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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Ralded Study.

T had been raining hard for two successive .days at
Greyiriars, and the juniors were beginning to tire of
tho incessant downpour.

In Study No 1, Harr

Wharton, Hurrce Jamset
YWun Lung sat round a
blazing fre.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were reading. Wun
Lung was putting the finishing touches to a very strange and
wol mﬂ.ﬂE—-{m{: of the many the Chinese junior had mede
during hiz stay at Greyfriars.

Hurree Eiﬁgﬁl was st work on a chess problem,

Footsteps were heard in the corridor, and a moment later
the study door opened, and a face looked in.

It was Billy Bunter, the fat junier of the Remove,
mmmnnl:}al_km-}vn as ' The Owl."™ He blinked at the juniors
thmﬁgh is big spectacles. ‘

“ Hallo, you chaps ! he exclaimed,

Not one of the four looked up.

" Hallo, Wharton !"" repeated DBunter.
anything from the tockshop for tea?

Ram Singh, Bob Cherry, an

““Can I fetch you
I saw Mra, Mimbloe
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ust take in a fresh supply of 3
i'vu over seen 1 think, end the sight pi them
win awlul appetite,” .

“ My appetite is terrifie, also!” remarked Hurree Singh,
putting the chessmen into & box. ;

“It's very good of you, Billy,” szaid Wharton; * but |
think we've got plenty of grub for tea in the cupboard.
Nugent laid in & stock last night.” i

un Lung rose, and pushed his chair back,

“Vealy good of you, indeed, Dilly,”” he said; *but me
showee you what Study Number One have gotee.”

Billy Bunter closed l;ie door as the Chinese junior walked
to the cupboard.

Thera was a click and the cupboard uﬁeneﬂ- ‘Tha next
moment & gasp of astonishment left Wun Lung's lips.

“ Spme vely bad boy havee taken our glub !

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's this?"" Bob Cherry ex-
claimed.

“ Bomoeonc hag lifted our grub, did you say, Wun Lung?
exclaimed Wharton.

The juniors stared at the empty dishes and plates, emply
but for a few crumbs,

pastrics. The re the best
a3 glven g
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51" ?1111‘ esteened Triend speaks the trath,” said Hurree
ingh,

Then from the cuplicard the study chums turned their gazo
cn Billy Bunter.

*““Have you had a feed on the quict, you grecdy young
cormorant 7' demanded Wharton,

- 0h, really, Wharton, T didn’t think you'd aceuse an
innocent chap. You fellows stuely don't think I would take
foud out of your mouths, do you !

Bob Cherry grinned,

., I believe vou'd take it out of the mouth of a crocodile,
if you eould, Billy,” he remarked, ** But—"

Bob Cherey was suddenly interrupted,

. Wun Lung made a sudden dive for o corner of the shelf
i the euphozrd,

Th-r: next montent he held a big, serceching rat in his hand,

“ Well done, Wun Lung !™ said Harry Wharton, ** Perhaps
that explains matters & bit, That was a very smart eapture ™’

o The smartfulness was terrifie 1™

! Well, T supposze we mwst have tea in Hall this evening, as
were rather chort of the ready,” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
mil:ﬁ”ﬂs this beastly rodent has had a study feed on its

" It's rotien having tea in ITall 1" szaid Billy Bunter.
" But come on! T get fearfully hungry in this weather.”

Y Yos, come on!" exelaimed Harry., * We shall have to
back up, or those greedy Lower-Form kids will have bolted
everything, Tring thet beastly rat down, and let him out
into the quad, Wun Lung 17

Bob Cherry turned the Eas out, and all five left the study
for tea in Hall—a meal they rarely partook of out of their
study—in fact, only when short of funds did they adjourn to
Hall for ten,

On their way d::m-_n, the chums encountered an unusual
number of boys walking in the same dircotion.

“ Halle Hazeldene! Whither wanderest thon 3"

Hazeldenc stopped and glared at Bob Cherry,

' Hall.'_cni course "' he suid,  ** Some cad has raided our
grub.  We had plenty in our eupboard: but there's not un
atom now, but a picee of mouldy pie-crust.”

. Rals, my lods, rats!” exclaimed Bob Cherey laughingly,

What's that, you say ?”‘iqmrrupt.ﬂd Bulstrode, the bulil;r
of the Remove, who had joined in the stream of juniovs
nking for Hall.

** Rots, my lad, rata!’ repeated Bob Cherry.

** Rats, old son ! gaid Harry Wharton.

E'" 'i}:es, rats, my august friend, Bulstrodo !’ ndded Hurree
ingh,

“There you are, Hazeldene ! ghouted Bulstrode. I told
you these cads hed raided our study. I know—"

“ Lats ! purred Wun Lung, as he put tho squesking
rocdent, he held in his hand up to the bully's face.

" Ow ! yolled Bulstrode.  ** Take that boeast away, you
cheeky young rotter 1™
' Don't quarrel, you chaps!" interrupted Billy Bunter,
" or we sha'n’t get any g‘rug."

And following the Owl's advice, the juniors, with the
exception of Wun Lung, went into Flall,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Stormy Meeting—Billy Bunter's Undertaking,
R i
r. Queich, the Remove Form-master, h
tea-table with his knuckles. : e
“Silence ! Bulstrode, don't you hear me?™

Mr. Quelch’s voice was very shavp, and Bulstrode quictencd
down immediately,

M Boys” continued the master, " T regret to say that the
kitchen can supply nothing more than tea to drink to-day.
Some boys have evidently raided the school larder. There is
ne bread left. The cook persists in saying it is the deing of
r;ti; l'nrl.tE I[rt'l."!l:ﬂﬂﬂil._"_j’, I?think nothing o t}qﬂ sort. I am
making strct inquiriea.. You may get on with your tea!™

%I:ld ﬁr. Qwhi:ah ::-iat duéa'm 'IF ¢ : !

e boys sat back, and stared at one ancther ss though a
thunderbolt had fullen aimong them, ¢

" But, sir, isn't there anything to oat 7" eaid Billy Bunter,
rmmgl to hiz foot,

“ Silenee, Bunter " snapped Mr. Quelch,

* Luat, sir, I feel so faint that—""

" Take fifty lines, Bunter !" interrupted Me, Q}l;lc-]r:: , “and
if I have another word from you, you'll have a hundred and
fifty. T repeat whet I said, *There is nothing to cat!® ™

Billy Bunter sat down, with blenk dismay in his fat face.

The tea was soon ?uiped down, and the master and prefcets
who were on duty, left the Hall,

Left to theomselves, a perfect babel of voices broke ou
el indignant speeches were shouted out by the bigger an
lowder-voicod juniors,
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As centain of the Remove, Harry Wharton was appecled
to to stand up and make an announcement,

Mounting on to a chair, he called for order.

" Shot uy yapping, you Lower-Form kids ! shouted Bob
Cherry.

* The yapping is terrific I said Hurree Singh, ** And the
worthy prefects will soon be here™

“* Ohrder ' shouted Harry Wharton.

“ Shot up I

1] SFEEE}I !ll

The appeals for order added to the wproar.

* Are we going to be starved I shouted Nugent,

* No ™ thundered the juniors.

“ It looks hike it!"™ yelled Bulstrode from another chair.
“ And if the captain of the Hemove can't—="’

* Shut up, Bulstrode ! interrupted Bob Cherrey. .

The next moment the bully was tilted off hia improvised
platform by Wun Lung, who gquickly slipped into the crawd

Harry Wharton cleared his volea,

* Juniors of Greyfriars " he bogzan.  * Just because rome
bounders take it into their heads to wolf the grub, that i3
no reasont why we shoubld he c‘:lflig‘rﬂlm cub tea. As an
example of the state of affairs we are in for you need only
look at Bunier™ :

At this, all eyes were %urne& on DBilly, who had {sken a
seat in the corncr of Hall, and who was sitting back with
an expression of woe upon his fat features,

5 Nl;uhrz IT.." murmured Bob Cherry. ** Look at him!"

“ ¥es,' mosned Billy. 1 thiok lq‘ﬂu chapa must raise a
subscription to get a feed. T sha'n’t live long if 1 don’t have
something to cat! You know how delicate my constitution
is, and only I-:n];rt up by constant nourishment.”

““Hsa, he, ha " ) ) ]

" You're fat enough to live on starvaiion rations for cight
days " shouted Bulstrode.

Y Order 1" called MHarry Wharfon,

There was silence for & moment or two, and Harry pro-
eeaded with his address.

‘“* Rata are evidently responsible for the loss of grub,” e
satd. ‘* And the best thing we can de is to each make an
cfiort to clear the beastly things out of Greyfriars!”

* Hear, hear !V ]

“ 80," continued Wharton, ** a3 we're all pining away wilh
hunger let’s sct to work at once !™

Huerry clumbered down from his platform, and there was a
gencral rush for the door. )

In the meantime, the Head and Mr. Quelch were talking
the matter over in the former’s study, i

“The cook tells me,” said the Head, *that she iz con-
vinced that rats have entered the school in large numbers,"

“ 8o I understand,” assented My, Quelch.

“ The thing is quite likely,” said the Head, * for the ]a:f
two days itghas reined incessantly. The fields and barns
round about ?m ﬂﬂ*ﬂdﬂ%, nm.ll né:n doubt the rodents have
invaded Greyfriars as the on ry apot.’”

" Well, wh::xt are we to do, 5:{:* 1" asked Mr. Quelch.

“ 71 really haven't anything to suggest, sir,”” replied the
Head, 1 am puzezled what to do”

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“ 1 think—" )

He was interrupted by a tap at tho deor, and Billy Bunter
entered the room. .

“ What is it, Bunter?” inquired the Head, : .

“&ir, I—I—I am so faint. I haven't had anything since
dinner time, and then I only hed three helpings of steak-
and-kidney pudding, and four helpings of nee pudding, and

* Bunter !
“ VYes, sir, and—' i
* Leave this room at onee, Bunfber!
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# But, sir,”if you could—" )

The Head reached out his hand for a cane, and Billy
Baunter made a dash for the door.

He collided vielently with someone on gn.inin% the corridor,

“Ow! Borry, Wharton! I didn't sce youl'

“ It's not ‘r'h’ﬁa.rt-un, you fat cormorant, 1t's me!"

“Oh, 15 it you, Hazeldene? I thought it was Wharton,
and 1 was just poing to ask him to lend me something to buy
some grub. DBut as it'a you, will you lend mé fiva bob. I'm
vxpecting a postal-order, and 'l pay you—"

* No, I won’t lend you anything. But I tell you what you
can do. Here's nine shillings here.  Harry ‘.’E:hurtu}n, Iiob
Uherry, Hurree Bingh, Wuon Lung, and mysclH have just
subweribed  together, and they've scmt me down to Mrs
Mimble’s to lay in the feed.  You can join in if you like,
and go and do the shopping. Don't wolf i8] Here you are!™

And the money changed hands,

“Thanks very much, Hazeldene I"" said Billy. “I'll go and
:.:etd the things at onee, and bring them up to Wharton's
study.

Hi{Iy's countenance had changed, and as he entered the
school tuck-shop a smile crossed Mrs. Mimble's face, as a
fow minutes before he had bogged her to let him have some-
thing “ on account.” '

But Billy Bunter was known too well, and.she had refused,

I ace w3 you have some moncy to spend, Master Bunter !
gaid Mrs. Mimble.

Y Yes,"” replicd Billy, *I'll have a dozen of those now
pastries, two pounds of those biscuits, half n dozen ginger
teers, twelve of those pork pies, that Genos cake!” And so
Ially laid out the nine shillings.

Placing the goods on a large tin tray, the fat junior made
his way to Ilarry Wharton & Co.'s study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Behind the Screen—A Terrible Calamity,
BILLY BUNTER stopped suddenly ontside Mr., Quelch’s

roomt.  He was eacrying the well-laden tray. . But
danger lay ahcad of him,
He saw that Bulstrode was,coming down the sorridor
towards him, and he know that he ﬂt}ulvf not pass tho bully
without f{:rrfu.*i!.ing the * feed.” :
It was no good going back, so he did a bold thing, He
entored Mr. Quelch’s study. He intended to Iay low thare
for a few minutes till the Romove bully had passed. But
suddenly ho gave a start. :
“ Groat Scott,” he murmured, * that’s old Quelch outside
talking to DBulstrode 1 )
In a moment DBunter dedged behind the sereen placed
between Mr., Qucleh’s desk and the window, and the next
instant the master entored thoe room.
Bunter took a tighter grip of the tray and held his breath
23 Mr. Quelch sat down at his desk wnd commoenced to write.
Scratch, scratch, scratch went the master’s pen, and after
some minutea Bunter shifted his position. His arms already
ached, and he began to feel extromely hot.
He heard Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry stop one of the
Lower Form fugs outside Mr. Quelch's door and inguiro
vhether he had seen Dunter.
“¥es, said the fag, I saw him leave Mrs. Mimble's
with a tray full of tuck."
“ You'll

“¥ou did, did you " Bunter heard Harry reply.
see hiz [uncral noxt.”™

“H'hem !" Mr. Queleh eoughed, and Billy Bunter noarly
droppoed the tray.,  Perspiration commenced to run from
his Face, and hs Cgaﬂ:d longingly at the contents on the tray.

Seratch, scrateh, soratch!

Billy could bear it no longer, and very gently ho lowoered
tho tray to the Hoor. :

“Supposing he finds me,”" muffered Billy; *“aell this
splendid grub will be wasted. I'd better have my sharo
now, I think." And he stooped down and sampled a pastry,
Another he had, and another. Soon the twelve pastrics
vorg gone, as also wore hoalf the pies. Billy next sampled
the cake, the result of which gave him a terrible thirst.

Yory quictly ha lifted up & ginger-boor bottle; but not
without a slight noise, and Mr, Béun'!r:;h stopped writing.

In undoing the wire to the corli Bunter accidentally licked
his foot against the tray.

