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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A New Chum.

- EW ZEALAND 1™
* do 1 hear.”
* That's a jolly long way to come to Greyfriara,”
Bob Cherry remarked. “ I wonder what the chap
will be Jike,™

Y And he's coming into the Remove t " asked Nugent.

Harry Wharton noddod,

" 8o Wingate says. He mentioned the matter to me, be-
cause =

Wharton pauased for & moment.

* I puppose he thinks T might look after the chap a hit ab
Grat.””

“"@Good ! Ti he's a decent sort we'll look after him," agreed
Bob Cherry. " He's bound to be a bit str in the place at
first, and Bulstrode & Co. will do their best to make things
warm for him, as they always do with new boya. Might as well
give Bulstrede a hint on the aubject to start with."

* Or & lieking,"” auggestod Nugent,
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VWharton lnughed.

* We'll wait till he gets his ears up, anyway," he remarked.
* Ha may let the new chap alone, you know.”’

“ What's his name, by the way 7" asked Bob.

* Brown—Tom Brown."

" Btunning name,” seid Bob Cherry heartily.
thirough. 1 wender where he'll be put.
Remove are all full up."’

" Bomehody will have to make room for another,’” said Harry
Wharton., * I'd have him in Wo. 1 like & shot, only we're fonr—
myszelf, Nugent, Hurree Bingh, and Bunter. You're only threo
in No. 13, Bob."”

* Oh, we'll take him in with pleasure,” grinned Hob.
don't hﬂ{-r.? s chap from New Zealand every day.
i I

" This afternoon, I understan:, but T don'’t know by what
train. Might be on the luok out for him, though.™

* What-ho ! 7

* I say, you fellows 3

* Thosa Upper Fourth chaps
remarked, mtﬁ

“ RBritiah all
Tha atudiea in the

dr 1“;&
When is he

are starling footer,” Bob Chorry
& glance out of the hall window, near which the
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group of juniors stood.  ** Templa has a new ball, and they're
giving it an aiving in the Close.*!

“ Let's go and lend them o hand——"*

*Or o footr——""

*“ ¥ apy, vour fellows—— 7

* Halla, hallo, hallo 1 Ta that o1, Bunter **

Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, blinked reproachfully
at the juniors through his Lig spectacles.  Like most incessant
tallkers, Billy Bunter frequently found himself talk without
findding a listencr. His study-mates had compared Buntor to
the hittle brogle which went on for ever.

" ¥eas, Bob Cherry, it is,"" granted Bunter.
well it is. I say, you fellows, Iin going out

" Good-hye '

* Yes, but——*

" We won't detein you, Bunter.

" Look here——""

" You'll be lute. Bunk t"

" Oh, really, Nugent. Yook here. I've been 'ﬂiﬂﬂ.’;}pﬂil‘ltﬁd
about a postal-order thia morming, and I'm stony. 1'm goin
to mect somebody—romebody important—and il you fellowa
conld lend me a half-cronn :

" What do you want a half-erown for fo meot somebody 1
demanded Bob Cherry, ** You can walle to meet him, L Sup-
P'EIH-'E ? 1 L 2

"Yesx: DLut he's coming a long way, and I think I ought to
stand himn a bit of & feed,” explained Bunter. “ He's bound to
he hungry.  It's really for the honour of Gireyfriars. Wae don't
want to lock inhospitable, I suppose T As eaptain of the Remova
it'a really up to you, Wharton."

Harry Wﬁnrmn laughed,

“1 can guess who will get most of the feed, Billy,” he re-
mlied,

* Oh, really, Wharton—-—"

“ And I ean guess that Bonter won’t go further than the tuck-
shop to meet him,” grinned Rob Cherry,

* Oh, really, you know ! 1'm going to the station.”

“ Chap coming by train 1™

L1 'EFM-FF

" Coming to pay you a visit 1

Y Well, not exuctly. You sea—er,* Bunter stammered, and
grew rather red in the fnce, " You—or—peg——""

" Yes, I see a fut duller, who is trying to take us in,” said Bub
Cherry,  * What’s on the carpet ? Sﬁmt idiotic secret are you
keeping

* It's not exactly o seeret.”

Harry Wharton lnoked ot the fat junior attentively. Bunter
wasz evidently hkeeping a secret of some sort in connectlon with
hir vizit to the stntion at Friavdale. As Bunter was continually
gotting imto aerapes, amnd expecting his study-mates to pull him
out of them, his proceedings naturally had a certain amount of
mtereat lor the Removites,

" Look here, what'a the game * " demuan:led Harry abruptly.
* Are you getting up to some new prank 1

* 0Oh, no, really, you know——-""

" Who ave you peing to meet ab the station 1"

* A—a—a friend,"”

* You're keeping something davk."

YN -neenot exactly.

“You young ass !

" I—I may, you fellows, I—T don’t think you onght to pry into
my privide nflairs like this,” eaid Billy Bunter, wagging hia head
with an air of admonition. " You see, I'ven right to do as I like,
haven't It T don't see why T should tell you all my affairs,
You don't tell me all yours,”

* It would be telling all Greyfriars.’

" Oy veally, Wharton, leok here.  Can you let me have the
hall-erown *  If you could make it five hob, it would bo better,
beeause the black chap may be hungry—ahem 17

" Black chap 1"

“Oh, really, T—I—that was a slip. I—Te—"

" You're poing to meet o bBluck chap 1

* Oh, no—that is to say, yes—I mean, can you let mo have
five boh § ™

" No, money's tight."

'I‘ ?Eu can have it back to-morrow morning out of my postal-
arcder,

.“ Heru"ﬂ n eouple of bob,” said Harry Wharton, tossing tha
shillings into the eager palm of the fat junior. ** Now buzz off,
and don't bother.”

* Thank y»ou, Wharton.

" Rata ! ™

Anrl Billy Bonter buzzed off.

Tke chume of the Remove looked after him with somewhat
puzzled looka.

, - Blessed if T know what that young ass is up to,” said Harey,
- He seems to me to be off Lis rocker.  He cun’t have a nigger
friend.  And if he has, why can't he suy so plainly 1

* I suppose it's a yam to borrow the tin,'

Wharton shook his head.
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" ¥You kaow jolly

Buazz off 1 "

I'll put this dewn to the aecount.”

“BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL.”

“ Wo, there’s more than that In it.  But never mind Bunter.
Let's go and collar the footer from the Upper Fourth,"

" Good egg !V

' Hallo, yeu youngslera ! ™

Wingate of the Sixth, the eaptuain of Greyfriars, met the juniore
at the door.

** The Head has heard from the now kid's guardian, and it ssema
that he’s coming by the four o'clock train.  The Head supgested
that he should be met nt thoe station ag he's a new kid and
coming such a long way."

* Good idea, Wingate.”

“ Lwas going,”’ aaid the captain of Greviriars ; ' but it secura
to me that the kid might feel more at home if he were mot hy
some fellows belonging to the Form he iz going into-—the Remove,
What do you think, Wharton 7

I ﬂﬁﬂ with pleasore,’ eaid Harry, smiling,

“Good ! The foar o’clock train at Friardale, mind.'®

* I'll remember.”

The big Sixth-Former nodded and walked away.

The REemovitea turnad out into the Clogs, where n erowd of
feliows helonging to the U per Fourth were * airing,” ns Bob
Cherry expressed it, Tcmp;; g new foothall.

Eetween the Upper Fourth Form and the Remove—the Lower
Fourth—there waz a keen rivalry, which frequentiy lod to ecrime-
mages in the Close and the passages, and the gecasion of the
i‘tin'ng of Temple’s new footer was an opportunity too good to be
ost.

The Upper Fourth fellows wero kicking and passing, getting
ity shape for the coming foothall season.

Harry Wharton prinned a3 he looked ot them, and gave the
signal whistle, which brought the Remove fellows Irom all

wrta.
e On the bnll [ ™ velled Bob Cherry,

And the Eemgvitea bore down upen Temple, Diabney & Co.
Wharton hooked the hall nway frem Temple, and was off with it
lilke a shot, lenving the captain of the Upper Fourth almost
speechleszs with indignation.

“You—you Remove rottor!' " Alter
him 177

* Horrah t "

*On the ball !

The Removites raghed the footer off at apeed, possing rom
oné to another as the Fourth-Formera mdﬁ&ﬁpﬂut? ﬂttm“':‘?ptﬂ to
recover their property.

Ag [ast na one of them got near the fellow in possession of the
baull, that fellow would pass it to ancther Removits, who kept tha
ball rolling literatly.

Tt was Wedneasday—a hali-holiday at Greylriars—and the
Close was erowded.  Fellows belonging to both Forms rushed up
fromi all quarters.

" Hurrah ! ™

“On the ball! Pagg !

** YWah, you rotters | Qive ug our hall !’

* Thieves | "

“ Rottera t*?

Y Hurray ! ™

The din was terrifie,  Ternple, who was getting wildly excitea,
clawed at Horey Wharton and dragged himn gver.

Theare was & yvell from the Removites,

“TFoul 1 ¥

“ Where's the referee 177

“ Ha, ba, ha ! "

Harry pitched the captain of the Upper Fourth off, and sprang
to his feet, gasping with laughter,

‘The Upper Fourth had never been so thoroughly ragged. The
football went whizzing townrds the gates of Greyfrinrs, and there
wax a rugh of juniors after it

(GGosling, the porter, was standing noar the gates, gnzing with an
eyve of proat disinvour at the juniors.

Boh Cherry saw him, and a gleam of fun came into his eyes.

SANDOW'S BOOK
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He put on a spurt, and gained possession of the ball

Bob Cherry was o sure- kick at gaol, -and Gosling's portly
figure waz a gpood target. Bob kicked, the ball sailed through the
mir, and there was a yell

« ot gaspod Gosl the footer bumped on his chest

“QOwl” pas roaling, na goter bumped on his cheat,
“Ow ! ".'l"mgl:r !I'J'Dd e *

He aat down with violenee and suddennesa in the gateway.

:" %nal r IH.m‘l:nh L

‘Yo Hmps !

il Ila??]%, halﬁ'

*On the hall !

And the rush of the juniors passed over Gosling.
was kicked out into the read.

Hali-past three rang out from the elock tower.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed, and he uttercd a sudden
exclamation.

“ Come on, kids! It’s near time to go to the siation—let'’s
take Temple's new footer to meet the now kid! "

*Bravo!"

*Good egg !

* Huarray ! "

And the Removites dashed down the ecountry road-—still
“on the bul ' with the Upper Fourth slreaming after them
in furious pursuit.

Wot I says is this "ere——""

The ball

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Little Joke on DBunter.
* y—I BAY, Bkinno 3
“ Halle, haven't you gone yet * "
“ Weno, I waonted to apeak to you chaps mret,"” ased
Billy Bunter, blinking at Skinner and Bulstrode through
hia big plasses, ™ You sea——""

“Oh, buzz off ! The train's in at twenty to [our, and you'll
miss it,"" suid Bulstrode.

“That'z all right—I can run to the atetion,” seid Bunter.
* I'm rather good at renning, you know, since I toek up physical
culture.”

Bulstrode plonced at the fat, unwieldy form of the Owl
ol the Remove, and clinckled.

“ Yea, you've got the build of a runner,” he remarked. ™1
fancy I oon ses you on the einder-path, poing along like an
aluphunt—I-—-I mean & Josomotive. But look here, ; you'd
hettor buzz off ! I konow for a [oet the chup iz comang by
the three-forty, and you haven't too much time."

Bulstrode whd Skinner were sitting on a stile in Frinrdale
Lane, hali-way between the school and the village. Eilly
Duntor had just come from the dirgction ,of the school, and
ho had stoppoed to speak to the two Removites. The fat junior
appearsd to be a little doubtiul in hiz mind.

“0Oh, T'l run!™ he said. *“Thet's all right.
I'm thinking about the chap I'm going to meet.
about i ?

“ Oh, yea, I know he's coming by the three-forty ! "

“I den't mean that. About his being black, I meuan, snd

“ Of course,” said Bulstrode, with perfect seriousness. *' All
inhabitants of Wew Zealand are black—black as the ace of
spudes. Thot's why they're called Maoris, Macori is a—a
Sunskrit word meaning black,™

Billy Bunter swallowed this sintement whole, Bunber was
rathor given to making imaginative statoments himsell; and
like most persons who lean to deceit, he was easily takon in
himaslf. \

“ Yes, but—but the Colonista t" he said argumentatively.

But—but
You'ra sure

" Thay ean't sll be black i i

“ My denr chap, it's the efiect of the sun!" explained Bul-
strode.  ** As soon ps A chap lands in Nuw Zealand, it begins.
In a year he's quite black. In two yours he hes woolly hair.”

“ Oh, roally 2

“Fact, I aszure you. You can find it all in Foozloum'a
Geography. TPeople born there are born black—black as the
inside of a hat. But you'll see for yourself when you meet
tlus Maom chap.”™

" It's jolly curious, isn't it T ' said Billy Bunter.

* Well, yes, come to think of it, it i3." asssented DBulstrode.
“I hoar they're very nice chapa—very ﬁenemps with their
monay ; and this one who is coming to Greyiriars is as rich
o5 Uroesua.™

Duntor's eyes glirmmered behind his spectacles,

‘“ Is he roally, Bulstrode 7™

“ Yes, Hia fnther owns goldmines and diamond mines in—
In Poppa-Gualla-Gopea-wallah,” said Dulstrode, rathor hsazily,
" You've seen that on the map, of course 7"

“ N-n-no, I doen't remember."”

“1t’s w fmmous placo. This chap's father is as rich as half a
dozen dukea, and I hear that he allows the kid a couple of
pounds o week ket-monoy. Thats the sort of chum you
oupht to have, ]Sjt?:ﬂﬂr,"

Bunter's eyes gleamed. He thought so, too, Such a chum
would beé a podsend to the impecunious junior; the most
relentless borrower in the lower school,

Mo hn]'pa 1 shall get on with him all right, Bulatrode."

