fool, but & liar ns
well,” said Ian, with venomous scorn,

I tell you—" burst out Ronald, white-hot with rage.

" Bilenco " ordered Tan. * Sergeant Bagot, disarm this
man, and make him a prisoner "

_Ronald handed over his rifle and said no more. He was
sick with loathing ot Gussy’s craven behaviour, and the
thought that onee again ill-luck had put him in lan’s
power.

Fassing Gussy, he saw that he had already possessed hime-
solf of the riflo he had fung down on the hillside. Tha
wretehed fellow half turned from him to hide his face, and
Ronald saw that his bayonet-scabbard was also empty.

For an instant he hung back, intending to draw
attention tg t;hm fact, and to demand to see the numboer of
the blood-stained bayonet fixed upon the rifle which had
been handed inte Bagot's
charge.

The sergeant, however, had
elrendy unlocked the blade
from the muzzle, and Ronald

new enough to be sure that
he would get no h from this
gua_rter. Therefore, hae

ceided fo keep his defence
to himself for tfm present.

The whistles had sounded
the ““cease fire™ all over the
batﬁle-gyuund, and the variouas
companies having re-formed
after the attack, marched to
the point of assembly, and
here the unfortunate incident
was reporied to  Colona
Conger.

Ronsld was allowed to keep
his placa in the ranks until
the parade was dismissed, and
then Corporal Wedge and a
fila of men marched him off
to the guard-room, where he
onca agair found himself a
priscner.

As for {Fusay, he passed a

Let me explain.  This iz not my

What is more, you have no bayonet
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night of torment, racked
between the fear of discovery
and aching remorse. If any-
one should notice the empty

scabbard, if anyone had the
curiasity to compare the
number of the bayonet he had
used with the number on the

““Fixed bayonet! Who ? rifle, he would be caught.
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