The nexi momoent Mr. Quoleh’s chair was pushed back,
Hni:-l th1e Form-master walked to the screen.

af &

0 1"

Mr. Quelch let out a Fearful yell as the cork left Billy
Bunter’s ginger-beer bottle and cavght him in the eye.

“I—I—I'm sincercly sorry, sir!™ zaid Bunter falteringly.
“1 assurs you it was an aceident. 1 only—""

“ Bunter,” shouted Mr. Quelch, * for this impertinence
vou shall have the severcat thrashing vou've ever had.
Come_out, sirl You use my study as vour dining-room !
Mr. Queleh grew sarcastic. “ 1 conclude you are the rut
I've been logking for,” he continned. “ Come hera!”

The next few minntes were the most painful ones Buntor
had ever experienced, and he left Mr Queleh’s study,
resolving pot to sit down for a day or two.

Tz Masxer Liprary.—No. 85

- NEXT
TUESDAY:

“THE CHUM FROM HEW ZEALAND.”

[ .ouE, The “iMagnet”

| LISRARY.

ONE
HALFPENNY.

Heo made his way to Study No. 1, and knocked at the door.
There was no 1.'{*1‘5:;[ reply to the kunock, but on the instant
the door was Hung open from the inside, and five pairs of
hands grabbad Eﬁly Bunter round the neck, and he was
whisked into tho study.

“You beast!" roarod Bob Cherry.

“ You rotten, fat cormorant ! shouted Harry Wharlon.

“ Vou've wolfed our feed !” yelled Haszeldene.

* The august Fatty has satished his extromely huge appe-
titfz ﬂt our expense,” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur.

* Me savvy.”

“Ugh—ugh ! grented Buntor, whose face was flattencd
in the carpet. " Lemme get up !™

“Come on, you beast!™ said .IIarrjr Wharton. * What
have you done with that tray " .
“If—if—if you chaps will let me oxplain,” stuttered

D ! led Bob Ch

“Wall, go on !I'"" growle ‘harry.

“T'm sigumml;ir s%rry. you fellows, but—but old Quelchy
has bagged the feed. I dodged Bulstrode, and had to taka
ghelter in Quelch’s study, and—and he's confiscated the tray,
and gava moe—""

* Hallo, lock out there!" shouted Harry Wharton, a3
thres huge rats scampered across the study.

There was an immediate rush made for the rodents, and
Bunter was able to get up. He bolted from the study as
Wun Lung captured one of the rats and killed it. With
the help of a ericket-stump Harry Wharton accounted for
another, The third rat escapod.

—_——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nugent's Lonely Walk, and His Strange Companlons.
RANK NUGENT glm‘a his ticket up to the ticket-
collector at Friardale,
* Good-night ! he said.
down at all"

“ No,
night !"'

* Good-night 1"

And Frank Nugent stepped out into the darkness and the
rain and wind, with the prospeet of an uncnjoyable tramp
back to Greviriars School.

e had bean on & visit to Market Grayton, a small town
some cight miles from Friardale. It was Wednesday, and
he had been sent off by the head-master directly after dinner
in erder to make one or two special purchases for, him.

Nugent had been detained rather longer than he had
expected, and had caught the 8.3 train back to Friardale.

‘Urg-g-g-gh !’ he murmured, s he grnthered the numerous
parcels undor his arm, and turned away from the stetion
in the direction of Greviriars.

Besides making the purchases for Dr. Locke, the Head, he
had alsc bought one or two articles he thought his study
chums would appreciate.

Among the purchases, Frank had invested in a8 pound of
Cambridge sausages, and he was wishing now that he was
before a good fire In Btudy No. 1, “’ii%l llarry Wharton,
Hurree S8ingh, and Iilly Bunter. )

“ By Jove,” he thought, *I guess we'll have a high old
tea to-morrow ! This rain's rotten, and ¥

Frank Nugent's wandering thoughts were stopped full,
and a curious shiver passed down his bhack., e felt cor
vinced he was being stalked from hehied.

Patter, patter, patter!

The junior had a fearful desire to turn round and sce
what 1t was,

[ Dw I”‘ )

Nugent jumped to ono side as something soft rubbed
against his leg. The next moment a threatening growl
came from the roadside, and Frank saw that two wet,
bedraggled stray dogs were his companions.

Fra.ni Nugent stopped, and turned.

“Go home!" he said sceverely. And ho
stamped his foot avthoritatively.

The two dogs, both looking lean and hungry, growled,
approached MNugent, and sniffed at his wet feet.

Frank shivered.

“ Qood doggies!™ he said. " Geod doggies, go on home !

The dogs sniffed, and gazed vp at Frank’s parcels.

“ Good dogey ! murmured the Greyfriars junior. ** ¥You
‘t:lmantf:, %;n home, will you, you brutes? There, there, good
doggies '

An unpleasant thrill ran through Frenk Nugent.  TTe
still had 2 good mile to go—a mile along a dark road, andl
on a stormy night. He was no coward, but it scemed to
him that these two stray dogs were the size of clephaents,
and their eves zeemed to glare at him with strange fashes

He commenced to walk on, but stopped again as onc of
tha dogs growled,

“Good dogey ™ said Frank: and he bent down to slr%!:a

“Harry Whuarton been

young maister, he ain't. Thankee, sir. CGood-

“ Home !

A Sohool Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
By Frank Richards.
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the larger of the two beasts. The smaller one immedintely
resented this faveuritism, and emitted a low growl.

Nugent looked at it, as beads of perspiration rolled down
his forchead.

“What shall T do to the beasts 7' ha mutiered. *' I know;
I'll try ‘em with a sausage. I’ give the brutes half cach.
We sha'n't miss one,” . ]

The mongrels, however, looked up intelligently as Frank
stipped the string from his brown-paper parcel, and rustled
the paper in his endeavour to pull a sausage in hall. ;

The larger brute growled, and the Greyfriars junior tricd
to pacify him for the momaent. ]

“ There, pood dogey ! said Frank Nugent encoura lngi}"-
“Good doggy! You—you beast! There, take that I’ nd
he slapped hall a savsape down on to the wet road.

here was o seramble, and the sinaller dog gulped the
suusage down. Itz companion was dissatisfied, and growled
hungrily.

“Well, take that, you pigs!"” muttered Frank, as he throw
down the remaining half sausage, and walked on.

He had covered some twenty yards, when the two dogs
came scampering up to him, barking furiously. The big
duﬁ made 4 jump at the brown-paper parcel, which Frank
had tied u%&gain, and Nugent changed colour for & moment,

Y Great Beott " he gasped.

In a moment the parcel was undone, and Frank threw out
a whole sausage to ench of hiz tormentors.

The Greyiriars junior continued his walk, putting on exira
pace; but once more he had not procecded far when, with
a scampering of feet, the dogs again rushed up, and he was
obliged to stop and throw out two more of the sausages.

* 1 wonder what Billy Bunter would say if he saw me?"
thought Nugent. " When 1 come to think of it, it is a
kbeastly waste,”  He hurried on as he heard the brutes
champing away at the sausages. “*I know what I'll do if
m{t}' Catﬁh me up agaimn. I'ﬁ:elﬂ,ml out at the brutes, and

Gp—-—

Plonk !

With a resounding smack the remaining sausages fell on
to the wot road. In ir}’ihg to save his capy, which was lifted
off by n gust of wind, Frank let the parcel of sausages slip
through hiz arm.

He pulled his cap well on to his head, and bent down to
pick up the sausages.

“I'll recover soma of 'om, anvhow ! ho muttered; and
he picked up onc that had escaped a watery grave.

“Oh-h 1" he velled suddenly, as the dogs again seampored
up, and made a snpap at his hand as he was rescuing o sceond
sausage. ' You beasts! Eat 'em up, then, you pigs ! cried
the junior desperately, and without hesitating another
meoment dashed off at & great pace in the direction of the
school, the walls and chimneys of which he could now sce
silhounetted. against the sky.

Frank Nugent rushed up to the big iron gates, and rattled
them violently.

Gozling, the school porter, ecame out of the lodge, and
ehambled towards the gate

“ Jome on, Gossy, buck up ! =aid the junior execitedly.

Gosling rattled !_"Em-lm_vﬂ.

“T shall not buck hup!"” he anawered surlily. “T ‘opes
s 'ow the "Ead will give you a good licking for coming
in at this time o' night."

Frank Nugent lnughed.

“ That's aﬁ right I"" he said.
out in this beastly wet.”

Grosling g_runtea something, and opened the gate, ard lot
the junior in.

Thera was a sound of scampering feet as Frank closed the
gu]t::hhuhind him, and the next moment the dogs dashed up,
yelping, -

“ T shall not allow you to bring them two beasts in, Master
MNugoent. There 'as always been a rule as no boys shall
bring dorgs or cats or birds into tho college. And the
?Eu. __.__|JI

Frank Nugent faced the school

“1f vou let those mongrels in,
“ =1 —" .

The porter turned the key in the lack, and put the bunch
in his coat pocket, and walked back to his lodge.

" Good-night I'* sheuted Frank, *“ You're o disagrecable
bLeast, G—ﬂﬁ]il‘l%‘.”
“Ham I¥
*are, you woul
sapper.”’ .

And Gosling banged the door of the lodge violently.

“ ¥es,"” thought Frank Nugent, as he walked up the
sacddened gravel path towards a side door, * if anyone did
raid our grub, we'd give— Fallo, who's that ?” .

“Jt's me, you young seamp !’ saidd Wingate, of the Sixth,
the eaptain of the school. “Dr. Locke has just sent meo
down to ask Gosling to go down to the station to meet yon.
You're late, voungster. Where've you been ™

Tue Maoxer LisRARY.—DNo. 85
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“I'm sorry you had to come

crier quickly.

sosling,” he said fiereely,

rumbled the porfer. * Wot I says iz this
ba the same i some himps "ad raided your

“THE CHUM FROM NEW ZEALAND.”

“ ¥asz," replied Frank., I had to wait for the 9.3 back
from Market Grayton. It's lucky yeu didn’t go down to
old Gossy, Wingate; he's not in o perfeet m this aven-
ing."

The big Sixth-Formor inu;;i‘h&d.

“Come on ! he said. **Take wour pareel Lo the Head,
and get into bed sharp. You're wet through ™

A minute or two later Frank Nugent knocked at the
Head's study, and, upon being commanded to go in,
explained matters. o

r. Locke listened attentively, snd sent the junior up to
bed at once, with kindly orders to get his wet things off as
quickly as possible.

*Hallo,”" zaid Nugent, smiling, as he entercd the Remove
dormitory, * here's a lot o' sleeping beauties!”

. Billy ]%:m'hﬂ,r turned in his bed restlessly., He was maur-
muring in his sleep, and Nugent thought he caught the
words * pork pies.”

Frank grinned,

“Good old Billy ! I can gurss what he's dreaming of I

The junior was soon undressed, and, blowing the candle
out,—which he had brought np fo save disturbing the
sleepers by lighting the gas—he jumped between the sheets.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Fresh Mystery—The Damaged Boots,

RANK NUGENT jerked his head up from his pillow
suddenly,

F The %niar had been asleep for some considerablo

ks time, when a strange sound in the dormilory disturbed

im.

“ Anybody awake ! he asked, his voice sounding strangely
sepulchral in the stillness of the night. .

There was no answer; but an extraordinary scampering
sound came from the other side of the long room. .

Frank Nugent thought of the dogs, and o shivery fecling
ran down his back.

** Anybody awalke?” he repeated once more.

He listened attentively for some moments, and then pulled
the bedelothes over his ﬁ(-"ﬂ.d. :

After a time he commenced to snore violently, and onco
more that strange scampering noise waa andible. Dut Frank
Nugent slept on !

Clang, clang, clang! : : : -

The rising-bell of Greyfriars tolled out its warning that it
was time (o turn out. b :

Micky Desmond, the Trish junior, between Wun Lung's
bed and Bob Cherry’s, turned and yawned. .

“Halle,” he said suddenly, * and sure, the prodigal has
returned safe and sound !V :

“ Who's that, Ircland ¥’ came in & chorus from heads that
bobbed up from the two rows of white pillows. :

“Why, and sure, didn't we all turn in last night without
Frank Nugent? And faith, there Lo i3, slceping his senses
away |

Hurrce Singh put one leg out of bed.

“As our e&ﬁhunr:ﬂd_irifmd says,’’ he assonted, * the worthy
Nugent is sleeping his senses away. Ile must have a douche
of the most magnificent cold water, and—""

Hurree Singh stopped suddenly, ss he bent down and
picked up onc of his boots, which had been ripped up in
several }lf.{s,ma, and was now irretricvably damaged.

“ Mallo, halle, hallo? What's that picture-puzzle you'vo
got in your handa, Inky?" ; '

“It's as you say,” replied the Nabob of Bhanipur, “my
worthy boot is o picture-puzzile. Lool at this[”

& And Hurree Singh threw his damaged boot across to Bob
‘herry.

A moment later a gasp of astonishment came from Mark
Linlex, the lad from Lancashire. 5

“What cad has done this?” shouted Mark Linley wrath-
fully, and he held up a hoot that looked ss thouzh it had
been through a chaff-cutting machine, but had blunted the
knyves.

““ Hallo, halle, hallo!™ =zaid Bab Chorry. “It's been

trented in the same manner as Inky's!” :
Looks of wonder were cast at the eurious articles, and cach

junior simultancously stooped to get his ¢wn boots, to see if
they had been damaged. .

P.':,;:c!nmutimm arose from all sides, and boots abszolutely
unfit for further wse were held u"];:{. i i

“GGreat Beott,” ericd Harry Wharton excitedly, ** it must
be the rata!” ,

“0a savyy 1" said Wun Lung,

YThe little beasts 1™

R tem 1M ;

Cries from bootless ewners arose, and to these eries Frank
Nugent awoke from his heavy sleep. :

*“What are vou kids making all this row for " he said,
sitting up in bed,

A Siehool Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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“Look, my esteemed friond " said Hurree Singh—"" lock
at my wor bhoots 1"

“ Boots T hat d’ye mean—boots 1"

“They're his boots, really,” explained Harry Wharton ;
“but & swarm of rats have entered the school, and besides
wolfing all the grub yesterday, they have been playing about
with the boots in the night. I've heard befora that rats are
fearfully destructive in boot factories.
acquired taste for the special kind of paste that is used in
boots, and——""

“Well, I'm blessed ! interrupted Frank,

“ ¥Yes,”™ continued Harry, ** and B

“Well, I'm diddled ! Frank Nugent interrupted once
more. “ Well, this explains a lot of things, then—old Gos-
.’lmg:g raided supper, the strange noises in the night, the

““What noises!” shouted Bulstrode,
unwearable.