“You're sare to. You've only to put on that winning

Tie Magxer Lipnany.—No.

NEXT
TUESDAY 1

“BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL.”

EVERY
TUEBSDAY,

The “INagnet” uacrrenny.

LIBRARY,

mantier of yovra—that plensant society manner that markyg
you out from other fellows in a drowing-room,”

“1 really think I am a little digtinguished in a doowings
rooin, Bulstrode, you know.”

“ Yez, rather. You know what the girls st Clif Housze
think about you,” said Dulstrode, “ 1 won't tell you what
I've heard Marjorie Hazeldene say about you, or you'd think
I wos o flatterer, But o pirl can't help noticing it when a follow
has o fine, full figure, and the manaer of a man of the world."

* I—1 supposs not,” aasented Bunler.

“It will be the same with thias Magri chap. He will be
charmed with the first repreacntative e mecia of the real
British aristocracy.” said DBulstrode, with an nir of deadly
seriousness, while Skinner seeined to be afflicted with & pam
in his inward regions, ** You see, oll chap, you have the
true manner of the De Bunters—you aro descended from
the De Bunters, I believe i

“ I—1 bolieve so, Eulstrode™

* And vou are bound to impresa him. Then you ought
to look after him—stand him a fecd, and so on. Don'b ask
him to spend anything—be very careful to ILE'C‘I'} off the grosa
in that respect. Gencrosity's the werd. You'll make a good
impression on him, and he' Then you're
all sorene.’ . :

Billy Bunter almost purred. The idea of being the close
chum of o millionnire’s son was very fascinating ]

*1 suppose you've raised some tin, as I told you " said
Bulatrode. ;

* Yes, Wharton let me hnve a couple of bob, snd I've raised
two more on my ¢amera with 8noop. I've gold Boh—ahem—
my poeket-knife to Stott for four beb, and Wharton's—I
mean an old cricket bat for four bob az well That mokea
twelva ™

“ Jolly good 1™

“ 1f you fellows could lend me a few

“ Awifully sorry,” said Bulstrode hurrledly, * we're broke,
Otherwise, we should bave jumped at this chance of chumming
up with a millionairo, ourselves.”

Y eI suppose 807 .

“ Better buzz off, Bunter! The train will bo in in five
minutes now.,"”

* All right—T'll run.” y .

And the fabt junior started towards the village ot o refling
run. He disappeared round s bend in the lane; and then
Bulstrode and Skinner Jooked nt one another, and grinned.
The grin became & lough ; and the laugh a roar,

* Ha, ha, ha ! ”’ roared Bulstrode,

* Ho, ho, ho ! " giggled Skinner,

¥ The young asa l

*The frabjous duflier!” ]

“ But I say,” murmured Skinner, ‘' will Bnoopey be able
to keep it up, you know t It's sbout the funniest rag L've
ever heard of, but e

Bulstrode chackiod. ‘

“ Oh, that's all right ! Snoop cando it ! It's only & question
of blacking hia face and hands like o nigger minstrel—and
Bunter's too short-sighted to see it, or to know his featurca

in, He often takes one of us for another, even without our
facrs being blacked.™ ]

“ @noop can work it all right, and it will be a jolly good
feod for the lobt of wa'" grinned Bulstrede. * 1t will como
like corn in Egypt mow, when we're all stony. Bunter haa
raised twelve bob, and twelve bob means——"

“ Ha, ha! A royal spread!”

“ Exactly 1™ v :

* 1 any, you don't know c-xa.ctlif; when the real Maori is m:rmr:::f;.
do you *" said Skinner, struck by a sudden thought. * lb
won't do for the twoe of them to run together on the station
platform, you know.™ ; :

“ Phew ! I never thought of that! Je might be comin
by this very train. Bunter'll have to take lis chance,
so will Bnoop. Leot's goet ulu:uit Lo the tuck-shop in Friardale,
aunyway, to be ready for them.' : g

And the two Removites, still chuckling over the * jape,”
atrolled down to Friardole, snd waited in Uncle Clegg's tuck-
shop for the arrival of Billy Bunter and the remarkable New
“ealander ho wos to welcome to Greyiriars,

chum up with you.

1%

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Coloured Gentleman,

ILLY BUNTER came up to Frisrdale Station at a breath.

less run, and ran into the Friardale porter in the vestibule.
He stapgered back against an sutomatic machine, and
gasped for breath. i

¥ Is the three-forty in yet 1" he jerked ouk.

0w Y oenid the porter.

“1s tho three——""

“ Braerr ! )

The porter was rubbing his walsteoat, whers Billy's hgm_l

A School Tale of Harry Wharton & C
CH99" By Frank Richards, o
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andd mitlen him, apparently eausing him conalderable inward
prin.  Ho glared ot Bunter, but the glare was quite lost wpon
the short-sighted junior,

" 1 want to meet the three-forty—=""

" Qex-prr 1"

And the porter, having worked up an expression of anguish
in expectation of o tip by way of componsation, and haviag
reccived no 1ip—Billy Bunter huud o conacientious objection
to Lipping, or mdeed to parting with money ol any time if he
conld help it—he restmed his normal expression and walked
away, leaving Bunter's queation wnanswered.

T Repst 'Y murmured Bunter, Y I've a jolly pood mind
to report him to the company and pet him sacked.”

And the fat junior feand his way to the platform. The
train was not in yob, however, and Bunter had to wait several
minntes for it. Ho filled in the time by extracting chocolates
from o ondehine on the platiorm, and eating them. When at
Inat the train ecame pufing in, Bunter's mouth waa full of
chocolate, and his lips liberally smeared with it. The three-
forty train at Friardale was enly a local, and the new boy at
Groviriars would have found it difficult to come from London
upon it : but Bunter never thought about that, If the Magri
was on the train, it was all right. And Billy Bunter blinked
up ol cdown the row of ewrringe windows as the train steamed
.

Hoveral pers alighted, and walked lowards the exit
of the platform. Bunter blinked at the Iast to alight, who
stocd sturing up and down with a strange and inguiring air.

He seemned to be o youth about Bunter’s own apge, but as black
az the ace of rpades. He wna dressed in Etons, and woro
the regulntion =ilk topper; but his face wns aa black as his
hat. His hands were encased in gloves and eould not be geen.
He looked up and down the platform, and Bunler hurried
townrds him,

"1 say, you know——

The stranger blinked ot bim.

" Ihu Ruanter ! expluined the fot junior., " William George
Bunter, of tho Greyfriurs Remove, 1 suppose you're Brown

The stranger nodded.

" Tom Brown, of Now Zealand 1™

“ I'se Brown.*™

“ Bileszed if he doesn’t speal like a nigger, too, like a nigger
minstrel,” murmured Bunter. "I don't know about clum-
ming wp with this chap. He's Dlacker than Inky, Still, if
:;p'za rich, T suppose it would be only hospitable to look aiter

(1R

*I've eome to meet you,” explained Bunter. ™ We thought
it would be only decent for one of the prineipal chaps in the
Forin to come,”

“ I'se plad,”

* Cuavious thing, T seem to know your wvoiee,” said Bunter,
Blinking at the stranger. I suppose I can’t have met you
before.  You look awfully like a Christy minstrel, if you'll
CHOIEE Ny anying 20,7

“You tink o "

S Well, eome on.
Joumey 14

* Berry hungry."

" Whese's ygu‘é hox %'

" AMomany box 1

YL suppoze you haven't come all the way from New
Pealaned with only the clothes you stand up in ! exelaimed
Hunter, in amazeiment,

“ Nepeno ! gtannuered  the
coiningr on,’”

“fihy, I see! Good! That will save trouble. Come on,
al have o feod ot the tuek-shop hefore you go to the schogl™

" Yon'm berey ool

“ Mot at ol ' alwayz kind to new boys,  As vou eome
Fn;rltiﬂuuh a st lﬂutrr:‘, of eourse 1 fecl it n duty to ook after
Akl

* Herry much good.”

*Come on.  You give up 3,I~mu' ticket here.  Tt's all right,
wrter, 1've only been on the platform to meet this pentloman.™

The porter, who was also the ticket-collector. looked at the
two, and grinned.  He conki see what was guite invisible to
the short-sighted junior—that the New Zoalander's dark eom-
lexion waa only greaze-paint, But that waes noe business ol
I::is. Ftia business was with Bunter. He was remombering that
eollision in the station entrance, mud the tip that had not
rane i,

It adn't #ll right,” he remarlmd.

" What da you mean, porter 377

“ Strangers ain't allowed on this platform."”

* I"ve only been to g

* Ticket, please,” snid the porter, sllowing the dark youth
to pasa the barrier, amd detaining Bunter there,

“But I laven't s ticket."'

*Then you'll have to pay from the station you eame from, "

* 1 haven't come from any station D' roared Buanter, " You
Eaw e po on the platform yronirsel '

Thur Macrwer Lisrary.—No. Eb,

NEXT
TUESDAY:

*

I suppose you're hungry alter your

new-comer, ' You sec, it's

“BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL.”

“1 sin't seed m}ﬁﬁng," snill the porter obstinately. “If
vou're a trespasser you'd better look ont ! Ticket, please 1™
Bunter snorted, snd drew twopenee from his pocket,

“Take that, then.

“ From what station 7' asked the porter stolidly.

"“It'e a tip you idiok |7

“ Railway servantz ain't allowed to take tips,” said the
porter.  ** From what station 1"

Bunter simply glared. The porter at Friardale made much
MaT h}* t.:ip.a i'mm the Greyfrinm [sllows than he roceived from
the railway company. But Bunter's tips were top fow and far
between to he worth troukling abhotit,

* Well, from Lindale,” said Bunter, naming the first station
that came into his mind.

“ Fare from Lindale twopence-ha'penny,” sald the porter
grimnly.

“* Laok here, vou idipt——"*

** Pagsengera ain't allowed to abuse a railway servant in the
dischiarge of his dooty,” said the porter, " A eomplaint will
be sent your "Ead-master.”

Dunter added the extra halfprnny to the twopence, and
pazsed on, sporting. The dark youth had wandered away
towards tho eéntrance, and Bunter was aftaid of losing him.
The porter grinned aftor the fat junior, and grinned at the
21d. in his padm. He had given Billy Bunter his quid pro
quo.

Buenter joined the new.comer, and they left the station
t%geblmr. Bunter alipped his arm affectionately through thot
of the dark youth.

“Thia way to the tuck-shop,” he said. " There are some
friends of mine theve—jolly fellows that you®l] like.”

“ Me berry glad."

“ We thought we'd Five vou a bit of o weleome,” gnid Bunter,
“ ' ostanding o feed.™

* Berry much good.”

* 1 hear that your pater’s awfully riel,"” went on Bunter,
I'u{e.rlmps o little ]m.Bli]}r, for he wanted to be really assured on
that point before he expended the twelve shillings;  and he
blinked inguisitively at t}:c New Zealander.,

The black youth nodded.

* Perry rich,” he said—"' berrv, berry rich.”

* That most be ripping for you™

* Berry rippiﬂg.”

“ T suppose yon have all the pocket-mency you want 7™

* (h, no.  Fader allow me only & pound o weele”

“ A pound a webk ™ shrisked Bunter, with visions of un-
limited feeds dancing before bz eyes,

The new-comer nodded,

* Den he sends me tips as well,” he remarked.

PBunter pressed hia arm lovingly.

“T1 ean =ee that you and I will get an,”™ he remarked. 1
took a funey to you at first sight, You're just the lellow I
wunted to chum with, ™'

The blnck youth grinned,

* 1'se berev glad.

“ That’s all right. 1'll sce you through. 1Yl teach you to
hox if you like, and show you how to take photographs. Hallo,
what’s all that row ¥ 7 . )

The new boy glinced ap the street, and hastily backed into
a shop doorwuy., Down the old High Street of Friardole came
a witg and noisy crowd. They were the juniors from Grey-
frinrs,

Well ahead were the Famous Four, with the ball at theic
fect, and they wero keeping the ball rolling in fine style. Round
them surged tho Bemovites, nnd sfter them came the Upper
Fourth, red with rage, Tewmple, Trabney & Co. had heen
making great efforts to recapture their now footoell ; but in
vain, and the chase had extended all along the lane to Friardale,
Whirton's object in going to the villuge the Fourth Formers did
not know, bat they would bave followed him across the whols
eounty rother than have given up the struggle for the footer.

The new boy seormed stranpgely anxious to keep ont of sight
of the Grevivinrs fellows, But black facea were too uncommon
in Friavdele to escope potice.  Hob Cherry and Linley stopped
too, Nupgent rushing the [soler on amid o crowd of Removites,

“Iallo, hallo, halle £ ™ gjaculated Bob Cherry. ' Whot's the
pane ? o

Bunter MWinked at him.

" {3h, really, Cherey, I don't quite underatand you 1"

“What'a that ' -~

I wish vou wouldn't allude to my friend Brown so diss
respectfully, Cherry,  This i3 the new boy from New Zealand,”

“ What 1" velled Wharton and Bol Cherry together.

" Thiz is Brown.””

Tt an’t—it"s black."

0, really, Cherry——""

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

The black youth wuas maeking frantic signa fo the Removitea
not to give him away. They did not recognise him for the
motnent, but they kyew very well that hia hlack complexion
huel Leen lnid on before a glass.

A School Tale of Harry Wharton & Cco
By Frank Richards, *



“It's DBrown from Taranaki," said Billy Bunter. * I've
chummed up with him becanse I considér it my duty to look
after n atranger from a distant part of the Empire."

M hat ! Here's Bunter na a patriot now.™

-7 f'{;n e I am potrictic, Wharton. T belisve in strengthening
the bonds of Empire, and-—and hands across the sea, you
know, and—and that sort of thing. I am poing to chum up
with Brown."

“ You utter ass!"

“TI don't mind hiz bewg black.
bluck."”

“* What 1"

“* Tts the climate, Bulstrode says.""

“* Bulstrode ! Ha, ho, ha 1"

“ Blessed if T can see anything to eackle at ! I'm going to
look after this chap, and I don't eere il he's ag black as your hat.
I Like him.' ) o

“Ha, ha, ha! This is what you wers horrowmg tin for,
wad it—to stand the stranger o fecd, ah * "' ronred Bob Cherry.

* Well, you know I like breing hospitable,™ :

" 1 suppose Black's—1 mean Brown's—rich 1" suid Wharton,

ning. ;

“Ho has a pound & week pocket-money,” ssid Buntor im-
portantly, as it he already foft- a considerable portion of that
pound in his own pockets,

“Ha, ha, ha! "

“ That accounts for Bunter falling in love at firsb sight,
grinned Bob Cherry—"* that aeccounta for this chap being
regarded as black but comely. Ha, ha, ha!™

* Oh, really, Cherry ok
" “* Well go it, Bunter ! They're all black in New Zealand, are

wy 1"

.,?er You remember the Rughy [ootballera—I didn’t see
them, but I remember they were called the All Blacks.”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

* Blessed if 1 aee what you're cackling at ! "

“ Ha, ha, ha! You'll gee soon. Go ahead with your New
Zoalander."

And the chums of the Ilemove ran on in pursait of the foot-
ballers, who were nearly at the station by this time. They
were Isughing alinpst too much to tun.

“ My hat !" sald Wharton, * This isn’t so rotten as most
of Bulstrode's japes, either! It will serve Billy right for
sucking up to a rich chap—as he supposed.™

“ Supposes, wes!' rosred Bob Cherry. * Ha, ha, la!
Fancy hia being idiot enough to helieve that New Zealanders
are hlack ! "'

“ Hao, ha, ha |
of p fend.™

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter piloted his new Iriend to the village
tuck-shop, whore Bulstrode and Skinner gave the New Zealander
a most effusive welcome,

Billy Bunter slapped down & handful of silver on the counter,
and gave his grders with the air of & prince. It was a time to be
generons when he was chumming up with a chap who had a
pound a weok pocket-money as woll us fips.

“ Come on, chappy,” said Bunter affectionately to the New
Zoalander—at whom Uncle Clegg was staringly blankly—
“ gomo on, ordor what you Jike 17

* You'm berry good.™ <

“ Not at all,” said Bulstrode, *" Bunter's doing the right
thing—he always dges. Wire in, kids, and let’s do Bunter
honour. Bunter's the real sort of a chap to stand & feed ! ™

And Bulstrode, Skinner, and the dark youth * wired in,"
and the way they travelled through the * tuck " was amazing.

All New Zealanders are

He'd Lelieve anything when he'a on the track

[ T—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunier is Unfortunate.

" N the ball 1"

O “Goit!"

“ Pags, there-—yon duffor—pasa ! ™
“ On the ball 1°'

Qutside the station raped a terrific struggle for the posseasion
of Temple's now footer. Fhe run down the long lane had not
made tEa enorgy of the CGreyirinrms juniorz abate in the Jeast,
The Upper Fourth were determined o got their ball bacl, and
the Removitea were determined to keep possewion of it till it
paited them to part with it. And when the crowd of excited
juniors Bwarrnega round the station the stropgle was Leen.
The villagers came to their doora to leok on, and a erowd cal-
lected to wateh. The village policeman eanght sight of the
serimmage from a distance, and guietly strolled in the opposite
direction. He had ne mind to be accidentally rolled aver in the
gutter, and scrambled over by forty or fiity oxeited youtha

“On the ball ! " roared Whartpn, * Play up, Bemove | ™

* Hurrah !"'

It waa the Famous Four's ohject to sand the ball inte the
little atation in order to retain possession of it while they waitad
for the train to come in with Tom DBrown of Taranaki—the roal
Brown,

The Upper Fourth ssen saw what they wers at, and ranged
up to prevent them, ao that Temple, Dabney & Co. found them-
s.s-.rm keeping goal at the station door.

Tae MaGseET Lierany.—No. 86,

NEXT
TUESDAY:

“BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL." By

| EVERY
|  TuESDAY,

| The “ Maanet”

ONE
HALFPENNY.
bt ek

Again and again Wharton & Co. sent in tha Dball, and the
defenders cleared, and the Fourth Formers trivd to rush it nway
up the street. But the Removites always rallicd and brought
it back again.

In the excitement of the struggle no one heard or heeded the
gound of a train coming inte the atation,

The four o'clock: train had arrived, but the fellows who hiad
come to meet it were thinking of anything but that,

The strugple was at its hottest, and the attack on ponl was
hard and hot, when a stranger appeared on the scene, from the
interior of the atation.

He was a lad of about Harry Wharten's ape, and of much
the same size—perhops a little more stoutly Luilt—but very
active and ngile, tco. * He had a round, boyish [nee,
extremely sunburnt. with a pair of dark cyes, that secmed
eapable of staring the broad sun of noon in the face ; so strong,
and steady, and keen wos their glance, The expression of hin
fuee was happy and good-humoured, and there was a glean
of fun too, in his eyea,

The Iud came down to the atation entronce, and looked out
in great amazement ot the scene: Temple and Co. grouped m
the doorway, and the Famous Four pelting the ball in at then,
a crowd of Upper and Lower Fourth boys swarming round
with excited faces and wild yells.

' Great Seobt ! " sjaculated the newcomer.

Dinbney had retired into the station for a few minutes to dab
his nose with a handkerchief. He had met the incoming footer
with his nose—and stopped the ball—but his nose had sufiered
eonaiderably.

The newcomer fapped him on the shoulder, and Dabney
Blinked at him over his erimsoned handkerchief.

“ Exeuse me,” said the sunburnt lad, ** Will you tcll me
what's the matter 7"

* Formn row,” aaid Debney briefly.

The othor looked puzzled.

* Whet's that ¥ ™

* We're licking the Remove.™

The stranger seemed to understand.

“0Oh! You belong to Greyiriars School T*

*Oh, rather ! ™

“I'm a new boy.™ .

* Oh, aro you ! " said Dabney, without tuling much intercab
in the matter ; and ho mopped away hereely ot hig streaming
noss,

“¥eg; I believe I'm going into the Lower Fourth—that’s
the Remove, ma't it 1"

* Yea,' aaid Dabney.
waster "'

Tom Brown laughed—a hearty, wheleaome langh that was
good to hear. . .

He stepped towards the doorway, leaving Dabney mopping
his nose, and looked out. ¥t was essy for him to distinguizh
the Remove from the Upper Fourth. They wore younger
bovs, though the différence was not great; and their shouts,
too, showed who they were. The New Zealander looked
with great interest on the struggle. .

“ On the ball ! " roared Wharton, * Buck up, Remove !

There was the shriek of an engine in the alation, and Bob
Cherry gave a Jump.

“* That's the train going out ! " ho exclaimed.

" Blow the train ! "

" But the New Zealand kid——"

L ﬂli ! L1

“ He must be there.

“ Come on, then"

Wharton and Cherry made a rush for the station door, Tem-
ple and Fry jumped in their way ; but the RBemovites did not
closa with them.

“ Pax |V axelaimed Wharton, *° We're here to meet a chinp-—
a new kid coming from New Zealand—we want to goet on tho
platiorm.”™

“ Rats ! "

“ We want to meet Brown——

* Bosh | Give us onr ball | "

** Waow, look herp——""

** It's not pax till you give us our ball.™

(13 .E-tlt“-'“-' L]

* Go and eat cola ! :

“ It'a all serene,” raid Tom Brown, quietly, stepping forward.
“I'm Brown—I'm the chap from New Zealand—and awifally
obliged to you for coming to meet me.” _

Harry Wharton nodded, and glanced over him aquickly. Ho
noted the keen oye, the sturdy form, with satisfaction,

“Gaod t " he exclaimed. ** You're coming into our Form.
Lineup! "

* Right-ho ! "

" On the ball!" shouted Wharton,
on the ballt '

“* Hurrah ! "

* Buck up, Romove!™

“ Go and eat coke, you cheeky Remove

“ Back to Grevirinrs—

5

School Tal rH Wharton & Co.
A School Bale Nk Rishards,
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The Removites dribbled the footer away, and Temple, Dabne
& Co. mghed in pursnit.  Tenple robbed Nugent of the balt,
and spod away with it. A lithe forin shot past him like an
arrow, amcd the ball swoas faivly token fromn his toe with lighining
gpeed, Tewmple havdly knew that it waes pone till ko saw that
active form speeding away down the lane, with the ball bounding
i advance,

Harry Wharton gave a shout.

Y Bravo, Maori ! ™

It wos the MNew Zealunder who waz *“ on tle Badl?

The Removitos FECLRNS] hin noeheer, anel dashed after him, A
swarm of exeited juniors went down the strect. They swarmed
out=ule the tuck-shop, where it nnfortunately hoppened that a
waggon. coming down the street, stopped the New Zealander's
pace.  The Upper Fourth buzzed round the boy from Toaranaki.

* Collar the ball! " shrieked Temple.

But Tom Dirown was nob to be robbed of the leather. As
the Fourth-Formera elosed upon him, he kicked for safety,
taking the doov of the tuck-shop as a goul

The leather flew, pud troe to its nim, it bounded in at the tuck.
shop door,  There was n swarming rosh of juniors alter it,

From within the shop enme a fearful yell,

Billy DBunter woa sitting on a cone stool, eating jam torts
and tolking, when the ball eame in. Chere wos o Lig box of eops
behind Bunter, and he wus tilting the stool backwards and for-
wards as he tulked andd ate. He was telling the greatly impreased
black youth about his surprising powers 03 o physical eulturist
and n performer in the gy ; and no thought of dunper erossed
his aingl,

He gave a jumip as the ball ecmne in,

The leather strack o wall and rebounded—anid :‘:‘augh!. the
fat junior full wpon the ehest ]

0wl yolled Bunter.

He went over buekward=, iz tarts Tving far and wide,

There wns a terrifie crnshing aod  sinashing as the phoap
form of the junior bumped into the hox of e

* My only hat ! pasped Balztrode, ™ Here's a giddy o !V

I AT

My word !V gaid Skinner. " Egoe oare cheap tooday.”

* They'll hnve to be puid for,"” hooted Unele Clepg,

“Dw! Help! Help! Yow?™

The doorwny was Dlecled will capger juniors in parsait of the
ball, They saw Bunter's plight 3 and they yeiled.

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

Buntor, sprawling helplessly in the hox of smashed cpps,
blinked niuel reaved.

0w ! Yow ! Help! Dw -

“ Ha, ha, ha !

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
How the Cham from New Zealand arrived at Greyviriars.

o A hn, hat™
“ Help ! ™
H Harry Wharton eame in, and seized Puntor's out.
atreiched hands, and tried to dreag him from the box
of egga

But the box was not widde, and the plump form of the Falsiaff
of Greyiriars was jumrmed into it

“Help! "™

*“ Hu, a, ha ! ™

" ! You're jerking my  fists ofi-—vow !
eusy ! Bon't be o beast 1 Yonh !

* Here, lend a hand, some of yon ehaps !

U Hapht-he" exelabined Tom Brown,

He took one of Buotec’s arma, aodd Harcey took the other,
They yanked at the fat junior, aod Bunber, grunting, came out
of the box like o cork from i buoltle,

There was a roar of merriinent gz hia back wias seon,

He was amol hered with epes from neek Lo knees,

Brolken epgs atreamod all over him, and maude lines down the
legn of his trousers to b ankles. The interior of the apeg-box
resernbled a soup turcen.

“Ow 1" pasped Buntor.
at me 1"

“Hu, ha, ha ! roared Tem Brown,
hat!™

* You—youn wastor 1"

*'m—ha, o, ha—jolly sorey @™

“ Yez, vou look it,” remarked Nugent, and Hureee Jamseb
Bam Singh added that the lookiulnesa woa tecrifie.

I om really sorry.” pgagpod Tom Brown., 1l pay for the

Il’etp! (o

W hot beazt kieked that Tall

“I'm sorry ! Ha, ha,

elotles 1 Huw, bn, ha b ™
T You--you warm " pasped  Bunter, Y Who are you ?
You don’t belong to Grevirmra, 1 eay, wvou [ellows, bLomp

him over.  You're not going to let o rotten stranger muck up
a Cieeyirines ehap like this, avwe you 77

" Bat he is o Oreyfrisrs chap, Bunty ; he's the new kid from
Boew Eenland,”

[fuannter forgust the O in Juis AUFPTTET,

e lII."..||:I‘|: B
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“Tt's Tom Brown, of Tarnnaki*

“Rotbt ' excluimed DBunter, warmly.
prople in New Zealund are bLlack.
the All Blucks™

“Hu, ha, Iin 1

* Residez, the New Zdealand chap i= here. Where is that
black chap? " exclainwed DBunter, blinking round the shop.
W here 0= e T

The peewdo New Zealander was quictly making for the door.
But the docrway was so crmunmed that the disguised joker
could fingl nog exit,  Removates wern m‘;muu[ng i, !-ti‘ﬂpil:'lg ok
the T'pper Fourtl, who were elamonring for their ball,

Bulstrade and Skinner were reoaring with Inuplifer. The
truth was coming out now : but they did not eare. Bunter
liandd expended his twelve shillings, raized Ly such vavious means,
amdd the feed was over.

Tom Brown enught liold of the Dhlack youll's shoulder and
jerked Bim back inte the middle of the tuckehop. DBrown
was locking surprised, and he wanied an explanation.

" Hallo ! ho exclaimned, ™ 80 yow're the chap from New
Loalond, are you 77

“l—=I—I o

“OF course he i3 1" said Bunter indignantly,. " If you chaps
knew anvthing nhout geopraphy, vou'd Lnow that the people
e New Zealamd nee Al Blacks——-2"

 MHa, b, dwn?7!