“Rats 1"

The Remove bully threw the damaged articles o the floor,
and glared at Nugent.

o k hero,” he shouted, “if you cheek me, I'Il--I'N—"

Nugent lay back in bed and elosed his eyes. His counten-
ance assumod a look of absolute boredom.

“Take it away!” he said. “It's balmy! It wanted to
know what noises, and 1 distinctly said that it was rats, and

now——""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!

“Hea, ha, ha ™ .

Bulstrode glared at Mark Linley, who had joined whole-
heartedly in tho laugh.

“ You beastly factory bounder !”” he exclaimed. * You can
laugh now ; but I suppose papa will have to work extro shift
to buy you a new pair of boots!”

" Bhut up "

“Cad!™

* Booh !

A chorus of dissentient cries arosa, DBut troubla waa
stopped from going further by Tonides, the Greek, Bixth-
E‘ﬂrmcr and prefect, putting his hoad in at the dormitory

0or.

“Hurry up, now,” he said sharply, "and not so much
noise ! Fifty linos apicco for those not down in soven
minutes "

“That’'s oll very well,” grumbled Bkinner—Bulstrode's
particular crony—""but we con't como down without any-
thing to put on oure feet ! If the beastly rats do—="

But Tonides had gone.

“Come on, buck up, Wun Lung ! said Harcy Wharton.

“Me leady in a moment, Huﬁy!" answered - the Chines,
amr:rl_)'ing- down to get his boots, which had not been touchod
by the rodents,

Bkinner coughod, and winked his eve at Bulstrode.

* What are you pulling that face for 1" asked the bully.

“B.5h 1" whispered Skinner., “Not a word! I've got the
Chinco’s boots on! They fit a trifle small; but—"

Wun Lung stared about him.

whose boota were

Hear me smile ! shouted Bob Cherry.

““*Half a moee, Hally Whalton !”” he shouted. * My boots
geem to have donee the disappoaling act !
Wun Lung leoked at Bulstrode, and then down at

Skinner'a fect.

“Me savvy " he murmured. And then, raising his volee,
he shouted {o Harry Wharton & Co. to stop S8kinner, who
had moved towards the dormitory door.

“ Stopee Skinner! Ile wealing my boots !
quick M

ﬁlur::.- Wharton turned on Skinger and shook him by the
collar,

“You rotter!"™ he said.
diately.

“Idon"t you, Skinner!" shouted DBulstrode. “* You're a
beastly bully, Harry Wharton, that's what you arc! Just
because u confounded Chince zays Skinnor iz wearing his
gi;:m. :."c:»u tey to boss the show!  Don’t you take them oit,

sinny 1

Skinner struggled hard to break away from Wharton's
SLCONE Frasp.

Lot me go, you boast!
were, 80 I shoved ‘em on 1"’

Wharton turned to Diob Cherry and IFrank Nugent.

Y“Come on, kids!"' he said, “A log each, and off with
Wun Lung's boots !

Bob and Frank rushed forward and held Skinner’s legs,
while Wun Lung unlaced the boots. In a moment they wers
off, and the Chince shipped them on to hiz own feet.

“Me lemembel,” he said, looking at Skinner with a bland
emile. And left the dormitory az Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry each put an arm through his.

Mr. Queleh turned in hiz chair with a stern look on his
face as the Removites walked inte HHall for breakfast.

“You're late, boys! HHave you any excuse? You have
i:‘.ﬂ‘[lf the first meal of the day waiting.”

‘I'm very sorry, sir,” said Harry Wharton; * but we
have been wondering what to do. The confound—I mean—ocr
—the rats have chewed up half the boots in our dorm.”
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Mr, Quelch stared down at Hurree Bingh's feet. )

“ Why haven’t you anything on your feet, Hurree Singh 1"
he said abruptly.

““The worthy rats have eaten up my estecmed boots, oh,
learned master!” replied Hurree Singh, in his choicest
English.

; Strange wrinkles puckered up the Remove Form-master's
QCE,

“Well,” he said, **sit down for the present.
this after breakfast is ovor.”

And the Removites sat down.

Bob Cherry leaned across to Hazeldene,

“ Did you seo old Quelchy's face juat now 2" he whispered,

““¥es. Thore's nothing the matter with it, is there?"”
And Hazeldene looked down tho long table, and starced ab
Mr. Quelch.

“Rathor !" aaid Bob Cherry. “ Didn't you see 1t7"

“Dido't X seo what, fathond ?* said Hezoeldene irritably.

“Didn't you see that benign smile flit across his noble
countenance when Inky cnlled %nim ‘ Oh, learned mastor "

“ Ass P muttered Hazeldene. And he attacked the ham
and eggs before him.

The cook had evidently taken good care to protect the food
ovoer-night. Nothing was wanting, and Dr. Locke had
ordered an extra amount of feod to be placed before the
boys as they had been almost starved at fea and supper the
night before.

Billy Bunter was in his element, and
slice after slrce of ham disappeared from his plate. )

After a time tho Falstaft of Greyfriars sat back in hia
chair, with a smile of satisfaction.

“1 don’t think I mind the rats much,'"” he said to Trevor,
who was sitting next to him.

“"Good old piggy ! said Trovor.

“0Oh, really, Trovor—"

“ Silence, Bunter [ rapped out Mr. Quelch. “ Doys,” he
continued, * you may dismiss! Those who have come down
withont shoes or boots on will remain, and line up at the
end of the room 1™

‘The seniors rose from their chairs, and left Hall in a dig-
nified manner. followed a moment later by a scampering
crowd of juniors. )

A dozen of the Removites had to remain, and these lined
up In single file, as ordered by Mr. Quclch. ]

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Wun
Lung remained behind with the crowd.

Mr. Quelech was engaged for the moment in speaking to
Carberry, the most unpopular prefect at Greyiriars, and
Wun Lung saw his chance of paying off his score against
Skinner.

“ Watchee me,'" he said.

“I'm waiching you, you imp of Celestial lands.

But Wun Lung had glided away, and wes maling towards
the line of bootless juniors.
1tI-Iau-irgr Wharton grinned, and touched Bob and I'rank on
the arm.

- Er}\’at!ch that wily young Chinee !"* he whispered.

E w .J:l

“* Oh-er 1"

“(1ot off my foet!"

“Oh, you beast!” :

Bulstrode, Skinner, and Stott were dancing about like a
tric of Maori warriors,

“1'1l smash you, you young Chince fiend ! shouted Bul-
strode ficreely, hopping about on one leg, and holding his
other foot in hiz hands.

“You beast !’ roored Skinner. “I'll—1'1]-—""

Mr. Quelch stamped up to the juniora angrily. .

# &ilenco, Skinner " he zhonted. *° Bulstrode, Stott, will
you stop thoso ridiculous anties?"

“ But——"" spluttered Bulstrode,

“ Bilence, boy 1™

“That young——

“Fifty lines, Bulstrode!” said the Form-master. * Now
then, boys, I understand that rats have damaged your boots,
and you have no others but those in the shed—the ones Goes-
ling will be cleaning this morning ? )

‘:%‘s ﬂw esteemed master says!" assented Hurrec Singh.

i 0% Tl

The master stopped short, and stared down at Bulstrode’s
feat, for through each of the bully's socks a big toe pro-
truded.

Bulstrode blushed, and fldgeted uncasily,

“Make those ffty, seventy-five lines, Bulstrode!™ aaid
Wr. Quelch. “ You may now dismiss to feteh your boots ! ™

And the twelve walked silently out of Hall.

Billy Bunter, who was one of the twelve, turned to Marlk
Linley. "
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;:Sdhnﬁ wa have to go across the gquad in our socks "’ he
asked.

“Ves,"” langhed Mark, ““it is a bit awlkward, isn't it?
But 1 suppose we've got to do it.”

And the twelve went down the steps leading into the guad.

_The shed, whercin were the boots, was right on the other
side of the playground, and for the first twonty yards or
s0 the juniors muanaged to hop along all right. The sun
";-‘RH out, and the surface of the ground wus now almost

ry.

M Ow Y yelled Bulstrode suddenly, as he hopped on to a
flinty stone. )

In a moment, the twelve bootless ones were on rough
ground, and they danced from one foot to another.

* Oh—oh—er | " gasped Billy Bunter, as his foof found
& particularly rough stone.

he rest of the Greyfriers' juniors, who were in the quad,

now came flocking up to sce the fun.

“Faith!" laurhed Micky Desmond, “don't they do the
war dance pretiily ¥ "

“Ha, ha, a1 "

Bulstrade turned on the amused audicnes fiereely.

“You ecads, vou wait £ill T get my boots on ! ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Here you are, Tuky!™ shouted Harry Wharion. “Up
:'ﬁ'-nukgct! " And he bont slightly to give Hurrce Singh a

K.

The Hindu gave a spring, and, with a cheer, Herry
riashed him up to the shed.

But the rest had to hop to the shed like o many bathers
f:‘Iﬂm their fents down the pebbly beach to the watcr's
edge,

d—ame

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Boy Scouts” Capture:

INNER was over, and Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,

D Hurree Singh, and Bob Cherry wera sitting in Study 1.

"I think poison is too dangerous,” Harry Wharton

was saying. “ You don't know whe might go and

slep poison on & biseuit, or a bun, or something, and then

somo fathead like Dunter might come along and wolf the
lot—poison and all ! "

“Yes,” agrecd Bob Cherry. “ There is an eloment of
danger in that rat-poison wheeze of yours, Nugent.''

“1 don't think so, anyhow, de wou, Inky? Why, if an
eating machine like Bunter dees come along, and he woli's
the poizon, whose fault 15 %"

“Well,” said Deb Cherry, smiling, “ whose fault 13 147"
"Yes,” added Harry, *if it comes to that, whose fauli
0 S

Nugent sat back, and glared at the two questionera.

“If you think you're—" )

“ Mot at all,” interrupted Cherry. *What I say 1s:
whose fault is it?"

Frank Nugent jumped to his feet, and pulled Bob Cherry
frcin his chair.

““[f you ask me that guestion again, I'I—"

Ilob Cherry turned, and appealed to IIarry Wharton.

“"Look here, Marery,” he saidd, with & stolid look on hia
face, “ean you tell me whese fault is it, because——"

Nusgent tool o tighier grip on Cherry, and the tweo fell
to the floor with o crash. In 2 moment, they woere seramb.
ling all over the study. The teble was buaped violently
aside, and a steady strean of ink fowed down on to Cherry's
head. A chair went over with a bang, as Nugent vainly
tricd to put tha half-nelzon on his oppenent.

ST tell you whose fault is it!'" roared Nugent. “I'll
—1'1 just about——"=

“ Cherry 1V

“ Nugent ! ) )

The two wrestlers stepped strugzling, and lecked up info
the stern faee of Wingate, whe had entercd the room during
the uproar. 2

“8arry, skipper, I was only just showing Nugent that
latest hold—you know, that one where—="" " :

“Goet up ot onee, you young scamps!? said Wingate.
“1f you haven't got this room straight in two minutes, I
sha'n't tell you the good news I came kere intending to tell
vew, Quick, now 1™ :

Hurree Singh pulled the table into the contre of the room,
and mopped up the ink, winle EIurr{ Wharton jammed in
a leg to the chair which had got knocked ever.  Bob Cherey
snd Frank Nugent both busicd themselves, and, afler put-
ting their collars and ties straight, stood respeetfully before
the cantaie of Greviriars, g

“Well, what's the good news, Winny?™ said Harry
Wharton.

“On account of the rotten weather we've had the last
{hiree o four dave, the Iead hus sanctioned a half for
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to-day. There'll be no ericket, although it's fine at lask,
as the ground’s balf under water, o yow can amueo your-
selves just ns wvou pleaso—none of this study wrecking,
though, mind that!" '

And it was to a resounding cheer that Wingate slammed
the door of Study 1.

“By Jove!” said Bob Cherry, enthusiastically, *' Thae
Head's o brick, 1sn't he? "'

“ Tha worthy Head is o whole hod of bricks!' assented
Hurres Singh. ;

“*The thing is, what are we going to do this afterncont
Wingate says there’ll be no ericket. It's too uncortain
whether it’ll rain or not, so it wouldn't be safe to take Mar-
jorie & Co. for a picnic on the river. So what shall we
do? " said Frank Nugent.

“71 know!"™ replied Harry Wharton. **Let ns go out
on to Friardale Common, and see the countiy from there.
1t'1l be & fine sight, T skould think, with nearly all the land
about here under water! ™

“(Good idea!” said Bob Cherry. * Come on, buck uvp.
We don't want to waste time ! " '

And the four chums made their way out of the school.

Wun Lung and Billy Bonter were talking to Gosling,
the porter, as the Reinove juniors reached the big iron

gatos, :

“ Hallo, Wharton!" said Bunter to Bob Cherty. * This
ig jolly decent of the Head, iso™ 1027

“¥oa, fathead,” said Bob, “I'm not Wharton, though,
’rir‘t[m.rul]-:1 goodness; but I gquite agree with you ubout the
Tead 1™

“0Oh, 1 beg your pardon, Cherry. T thouglt you wera
Harry Wharton, You zce, I'm o trifle short-sighted.”

“Well, T not, thank goodness,” said Iieb, * and—-"

Harry Wharton turned round, and caught Cherry by the
saruff of the neck.

* Look here,” he interrupted, “not so much of the *thank
goodnezs 17

“ Right-ho! " laughed Bob. *“Pax!"