* YVou ulter ass ™

* Laook hiern, vou ontsider

*Ton Tom Brown”

Rt "

B b TR e f‘hitli who ling heen j:'lI'-Tl'I.g ;mu.“

*{h, veally, o know-———-"" .

=it was only o joke” pasped the joker,
o joke np apainset Bunter,  He, be, he 1

* Mananany word |7 paeped  Bunter, * I—oh—38xoop 'Y

Temy Drown had jerked Lizs prizoner over to the counter,
where was a basgin of wator, with a dish-elotl in it with which
Unele Clogg hud Dewvn washing pastry-plates,

Tom seized the clotly, and rabled it hard over the disguised
junior’s face.

The hard rul removed enough of the colouring to reveal o
Lig pateh of the junior’s fuee, und he was recoguiaable even to
the Owl of the Remove.

“ Baoop ! M

“* Ele, f:p, he 4" pigiled Snoop. ' Here, [emme slone, you
Now FZealand Luab, It was only a jape.” o

The New Zealuwder relewsed hiine The erowl of jumiora
siinply roared.  The expression of Bunter's face ag he stared nt
Snnop was oo funny for wonds,

*I—1—1 say, you fellowa, IT've been done,” [_-,':'I-F!.[!-Eﬂ Punter
at Inst,  ** I—I've Leen dished.  1've blued twelve bob on feed-
i Lheso ehinps—"

“ Ha, ha, hin '™

Y He told me lie was Tom Brown, and was allowed a pound
g woek pocket-money i

" He, be, ls! "

“ Iwve trealed him, nnd——-

“ Ho, ho, hot " roared DBultrode.
too, Rilly. We're grateful.”

“ What-ho ! gipgled Skinner,

* Youe—you loasts 17

Y Hu, hin, ha ™

Yo tve talien aee in !t

“Yon frubjous asz ! Ia, ha, 1™

[T sy, you fellows .

Bat Bunter's indignant veice wons drowned in the roar of
Langhtoer, Unele Cleg tni:pr‘:'l e o the shoalder, and Bunters
Elinleeed ad Diien anpridy,

“ What da yon want, hang yon!™

* Paving for them epes,” said Unele Clope, primly.

“ (e bo the dickens ! It woen™t my fault

“ %o bhroke them cops H

YT all ripht,” said Pom Nrown. interposing. Il arcitlo,
IE was gy Dl na T kicked in the Lall, Take it out of lel"l—-f'

Uncle Clegp's grim visope relaxed st the sipht of a sovercign,
He pove the New Zeoluned jumior hia change, and meanwhile,
Nugent lad aorted the foothall out from the corner it hid rolled
into, Outside the shep, Temple. Dabney & Co. were atill
elamouring. Tom Brown tock the footer and put it wawler fus
AL, )

“We'll give theme nomin to the sehool,”™ he wanl. O T play
Ruggor at home in New Zealund, I'll show them a thocg-
gquarter’s run.'’

* Wipht ¢ we'll hack you up,”

“ Buek up, Remove !

ANSWERS

A School Tale of Harry Wharton & Ceo.
By Frank Rilchards,.

“You know all the
That's why they're called

g Ton Brown,

Lk

“ It woas only

Lb |

“ It wus o ripping feed,

“1 pass o vole of thanks,"




* Hurrah ! ™

“T zay, vou fellows, how am I to get home in Hua atate ¥

“ Ask us another, Billy."

* I've been done out of twelve bob 2

“ Borve you right for being a greedy young rotter!™

“ 0Oh, really, Wharton——-"

" Come on, you chaps! DRush them!™

U1 o=ay, you follows——"'

But no ona headed Billy Bunber. The Removites mshed
L1y LTP[,H‘.‘[' Foprth, and [ﬁ-ughi- a elear way to the strest, Tom
Brown still with the ball under his armn.

The Fourth-Formers tackled him on all gides, but Tom Brown
went up the atreet a3 he might have gone up o Rugger field,
the ball under his arm, and flooring his opponents right and Ioft,

He gained the lane that led to Greyiriars, with o fleetness
that made it fur from easy for even the Famons Four—tha
best runnera in the Remove—to keep pace with him. There
Lo dropped the ball.

“Lome on ! he shooted, waving his hand.

And awnsyr they went ot fop speed up the lane.

The rushing amd eenning hoed fapged out most of both Forma,
and only the chosen spirifa on either side stuck to tho gomee.
The Fnmouea Pour, u"iHil Mark Linley and Tom Brown, were wofl
of the Remove whn remained *° on Lhe ball,”” while only five or
gix of the Upper Fourth eontrzied it with them na they bore
down npon T,}w patea of Greyfrioes. )

But Femple, Dabney & Co. were detenmined nob to yicld.
They would never have heard the ket of it if they had allowed
the emove to romain in posseszion of the ball,  They fought
ib ot to the bitter end,

Coaling was careful to keep out of the way as the dusty,
pxcitod unicrz enme stremming in st the antes, the Removites
gl keeping the ball, amd possing it te one snother in fine style
as bty comne in.

“Come on!" shonted Bob Cherry.  * Let's pet it info the
Liouse. and up into the Bemove passage !

* Rightaho 1"

“The right-ho-fulness B2 Lorrific " panted Huorree Singh.

I the juniors bod not beon wildly exeited, they wonld not have
Deen quite =0 reckless,  They roshed the ball acress the Cloas
towalds Ll Sehoollouse. The Fourth-Formers panted  aftes
them, Only Temple and Doabney were in ot the death ; soul
of the Remove, only Wharton, [!iﬁrry. and the New Zealuuder
wers SLIL on the Ball. Boeb Chierry was rolled over by a charge
from Teomple, sl he gasped on the gross, too broathless to
rize again, Wharton was tackled by Dabney, snd he passed
the footer to Tom Rrowi.

The bul frove Taranaki rashed it door-wards, and kicked,
juzl az Temple mode o clntel at himm.  The hall rose in the air
nnid iled ineo the wide doorway, just as Are. Qualeh, the Master
of fthe Hemove, came out to sce what the disturbanee was
aliout,

The reaplt was inovitable !

1%t !

“loul ! musped Bob Chorey. ¥

My only chapean!™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Score for the Remove.
R. QUELCII stapsered back into the house, and dis-
I:\[I%:-IE"-'I;TE'{] from view for o moment.
‘here was the round of a heavy Iall within, and of
a foothali atood

Erified.

Tom Brown chuckled.

*(oal 1" Tw ejaculated.

“ YWhat '™

“That's the second poal—and hoth flules! Ha, ha, ha!®

ATy hat ! Do vou know whao youw've poaled 77

“ Haven't the faintest ideas,”

“It's Quelch-—our Form-master, —Master of the Remove!

“ TPhe.gegae 17

Mr. Quelch reappeared in the doorway,  The Remove-moster
was nsually a guret and zomewhnt cold individuesl ; but on the
present oceasion he showed vory visible gigne of exeit ement.

He wos ohmost stultering with wreath, and for some mom. ata
he eould not make himseli intelligible,

“Royal" he paaped nt lust. " Boyai!”

Tom Brown raised his hat, with an expreasion of contrition
upon his handsome, sunburat face,

1 am very sorry, sir.”

“YWo are sorry " bepan Wharton,

“ Leave it to me,'" wlispered Brown. " I'm o new boy:
I shall get off more lightly than you would.”

Wharton eould not help being strock by the solid sense of
that remark. It showed that the lad from Taronaki hnd all his
wits aboub lum.,

Tom Brown came towards the weathicl Remove.master with
A contrite expression, which was blended with the moat perfeck
INUOTSNCD,

I am sorry, Sit—so sorcy !
you t"

LT .I!"ﬂ:l" ! "y

"I you please, sir, I'm the now Loy,"

Ls Hﬂ.}' !- PE
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Y Tosn Brown, sir. of Taranakl, Kerth Island, New Zealand.™

Y Rowv ! gaaped the Bemoveamaater, )

“ I didn't see you before 1 kicked, sir. T hope il didn't hurt
yon 2"

DT obid hurt e said Mr. Quelch, severely.  © Bub that i
not the point. How dure you kick a football into the publie
doorway of a school 1

00, sirt ™

“ You mypst know that vou are not allowed to do anything of
the sort here.'’

“Oh, sr!™

“I do not wizh to bo hard upen n new boy, cspecdally one
eoming from auch a distant p]zmﬂ," gaid Mr. Quelch. * but you
sl kongw——""

** %ea, sir,’

" You deserve Lo be eaned most soversly.”

“Yoa, =ir

Mr, Queleh looked a little puazsled.

* However, a3 you are a4 new boy—and considering that
vou have Intely arrived [rom Neow Zealand, I o not wish to
cane you inuncdintely vpon your arrival at the schoeol.”

0Oy thank voun, sir. You ace vory kiml ! 7

“You will be more earciul in the [uture. Wharton and
Cherry, wou will take a hundred lines ench.  You were kicking
the hall bera, althouph it wasz Brown who gent it into the howse,™

“Yoa, wir,” anid Wharton and Chierry, meekly,

Mr. Queeleh went boaek into the honse. Teom DBrown zemiled
at hia new friends, and horeied in aftee the Formemazter to Jook
for the feoter. Upper Fourth and Remove had boen golhering
on the spot, and a crowd followed Tom Brown in.  But the
Hew Aealonder was the one to pick up tha hall, and Hurry
Wharton linlged arms with him J_'uu]1 ripalsech Tomg up to e Remove
PrAEIA L.

The Upper Fourth fallowsd fazt ; hut on Lheir own ground the
Removites were invineible, The ball was Kicked alomg to
Noo I Study, and kicked inta it ; and Tenple, Dabney & U
ptrove in vain to vreach oven Bhe stody door,

“Yal " roorod the Upper Fourtl.  © Give us our Lull™

" Comoe and feteh it!"

“Yah! Roltera!™

Y Who seorcs this time ¥

" The Remove ! roarsd the Lower Fourth.

Hurry Wharton held up the fsotball=which waz not fooking
20 new ag it had looked—so that Femple conld sre it nerosa e
heads of the erowd of Remnovites who barped his path 1y tho
slucly.

* Here you are, Tomple,™

* Hand it over, yon rotten fag! ™

* Buy ' please,” pratty, and you con have it."

* Ho, ha, ha! "™

Temple did not say ' pleass, pretiy " he snorted with wrath,
The Upper Fourth attempted o rosh, But it was in viin,

* Are you poing to nzk for it nicely 2"

“Wo!'" roared Temnple

= ._f':rﬁ' you guing to admit that the Remove scorea 1™

En J.lra b r

Y Well, we seore all the same.  I'mogomng to chack this lall
out of the window, and you Upper Fourth worms can go awl
wrigele for it."

“ Gimme that ball '™

¥ Hags ™

And Harry earvied the Lall into the study, and tossed it from
e open window into the Close, The Upper Fourth, with

many threats and eat.cealls, disporsed, and the Bemovites wers
left to chucklo over their vietory.

Temple, Doabney & Co. found their fooler in the Close
but they did not feel inelined for any more punting about.
They had had enough of that.

The Remmove clhnns were fwrecd, fone Harry Wharlon
pushod Tom Brown into the ann-char in No. 1 Stuedy, and sat
on the table himsolf. Baob Cherry and Hurrea Singh sat down,
breathing ard, and Mark Linley sat on the window-sill.  Nogent
hiad not yet come in.  For some moimenta nothing was heard in
the study but the sound of pasping for breeath,

U Well, i owas o jolly pood  jape.” said Wharton at st
* Youw've had a rather exciting reception at Greyiviaes, Drowi'

Tom DBrown laughed.

“* Yea, rather. I like it."

" You see, thero aro a good many rows botween ns aned the
Upper Fourth,  They have » foney that they can welk over {hoe
Remove."”

“Hn, ha, ha !t ™

Y Wit are you enckling ab 3"

"It Iooks to e as il the Remove have o fancy for walking
over them.”

* Well, we have to keep our crul up, of course,  (Mherwise,
wie're very peaceable chapa. By the way, I daresay you'ra
hungry after your journey 1"

oGetting that way™

" You can have tea in Hall if you like, but we'd like vou to
i

A School Tale of Harry Whart & C
Ey Frank Richards. i 2
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come to fea with wus,” said Harry Wharton.
care to 1"

“ ¥es, rather. Where do you have tea, then 37

* Here, in the stady.”

" That must be jolly comly,™

It ig; cosy. you know, Mot tee much zpace, but, sfter
all, so long as there's cnough, that's sufficient.™

" Yes; enongzh ia pencrally sullicient, I beliove," grinned
Tom Brown., " Can 1 help you? 1 know how to hight fires,
mnd bo cook dompern™

“H'm, I don’t knew about the damper, lubt you ean lLight
the fire,” spitl Wharten, * 1 think we'll get a wash and » bruszh
first, after that tussle. I feel as if T'd colleeted up most of the
dust on the Frinvdale road,

* Bame here,"’

* Thiz way, then,"?

Harry Wharton lIed the way to the Iower passage where stood
the row of bath-rooms, all of them empty at this time, though
there was generafly a rush for them in enr];,.f mnnﬂng. Bi]]:ﬂ
Bunter enme into the study after thoy woers gonc, avied Blinlood
discomtentedly round.,  Bunter was in a decidedly bad humour.

He had been eompletely dene, and for a youth who prided
himaell upon hiz cunningy that wos vnpleasunt in the first

lara,

Then he had expended the twelve shillings, which had heen so
diffientt to mise; and Balstrede, Skinner, and Snoop  hadd
certainly comsnmied more than their shave of it In the heliet
that e was making frieneds with the richest junior at Greyfriars,
Bunter hind been peperoua. §6 wns the (st time in his Life that
hio hadd Been genevous, mul e repented him zorely now.

He haed tried to pot back tho eost of that reckless feed from
Bulstrade, but the bally of the Remove bad explained to him
very clenrly that it wos not to be doene.  He declared that in
the fizst place it was too good a jape to be speiled.  In the seeondd
plaee, it was g lesgon 1o Bunter.  In the third place, the money
apent hidn’t belonged to Bunter at all.  In the fourth place, he
would see him banged first.  Bunter did not wait to hear o fifth
or sixth reason ; he snorted and gave it ur.

Buuter had changed hia elothes, and left his epgy garments
in the dormitory. Ho fully mennt to get about doublo the
cost of themn from the New Zealander.

But the chief thing that Lothered him was that he had ex-
pended time and menev in making up to the dizguied Snoop,
ond Wl allawed the real fish to poasa through his net.  What
rhanee had he now of chumming up with the New Zealander,
who had fowned 20 inany friendsz, and found them 8o soon §

Bunter was disgusted all round,

* Would you

THE SEVENTIH CHAPTER,
The Third Goal !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. caume trooping nto No. 1, looking
very fresh and clean after their wash wnd as hungey as
hunters. Billy Bunter blinked ab them discontentedly.

* 1 say, vou {ellows—-"

“ Anything in the cupboard for tea, Billy 17

" Wothing."

* Where's the cold ralibib pie #°*

" T had to have o anacl i

* And the beefsteak pudding * ™

it I wits huﬂgl"}"——lﬂ

Harry Wharton laughed,

* Way aa wall say at onee thal you've scoffed the whole show,”
he said, " Never mind : we're in funds, and we want something
extraspecial for the new kid.  Yeu can go down to M. Mimble's
gl do sorne shopping, Bunty,”

Rilly Bunter Lrightened up wonderfully,

1 zay, that's a jolly pood idea, Wharton, You chaps can
Iy the table and boil the kettle while 1'm gone.  1'11 do some
s'pping for you with pleasure, I could get n o stunming feed
for & sovercien.”

" You'll kave to manage to da it on less than half that, Billy.””

i, |'m1|l:.', Wharton ! [ don't think you olgsit ta T
stingy on an occasion like this. It isn't every doy that we hove
a fellow.-Tirviton from the most distant part of the sun upon
which the Empire never seta—I—-I niean the Empive upon which
the sun never sets,  You see, at a thne lile thia p'}l:!l]-lllﬂ ﬂllgllt L
rilly round tho old ﬂn.g."

“ Good idea, but if rallying round the old flag means standing
you mwore grub than is good for you, Billy, Pm not doing any
rullymg at present.’”

1 sav, you fellowg——"

“ Go el lay that out,’” zaid Wharton, laying nine shillings on
the table, which ho bad collected among the othera. " Do the
best you ean with it."

" Tf you are poings to bo mean

" It's quite enough, nax, aned all we have, too,™

* Tt’s no powd talking to vou, 1 suppoze. I never knew a chap
o s fully elose with his money, 'l do my best.™ 2 5

“ You po with lim, Nugent, aad help him earry the things in.”?

* Oh, really, it's not necessary ;. Lean munage ——"

Tue Magusr Tannany,—WNo, B,

“* You go with him, Nugent, airred gon that he doesn scoff tha
rub."
B Oh, really Wharton Tha

* Buzz off.”

And Nugent put his arm through Billy Bunter’s and Ted him
fromn the room.  The juniors set to work preparing tea. Tt was
contgeninl work to hungrey lads with healthy appetites.  Tom
Brown lent a hand willingly encugh, and soon ahowed that he
knew how to bo useful. He lhoad the fire poing in a very fow
minutes, and Wharten Iu_w’.ug told him whero to abtain woatery
he filled the kettle and put 1t on. 1t was scon singing away
cheerfully. Bob Cherry laid the cloth, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh eut bread-and-buttor at express speed. Mark Linley,
who wna Bob® study mate in Neo. 13, camo in to ton, and he
brought with him a dish of saveloye from No. 13 atudy.

“ Every littla holps,” grinned Bob Cherry. ' Here comea
Bunter. Hehold, he iz weary and heavy laden! Did yon
keop an aye on him, Nogent t 77

}ﬁlgunt ehnekied.

“ What-ho ! 1 had to stop him sbout every ten soconda from
talking o anack.”

Ok, really, Nugent

“ You know 1 did, vou voung boa eonstrictor.”

“ WMy hat 1* said Towy Brown, with a glonce round the study
* This looks nwiully jolly, you chapa. I hke Greyiriars.’

Ne. 1 Study did indeed look very cosy, with the firelight gleam-
ing on the shining crockery, and the table grouning, ns o novelist
would say, under the weight of goodly viands.

*The polly fulness g tecrifie," remarked the Nabob of Bhanipar,

“ T supposeo T shall be shoved into one of these studies T suid
Brown.

“ Oh, yoa. NWot a study to yourself, you know ; you share
it with tweo or three other chaps —perhaps four. There are four
af uz in here ; there used to be Hve with Cherry,  Hoe was shoved
out into a nwew stady at the other end of the passage becauso he
madde 20 much row with his foet,”’

* Lool here———" hagan Bob Cherry.

 Well, hecause he made too much row, anyway.
in the end stady with Linley and Wun Lupg."

The New Zenlander stared.

* Who on earth’s that 1™

“ A Uhinese kid—you'll ke him,  There aro only theee in that
study, 80 you may be put in thero. LU'd like to have you here,
anil if Bunter changed into No. 13, it might be managed,” snid
Wharton, thoughtinlly,

* Bunter jolly well won’t do anything of the sort,” saul T3oh
Cherry emphatically,  * No Bunter in my study, please. Be-
sidos, I went Brown—he looka all right. He'll help ua ta
keep our end up, No. 13 is top study in the Remove, you know,
yvoung Brown.'

“ Fatz £ anid Nogent. " No. 113 tﬂp study., Don't tell the
new kid any of your tearful yarns, Bob,'

* Look here, Nuguent—-—-""

" Rata !’

* 11 jolly well—-"*

“ Peare,’” said Wharton., ° Never mind whoe's tep study just
now, while we're having tea.”

* ¥ e2, but if Cherry says—-—

“ 1 Muogent says——"’

“ 0, cheese it Took here, Bob, I don’t see why you
ghouliln’t have Bunter, He's a jolly goed ecook. You musb
admit that,"

“* Yea, and he eats pretty nearly all he cooks, too.”

* You can keep an eye oi him,”

“ Ay donr chap, 1 wouldn’t take him at a gife.”

“ Brown would like to come inte No. L—"

Y0k, no s he'd like ta come into No. 13

“ a1 You've no right to accuse tho new kid of having
badd taste alveady—--""

“ You agge——"

Pom Brown laughed heartily, :

*You're awfully good,” he aaud, ** T should Lke to come with
both of you. But i=n't tho matter settled by the Form-master
or the Head 3"

“ Qh, ves, but if you asked him, and we baecked "Q:lu up, he'd
let vou come in, | dare say.  If Bunter changed into No, 13=——"'

Hilly Bunter glared through his spectaclea.  He did not like
being disposed of as if he were a dog that could be shilted from
one ennel to another without boing eonanlted.

* Laolt hare, you fellows——-"" he bepan wrathiully.

There was a genernl exclamation of - Shut up, Bunter !

“ T shan't shutup ! [——" . ]

“ Look hers, Bunter, don’t vou bother when we're talking
thinga gver,’ said Harry Wharton, geverely. *' L'm jolly well
going to ask Quelch if Bunter ean’t be put into No. 13, and :

[ shall jolly well kick him out, anyway."

“* He's n good cook,”’ arged Wharton, i

“ Well, if he's & pood rook, why don’t you want to keep him 1"

“Well, vou see, he's rather a pig—-—>"

“Well, do vou think T want a pizx in my stady **

* One more wouldn't be noticed with the rest,”

He dips

LB
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Tom Brown faced the door and took the ball in his hands, He dropped it on the floor, and, as it
rose, he kicked, * You——0Qh!”
Dob Cherry jumped up in wrath. He remembered that he  ** You can’t drop a goal in your old game, for instance. When I

was o guest in No. 1 Btudy now, and st down again,

“ The dropfulness of the esteemed subject would be the good
wheexe," suggested Horree Jumset Roan Singh, peaceably.

“ 1 rather think so too,”’ grinned Tom Brown.

“ What about footer for the caming season T anid Nugent,
grinning, to change the subject, ™ Can you play footer, young
Brown t "

Tom Brown laughed his merry Tangh.

* What-ho ' he said, " Rughy, of course; what game do
you Eﬁlﬂ.}f here ¥ 7

Y Boccer,  We'll teach you soceer.”

“Or, I'll teach you Rupgger,” suggested Tom Brown.
the better pame, you know.,”

“ Bosh!"

“ I'veplayed it all my life, and I ought to know,” gaid Brown,
warmly,  “1'll show you fellows how to play. Anyway, it's
8 pood dodge to play both kinds.”

“ ¥es, there's romathing in that”

“ I suppose you haven't a Rugger ball in the placo § * ashed
Tom Brown, with a slight sniff, glaneing round the study.

“ o, T think not,* seid Wharton, laughing.  ** 8till, it wounld
Lo good fun to learn to play Rugger, and we'll get a ball, by oll
meana,

Tom Brown had finished his tea, and ho roze from tha table.
He picked up Harry Wharton's foothall from the hookshell.

“"You goe, there's a Jolly lob more in Rughy,” he explained,

Tue Maourr Linnary.—Nao. 86.

Bk ]t?u

played for the Taranoki Terriers T was considered rather a daty
at dropping a goal, Pl show you if you like, with this ball."

Wiharton jumped up in alarm.

* Here, hold on, old chap ; you're 2o Jolly unlucky with your
goalz,” he exclaimed, ' and this is a small room for foater.  Tb
waa all very well to hiff Bunty into the eggs—that was funny---"

“ Was it 1" snorted Bunter, I didn't see anything lunny in
it_ll‘l'

“ And you gob off pretty easily after goaling Quelohy on the
chest. But you’ve given us encugh goals—you have really.”

“ Tho enonghfulness is terrifie.”’

“ Il drop the goal agsinst tho door, if you like," snid Tom
Brown., © lL!g'hLuh nover etrikes three times in the same
place. The ball will bounee back from the deor, and won't
huort anything "

* Oh, all right—go ahend.”

Tom Brown Iaced the door, and teok the ball in his hends.
He dropped it on the flaor, and as it rose, he kickod, )

1t wos o splendid drop kick, and it sent the ball siraight ot
the door. lti the door had remained shut, the fooler wonld
have bounced from it a8 Brown expected.  But he was certainly
unlucky with his goals, for, Just ns he kicked, tha door opened
wide and Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Greylriora
looked in,

“ Yoyu——— Oh!

Wingate sat down in the deoorway!

L
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Bulstrode's New Study-Mate,

OM BROWX stared blankly at Wingate, and Wingate
stared blanldy at Tom Brown Bol Cherry burst into

G TOAT.
“Ha, ha, ha! Youn were poing to drop a goal, kid—

and you've only dropped a prefect !Eth, hin, IJE!. nE

"My hat ! gas Tom. * I’'m sorry.”

" The sorrowinlness of the esteemed Maori is continual and
terrifie ! "' murmured Hurree Singh.

Wingate staggered to his feet.

“ You cheeky young sweep-r "

Et lrm BOTEY el

* Do vou know I'm captain of the schosl--head of the Bixth?™
roared Wingate. " Why, I'll sealp you—T'I1 pulverise you ! ™

“ It was an accident “

“ Are you the chap who biffed Mr. Quelch with o footer 1

" That was an accidont, too.”

“You've had too many accidents,” said Wingato, takin
tha new junior by the collar, and twisting him round, an
applving his boot with considerable foree to his person. “ I
think you ought to sllow yourself cne accident o day at the
moat.,"’

1 D"ﬂ' (L

“ I think that you won't have any more accidents for some
time to come, now,”

Ed 'EI'W t ri

“ There ! ™ said Wingate, atopping.
83 you're a new boy."

“ T think that's eneugh,

“Ow! Tt'a more than enough, Lhank wou," Eﬂ.ﬂped Tom
Brown, “ I'm jolly glad that 1'm not an old boy.’

Wingate pgrinned. He had had o mulden shock, buat his
wrath never Jasted long. He liked the New Zealander, too,
for the plueky way he had taken hia pamighinent,

“1 came here [or you,"” he said, ' I suppoese you're Brown,
the kil from—froin—what ia it—Rorriobool-Gha 1 7

* Tarannki,” said Tom cheerfully.

“That's it ! Mr. Queleh wants Lo seo you—he's your Form-
master. (o to his study—here, I'll take you there. Don't
bring a footer.”

Tom Brown grinned, and followed the enptain of Greyirinrs,
Wingate looked at hit onco or twice caviously, as they went
downstairs. New boys at a big school like Greyiriars generally
showed some giina of nervonsness, or ot least of being subdued.
There waa vory little of that sort about Tom Brown.  Grayiriors
might have belonged to him, and the whole county might
have bean hia private eatate, to judge by his easy monner,

“ I wan going to give you a few tips, as you've come such a
long way," Wingate remarked, * about getting on hers, and
holding your own, But it scems to me that vou are able to
look nitor yourself pretiy well.™

U I've usually boon able to do s0,"" assented Tom modestly.

* Well, you don't secm very dewnhearted, anyway.”

" T'm never downhenrted.

“ Good! You seem to have made friends already, too”

“Yes; jolly decent chapa they scem, ton,” said Tom DBrown
heartily, " T Like Greyfeinra. I say, U'm really sorry I biffed
you with the feoter. Ay Inck scema to be out.”

' Oh, that's ell right,"” said Wingate. "' I should recommend
w little more cure in the future, as all the prefecta here aren't
s pood-tempered ss T am.”

"I hope they all haven't had as much practice at kicking
goala as you seem to have had,"” Tom Brown remarked,

Wingato laughed, and stopped at Mr. Queleh’s door and
tapped. He opened the deor, and sipned to Brown to go in,

* Horp is the now boy, sir.