“We're poing on to Friardale Common to see what the
floods look like,” said Nugent. *' Like to join us, Wun
Lung, and you, too, you [at cormorant? "

"4 ¥es thanks wvery much,’ replied Billy Bunter, * but
T don't think vou vught to say I'm fat, why L haven't had
very much grub lately, and I was going to suggest *

“0Oh, come on!" suid Harry Wharton, and walking by
the side of Wun Lung, he sct the pace in the dicection of
Friardale Common. )

“ Hallo, what's this coming along ? 7" said Harry Wharton.

“ No sayvy !” replied Wun Lung. :

“Why, it's Trumper, the patrol leader of the Pogg Boy
Seouts ! said Harry, as the healthy youug hsher-son came
down the heavy road at a steady trot. His stall carried
o pennon of colour which was fluticering in the breezs,

Tramper did indeed look smart, and he exchanged a
hearty ™ Hallo ' with the Greyfriars” juniors.

“What are you doing right out here? ™ shouted Frank
MNugent, as he passed him.

“ioin' to eapture a red flag on the commeon!” panted
{he Doy Secout. “ Got the whole patrol out this afternoon !

“ Then why are you running away from the common then,

if——

Tt the patrel-leader was out of ear-shot. :

“Great Scott!’ said Harry Wharton to Wun Lune.
“ Just look at the lower road leading to Little Grayfoa!"

b Mc:r lookee,” replied Wun Lung, * but nmie not sce any
load !?

" Wg ass, of course not," said Wharton, “it's all under
water."” i

And they stood leoking down at the expanse of water until
Niob Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Singh and Dunter joined
them.

¥ Fine sight, jsn't it 7" zaid Nugent, **Come on, though,
and let's get out on the comon,”

And the juniors trudged on. .

“ T suppose that bit of rag over there is the red fag young
Trumper was talking about,” said Iiob Cherry, as the chuns
gainod the common,

“ Yog, it’s sure to be,” agreed Nugont.
seonts, theagh, can you? "

“Na: but, by jove! Look at old Farmer Weston's
meadows.  Is that o sheep on that fullen tree? '

v Great Seott 1™ zaid Harry Wharton, ** It 13, T believe.
Come on, let's get down lo the meadows, and rescue tho
poor beast, :

And the juniors started running down the hill,

“ Wait a munute, ci.'-:m. chaps,” shouted Bunter.

Wun Lung stopped. )

“ What we waitee fol, Fatty " asked the Clunee. :

““Those chaps haven't got ony sense,” answered Billy
Bunter. ** Now, instead of risking their lives in trying lo
save a sheep from drowning, they sheuld have come

“Can't sco any
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"“Me no savey!" snswered Wun Lung.

“Come on, then,” said Billy. I believe it's a grub
basket. Let's come snd have a look.™

And Wun Lung followed Billy Bunter.

Now, although the Falstaff of Groyiriars had not really
seon a basket by the red Aag, by some extraordinary coine-
dence he had imagined correctly, for the Boy Scouts of Pege
had brought their food out with them.

(ne of the Pogg fishermen had been driving infe Friar-
dale, and Trumper had-asked him to put the basket in the
:ira'p, as the scouls intended cooking their tca over a ecamp

re.

Bunter’s eyes glistened as he canght sight of the basket,
and he soon had the string which secured it, undone.

“ Mo voly hungly,” said Wun Lung, as Billy pulled out
a loaf of bread and a pot of jam. Noxt came a bag of egzs,
which was laid very carefully upon the grass. There was
a small packet of tea, some sugar, o large cake, and a bottle
of milk. And at the bottom of tho basket there was a hkettle,
a small saucepan, three tin plates and some knives.

“ Bhall we light a firc and boil some cggs, Wun Lung? "
said Buntor, cutting a large slico of eake for himself,

“ Mo gettee on with cake and jam befole the scouts come,”
gnidd Wuan Lung.

And tho Celestial got up, and pulled the red flag down,
It had been strung up to 2 young sapling, and Wun Lun
forcsaw trouble if the Pepe boys arrived before ho ang
Bunter had decamiped.

Billy eut the bread, and laid the jam on with 2 generous
hand. After the two had satisfied themaslves with bread
and jam, they finished the cake, which was washed down
by the bottle of milk.

RBunter reached across for the baz of eggs.

“ 1 suppose wo had better take these back——""

Crack!

Bunter turned round nervously, as a twig was snapped
behind the bush they wero sitting by,

“What waa that, Wun Lung ¥ " whispored Billy.

Y Me savey ! replied the Chinee, and he squirmed away
into the gorse, uniil he was hidden from Bunter's sighi.

There was a rustle behind the bush agein, and a seout's
hat appenred round the side.

The Folsteil of Greviviars jumped to his feet: but the
next momont Tramper’s staff caught him in the chest, and
le fell with a crash on to the bag of ezgs which he had
bean about to pick up.

ek 1

“Hug, ha, ha!" laughed the scout-leadoer.
vou right, you greedy youns rotter !
“Lomma alone!™ gasped Bunter. “Tf you don't——"

‘:Ehut up ! commanded Trumper, and Billy did sht
ugs !

The scoukb-leader gave a fow shrill blasta on his whistle,
and one by once his followers rallied round him.

Hilly lay trembling on the ground, as he heard the throats
of each scout on being told of the raid on the grub basket.

“"Let's gag and bind him to a tree, and leave him 1™
suggested ono.
“1 know !" said Dicky Trown, who wos the second-in-
command of the patrol. * Let's cut his hair off, and then

“You beastly ead ! shouted Dunter.
do anything ——'"

 Btop c;ﬁ!ing us cads !

“Sha'n't ' zaid Bunler.

It was not often that Billy Banter Joat his temper; but
now  the knowledge of the elose proximity of Havry
Wharton & Co. gave hun courage,

“Tf you don't shut up," said Thcky Brown seriously,
“eou'll have te fight me to ses whether—1~7

“You're a ead " zaid DBunter, finishing the sentence for
the Boy Scout.

“Then you shall fight me !™ said Dicky Brown.

And Trumper Eipuul!-:suil Bunter to his feet with a jerk, ms
the patrol formed a ring.

Boouts are really out
ave brought some grub
to sce whether there 18 anything
Bag—it looks like o basket from

S That serves

“If you cuds dare

inferrupted Drown.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Flght,

ILLY BUNTER remaved his ZFlassca uﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂiﬂuﬂlj, and
B '.l‘r'}:inper took them from him.
i &y
he said.
Muatters looked serious, and Billy gave o sickly smile,
“"What aro you rolling up your slesves for? he
asked, as Dicky Brown made these preparations. 1 den't
think we need ficht about it. I expeet a postal-order will
be waiting for me at the school, and I will invite you chaps
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in to & study feed to make up for what Wun Lung has
eaton.’

“Oh, no, you won't!" said Dicky Drown.
poing to fight me now." )

Dicky Brown advanced towards Bunter, and Billy thought
it was to deliver a blow. He put up his hands to guard
the imaginary fist, and in so doing he tapped Brown lightly
on the nose.

Tha water came to Brown's eyes, and he gave Dunter a
punch on the chest. o i
“* Ha, ha, ha !’ roared the Pogg Scouts. * Go it, Dicky !

And the fight commenced in earnest.

Trumper toolt out his wateh, and shouted out that there
would be two-minute rounds. :

Billy roared with pain as Brown's fist caught him on the
chin, and he rushed in blindly.

“Talke that!” he yelled, giving Brown s flat-handed
smack on the cheel. [ L

Dicky Brown lowored his head and rushed im, giving
Eilly a painful prod in the chest.

“Oh!" velled Billy. And he caught hold of the Boy
Sceont, and tried to throw him to the ground.

“1a, ha, ha I roared the Pegg boya.

“ Break away, there!” said Trumper.

The two separated, and sparred for the next blow; bub
“Thno ! was called, and the two combatants sat down
on the grazs for a breather.

Billy Bunter blinked painfully ot his opponent, and at
the grinning scouts,

Ho did not soe very well with his glasses on; but he saw
still worze with them off, and the grinning faces formed
a kind of blur round him.

Y I—I say, you fellows—""'

“Time ™ said Trumper.

“ But, I say—"'

“ Time "

Diicky Brown rose to hiz [eat.

“J—I—I say, vou fellows, I don’t want to hurt Brown

““ Ha, ha, hal”

1 always liked DBrown:
much,” said Billy Bunter feebly.
BT.:I;." Beout movement.

“ Thanks '

* L] think you're very brave and noble”

if G‘ﬂ it 111‘ ; :

“1 ndmire you awfully ! You're just the fellows I should
like to chum with."

Dicky DBrown sniffed.

“*Well, of all the miserable worms" ho said, 1 really
think that this fat chap takes the Peek I'rean!”

Trumper chuckled.

“ It's touching, the way he adiires us!" he remarked,
“ Have you any more nice things to say about us, DBuntor?"”

Bunter blinkead at him.

“1 always liked you, Trumper

" Ha, ha, ha !’

Y Oh, really s

“ Get up 17

“ I"'m exhansted.”

' Anybody got a pint” .

Bunter jumped up as if moved by a spriog. :

Dicky Brown pranced up to him, and began sparring.

Bunter backed away.

“I—I Sy, you fellows—""

“Go 1t

" Knock him out !"

“ Taach him to wolf our grub ™

“ Io doesn’t need teaching that " grinned Trumper.

“ Ia, ha, ha ™

“ I say, vou fellows—

““ Hallo ¥ Here come the rest of them!” said ane of the
Foy Scouls, pointing to the figures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
visibla in the distance.

Bunter's expression changed.

Ho cought sight of his comrades of Grevfrinrs, and he
was too short-sighted to see that a rivalet of water in o
hollow of the commeon separated him from them,

He zaw that they were not twonty vards distant, and hea
courage roze ab once.

e waved hiz hand excitedly.

“ RKezeue, Romove ! he roared.

“ Halle, halle, hallo ™

 Hezeuo I

**Ha, ha, ha "’ roared Trumper.
This way to save the oyster !

“ Rotters " growled Billy Bunter. “Coma on! T
tackle the lob of you! This way, you fellows! Back mo

U[l ‘rH'
T
A School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
nk Richaids,

“You ars
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" Reseue the prize ox!?
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As Bunier had no doubt that Harry Wharion & Co.
would immediately rush into the combat and back him up,
he did nat hesitate to go for Dicky Brown again,

The Removites of Greyfriars advanced as far as the
fooded hollow, and then perforce halted. A 2

The Boy Scouts, who had seen that obstacle in their way
all the time, roared with laughter. ;

Bunter sparred away with Licky Brown, expecting every
momeant ta hear the rush of Removite feet to back him up.
But the rush did pot come, ) . .

“ Here's for your nese ! said Dicky Brown, giving Billy
Bunter a tap on that organ. " Here's a reminder for your

eye! And one for your nob!”
an Dw ]”
“That's for vour ear! And that's for your cheek !"
* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Yow-wow "
“ And that—"
“Help! Rescus!"
“Go for him!? shouted Bob Cherry across the water.
We'll see fair play—Iirom here !
“Ha, hn, ha !
“Yah! Resene !
“We can't get at you! 'The water's in the way ™
“"Ha, ha, ha " shrieked the Doy Scouts.
Y Come on ! yvolled Dicky Brown, dancing round Bunter
like & wild Indian. * Come on! One for your nose, and
ene for your eye! Come on!"
“Ow! Yow !V
Y Ooe for vour——'
Liunter collapsed, and rolled an the ground. .
“You cads!"” he roared al the grinning Removiles peross
the water. * Why don't you back a fellow. up? ¥Yah!™
“zet up ! roared Dicky Drown,
“Yoh! I can't!”
“"You're not huart "
" I've dislocated my spine, and twisted my ankle ™
“Which ankle$” demanded Trumper, only too willing
to air his knowledge of Arst-aid to the injured.
“T—T1 don't know, 1 H
** tIa, ha, ha !’
“Yah! Teasts! I'm nearly expiving !
“etter chuek him inte the water, and put him out of
his misery,"” saul Craye.
" Good idea ™
“Yah! Lemme alone! Rescue!™
Itilly Bunter squirmed away with remarkable agility for
a jumior whose spine was disloontod,
He disappeared into the gorse, and the Boy Scouts yelled
with laughter.
* Ha, ha, hat

Greyfriars s licked !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
For the Hononr of Greyiriars!

i REYFRIARS is licked IV

G “Ha, ha, ha ™

The Boy Scouts of DPegg indulged in  that
triumphant shout for the special behoof of Harry
Wharton & Co.

The Reomovites looked serious at ance.

Thev had loocked on and lnughed heartily at the ridiculous
fight Billy DBunter hod put up. They knew of old that
Bunter had no pluck to speak of, and that he couldn't fipht
a Third Form fag.

Liut the shout of the Boy Scouts brought another aspect
af tha case to their minda,

Greviriars had been licked in the person of Billy Bunter !
It was “up " to Harey Wharton & Co. to uphold the honour
of the old school.

“* Messed if we're poing to stand thiz!"* said Bob Cherry.

* Wot muchee !’

“ The cheaiz !

“ The cheekfulness is terrific!”

" Here, vou bounders,” shouted Harry Wharton, " don’t
clear off yet! We've got something to say to youl!”

Trumper removed his big hat with a mocking bow.

“Say on !’ he said, with a grin

“"You've just said that Greviriars is licked."

“‘ Exactly I'"

“Well, vou know it's all rot !’

Trumper chuckled.

“Wa don’t know anvthing of the sort. The smallest chap
lhere could lick that fat oyster with one hand, and with his
eyes shug 1

“That’s not licking Greyfriars

“ {1, vou can't stand up to us!" said Trumper. ** We're
Bew Scouts, vou know ; amd vou chaps are mostly spoonies !

The Hemovites turned pink with excitement.
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“T'11 jolly well show you whether we're spoonies or not !™
exclaimed Havry Wharton, “ Just you wait there till we
get round to you !”

“ Rats !

“ Btop there, and—" . )

“We can’t waste all the afterncon standing here!" sgaid
Trumper. **If you wanl to argue matters out, that water's
shallow enough to walk through.”

The Removites looked doubtfully at the flooded hollow
thut separated them ifrom the Boy Scouts of Pegg.

The water was probably not more than four feet deep
in the middle; but a walk through four feet of cold water
wis not a plessant idea, nor was it likely to improve their
clothes,

“ You jolly well come over here and argue !" calied back
MNugent.

remper laughed,

“ Oh, we're not anxious to argus! We've argued with

Bunter.™

“YWait till we get round—"

“Rats "

“Oh, blow! We've heard too much of rats lately," said
Nugent.

“Are yon comingi” said Trumper. * We'll wait two
minutes, so if you'ro not only gassing, coine across.'

* We should get jolly wet——"

“(0h, if you're utl]rain:'l of & little wet—""

“We're not alraid "' yelled Bob Cherry.

“Then come across.'

“{bh, go and eat coke !

“Ha, bha, ha!" roared the Boy Secouts.
Greyiviars! Ha, ha, ha!™

Wharton breathed hard through his nose.

“ I could lick the best man vou've got ! he roared.

Trumper waved his hat again.

Y {ome and do i, then,”" he said.

Wharton threw off his jacket.

“Hold on!' said Mark Linley.
through the water, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

I iolly well am, Linley. They're not going to crow over
us "’

© But—"

“It's all right, I shall get through first-rate.”

“Bat your clothes™

“ Blow my clothes '™

The Lancashire lad laughed.

“ All right; but I can’t afford to be reckless with minae,
or I'd come with you."

“* That's all right—you fellows stay here and watch., The
Boy Scouts will give me fair play.”

**Oh, yes; that's certain !"

“T;:.T]'E vouw coming ¥ roared Trumper.

L] ﬁE.ll

And Harry Wharton plunged into the water.

“ ’hew 1" ejaculated Trumper. " I—I never expected
him tn do it. The ass!"

* He's a placky ass, anyway,"” observed Iicky Brown.

Trumper ran down to the water to give Wharton & hand
athore. The captain of the Greyiriars Remove struggled
tiveugh, and dragged himself out and shook the water from
Lim in showers, a greal deal like o Newloundland dog.

“I'm ready for you,” he gasped breathlessly,

Trumper grinned.

U Well, vou're a plucked "un,”
aiter petting through the water?”
Wharton knuckled the water out of his eyes.

YFit as a Nddle,” he said.

Trumper threw off his hat,

*Then I'm ready for you.”

Billy Bunter's veiece was heard from the gorse.
junior was not far off.

“*Give him one for me, Wharton"

“Ha, ha, hin!"

Removite and Boy Scout faced one another, with grim
logks. There was no emmity between them; on the other
hand, they liked and respected one another. But it was »

"We've licked

“¥ou're not going

he said. * Are you 0t

The fat

point of honour; a guestion whether the Doy Scouts of
Pegg. or the Lower Fourth of Greyfriare should take the
biscuit.

“Give us your fin,” said the burly fisherman's son, with a
grin.

And Wharton shook hands with him cheerily enough.

“Go it!'" ealled out Dheky Drown.

And the tussle commenced, watched with equal interest
by the Boy Scouts standing round, and by the Greyviriars
Kemovites aeross the water. o

Trumper had the advantage both in size and strength;
but Harry Wharton had ten times his science. Wharton
was the Ennst athlete in the Remwove—the best boxer ia
ithe lower school.
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And his skill told in the first round.

Trumper's heavy drives were all guarded casily, and
again and again Wharton's blows came home upon his
bronzed face.

The scout-leader gradually grew excited, and then he
threw carefulness to the winds, and sirove to reach his ad-
versary by sheer force and persistence.

Fis punishment was heavy, but his persistence had some
effect, and several times his fsts came home upon Harry
Whaurton's [ace.

Three rounds were fought out grimly, and then it became
ciear that Trumper's strenuocus abtack was exhausting him,

But, fagged as he was growing, he continued the fight
with undiminished spirit,

In the fourth round, Wharton attasked steadily, and the
;c:nut--iandar of Pegg slowly but surely gave ground before

im.

Back and back he was driven, till he was on the very
verge of the flooded hollow, and a couple more backward
steps would have seen him ﬁﬂundcring mmto the water.

There was a shout of warning from the Removites and
the Boy Scouts togcther,

“ Looic out !

But the warning came foo late.

Harry Wharton had let out a blow straight from the
shoulder, which the scout-leader failed to guard,
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It caught him on the point of the chin, and hurled him
bacliwards as if & cannon-ball had struck him.

Right back he went, staggering—to fall backwarda into
the water, with a resounding splash,

Spl—ash !

The water swirled and eddied over Trumper as he dis-
anpeared from view.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
More Rats]

ARRY WHARTON stood staring blankly at the eddy
ing circles on the water for a szecond. lle hardiy
realised what had taken place,

Then a hand came above the surface—far out in the
decpest water.

In a moment Harry Wharton had plunged in.

Trumper had been dazed by the blow and the sudden
crash backwards into the water, and he could not make g
movement to save himself,

But Harry Wharton's grip was ouickly on him,

Wharton dragged the Boy Scoub’s head above the water
and held it there, helping the burly fisher to his feet in the
mwud below.

Trumper stood up, with Wharten's grasp holding him up-
righl, and the water eddying and swirling round him.
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ORI he gasped. ¥ I—I thought T was o goner.”

Wharton gasped, too, with relief,

“Bo did 1," he exclaimed. *‘Thank goodness the water
was shallow, and——"'

“And that you jumped in so quickly,” said Trumper, ag
he acramhladl towards the shore. **Chaps have been
drowned in shallower water than this."

*“The drownflulness might have been terrifie,” soid HHurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

* Come out this side, Harry," called out Nugent,

" Right you are !"

Trumper waz helped ashore on one side by the Boy
Beouts, and Harry Wharton on the other by his chums,
Harry waved his hand to Trumper.

‘ That's tho finish,” he said.

Trumper laughed breathlessly,

“It's jolly well the finish for me," he azid.
strike another blow to suve my life.
you for pulling me out.”’

** Oh, that's nothing !™

“And T'll give you best, if you like

ot at aﬁl; only you havan't licked Grﬂyiriarﬂ, You'd
better eut off and got into some dry clothes.”

* Vas, rather! Good-bye I

“Good-bye; and keep an eye on that porpoise of yours in
the future, or you will find him scalped one of these days.”

The Romovites turned in the direction of the school. The
afterncon’s excursion had been eut rather short by the
mishap ; but they had been the menns of reseuing a drown-
mg sheep, and that was ene good desd dona, at all events.
And the tozele with Tromper had been exciting while it
lasted ; though Huarey, with a darkened eve and a stronm-
mg noze, was not so sabislied with the results of it as his
chuwmna wera.

“ Better get a run home,'” said Beb Cherry. * Yau'll
cateh cold in those wet clothes if you hang about, Harry."

“Come on, thon—ruce 1"

“The racelulnass is tarrific.”

“What about Bunter?" asked Mark Linley.

“0Oh, e can get in by himself, I suppose!”

And the juniors zet off at a rapid run for the school.
The exercise kept Harry's blood in circulation, and saved
him from the cold he might otherwise have caught; or,
rather, which he wounld certainly have caught if he had
moved slowly in his wet clothes. The juniors reached the
collage, and Harry ran up at onea to the Remove dormitory
for a rub down with a rough towel and a change of attire.

Ar he came downstairs after his change, feeling very
fresh amed B, Mre Queleh met him in the passage. The
Itomove-master’s keen eve noted the durkened circle round
the eve and the swollen nose.

“You have been enjoving your unexpected half-holiday,
Wharton " satd the Remove-master sarcastically.

Harry Wharton eoloured.

“ Yaooo-es, gir,’" he said,

* ¥ou have been fighting, Wharton

“Ye-o-e3, sir.”’

*1 should not imagine that to be the most pleazant way
of spending a half-hohiday,” reminrked Mr. Q:u:i{:i:, still 1n
the tone sarcastie, "I suppose tastes differ.”

“Yeees, sin'

“Tor o change, you might tey writing fifty lines of
Virgil, which »ou will show to me by tea-time,” said the
Form-poaster. **This will keep you from any
damage to your features.”

Y Yeop-es, sir”

And Harry Wharton went to his study. It was too bad
to have lines to do on that afternoon, of all afterncons;
but there was no arguing with Mr. Quelch.

As Harry entered No. 1 in the Remove passage, there was
a sound of sudden scampering in the room.

Y My hat Y owattered Wharton,  * More rats ™

He caught sight of two or three figures whisking away
in the eorners of the room. There were rats in the study—
zod thoy were not all gone, A sound of biting and gnawin
and rustling eame from Wharton's hatbox, and he mmneg
it in surprize., Three or four large rats whisked out and
seuttled away.

Wharton uttered an exclamation of annorance.

His Sunday topper, which had been new at the beginning
of the term hind been gnawed almost to rags.

Wharton gﬂ'.r.i?,'-lﬂ at 1L RTIErﬂ:F.

He gave a guinea for his silk toppers, while most of the
Bemovites were satisfied with ten-and-six, and so the loss
w.as a considerable one,

iTow had the rats got in the hatbox?

Thera was no hole 1n the box, which was of strong leather,
el the refz could not, of course, have opened the hid for
themselves,

A '-d'-fns plain to Wharteon that a mean trick had been
piaved.
The rats had been purposely placed in the hatbox; and
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that fact let in a preat deal of light upon the previous
happenings of Greyliriara,

Wharton kicked the ruined hat inte a corner, and sat
down to write his imposition. Ife was hus:lg- at work,
seratching away with the pen, when the study door quietly
opened. :

Wharton was too busy to look up. He was working away
at express speed to get his lines finished before tea, and
before his chums should come in, _ _

As a mattor of fact, he imagined that it was one of his
frionds who had just opened the door, and he waited for
the new-comer to speal, at the zame time driving away
with his pen. -

He heard a slight exclamabion, as of surprize, and then
the sound of the gﬂ-ﬂrr guickly shutiing.

e started and looked round.

The study was emphy.

Wharton stared blankly st the closed door.

“ Hallo!” he exclaimed. *' Who's that "

But no reply came from the passage. He heard a sound
of feot scuttling away towards the staircase.

He jumped up from the table and threw the door open.

The passage was emphy. :

The unseen intruder into the study had vanished.

Wharton returned to the study table in a puzzled frama
of mind. What the unknown should have come into his
study for was a mystery. Buot suddenly he started, as a
roy of hight seemed to flash into his mind. o

It was the joker who had placed the rats in his hatbox
returning for some further jape, whe had entered the
study.

The fellow had not, of course, expected to find Wharton
thore on a fine hali-holiday. ]

“By Jove!” muttered Harry Wharton, ' That's it, and
no mistake! I wish I'd caught sight of him! I wonder
who it was?"

Tiut it was no use wondering, He could not guess, Ile
returned fo his imposition, and finished i, and carried 1t
to Mr. Queleh's study. As he came back to Ne. 1, after
delivering the "lines to the Remove-master, he met hia
chums in the passare, and they enlered their guarters
torether. ,

“71 suppose one of you chaps didn't pop into the study
a while back, and pop out again?” Wharton asked.

The Removites stared al hun blankls.

“1 didn't, for one,”™ said Frank Nugeni,
Inky " .

“;.'l']m neitherfulness of my worthy self is terrific !

“ And T jolly well didn't!’ said Billy Bunter. *‘1erhapa
it was Bob Cherry. IHo left us at the door, and said he
was going to No. 13."

“ MHallo, halle, hallo!™ said a volce at the door, as Dob
looked in. * Who's that taking my name into ¢onunon
use 1

*Oh, reully, Cherry, I—T was just telling Wharton that
it couldn't have been vou who popped into the study awhila
ago—"

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘ .

“Plosaed 1f T see anvthing to ecackle at!™ said Dilly
Bunter peevishly.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“ Oh, really, Cherry-——""

“You sea, I heard all vou said.”

“Wall, vou see, I—I—I may have expressed mysali une
fortunately. What I really meant was—-"

“0Oh, shut up ! said Wharton, T auppose it wasn't vou,
Pob, popped in here ten minutes aro, and went oul befors
I looked round 7"

“ Not much.” e~

“Then it was the japist [ said Wharton, clozing his lips
hard. .z

“What japist ?”

" Look at that hat "

“My hatl”

“ No, my hat "

“Ha, ha! T meant

“ Bomebody has been patting rats in my hatbox! 1 have
suspected for some time that this plague of rats isn't whelly
accidental. Tt's a jape!”

¥ By Jove !

“Tid  you,

[ ——

THE TENTH CHAPTECR.
Billy Bunter is Put to the Torture.

ARRY WHARTON nodded decidedly.
A japﬂ ©** snid Bob Cherry. “ And wheo's the
japist ¥
“ That's what we've got to find out.”
“We've got to! Why we?”
* Recause it's gone far enough,” said Harry., “ Too far,

A School Talas of Harry Wharton & Co.
By Frank Richards.



as & matter of fact. I've lost a guinea topper, and that's
ruther more than a joke.?
[EF]

“ By Jove, ves!

“* Look here, how did the rats get into this study? There
zre no holes in the floor; we've looked., They must have

ot in at the doorway. The Hoods have driven them to
%mﬂriars, of course; and my belief is that sonmwbody has
been catching them and shoving them in here.”

“ Phew 1*

“Then there’s the raiding of the grub. I never believed
that was all due to the rats, and I know Mr. Quelch
didn't, either.”

“I say, vou fellows—""

“Bomebody has been raiding the grub, and has intro-
luced the rats into fthe house as & cover for it," said
Whnarton. * He's shoved an extra [ot into our study, be-
cause he's pot something up apainst ws. That's my idea”

" Looks like it, too,” said Mugent, nodding.

“The lookfulness of the hikefulness is simply terrifie.™

“Wall, I shoulda't wonder.”” snid Bob Cherry.

“¥ou don't know anything about 1?7 asked Harey,
fooking directly at Tob.