* Thank you, Wingate,"

And Torn Brown entercd the Form-master's study, to go
Hirgugh the winal ordeal of 8 new hoy., But he went through
it calmly and coolly emcupgh. Mr. Queleh found him * all

there,” and the new boy quite satisfied him. The Form-
mazter referred to a list on his desk
“Ah! You will go into Neo. 2 Study, Brown,"” ho said.

“There are only two boys in that study at present, and thero
will be ample room for you,”

* Thank yon, sir,” said Tom,

And he withdeew from the Form-masier's study. He went
pliwly back to the Romeve quarters.  He was disuppointed. at
not being put into No, 1 or Mo, 13, but he knew that ho eould
not arpgue about the mobter with the Form-master. Exigencies of
space dotormined the matter az fur as Mr. Quelch was concernod.

* Hallo, halle, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the Now
Zealander cama info No. 1. ™ Get through all right ™

* Right as rain, thanks!"

* Do you know which atudy yon are zoing into 1

* Mr. Quolch says Noo 2.7

There was a general falling of facea.
round enduiringly.

“I'm ozorry not to be with some of you chaps,” he remorked.
Y But i3 there anything up agninst No. 2 Stwdy 1"

THE MaGseT Lisiary.— No. Bb.
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Tom Brown looked

“ It's Buletrode's room.”

* Bulstrode ? "'

“ ¥os, the big chap you saw In the tuckshop—the chap who
was-japing Bunter.”

“ He's a beagt | " remarked Bunter.

“ Well, it can’t be helped,” remarked Harry Wharton, * It
may be poesible to change later, if you don't get on with
Bulstrodse, You'll find Hazeldene, the other fellow in there,
all right. If your things have come from the station, you may
a3 well gat installed there, and we'll lend you a hand.”

" Right-ho !

Tom Brown's box was in the dormitory. His books and

personnl belongings—including a Rugby footer—wers unpacked,
and the chums of the Remove helped him to convey them to
No. 2 Btudy.

They were El’lﬁﬂ ed thus when Bulstrode came in.

The Remove uﬁjr looked a little surprised at seeing so many
fellows in his study. and he looked at them with considerabla
disfavour.

* Having a party here *" he asked.

" We're helping Brown shove his things in”

Bulstrode atared.

* Blow Brown and his things, What the dickens is he shoving
them into my study for "

** He's to come in here."

Bulatrode grunted.

“*Dh, hang! Blessad if I zee why he should be shoved in
here, There sre other studies up and down the passage,
witiiout bothering me with the bounder.”

Tom Brown's eyea plearnad. It was not go much the worda
as the way thoy were utlerad, that angered him. Bulstrode
seemed to be going quite out of his way to be, as offensive as

possible.

* Well, it won't he any more pleasant for me than for you,
if that’s n gpecimen of your manners,” snid the New Zealander,
* I shall feel a great deal s if 1 were shoved into & cage ab tho
Zoo with a bear.”

Bulstrode glared st lam.

“ Do you know who you're talking tot” he demanded.
B It:'l you're not jolly civil, you'll go out of this study on your
neek, "

" Hatg 1 M

Y What 7"

“ And many of them "

Bulstrode made a movement towards the New Zealander.
Harry Wharton guietly stepped into hiz woy.

* None of that, Bulstrode,” he said quictly. * If vou make
vourself dizagrecable to a new chap whos just come from a
diatant country, vou'll hear of it ! "’

*0Oh, let him eomn on,” sald Tom.

* You're not poing to fight him, Brown., You can do that
Iater, if you like; but you don't want n fight on your hands
the first ovening at Greyiriars.  DBulstrode 1z poing to behave
himself, or clse he's going to get a Form licking that he won't
forget in 8 huarry.™

The Remove bully forced a Iaugh.

* Keep your wool on,’ he said. I don't want a row.”
* Heep off the grass, then!"
Angd Bulsirode grunicd and was gilent,
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
More Woe for Bunter:

ILLY BUNTER looked inte No. 2 Study Iater In the
evening. Bulstrodo was sitling there, in the arm-chair,
with hia feet on the fender, reading, Bunter blinked
at him owver the top of the chair,

“1 say, Brown——"

Bulstrode grunted.

“ I say, Brown, I wanted to speak to you very particularly.
I couldn’t do it while all these fellows were about, and I wanted
to eateh you when Bultrode wasn't hers,”

The Remove bully grinned.

The shortsighted Owl of the Remove evidently mistock him
for the chum from New Zoanland, who had, 83 8 matter of fast,
gone cut with Harry Wharton & Co,

As Bulstrode waz rather eurious to Inow what the Owl
wished to say to Brown, which he—Bulstrode—was not to hear,
he said nothing, and allowed Billy Buntor to rattle on,

“ I say, Brown, you mipht stop reading for & minute. I
wanted to warn you apgainst Bulstrode. He's & rotter! He's
the worst bully in the Remove, and he's EIWEE piaying some
mean trick. ha other chap in this sindy, Hazeldene, isn't
much better. And don't have too mmch to say to the chaps
in my stady. They're no good, though T don't really like to
gay it shout them, I've rather taken a foney to you, and I am
guite willing to ehum up with you.”

Another grunt.

“1 will look after you, and show you the ropes," went on
Billy Bunter, * As for Bulstrode, if he bullies you, I'll make
him sit up. I'm a ripping ventriloquist, you know, and T could
eadily get him into o row by imitating his voice, I've made
fellows sit up like that before. I——"

“ Have you 1" said Bulstrode.

Bunter nearly fell upon the floor aa he recognised the wveice,

:“ gulﬂt—mdu = .

" Yea, you young villain.™

“Oht Gh.rmatll'lgy, Bulstrods a

The burly Removite rose from his chair, and towered over
the startled Owl.

* Bo you want to warn Brown against me—""

“ 0Oh, really, Bulstrode——-"

“ I'm the worst bully in the Remove, am IT"

“I—I1 say '

b i_fm;'“ meke me sit up 1"

“ 'l jolly well make you &it uP. for a start ! " said Bulstrode,
soizing the fat junior by the ¢ollar with one hand, and taking
up & cricket stamp with the other,

Billy Bunter wriggled in hin gras

!}E' Le uIE{'-lp'.“ e

“Why, I haven't touched you wyet!* cried Bulstrode in
disgust.

“Owl Help!™

“ You young besst——""

“Helpt Yow! Help!"'

Bulstrode brought the cricket stump down upon Bunter's
plump person, and Billy yelled in earnest,

“Ow! vow! wow!™

The doer of the study opened. Tom Brown of Taronaki
atood in the doorway, locking on at the scenc in astonishment.
Billy Bunter was hopping round Bulstrode, and the ericket-
sturnp was following I'ia a3 he hopped; and the fat junior
was letting out a yell at every step.

“ Hora, chuck that !’ exelaimed Tom,

Bulstrode glared at him.

“ Mind your own businesg!"

“"Tt I8 my business' said the New Zealander reaclutely.
“You're not going to larrup that kid with o cricket-stump.
Lot him alone,”

* (et out !

" Ruta 1"

" I'lIl larrup him as much as 1 like

“"You won't!"

“"Ow! Help! Yow

* Put that stump down ! .

" (io and eat coke!™

The New Zealander advanced upon Bulstrode. The Remove
bully had to release Bunter to face .

“ Btand back '™ he said thickly., " Youw'll get hurt.”

“ Let thot kid alone, that's all.”

* The worm wants a lieking."

" You've licked him enough, then"

“ Not half enough. 1 e

“ Hore, cut ! ™ exclaimed the New Zealander, pushing Billy
Bunter towarda Lhe door.

Billy Bunter gladly scuttled away, and Bulstrode sprang
forward to stop him. Tom Brown got in the way,

The noxt moment they were grugping one another.

* You confounded end ! saildl Bulstrode, between his teeth.

I'll show you 4

* Go alewl, then!™

Bulstrode struggled hard Lo threow his opponent. But Tom
Brown's arms were round him with a grip like thai of bands of
irom.
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Surprisec was as great as rc:g;e in the face of the Remove bully.

The New Zealander looked active and strong, but Dulstrode
I:}ua:.d never dreamed that strength like this weas hidden in his

imbs.

The Remove bully gave up trying to throw him, and tried
to release himeelf ; but he found that equally bmpossible.

The grip round him was closing tighter and tighter, and it
seamed to Bulstrode that his breath would soon be ent off.

He fought hard for liberty ; but he could not relax that grip,

The smiling faco of Tora Brown locked Into hia. Tho New
Zoalander was breathing a hittle hard, but otherwise showed no
pign of atrain.

" Had enough * " he said pleasantly,

" Hang youl”

" Very well™ The grip tightened.

Bulstrode gasped for hreath, and collapsed in the iron grasp.

* Let go, you beast 1"

“ Had enough 1"

“ ¥ea; hang voul™

" OWill Jou make it pax "

“ No!™ roared Bulstrode.

“ Good!* Tighter and tighter grew the vice-like grip,

“"Ow! Legpo!™

“Will you make it pax I "

“No! Yes!l”

“1 don’t want & fight on my first evening at Greyirfars”
smiled the New Zealander. ' Bad [orm, you kmow. Make
it pa_}-:--]' think that’s what you call it-—till to-morrow at least.™

L1 ":!3\-‘.

Tom Brown's arms dropped to hiz sides. Bulstrode staggered
to a ehuir, and aat down in a collapeing heap,

" You—wvou beast !

“* Borry.  You would have it.”

“ I'lIl lick you for that to-amorrow,™

The New Zealander laughed,

" Right-ho! LNl be Ha{lﬁ;

Bob Cherry looked into the study.

‘" Have you got that footer, Browney 17"

Y Bha'n't ba & minute"

Well, hurry up !

And Bob Cherry departed. Toin Brown laoked into & box,
and picked out a Hu football, Then he left the study,
without another word to Bulstrode,

Rilly Bunter waa waiting for him in the passage. He pulled
the New Zealander by the sleeve.

* I say, Brown—it ia Brown, isn’t it 7"

“¥es: what do you want I "

* I want to spealt to you very particularly, T want to warn
you apguinat g

“That's all right. Thanks; I'm in a hurry”

“Yee, but T want—-—"

“I've got to get to the dormitory.
Rughby."

* Oh, really. Drown! Wait a minute. Look here, I'm short
of money——"

** Horry : it's not my fault.”

“T didn't say it was; but this i3 how the maiter stands.
I'vo got n postal order coming by the first post in the morning,
but I'm short of tin fo-night., Will you let me have five boly
and have it back to-morrow morning 1"

* ¥ega, hern you are.

Tom Brown—who did not know Billy Bunter yet—passed the
ghillings into hizs hend, and hurried on. Bily looked ob the
aliining shillings, hardly able to believe his ¢y¢s. Bunter was
e mereiless borrower ; but all the fellowa at CGreyfriars know
him too well to lend him money. A new boy al Greyiiars
wis nlways a windiall to Dunter; he generally contrived to
mnke & pood deal out of him before the hapless new-corace
discovered his little ways.

Bunter blinked at the five shillings, and blinked after Tom
Brown. Then he ran after the New Zealander,

“ Brown! I say, Brown!"

“ Can't stop! ™

“But I eay—it’s important !

“Rorry ! And the New Zealander ran on to the stairs
leading up to the Rermove dormitory. Bunter put on a
desperate spurt, and overtook him on the stairs.

“"T—I #zay, Brown, just a sceond ! ™
He grabbed the New Zeslander Ly the jachet, and stopped
him. “Tom Brown lpoked round impstiently.

“ Buck up! what do you want ¥ " )

“ The—the postal order T'm expeecting to-morrow 12 for ten
shilling. Can you let me have the other five now ¥ That will
really be eashing the postal order inm advance.™

* Borry—no 17

“ But I say '

“Botst"

And the New Zealand junior jerked himself away and dashed
on. Billy Bunter made a jump after him, migsed his footing,
arel rolled down the stuirs, i
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0w ! yow ! auw ™

Bunter bumped ot the bottom of the stairs. He had thrown
ont his hands wildly to eatech at the banistera, and the shillin
had flown in every direction. Bunter sat up and groped for hia
glozeea, whicl hind slid off his nose.

“Dw! Groo! Where are my glasses 1"

* I'll help you look for them,"” said Snoop of the Remowve, come- .

ing up. Bunter jumpsad up st onee.  He knew the sneak of the
Komove, and he did not think that the scattered shillings wers
aafe with Snoop there.

Snoop grinned. The traces of the paint were still visible
about hiz ears. He had heard the clink of fsnlling money.

“ It's all right, Snoopey : you neadn't wait,"' gasped Buentor,

** Have you dropped any monoy T

“"No. 0Oh, no’t

" Bure 1™

" Quite sure,” aaid Bunler, who was parclicolarly anxioua
tllllu.t- E?mpshﬂu!d not help him to look for the shillings.  ** That'a
all right.”

s Tgthnught. I heard soms money full."”

EL nh‘ nﬂ."

; " Good ! suid Snoop. “ Then this boblet doesn’t belong
o you.

He picked up one shilling, and then another. He rould seo
themn easily encugh, while Billy Bunter was still groping for lus
apectacles,

Runter gave o yell of alarm.

*“ Herg! “I'hat money’s mine, Sooop!t "™

“ How can it be yours ' " said Snoop, picking up a third

ahilling, * You told me just now that you hedn't dropped
BN 1II
?‘rImI meant-—-—"
“ By George! here's another,”
“ It's mine,"
i ;E#H Another atill! I'm in Tuck—I've found just five
O -.1I
“It's minn! I just dropped it

“ You told me you hadn’t drapped any.”

“That was becavsp--because - ="

“T'l tell you what," said Snoop generously. & We'll have
a feed with this five bob, and you shall have as mouach as I have.”