Bob Cherry geve him a startled look.

1% Nao! What should I know about it?

“\Well, since you have been in No. 13 Study you've beecn
keeping up somne rot about No. 13 being top siudy in the
tlemove—""

“ (O, that's not rot; that’s fact!"

“ Idosh I''

“The boshfulness is terrific!™

" Look here—"

“ Rublash 1M

“The rubbishfulness is equally terrifie!”

“1'm jolly well willing to fight anybody who says that
Mo, 13 isn't top study in the Remove, and chance it ! said
liob Cherry warmly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ And that would settle it, of course,” he remarked.
* The thought crossed my mind for a moment that this
might be o No. 13 jape, that's sll, Bob, I shouldn’'t be
surprized at it from Wun Lung.”

ob Cherry shook his head.

*Well, it i=n't,” he declared, “ 1 never know anvthing
shout it, and I'll wager that Wun Lung and Mark Linley
knew no more than I Jdid.”

“That's all right, then. Now, the guestion is to find the
japist.’”

“The guestionfulness is ferrific 1" . .

“We've got to do it. From what's happened in this
study it's’ pretty clear that it's somebody who's got somne-
thing up against us. Bulstrode, or Blott, or Bnoop, or one
af that set; perhaps the let of them,”

“T sav, you [ellows—""

“ Hallo, hallo, halle I exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Bunfer!
Bunter, of course! When any grub 15 raided, it's alwaye
safe to put it down to Bunter.”

“(h, really, Cherry—-~"~"

“ And then, being a rat himself, he would naturally have
a sort of fellow-feeling for ratal"

“I say, you fellows——"

Bob Cherry seized the fat junior by the collar,

“Put the pc:l:er in the fire, quick, Nuzernt!" he ox-
claiimed., “ We'll put him to the torture, and make him
confess ™

“ Right you are!"” said Nugenf heartily; and he thrust
the poker between the bars of the prate,

“Lay kim Hat on the table."”

“Ow, ow! Yow! Ow!”

“Bump him down! Bhove a cushion over his face so
that ha can’t yell while we're torturing him!" execlsined

Bob Cherry.
Hellup! Yow !

“Ow! Help!

“"Heold him tight! Blessed if T knew that a !mrpﬂiﬁe
could struggle hike that. Weep still, Bunter. We're only
roing to torture you !

“Ow! Yow! I won't be tortured! Help

“Grab him !

Billy Bunter was flopped down on the table on his back,
He blinked at the ceiling through his big glazses with
terrified eves.

iiow much the Removites were in earnest he did not konw,
but he never could tell exactly what they meant or did
not mean. Bunter was a litile obtuse, and he never fully
understcod anything but cooking and eating.

At all events, it was certzin that the juniors had very

griny and trucalent faces, and thut the poker was heating,
red hot, in the fire.

“Is it red yet, Nuzent *'*

“Nearly, "MNother minute,’™

“ Right-ho !"

“0w! IMellup! I'm being murdered!
“ Bung that cush over his chivey |'
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“w! Heln! Hel—pgroo—oooocohl!"

The cushion cut short the flow of Billy Bunter®r < lguenee.

While his fut face was covered up the Removites allowed
their countenances to relax, and they grinned at one
another. Of course, they had not the shightest intention of
hurting Bunter., But they all thought it very probable
that he had had a hand in the raiding, and they meant tc
scare the truth out of him, .

Mobody but Bunter, of course, would have belisved for a
moment that he was going to be tortured. Dut Eanter was
capable of anyvthing,

“That poker ready, Inky

“'The readifulness is terrific!”

“1s it guite red "

“Tt iz so red that it is white, my worthy chum "’

“Ha, ha, ha! Hand it over!”

The Nabob of Bhanipur took hold of the poker to
draw it from the bars. hen he let out a terrific yel!, and
dropped it elanging into the grate. Then he danced round
the study, sucking his fingers.

Bob Cherry stared at him inguiringly.

“That’zs very pretty, Inky, but it’s not the time to show
us a Dhanipur dance just when we're putting Bunter to
the torture,

“Ow, ow, ow "%

f: If you suck your fingers like that you'll get the cclour
o § 1

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“What's the matier with the inky ass?"

“Ow! The poker was hot: the handle of the esteermned
poker partook of the extreme heatfulness!” groaned the
nabob,

“Ha, ha, hal Why didn't you use romething %o take
hold of it with, you inky duffer ¥

“ I did not thinkfully prepare myself for the heet of the
esteomed handle.”

“Well, here's Nugent's cap: you can use that—"

“That he jolly well can’t—"

“Well, take Wharton's handkerchief—"

“ Mare rats !

“ Oh, hang it! There's san old oxercise-bock,” eaid Bob
Cherry. " Hold it with that, and bring the poker hers
Bunter is gatting impatient.”

The fet junior got his head free from the cushion for 2
moment,

Y 1—T sav, you fellows—"

Y Bhut up, Bunter.”

' But—but L say—-—""

‘" Keep that cush over hiz chivvy™

“I—I say—groo—groo—yaroch !

And Bunter's remarks again tailed off under the cushion,

“ Gimme that poker," said Bob Cherry. I suppose the
end's still hot. Can I try it on vour leg, Nugent i

1 1}’&1; bring that poker near we, you ass—" ]

AN right, don’t be rusty; I won't! Now, where will
vou have 1t, Bunter ¥*° said Bob Cherry, quietly Iim“i“ﬂ' the
poker mto the grate again, and taking up a tambler instead.
“Ow, yow! Groooh!" came in muffel tones from under
the cushion.

“ Which log do you prefer I

“ Yaurooogh 1"

“Blessed if I understand Esperanto. Can't yvou zpeak
English i

" Groo--yerrrooooh I

“JIt's Russian now—or Sanskrit. PBlessed if I knew
Dunter was such a linguist. Roll up his trousers, Inky.™

* The rolliulness is terrific.”

The nabob rolled up Bunter’s right trouser-leg, and dis.
closed an extremely porpeocus sock. Thne sock being pulled
down, the fat calf of the Owl of the Remove was exposed tc
view. Dilly Dunter was struggling spasmodically.

“ Are you ready, Dunter §"'

“ Groooh Y

Bob Cherry touched the bare skin with the edge of the
turmmbler. The contact of the cold glass was a burn from iha
poker to the heated imagination of William George Bunter,
He gave a terrific yell, and wrenched himself {ree, and
bounded off the table.

“Help! Murder!™

0w I he roaved.
“Ha, haj, ha!™
HIelp
The chums of the Remove were laughing too much to
reach out a hand to stop Bunter. It seemed too utterly
ridiculous that he should really believe himself to be burnt.
Billy Bunter tore open the study door, and rushed into the
possage, and right into the arms of Mr, Queleh, the Remeoxve-
master, who was just coming aleng to sce what the disturb-
ance was about. A
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Feed.

E. QUELCH grasped Bunter by the collar, but the fat
M junior, too terrified to see who it was, or to think ol
anything but eseape, struggled violently, and kicked

and squirmed.

“ Bunter | What does this mean "
“Ow! Yaw! I'm murdered!*
“* Bunter !

¥ 0h, 15 it rou, sir?" Duanter ceasad to struggle. * Oh,
sir, I'm joliy glad you've come, sir. I've been murdered—
I—I mean nearly murdered, sir!”

“ Wonsenze, Bunter !

“I'vo been put to the tocture, sir—horrible Red Indian
tortures, sir! I'm burnt all over, and suffering fearfully
from loss of blood 1"

“Go nto your study, Bunter."

T Eut, aiil,___!:r . .

Mr. Quelch marched the fat junior 1in with an iron grip on
lis collar. The chums of the Remove had ceased to laugh,
They did not quite know how the matter would turn oub
TOW.

Me. Quelch looked at them sternly.

“What does this mean, Wharton§’

“It's only o lLittle joke, sir.”

It wasn't a joke ! shricked Bunter. * They've been pui-
ting me fo the torture. I'm burnt in a dozen places! My
leg will have to be amputated !

* Bunter '

“They burnt me on the leg with a red-hot poker, sir.
I've got the place to show, It's awiul—full of shooting
paing, _s&pd you ¢un smell the burning fesh yourself, sie, if

ou smft.’””

Y Mr. Quelch sniffed.

“1 can smell nothing of the sort, Bunter.”

“iOh, sir!] Why, the air's thick with 12! sald Bunter,
who had an imngination that weuld have done erodit (o a
poet or & journalist. *' It's reeking——""

" Don't tall: nonsense, DBuanter.”

“Oh, really, sip——"" .

* You say that vour leg has been burnt with a red-hot
poker ' d‘e:nﬂ.ndeﬂ' Mr. Qualch sternly. o

“Yos, gir, fearfully, in 2 dozen places—at least, in—in one
plage.™

1 eannot believe that thess boys have been guilty of such
brutality. Show me the place, Bunter.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Queleh was a little stapgered as Dunter stooped down
to pull up his trouser-log. It was evident that the fat junior
believed that he had been burnt.

tut the Form-master’s face cleavad the next moment,
when the Owl of the Remove disclosed his fat call to view,

Mr. Cuelch looked at 1t attentively.

““Ts that where you were burnt, Dunter !

* Yes, gir."

“There 15 not the slichtest mark thove”

“Wh-wh-what, sir*" stammered Buntar. _

““There 13 no mark there!” thundered the Form-master.
"You have not been burnt. YWhat do you mean by felling
me this ridiculous tale?" s .

Bunter blinked down at his leg through his big glasses in
stupefied amazemont. It was beginning to dawn upon him
that the jumiors had been rotting.

““Will vou explain this, Wharton "

“¥Wes, sir. It was a jape—I—] mean a joke, sir. Hob
tapped Dunter’s leg with o tumbler, and Bunter thought it
waus a red-hot poker.”

HOh—ah, really, Wharton—"" )

Mr. Quelch tried hard not te smile; but he did nob
succead.  IIis severe face velaxed in spite of himself.

“This 15 very absurd,” he said. * Bunter, I think yau
are the most ridieslous boy in the Lower Fourth. But you
should not play these tricks, boys. A boy s¢ foolish and so
cowardly as Bunter might be injured by the fright.”

“ Yes, sir. I never thought of that, sir,” said Wharton
frankly. " But I didn't think Bunter wounld be idiet enough
—ahem !—foolish enouzh io take it so seriously, sir.”

Mr. Qluelch smiled. .

“Well, be more careful in future.” :

And the Form-master quitted the study. Billy Duanter
squirmed to the door. He held it open with his hand, and
blinked nervously at the Removites. ) o,

“ Jt's all right-, Bunty,” said Wharton, laughing. * You're
in no danger.”

Billy Bunter sniffed. : _ ;

“I'm jolly well not going to trost you,” he said. © Itpﬂ
all very well you soft-zoaping Quelchy like that! You can't
toke me !

""Ha. ha, ha !

“You're a sct of rotters!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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Billy Bunter went out of the study snd slammed the door.
The REemoviites, chuckling to themselves, sottled down to tea.
They expected that Billy Bunler would return as scon as he
remembered that it was tea-time; but somewhat to their
surprize, Bunter did not reappear. )

As & matter of fact, the fat junior was busy, He did not
quite know what to make of the late proceedings of tho
Famous Four, and it had cceurred to him that he might be
able to pot his tea elsewhere. Tea in Hall never REPﬂale to
Billy Bunter; plain fare was only to be taken when better
could not be obtained. He remembered that, after coming
in from Friardale Common, he had spen Wun Lung leave
tha school shop with a basket under his arm--a basket that
seemed fo be heavy laden, by the way the little Chinec
carrted 1t. Now, as DBuanter f;:mv-‘. both Wun Lung and
Mark Linley were in the gym., and Bob Cherry was having
tez in Mo, I Study. No. 13 would, therefore, be unoccupied,
and thers woa a glorious chanes for the Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter went quistly along to the door of No. 13, and
opened it and peoped in. All was serens; the study was
empiy. i i

Hu::';tEr scuttled in, and closed the door behind him.

“This is all vight,” he murmured. I wonder whether
they've locked the cupboard? They are such suspicrous
beasts that—— No, it’s all right. _lppmi:”

The cupboard door came open at his touch.,

Within lay the recent purchases of the Chiness junior, and
the mere sight of them was sufficient to make Billy Bunter's
mouth water. ! :

There were pork-pies, and ham-pies, chickon-patties, and
all sorts of patties, rice-puddings, and meat-puddings. Wun
Lung had evidently bLeon going to stand a feed of some
magnitude, probably to the chuma of No, 1 Study.

Filly Tunter's eves ghstened behind his glasses, i

“ My only aunt '’ he murmured. “ This is—is scorching !
What a chance! Il teach that Cherry beast to burn e
with tumblers—I mean red-hot pokers! Here goes!”

Billy did not attempt to carry the plunder away. At that
hour the Remove passage was lively, and he was certain to
ke seen. Ewven if the alarm waroe not given to the rightfni
owners, no doubt Bulstrode or some of the Removites would
despoil him of the loot.

Bunter dragged the eatables out upon the table, and
started. )

He sturted at a good apeed, and did nof slacken. DBunter
had the digestion of o horse, or rather of a rhinoceros. The
puddings and pies disappeared down his capacious throaf
as if by clockwork. No sound was heard in the stuldy save
tha oliclk of knife and fork, and the steady champing of tha
fat jumior’s jaws. :

Bunter had eome in very hungry from_ the common. Tt
was late for tea. The fal junior had, in consequence, &
tremendons appetite.  Butf, tremendous as 1t was, Wuan
Lung’s supply of provisions sufficed for 1t. )

After half an heour's steady ecating, even Billy DBunler
began to slacken. .

There were still a great many items left, and he began
to pick and choose now, instend of geing straight ahead os
at first. e =

“ My hat!" he murmured. * This is simply ripping! I
wonder what the bounders will say? There wﬂlﬂbu a ToOwW,
and I may as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb,

And Bunter began to fill his pockets.