Bunter glared at him,

" Why, you rotter, that's mine! TEs all mine! ™

“Bosh! How could it be yours when you didn't drop
An !. H
‘ I did <trop it ! " yelled Bunter.

"' You're Iying now, or else you were l}rinf then," gaid Snoop.
“You can't expect me to believe you. Look here, you can
come and share p fecd at Mrs, Mimble's with thiz tin, or you
can go without., Take your choige.”

Bunter glared —but glaring was pseless. Snoop had too much
Eﬁrﬂnt-nr}r for an indignant glare to make any ditfercnce to

i

“ Yov—you rotter, Snoop!"™

anoop chuckled.

““Areé you comingt"

" Ye.g-es, T auppose an."

And Billy Bunter went, on the principle that half a loal was
better than ne bread. Tt was & very good feed in the tuck shop,
and every penny of the five shillings was expended ; but it
was Snoop who conawmed the lion's share,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The First Rughy Match of the Season.

TGM BROWN burst into the Remove dormitory with the
Rughby ball under his arm. Harey Wharton & Co. were
thers, with Ogilvy, Morgan, Elliott and several otler

fellowa of the Remove. It was petting late in the even-
ing ; but the propezition to have s little Rughy in the donn, had
been hailed with acclamation,

Mark Linley had played Bugbhy ot home in Lancashire, and
Morgan in Wales ; gut- they were the only Removites besides
Brown who knew anything to speak of about the game. Dut
the reat were willing to learn.  And it was fun, anyway.,

Y Here he is!" ewclnimed Harry Wharton, a8 the New
Zealander came . Now, then By

ik L;I'IE up_n

" The line-upfulness s terrific.””

" How many of vou can play Rugper *"" asked Tom Brown.

“"Two,"” said Wharton ; ** Linloy snd Morpan.  We all have
a pretby good idea of it, thouph

" Good ! Form owp the sides.
aule, and I the obher,”

" Right you are,”

The zides were apon formed, Coals wers arranged at oppomsite
ends of the dermitory., The ball wias kicked off, and the some-
what peculinr mutech commenced. The footor field waz rather
incommodad by lucia and boxez and washstands, buat there
was a grent deal of exeitement in dedging the obatacles,
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The fan was zoon fast and furicus,

Hurrea Jamsot Ram Singh, always thoughtinl, had kicked off
hiz boots, to malke lews noise; but he rather regretted Ina
thoughtfulness in the first serum, when Bob Cherry trod on his
feet,

Eol Cherry's boots were of a good size, and he had not re.
moved them.

The unfortunate nabob squirmed out of the serum and relled
on the floor, asswmning & remarkaeble attitude, a3 he tried to
clasp both feet at once in his hands, i

“Man hurt " shouted Nugent, blowing a cab whistle
" Btop thoe game ! ™

They crovided round the Indian.

“ Hurt, Inky "

* Where is the pain "

“Ow! Ow! In my esteemed feet.” groaned the Nabob of
Bhanipur. *' The angust boota of the honourable Cherry cams
down upon them with an estesmed cosh,™

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

" I thought I folt something under my feet,” anid Bob Cherry.

*“Ho, ha, ha ! ™'

* The hurtfulnesa is terrifie.”

LT} Eﬂ”}"'! 'Eru“ H’E-ﬂ—""'—'”

** It im all right. I will take o short restiulness on my esteomeod
bed, and will watch the playiulness of the game."

And the Tndian climbed to the comparative safety of a bed,
and ant there nursing his damaged toes while the pune was
resumed,

Nohody, after that, followed the nahbob's example of remav.
ing his boots. The consequence was that there was o considers
able din in the Bemove dormitory,

Aa the Remove studies were undernenth, it did not mattor ao
much ; had & Sixth Formsroom been below there would have
been an angry prefect on the seone in a very fow minutes. DBut
the neise renched many oars, and among them, the ears of
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth.

While the Rughy match proceeded in the Remove dormitory.
o crowd of Uppor Fourth fellows gathered in the poasage out-
side, and Temple opened one of the doors slightly to peep in
and sea what waa gong on.

Tho Romovites within were fur too busy to aes that,

Temple grinned at the sight that met his eyes, The He.
movites were swaying and serambling in a decidedly irregulae
serum, and scomed to have beon transformed in a huge heap of
legs and feet.

" They're playing fooler,” said Fry, in wonder.

' Oh, rather ! ™ aaid Dabney.

" Check ! Footer in the cvening—indoors! ™

" Oh, the Remove have cheek enough for anything ! "said
geott. ' They'll have Quelch or a prefect up hers suon,”

“* We had better interfere, I think,"” snid Temple, gravely,

*“ Goml ! They want o licking."

“Heold en! You remomber the littln game bthey played
with ua this afternoon *  This looks like a chance of tit for tat.”

44 G!}EH] {hﬂﬂ I LE]

* Wait till the bhall comes near the door, and I'll eut in and
collar it,"” whispered Temple. " We'll make the Remove sing
grmall this time.™

The Fourth-Formers grinned glecfully.

The afiair of the [cothall of the afterncon was still rankling
very sorely in their memorics, and they were eager to give the
Remove tit for tat,

Templa pushid the door a littlo wider open, and the Upper
Fourth fellows watehed their opportunity.

The Removites had no idea they wers there. They were too
buay. The informal Bughy match was growing very exciting,

Tom Brown had the ball, and was making & run up the foeld,
and Mark Linley had tackled him.

Brown ﬂt.mggiﬂd desperately to pet away from the Lancashire
Iad, but Mark’s tackle Brought him down—with & bump thot
was rather painful. The floor of the Remove dormitory was
harder than the ground of the football field.

Tom Brown to Harry Wharton before he went down,
and Harry caught the ball; but he wos tockled and bowled
over by Bob Cherry tha next momont, throwing the ball to-
wards Nugent, whe was near Lthe door.

Nugent wasn't rﬂdﬁ for the pass, and the ball missed him
and swooped against the wall near the door, dropping within a
fow feet of Templo,

That was Temple’s opportunity,

He dartod into the roomm and l;in'lmd up the ball in a twinkling,
nnd was out again inlo the posaags before & hoand could bo
raiged to atop him.

Bob Chorry gave o wild yell.

“ Hallo ! halle ! hallo! Wiho's that 1"

Tomple & Co"'

* Upper Fourth rotters!”

* They've got our ball! "

* after them! ™

Harry Wharton leaped up and rushed to the door. After
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him in a stream went the Removites. The game had come to
& sudden terminzbion. It was & %estimﬂ now of dealing with
the Upper Fourth, and recovering Tom Brown's ball.

The Bemovites rushed into the passage,

" After them 1" yeiled Wharton.

" Come on ! " shrieked Tom Brown.

And down the passage with a rush went the juniors. Temple
& Co. were well ahead, Temvple with the oval ball under his arm
making for the stairs.

The Fourth-Formers dashed down the stairs, with the Lower
Fourth hot on their track. Wherton, Tom Brown and Bob
Cherry slid down the banisters at lightning speed, and reached
the hottom at the sume time as the raiders,

They hurled themselves upon Temple.

But the odds were against them, and they were dragged off
and rolled over, and the raiders left them gasping.

Down the Hemove passage went Temple & Co., shouting
vietory,

But the gin had brought Removites from all guarters, and
the passage abhead was blocked.  Stott and Skinner and Huasell
and Trevor and half a dozen more of the Remove had poured
cut of their studies, and the retreat of the Upper Fourth to
the'r own quarters was cut off.

With Femovites before, and Removites behind, Temple & Co.
were in doanger of losing the captured trophy, and getting =
tremendous Heking into the bargain.

* Slop themn ! roared Wharton.

Temple snnpped his teath.

* Come on ! Rush the bounders ! ™

The Fourth rushed on. There was n serimmage in the
passage, but more and more Removites joined in, and the
prirsuers were on the scene now. Temple & Co. had all their
work eut oul to hold their own., They were driven up to the
encd of the prssage by overwhelming numbers, and penned up
there against the doors of the box-room and No. 13 Study.

There they made o last stand.

Temple was still clutehing the footer, determined not to give
it up; and the Hemoviles gave himn their chief attention,

* Got him ! shouted Bob Cherry, throwing his arms round
Temple's neck in a most affectionate way, ° Collar the footor! ™

Temple wrenched himasell away, and went with o bump
agninst the door of Mo, 13.

The door flew open, and Temple rolled helplessly into the
stndy, with Bob Cherry rolling over him,

Hemovites and Upper Fourth rushed and rolled in after them.
nul in a second the study was erammed with fighting, strug-
gling forms,

The room wos a good size, for a junior study, but there was
no space for the exeited combatants whe poured inta it,

They bumped against the table, and sent it flying—and they
bumped on the bookense, and brought it over with = erash.

[n the nidst of upset furniture, scattered books and popers
and flowing inkpotz, the struggle went on with undiminished
vigour,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Turned Qut,

" g UCIC up, Remove ! ™

B “ Boek it to 'em 1"

“0On the ball!™
" Hurray | ™

The din in the erammed study waa greater than it had been
in the dormitory above., And the scéene was one of indescrib-
able eonfusion,

Temple and Bob Cherry stagpored into the window, and an
clbow crashed through the panea. An execited youth dragged
the ashpan fromy undor the grate, and ecattered the contenta
over the Removites—his ewn friends gettiug as rmch of the
nzhes, however. Fry had Ogilvy on the floor, pouring ink over
hiw head, The juniors were so excited with combat that, as a
matter of fact, they hardly knew what they were doing,

Temple was still holding on to the ball. TFry and Dabney
and Seott rallied round bim, and their friends were hurled forth
irom the study. DBut the four still held together, and now they
were penned in a corner, with the Kemove hermming them in,

They were backed up agrinst the wall which scparated the
studly from the box-room—n thin wall of lath and plaster, of no
great strength.  As the Removites rushed vpon them, and the
Fourth-Formers wera bumpedd heavily apainst the wall, thers
wis an ominous erenking. The excited juniors did not notice it.

* Gimme that ball t ™

“ Ratat

Harry Wharton closed with Temple.

They whirled to and fro, and went with a bump on the wall
o3 the Rempvites crowded forward to collar the last defenders.

Cragh !

A huge pap appeared in the wall, and there was o crashing of
falling luths and w wild tearing of paper.

Tenpla and Wharton, still in one another’s grip, went reeling
through the gap, and three or four juniors bumped helplessly
efter them.

“ My only hat ! " gasped Nugent.

(1} HEIF i LB

Harry Whorton stagpered up. The feotor was in his grasp
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ot last. He ftozzed it to Tom Brown, and the New Zealander
caught it.
“ We've got it 1™
“* Hurray ' "

“ My hat! there'll be a row abovt this ! " pasped Wharton,
“ No hiding a thing like that. Fancy the rotten wall giving
way. It must have been very weak !

o X Rﬁiten E" said Bob Cherry, " 1 wonder if we could pateh
it np

Temple staggered to his fect.  He was dishevelled and dusty
and exhausted, but the prospect of a serious row over the
burst wall put an end to the scrimmage,

' I—I'm gorry ! e panted.

Y Can't be helped. We shall have to faecc the musie,” anid
Whm;:.-:m, with a shrug of ithe shoulders, * You [cllows clear
out !

“Cave !

" Here’s Quelch!™

" Oh ! Now look out for hurricones ! "' murmured Bob Cherry,
" This is where the row begins, my beloved 'earars,”

Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove, stood in the doorway.

He seemed transfixed by what he saw,

Tha jl,'l!'.l.i.{;ll'!'-} atood silent, dusty, disordered, and waited for the
storm o breale,

"It ig, I presume, what you coll a ‘rapg.'™ gaid Mr. Quelch,
* 1 must make vou learn somehow that a ' rag® must be I:eg:
within bounds. I shall punish you all most severely, W
started this strupgle 77

There was no reply,

Mr. Queleh waited & fovwr momenta, and then went on,

“Very woll; I will take it that you are equally to blamey
Your pumshment will be equal, then, You will all come to
my ﬂtrugy before bedtime, snd receive six ocuta each with the
CATIE, ou will do a hundred lines of Virgil ench to-morrow,
Brown, sz a new boy, iz excused the caning, but he will do the
linest ™

** ¥ea, gir,” aoid Harry Wharton.

" You will take your property out of thia study, Chorry,”™
gald Mr. Quelch. "It cannot be oceupied again until it
been repnired, which may take some time,"”

" Yea, sir.”

" You will go back to yoeur previcoua guarters in the interval
Perhaps the discomivrt of overcrowded quarters will make you
realise the necessity of keeping order. Now disperse at once."

Mr. Queleh stalked away, and the juniors dispersed.

Templa grinned at Wharton as he went.

Y Well, it was [un, anyway,” he aaid,
we'll lick you eheeky kids another time.”

Bob Cherry looked round the wrecked and dismantled study
with a glance of repret. He had grown sttached to his guartera
in No, 13,

" Well, I shell have to come back into No. 1 with you for a
bit, Wharton,” he remarked : " ond Wun Lungz will go baelk
with Bulstrode, and Mark with Russcll and Lacy—till this
room is repaired. No, 13 Study is wiped ofi the list for o bit,
and- I'm willing to admit that No. 1 18 top study--so long as
I'm in it.”’

* And after,” grinned Nugent,

“ Oh, no; when I get back into No, 13, No, 13 will be top
eiudy again,' said Bob Cherry, cheerfully.

“ Rata! It never was top study.”

" Look here, Nugent!™

" Look here, Bob Cherry! ™

Harry Wharton interposed.

" Don't hegin another row now, for goodness’ sake ! ™ he
exelaimed. * We've had cnough of that [or one evening.
Let's go and get a wash, so that we can look decent to take our
Jicking from Quelch.”

Wheertor f,q;,ppe-r_l, Mom PBrown on the shoulder. The Newr
Zeanlander had a swollen nose and s black eye, but lie grinned
ot Wharton with perfect good tempor,

“ You're getting an exciting first day at Greyfriars, Brown,"

“ Yes, rather—but I like it! " grinned Tom Brown.