Then he turned to the table again, and made a fresn
attack, demolishing a dosen jam-tarts in rapid succession.
Ha was just finishing the tarts when the door opened, and
Wun Lung came in.

Billv. Bunter whiskad round, and for & moment the fat
junior and the little Chinee stared at one another blankly.

—_—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape.

= AT Zeottes!”

GLE ‘:TI—I must be off,"” murmured BAly Dunter, “I—
I'm sorry 1 can't stay! I—I1've got an uupnrtanf:
appointment.”” )

He m-:i-.'}ed townrds the door. Wun Lung closad 11, and
stond on the inside. DBunter cnma to a halt. - Onee or twico
before he had . tried to lay hands on the little Celestial,
encourazed to do so by the diminutive size and the bland
good temper of the little junior from the Fiowery Lan:.
I3ut he had discovered that, small s he was, Wun Lung was
eood metal all through, and he knew all there was to be
linown of tha secvets of ju-jitsu. Bunter had a painful feel-
inz that if he tried to move the little Chinea from the door,

ANSWERS
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he wotild fiid himself upon his back on the carpet, without:

exactly knowing how he got there. )

But Wun Lung was not looking angry. His almond eyes
had Aamed for a moment, but now they wera quite calm
aFaln.

EIi:l fact, he loocked at the fat junior like Hamlet’s father,
more 1n sorrow than in anger.

“I—I've got an appointinent,” murmured Bunter [ecbly,
in great fear that Bob Cherry or Mark Linley might comne
into the study at any moment, **I—"

* ¥ou have catee glub.”

“ I—I've just taken a snack.”

The Chince grinned for a moment,

“ Gleatee plenty snack.”

4k Yﬂu sen, [— A T

210 savey., Me solly™ :

" As for the grub’ suid Bunter, "1 don’t mind paying
for that, I'm expecting o postal-order to-morrow mormng.’

Wun Lung shook his head mournfully,

“* No mindee glub.”

“ Then what's the matter?™

" Me tinkee of you.”

“Me! I'm all right,’”” said Bunter puzzled.
vou getting at, vou heathen ™

Wun Lung shed tears.

“ Mo so solly, Buntel goin' to die ! he sobbed:

Billy Bunter jumped. Tf Bunter had been pgoing to
die, he would have been very sorry himself, as a matter of

fact.

“ What do you mean?’ he demanded shrilly, * You
heathen ass! What zre you talking aboul ¥

* Me so solly.”

" Borry for what 1™

** Buntel dice.”

* You—you idiot !
cetting at 1"’

“ Wo chance livee. Dice to-night, dead celtee !

* What? Why=how, you ass i

** Babee poigonee piee "

Billy Bunter jumped clear of the floor.

“* What! What! What 1" ]

“ Me puttee poison in polkee pie, to poison lats that came
in study ! :&xp?ﬂim‘rd tho little Chinee mournfully. * Havee
vou e¢atec polkee pie®” ) ;i

'“ Yeos, of course [ have. I—I didn’t taste anything.”

“ Me velly plenty solly.™ : E

Bunter sat down in the chair he had just left. [Ilis fat
redd face was slowly turning to a beautiful art shade, some-
thing between green and yellow. _

“ You'ro—you're mnot rotting [ he gustL “T—I feel
vory foint ! Tell me it's & joke! Don’t tell any beastly lies,
vou heathen beast ! '

“ Me velly solly! Me missee Buntel welly much I

* But—but—but—"" )

“ Buntel Jikee me goee to funclal? Me goee with pleasule.”

Bunter felt the cold sweat creeping all over him. Alread
imagination made him feel strange pans n his inwar
resions,

“ Help " ho murmured feebly. ‘“ Help! TI—I'm dying!
I feel as if o fire were alight in my tammy. Ow! Help!”

“ Me fealfully solly. Mo no guessee Buntel eatec poizon
pice, How me guessee that Buntel stealee glub ™

“Ow! Feteh a doctor [

Wun Lung shook his head solomnly. _ _

“ No doctol helpee Buntel now, il he caten poison ]iuee.
Duntel got fol houls to livee. Me helpee him makee will.”

“Q0Oh! Oh! Oh!™ _

“ Me keepoe Buntel's spectacles as a mementes,” said
Wun Lung tearfully. # Me hangee dem over mantelpiece,
and when me see demt, me tinkee of Buntel, and weepee.”

“Oh! Oh! Ohf™

“ Mo velly solly! Me weepee muchee ! N

“You—you rotten heathen!” groaned DBunter. You
beastly pagan! Faney leaving a poisoned pie about where a
chap might cat it." :

“"Me no knowee Buntel a teef -

“Ow! T'm not g thicf. T was hungry! Ow! I'm dying!"

The study door was suddenly burst open, and BDob Cherry
end Mark Linley came in. They stared at Wun Lung, and then
at the expiring Bunter, in blank astonishment. Then Bob
Cherry gave a whoop as he caught sight of the wreck of the
fvast om the table.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Has that fat owl—"

“ Allee light !

“ He's been hiti ‘

“ Allee li%ht! Folgivee all to chappee who dice!

“* What are

I'm not going to die. What are you

our grub!” roared Bob Cherry.

1y

“ Rats ! Bunter won't die for a long time yet. No such
Tuck '™
“I'm expiring!” murmured DBuonter faintly. “I'm

poisoned ! That villainous pagan put a poisoned pie especially
to catch me, and he's poisoned me!”

Bob Cherry looked startled for a moment.

“ What's"all that?” he demanded. * Is it a rag?”

Wun Lung hali-closed one eye, an action that was seen by
Tob and Mark, but was quite invisible to the shortsighted
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junior groaning in the chair., The New Co. exchanged
gring,

They understood that the Chinese junior was
lex ' of the Owl of the Remove once more,

** Me poison piee for lats,” said Wun Lung. *' Buntel say
he catee polkee pie. All up with pool old Buntel 1"

" Ow it

**He dice to-night. He going o leave me his spectacles.”

“ (Jan I have your camera when yow're gonc, Bunteri”

“Ow! You heartless beasts! Yow [ .

“ Well, it’s no good to you where you're going.” .

“Ow! Help! Feteh a doctor! I—I don't want to die!
I—I feel better already.”

" The beginning of the endec.” e

* Ow I” Copious tears rolled down Bunter's checks, ™ It's
awful. T forgive you, Bob L‘-herr;,r- You're o beast, but I
forgive you. I—ow-—this is awinl "

““What is awful I

““This fearful pain.

i Hﬂ;-, hvu.-* 'hn ]?‘J‘

“ You—yon heartless rotters ! y :

“ Are you quite sure you swellowed the poisoned pie,
Bunter ** asked Bob Cherry, taking pity on the Owl of the
Remove, * Where did you put it, Wun Lung 1"

‘““In the colnes of the flcolee.” s

" Tiid you pick up one from a corner of the foor, Bunter?

Billy Bunter sat upright suddenly.

“ No, I didn’t!” he exclaimed, I only took those from
the cupboard.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Then I haven't eaten the {poiaﬂnngl one ! demanded
Dunter, showing sudden signs of resuscitation, and forget-
ting tha terrible pains he had been complaining of the
moment are.

“ Apparently not.’*

@ DE, {lnu heathen beast!
T H-ﬂ-. a, ha 1! ]
Bunter jumped up from the chair. .

“* ¥ou—you beast! I don’t believe there was a poisomed

¢ pulling the

T'm suffering horrible torments.”

You've been rotting !

pic ot all.” I'm all right.” _ )
“* Ha, he, ha! Where are your fearful pains gone?
Bunter made no reply to that guestion, e stamped

furieusly out of the study, and slammed the door, with a
slam that rang slong the Remove passage, leaving the churmsa
of Mo, 13 doubled up with merriment.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught In the Act,

ARRY WHARTON did not close his eyes when lights
were turned out in the Remove dormitory that night.

He had fully decided in his mind that the plague of

rats at Oreyfriars was duo to human ageney, and the
articular attention that had been paid to his study convineed

im that the delinquent was a member of the Remove. Ha
had very little doubt that it was Dulstrode, or one of his
friends, or, perhaps, several of them. And as it wad only at
night that they could carry out their little schemes, Harry
had resolved to remain awake and watch. .

Ie made no sound, In the darkness of the dormitory, ha
sat up in bed, as a precaution against poing to sleep, and
waited, 1

Eleven o'clock had struck before there was a sound in the
dormitory. Then a voice whispered in the gloom:

“ You fellows “"'im’li?” ) .

Harry Wharton smiled grimly. It was Bulstrode’s voica

He mode no sound whatever. ] .

After o full minute of waiting, to satisfy himscli that the
dormitory was asleep, the bully of the Remove spoke again,

Y Up you get, Snoopey ™

A1 AH right, Bulstrode I"

Wake Skinner!” ' ;

Harry Wharton lay silent. There was nothing more said 3
but he heard the faint sounds of the three Removites making
for the door. .

The door olosed guietly. Harry jumped out of bed, and
drew on a pair of rubher shoes and his trouscrs, tying hia
braces mum? his waist. :

Then he hurried to the door, and possed out into tho
Remove passapo.

It waa very dark there L ] ]

But he guessed in what dircction the night raiders had
gone. He crept downstairs, and approached the lower stair-
case that led down to the kitchen and paniry.

There was a sound of whispering voices from the gloom.

“ Careful, Skinny!”

“ All right! Deon't get in the way ! i3
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“ Look here, I'l get down to the pantry and lift the
grub, and you chaps feteh in the cage from the old drain
uscler the chu[;.{:l L

** All right '’

And the raiders separated. BSnoop and Skinner passed
elose by Harry Wharton, without secing him in the darknoss,
Bulstrode went down to the pantry.

Wharton smiled grimly.

fle understood now where the plague of rats came from,
The old drain under the chapel was easy of access, and it was
cortain to ke swarmed with rats now that the ficlds wera
flooded. A big wive cage—he remembered now that Bul-
stiode poascszed one—might bo easily flled with them.

Wharton hesitated 2 moment. He was by no means a
pecicet boy, and he was as fond of a “jape™ as nnyhﬂd%'.
But introducing rats into the house, and into the fellow’a
studies, was more like an outrage than a jepe. And raiding
the pantry, and leaving nothing for breakiast, was a little
tuo ¥ thick.”

Wharton soon made up hiz mind what to de. He remained
on guard at the top of the kitchen stairs, Tn about ten
minutes Duolstrodo came up, and by his grunting breath,
Wharvion knew that he was hmvig' laden.

The bully of the Remove loomed up dimly in the shadows,
and Wharton stopped forward,

“ Bulstrode !"

He heard a gaallaing breath of terror, and there was o

clatter ﬂalthﬂ startled bully of the Remove allowed several
of the articles he was carrying to fall.

“0Oh! Who's that?"”

* It's I—=Wharton !

“You startled me!
me ! hissed Bulstrode.
UT'm not spying, I'm watching,” said Harry quietly.
U Yew're going to take all those things back to the pantry,
Bulstrode! Tkis fa going too far for a jape. There's been
more than cnough of it You or one of your friends put
rats in my hat-box, and cost me a guinca.”

Bulstrode chuckled slightly. That chuckle was quite
caough, in the circumstances, to put Wharton’s ** back up.”

“I dare say it’s funny to you," he said. ' It's not so
funny to me to have to ask my uncle for anothor guinea. I
don’t like if. Destroying a chap's things isn't a joke, it’s
beastly hooliganism !™

" Will you be kind cnough to get out of the way " said
Bulstrode.

1] Nﬂn'.

" Look here, Wharton—->""

" You're going to take those things back to the pantry.”

“1'm going to do nothing of the sort.” *

“You are. You can go of your own chaoice, or vou can
go with my grip on your neck,” said Wharton grimly.

Bulstrode trombled with rago. )

“You—you hound! You know I can™ fizht vou now.”

“You can fight me to-morrow, if vou wish,  For the
prasent, you cen remember that I'm captain of the Remove,
znd yvou'll do as I tell you."

“1 won't!"”

“You will, Bulstrode [ broke in a decp voice, that mado
both the juniors start, for it was the voice of their Form-
master,

“ Mr. Queleh I gasped Harry.

“¥es, I also have been watching fo-night, Wharton ;
and when I heard your woiee, I feared that you, too, were

You—you cad! You'ro spying on
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concerned in these disgraceful proceedings. I am glad to
find that I was mistaken. DBulstrode!™

The Remove bully shivered. IHe could not zre Mr. Quelch
in the darkness, bat the Form-master's tone sent a chill right
through hinm.

“ Yooz, sir?

“ You will take those things back {o the pantry.”

“ Yooy, s )

“Then you will return to your dermitory. To-morrow
morning you will come into my study before breakfaust.”

Bulstrode went down the kitchen stairs without a word.

“You may go back to your bed, Wharton,” said .he
Remove-master quietly. ““You have done your dnby in this
matter. Good-night I

" Good-night, aic ™

And Wharton went to his dormitory. Mr. Quelch romained
atanding by the stairs, grim and silent, waiting for tho
return of E.:i-:innar and Snoop. i o

There was a sound of squealing and squeaking in the
darkness, The two juniors were approaching, and the
sounds indicated that there were o good many rats in the
cagoe. . ;

Buletrode came up the kitchen stairs, after returning his

lunder to its place, as his two confederates arrived. Snoop

card ham, and whispered :

“*Is it all right, Bulstrode =

“Oh, hang,” said Skinmer, “it's all right! I say, Dul-
strode, what pries putting some of the rats in old Quelchy’s
hat-box, same as we did with Wharton'a "

“ A very good idea indeed,” said the voice of the Form-
master, .

Skinner dropped the cage he was corrying.

“Wh-wh-what was that ¥

“You did not expeet to meet me hore,” said Mr. Queleh
quickly. “I.did not expect, either, to hear such words on
the lips of ono of my Form."

“ Mr. Quelch ! i

“ Jixactly. Go back to bed, and report yourselves in my
study to-morrow morning.” )

Mr. Quelch took the cage of rats, and the three dismayed
and terrified japers went dismally back to the Remove
dormitory.

My hat!"” said Skinner. “It's a sell!

h:g licking to-morrow."”

*Tt's all Bulstrode's fault,'" whined Snoop.

“Oh, shut up ! growled Bulstrode.

There was little sleep for any of the three thak night.
And when they visited Mr. Quelch’s study in the morning,
their painful anticipations were fully realized. .

Mr. Quelch had selected a nice strong cane, and he laid

Thisz means &

it on with the scientific aceuracy for which he was famous

in the Remove. .

“You must learn the difforence between a harmlesa jole
and a brutal outrage,” he said. Swish, swish! “ You must
learn ""—swish !—** that property must not be destroyed ""—
swish !—* and that food must not be raided from the school
Iarder.” Swish! *You have many things to learn’—
swish [—"* but I hope this will help you to learn them.”
Hwigh, swish, swish !

And the three practical jokers. erawled out of the Form-
master’s study, after he had finished with them, fecling ea
if life were not worth living,

Neadless to say, the plagus of rats was at an end, and
after the swishing of Bulstrode & Co. nothing more was scen
of the Greyfriars visitors.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army,

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhurst through the
reachery of hisstep-brother, Ian, and enlists in the Wessex
Regiment under the name of Chester. Unfortunately for
Ronald, Ian joins the Wessex as a sobaltern, and, assisted
ty Sergeant Daget and Private TFoxecy Willlams, does his
best to further disgroce Konald., ERongld's dog, Rough,
becomea the pet of the bartacks and the tervor of the town
dogs. One dov, when Rough i3 Iving In the sum just
inside the pbarrack gates, he notleez the butcher's dog
opposite. At the same time the rumble of an approaching
carriage is heard.

{Now go on with the story.}

Rough's Chivalry.

The butchor's mongrel wondered whether it was the milk-
man's Manchester that had been blabbing ss to his inten-
tions. 1f so, the Manchoster had better look to his skin,
for the mongrel knew he could tackle the average Man-
chester with impunmity. He only wished he was ss certain
shout the cocky little beast in the red coat.

Rumble, rumble! The wheels drew closer. It wes an
open carriage drown by a smart peir of bays, and seatod
inzide, wrapped in cosy furs, were two young ladies, both
charming, but ono particularly =o.

Rough thought he must have scen the very pretty one
somewhnere belore. If he had not been & purely mulitary
dog, he would have got uf) and gone to t-fm ecirga of the
pavement to have a good look and make sure.

Happening to catch the eye of the butcher’s mongrel at
that instant, he shot such & scathing sneer straight at him,
that the mongrel positively sguirmed with rage. He folt
e must fight somethung, or have a fit.

At this moment the currniage drew abreast, and the mon-

rel’s eye lit up with joy, for there on the foor among the
urs wag a finy toy Yorkshire torrier, with a ridieulous pinlk
bow tied round its ncck, staring haughtily at- him,

To dash headlong at that carriage-step was but the work
of a hundredth part of a second. To seize that pigmy
earicature of o dog hy ifts pink bow, and fling i1t out nte
the road like a rat, m:-::upieé even less tima.

Thud ! foll the Yorkshire. Plump dropped the butcher's
mongrel on his victim’s chest on all paws. Snap went lis
beoth—to his disgust an o mouthiul of brass-studded leather.
Foiled of his first bite, he threw the toy-terrier again over
kis head like a rat, and got to grips for a frezh hold.

Now, Rough, even apart from theo fact that he was o
soldier-dog, was not going {o sit there quietly and see this
sort of thing go on. %—]e hated toy-terriers of any sort, and
detested pink bows; but fair play's a jewel all England
OVer.

The butcher's mongrel was ten times the weight of tho
other dog; and, moreover, he was also the butcher's
mongrel. Rouph waited no longer,

Forgetting his ills, and the fact that he was supposed
really to be in bed, he flew across the rosd, shot through
asmong the horses’ hoofs like a scarlet rocket, and had the
butcher’s mongrel by the ear at the very first try.

The butéher's mongrel ripped out a yell like the coward
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he was, relaxed his g‘ri]'l of the tD:';-tE-TTiEI"S HEEE. ﬁlid
pironetted round. The latter, finding his feet for the frst
time in the fizht, so to speal, fastened all his teeth in hig
adversary's stump tail, and I‘z&g&-iiiig that that was o good
enough hold for the present, while he got his wind, held on.

Rough, meantima, had shifted his grip to the mongrel's
throat, and then arose zuch a hullabaloo as turned the
gusrd out more smartly even than when the genera]l officer
commanding was due, and brought six heads to every
barrack window overleoking the scene of the conflict,

The carriage had pulled up; the pair of spirited bays
wore showing o strong desire to stand on their hindlegs;
the footman was dashing backwards and forwards like a
scared chicken, divided between the dictates of the coach-
man, who yelled to him to *'old the "osses’ *eads, or they'd
be heoff,” and the shrill commands of his young mistress to
aave little Dob's life af any cost.

Dot was all right; so was Rough. It was the butcher’s
mongrel which was requiring most sympathy at that
moment.

Seeing this, the ruard forgot their dignity so far as fo
roar with delight, and whoop their champion on.

e only one who seemed apble to act in the emergency
wag the very pretty young lady. She sprang lightly out
of the carriage, and essayed to disentangle the extra-
ordinary muddle of white, grey, tan and black fur and
kicking legs, with her own dainty hands.

It was o dangercus task for any fingers, as ehe guickly
learnt. The butcher's mongrel, having already arrived at
the sad conclusion that he liad bitten off more than he eould
chew, decided on just one more snap for luck, and that at
the gloved fingers groping at his collar.

Apain his luck was out. He miseed the fingers, but his
teeth caught the smart, tailor-made coat, and he worried
and tora at it with a fury born of the excruciating pain he
was himsalf suffering.

At that moment, Ronald, who had spotted the fight from
the middle of the rI::m.r?nu::}:-sn:p.i.m'fe, came through the gate at
the double. He understood the canine breed in azll ifs
moods. In two shakes he was grappling with the fighting,
velping pack.

Rough's iron jaws yielded like magic to o numbing grip
which his master set upon his cheek,. He was sent spinming
across the pavement, The butcher’'s mongrel went over a
fence, heels over head, and the now disreputable little
beast with the taltered pink bow was left Iving on ifa back
in the road in absolute bewilderment, 2 mouthful of yellow
tail-hair still in itz determined, rat-trap jaws.

Before Dot could inquire for the whereabouts of hiz late
adversary he was caught up and conveyed to his mistress’s
ATMS.

“0Oh, I'm ever so much indebted to you!" panted the
preity young Iady, looking gratefully at the tall young
soldier, who was hastily buttoning his ancient drill-sevge,
which for ease he had left half open at the neck.

“Not wt all,” said Ronald, a little lamely, suddenly
awakening to the [fact that he wasz addressing the most
beautiful girl it had ever been his good fortune fo meet.

Something seemed to tell him that he had reen her faca
before, and yet he was equally pozitive in hiz mind that this
could not be so.

A School Tale of Harry Wharton &.Co.
By Frank Hiﬁharﬂm
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Hhe, too, was gozing at him with a pretty look of be-
wilderment, as if the bronzed face was strangely-familiar.
[t was the little toy ¥Yorkshire which she was holding,
nestled to her cheek, that brought them both back to themr
senses, His fighting bleed was up, and he yapped and
wriggled and squirmed te be set dewn, so that he could
pursue his enemy, now slinking down the road.

Rough, like a soldier-dog, had fallen in quietly at his
master’s heel, awaiting further orders.

“Hush, Dot! Do be quiet!"” said the gizl, laughing at
the little imp’s. atrugil-&s, and turned again to Honald,
who was fesling as awkward as a plﬂ-u%’hhﬂ}". “We are so
much obliged to you for coming to Dot’s rescus!™ she con-
tinned. ' And your dog, Rough, too. He behaved like a
little gentleman. He is vour dog, iz ha not ¥

“Well, he was, snd is.still, I suppose,"” explained
Ronald, with & laugh; “but the regiment have assumed
the responsibility of looking after him. May I assist you
to your carriage "

The other young lady, who had remained seated, was
fumbling ostentatiously with her purse, as if sha thought
some reward would be expectad by a man who was obvioualy
ne more than a common soldier. But the pretty one, as
ahah-:ntarad. put her hand over it, and pressed it out of
El '

it Thanks, once again '™ she said, with & amile, o Ronald.
* And, now, can you tall us_how best to reach Colonel
Eg;lﬁgr'a quarters? This is Woolchestér Barracks, is it

*Yes, and the only gate is the one you ses. If wour
maﬁhr:mu i;:aar:a to _t}:akait wl'ieq he enters thahﬂquuru, he
cannot make a mistake, Bnd In A case the i
orderly at hand to tell him." il W R

The ladies bowed—the one stiffly, but the other as
sweetly ns if Ronald had been the colonel himself. Tha
restive bays were wheeled round, the men of the guard
jumped back in a fluster, and the carriage rattled under
the archway and across the square as Ronald had directed.

Come on, Rough,"” said Renald, suddenly awaking from
a brief day-dream, and he followed ofter.

" What ch'er, Chestar! Who are vour tony friends?”
ang out one of the guard as he pu.aaucﬁ

“E«:-ma’ﬂ! your donahs what you used to know in Hyde
Pawk an’ Rotten Row?" inquired ancther, amid a guffaw
of laughter.

But Ronald kepb on, without offering a reply to
rough chaff. ' el i e

Turning intg the deserted skittle-alley, he sat dow
bench, anﬁ the terrier sguatted ¥ B non &

at hiz feet and restod his head
on his knee

“* Well, old boy, it's a ourious
thing, but I could swear that
I have soen that face hbefora
somewhere,”” he said, catehing
a twinkle in Rough's bright
evye.

“R-r-wuch!" replied Rough,
which, 1n doggy language,
means: * Here is just another
instance where, becanse you
have not braing enough to un-
derstand what I say, I am
powerless to help you. I know
who that young lady is, but
there vou ara! What's the
use of my wasting my breath
trying to tell you?"

A Madman's Frenzy.

Sergeant Bapot had been
H amashed."”

The sentence of the court-
martial was read out by the
adjutant just before the bat-
talion was dismussed from
parade that morning, and now
the only remaining vestige of
fifteen vears' rank as & non-
commissigned officer was a few
ends of thread sticking from
his sleove where the chevrons
bad once been.

The ceremony of degrada-
tion had beep walched in
gilenca wunbrolen, except by
the creaking of leather belts as
the men drew breath. PBogot
was not popular with any of his
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follows; in fact, he was openly detested, even in his own
mess. Only a few were sorry for him in his terrible
plight. The rest ignored the man, but watched with awe
the tragedy of the act itself. . .
. Now Private Bagot was sitting on his bed-cot in the
barrack-room, the picture of sullen despair and musery.
The young soldiers of the room climbed out of their
accoutrements in silence, treading lightly, as if someone
were sick. The older soldiers, with rankling memories of
injusticos suffered at the broken non-com.’s hands, were
not inclined to let the cceasion go unmarked. There wera

old grudges to be settled, and now a turn of Fortuna's
wheal ha ilﬂn their enemy into their hands. :
“ Now, then, Privit Bagot,” sang out ene, who, until

ten minutes ago, had been the ex-sergeafit’s owr “ batman"
or servant, “come snd lend a hand, cleaning my kit for
guard. Jump to it, my lad, if you don’t want to taste
the toe of my boot!”"

A ecruel laugh went up at this, but Bagot sat unmoved,
his hands clenched between his knees, and his scowling eyes
bent upon the Boor st his feet,

“D'ye hear, you sulky swab? Clean them boots, and
sharp akout it!" shouted another, slinging & pair of heavy,
hobnailed boots across to Bagot's cot. One struck the man
on the shoulder, but even then he showed no sign.

Somebody behind him filched his own belts and pouches
which lay upon the bed, and, stealing to the other side o
the room, chimed in, with & wink, to the rest:

“ And just set about pipeclaying them belts, too, and
don't you forget to 'ave 'em done befors ‘guard dress’
sounds.”

He fung the heavy accoutrements at Bagot as he spoks,
and ong of the pouches struck their victim in the face.

The window by Bagot's cot was open. Goaded by the
shosk of the blow, he picked up the tangle of pipe-clayed
straps, and ﬂuni; it out inte the sguare beneath.

A mighty yell of laughter went up at the suctess of the
ruge, for the equipment was: Bagot's own, and he would
now have to go downatairs and fetch it

Bagot rose to his feet alowly, and his green eyes rangad
about the room, as if seeking someone on whom to discharge
the I:'LIght.nings of his passionate wrath,

* Here, steady, you fellows!” said Ronald, who {felt
really sorry for the wretched man, in his extremity. * Don’t
go too far."

In a flash Bagot’s eyes had lit upon him.

“¥ou—you cur! I was just waiting for you to speak !”
he said hoarsely, for the bursting bhate within him seemed
to be choking him, swelling the veins on his forchead, and
turning his drink-blotched face
all purple. “It's for you to
cry that, now, isn't it—you
ocrawling, toadyirg mongrel!
You'd crawl to me now, would
vou? You'd lick my hand and
take my part, in the hopes
that I'd forgive all T ewe you,
and forget that it was through
you I'd been smashed after
all these yeara!"

Bagot wns fumbling in a slit
pocket in hiz tunic as he spolke.
w487, There was madness in his eyes
Rt s for all to see. Despair and de-
gradation and the drink he
had beon steeping himself in
to druﬁ the gnawing pain of
it &1l, had ecrazed him.

That which he was searchins
for, his shaking fingers i'-::-ung
at last; but he had the ecun-
ning not fo reveal 1t until he
had ceught up the riflo from
the rack at his bed head.

Than a glint of brass showed
a3 the breech was jerked baclk
—n glint of yellow brass, and
the cold gleam of a bullet.

“Look out! He meons
murder! Stop him someone!™
shouted & man behind whare
Ronald stood. The rest of the
pecupants of the room szeemed
too horrified to move hand or
foot to avert the tragedy im.
pending.
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