The juniors took their respeetive lickings wmanfully, and
listened with grent meekness to some strong remarks Mr. Quelch
made gn the unraliness of the Remove. They went up to the
dormitory that night with Li.ng]il:g Im.'lum, ut fnnling q:lit&
sutisfied with themselves for keeping their end up against the
Upper Fourth.

The next day Bob Cherry rezsvimed his old quarters in No. 1
Study, amd the Famous Four were united again, and for g
time nothing more was heard of the burpming guestion sz Lo
which was top study in the Remove,

i3

“It's pex now]

THE ENIM
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A EBohool Tale of Frry Wharton & Ceo.
By Frank Richapds,



4 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY D@ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "gieM

A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

by his noiseless, catlike tread, it was evident that he had

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhurst through the
treaohery of his step-brother, Ion, and enllsts in the Wessex
Regiment under the name of Chester. Unfortunately for
Honald, Ian joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Sergeant Bagot and Private Foxey Williams, does his
best to further disgrace Ronald, The unserupulons Dagot,
however, gets caught in his own toils, and is publicly
degrnded to the ranks,. Mad with rage ond hate he
snatehes up & rifle and jams a live ecartrldge into the
breech, glaring murderonsly at Ronald the while. There
is a shout of alarn from the whole barrack-room.

(Xow go on with the srory.)

A Terrible Ordeal.

Ronald, the [irst to realise that Bagot was beaide himself,
for they were atanding eye to eye, stood white as marble
but steady as a statue,

Two bed-cota separated him from Bapot. Tle was won-
dering how ho could clear these quickly enough to grip
the muzzle of the weapon before the maﬁrnhn could swing
if fo his shoulder; but, while wondering, he never removed
his gaze from the other’s face for an instant.

There 13 a strange power in the human eve, so it is spid—
power to shake, to unnerve, and ultimately to quell. It
was 4 slender hope to eling to, but for Ronald there seemed
pothing else, until someone roused himself to come to his
rescue. One move on his own part, or even an ill-timed
rush by his comrades might precipitate his fate.

Cilick! Clack! The breech had closed. Bagot's chance
had come. His victim stood upright and defenceless not
twelve feet from him, and he was one of the bost rifle-
shots in the battalion. He could scarcely miss him if he
tried. He roised the muzzle of the rifle, his cheek szank
slowly to the butt, and bis right eye glinted along the sights
as he took his devilish aim.

And still no one in the room had stirred, and not a
finger was rased to help.

The perspiration stood in ity dew on Ronald's forchead.
His lips were parched and dry. Ho would have moistened
them with his tongue, only he feared that the least move-
ment on his part might break the slender spell on which
all his hope of life was resting,

“J shall count “three,”" said Bagot thickly.
threa—"’

A shudder ran round the room, and some closed their
eves, expecting a sharp report to follow.

“Just like that,” added Bagot, with & maniacal chuckle,
enjoying the ferror e was inspiring—* just like that,
Chester.  One, two, three, and then our score will be settled.
Get ready ! Wait for the word three, remember!”

E‘IE} sjnr?-rir:-: as 1f he were msbrucling some squad on parade.

ne !

(in the other side of Bagot a man had steoped forward
suddenly on the cot on which he was sitting. ¥t was the
only promise of help in the wholo room. Ronald did not
“Efrfi-.“ﬁ gaze to ses who it was, or what he was doing.

Tt !n

The man berond had crept forward, still erouching, and,
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waited to remove his heavy boots. Swiftly he had closed in
on Bagot from behind, vet moved without a sound.

he ex-sergeant's jaw tightened as he steadied his rifie
for the final aim. is lipz curved to spesk the fatal word.
Then the crouching figure behind straightened, and sprang
upon his shoulders. .

Bagot was Aung forward on his face, dashed to the floor
by the sudden impact. The rifle clattered from his startied
fingers, but, fortunately, did not explode.

Tho next instant Ronald had cleared the two cots botween
lika a hurdler, and had rushed to his comrade’s assistance.
ét 1.1;:]:;5 to Tony Truscott that he owed his escape from cortain

cath,

The struggle was short and sharp. Bagot, breathless and
half stunned as he was, fought like a tiger. Then suddenly
his head dropped back, and he lay limp i their arms.
There was foam upon his lips, his jaws were clenched like
a viee, and his eyes rolled in their seekets.

“ Halla, whats all this"” asked Coelour-sergeant Jones,

atering the room saddenly, and surveving the huddled
group upon the Avor, and the scarod faces of the men
H!'EI.TIL{E!'IE by

here was no non-com. prosent, as it happened, and
Wo. 4 section kopt silence, esch walting for someono olso
to make the terrible accusation of attempted murder,

All eves turned naturally t? Ronald, now kneeling besido
fne man who, only ten seconds ago, was about to shoot him
down where he stood, defonceless. Bagot’s head was pillowed
upon hiz elbow, and he was wiping the froth bubbles from
tho blue lips with his own handkerchief. .

“Who is that tying there?” demanded the Flag, coming
forward. “ What has happened ?"

“It's Bagot, poor chap ! answered Ronald, thrusting tho
fallen rifle out of sight with hia foot. “ I think he has been
taken with a fit. Tony "—he caught his reacuer’s eye jusk
in time to stifle the revelations which he could see were on
the point of being blurted oui—* get me some water, old
ckap; and somebody reach me down a blanket for 2 pillow.”

Tony looked at Menald, paping with amazement; but 1t
needed only one glance to sce that Ropald's mind was made
up, and that he mecant to suppress the news of Bapot's
dustordly erime if he could.

The rest wore as bowildered as ho, but they had the sonse
to hold their peace. While Tony dashed off for a bowl of
water, others lent & hand to liit the wretched man on to
his bed.

“It's a caso for hospital, that's evident,” said the colour-
sergeant, “Is Corporal Kedge not here? Then, Chester,
vou had better stay in charge. I°ll report the matter as I
wss.  After you've seen to that, come to me, on that matter

was speaking to you about yesterday.”

The colour-sergeant went out as Tony returned. Ronald
gripped his rescuer’s hand in silent gratitude. Then he
ronched under the bed, where he had kicked DBagot's rifle,
and, opening the breech-bolt, took out the round of ball-
cartridge, shipping 1t into his pocket. ) .

“ Now, loock here, you fellows,” he said l.llf]ﬂ_:r, tarming
ke his comrades, who had gathered round, “1if it is anyone’s
business to suy anyvthing about this unfortunate affair, it is
mine. Personally, I mean to keep my lips sealed absolutely
u}::un the matter, end I hope and expect that you will do
the same.

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



“I Poor Bagot here"—he turned to the rigid form upon
the bod—* has had a rough time of it of late. Tt may have
been his own faulf, but it has been s cruel and bitter tine,
all the same. Goaded, finally, beyond endurance by your
chaff, his brain became unhinged for the moment, and he
was no longer responsible for his actions. Remember that,
and be merciful. When he recovers, it may be that his
mind will be an uwtter blank so far as this mncident is con-
corned. If =0, well and good. I shall betray nathing by
word or sign, and I trust that you will do likewise, it not
for his sake, at any rate, for mine.” _

A murmur, half of m,fmirutiﬂn, half of resentment, that
one so guilty should go unpunished, was suppressed as the
door upencd{' and two hospital orderlics came in.

was lifted on to the stretcher and ecarried away,
atill insensgble, and Ronald followed, to depart in search
of his colour-sergeant.

“%Well, I'm jiggered ! snid somcone, as the door closed.
“"Bon’t he fairly take the biscuit?”

“tAnged tf I don't think 1f Bagot had blown his head off
he wouldn't just have agid, ‘Sorry, old chanp, my fault
entirely ! Don't mind me? " added Mouldy Mills

“'B'%s & marvel—n puffick marvel ! agreed Hookey.

Meantimo, the object of this whole-hearted admiration
hndt been conducted by Colour-Scrgeant Jones beforo hia
captain.

Tan Chenys huppenmi to be engazed In conversation with
Captain Carthew "as they Eute_rmf

“ Ah, Private Chester! 1 hear from Colour-Sergeant
Jones that you are anxious for promotion, and are ready
to take a lance-stripe itn Wo. 4 section,” said the captain.

Thiz was nows to Ian., He could secarcely conceal his
consternation and petty spite that good fortune should have
fallen to his stepbrother so eariy. The half-smothered
exclamation which rese to his lips made Captain Carthew
turn in mild surprise.

“1 was contemplating recommending Private Chester for
the rank of acting lance-corporal, Mr. Chenys, I take it
you have no objection to offer?” :

I, sir 1" exclaimed Ian, with a deprecating laugh, which
only added to the unmistakable venom of his tome. *Oh,
no, sir; not if you have decided already. Porsonally, how-
evar, from what I know of this man, I should scorcely have
recomnmended him for promotion. He 13—

“Yeas, go on,” said Captain Carthew, looking up and
porceiving Lieutenant Bob halted in the doorway.

“Oh, well, I have no desire, of course, fo appear as if
I wore trying to blacken Private Chester's prospects,” said
Ian lamely, dropping his cves under the basilisk gleam of
Lieutenant Bob's eyeglass.

“"But go on, pleaso. Vou have something to say, Mr.
Chenys, and T must insist that vou say it,” persisted Cap-
tain Carthew coldly.

“Yery good, then, sir relorted lan, in desperation.
“I should say he was a dirty and slovenly seldier, unreliabla
and ||lauburcilnutc, and the centre of every riotous outbreak,
of which we have had so many of late. I would draw vour
attention, too, sir, to the fact that, though he has only
bogn in the Service a foew months, he has not a clean
defaulter.sheot.”

“¥ou refer, of coursze, in the mysterions affair that night
in the fog, Chenys " said Lieutenant Bob.

Ian scowled baclk st him across the room.

‘“Ah, 1 h&p!‘mli to have stumbled upon the truth of that
little business,”" continued Bob Fairly., “If T may venture,
sir'—to Captain Carthew—*1 should like to say that [
dga::lm* think that that should be allowed fostand in Chester’s
m PF’

Ronald, who had: turned pale with shamie and angor af
this perfidy of his own flesh and blood, shot a grateful glance
in his hiegtenant’s diraction.

Captain Carthew looked from one to the other, and then
coughed drily.

“You will attend to-morrow morning at the orderly-room,
Private Chester. Meantime, I will recommend your name
to the colonel. You can go.”

Ronald retircd on the heels of the coloursergeant. A
minute later Ian emerged, livid with rage, and made for
his guarters.

“* What time was it Jou arranged for me to meet that
Palish wrestling chap?” he demanded of Foxey, who was
busy laying out a suit of mufts for his master.

“Any time after five-thirty,"” was Foxey's reply. “1 told
him you were a gent who was anxious to take a few lessons
in wrostling, and he scomed Frhee:inua glad to have the
chanee, Faet is, that lickin' Chester gave ‘i has just
about put the tin hat on his career as o champion. All ‘is
contracts at other 'alls have been cancelled, they tell me,
and 'ere he iz stranded in Woolchester, broke to the wide.
'B's as "appy as a lark about it. All 'e’s longin' for now
iz to mect our voung friend 50 that "o ean fall on "is neck
amd kiss "im-—T don't think ! )

Tan uttered a nervous laugh at this.

“Well, we'll sen if we can't arrange an opportunity,” he
szid, a5 he doffed his regimentals. " Any other news
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Lieutenant Bob geis another Clue, and Gussie Smythe
réegaing his Liberty.

It was Mra. Conger’s At-home that afternoon, so that the
carriage containing the two young ludies whose toy terrier
Rough and Ronald had rescued between themm was not the
last to paes the barrack gate.

“ o was a tall young fellow,” said the prettier girl of
the two, describing the encounter later for Lieutenant Bob
Fairly's benefit. ** Fair-skinned and blue-eyed. He spoke,
tﬂﬂ‘, like a gentleman, yet he was only a private."

“Tall, fair-skinned, blue-eyed, private,’”” repeated Bob,
doing his best to give the matter his atlention, but Anding
it difficult with so much beanty before him dazzling hia
senses.  ‘"Tall, blue-skinned, fair-eved. No, sorry, that's
nyy it I'm petting mmixed., Let’s see now. Tall, f'-::u BAY

{

~—fair, and a private. 'm! "Pon my honour, really
don't know who it could be, Miss Cosgrave, but { cou

tnquire.”

Cosprave! No wonder Bonald thought he had scen those
eyes somewhere bofore! They were Cosgrave's to the very
twinkle. Old Cos of tha Coll,, the very best chum he had
ever had in his life. Bo this must be Cosgrave's sister !

Licutenant Bob knew Cosgrave, too  They were old
acquaintances; but Fairly had finished his Sandhurst days
betore either Cosgrave or Ronald had entered.

“But the dog waes his, he said,” persisted Miss Kitty
Cosgrave, while Bob wizhed the man to the deuce. * You
must know the dog, at any rate. Buch a guaint little beast,
dressed up In & red tunie.”

“What, you mean Rough—Guard-room ERough?  And
the maun is his master—eh? Why, of course! Fair hair
and blue eyes. That must be Chester—Raonald Chester 1"

“0h, I don't think that was the namo," said Cosgrave's
gister, with a little note of disappointment.

“"I'm surc of it—that 13, if wo're both hunting the same
fox," said Bob.

“0Oh, T don't mean that! T mean the name of my
brother's preatest chum ot Sandhurst. It was a name like
Challis, 1f I remember right.”

“ Chenys, perhaps,” suggested Bob.

o fﬂss of eourse.  Ilow silly of me to forget!
Chenya™

“Well, that 13 young Chenyz standing over there talking
ta the old parrakeet in the snuff-colonred =ilk. He has just
recently joined from Bandhurst,” said Bob., ]

"Nﬂ}., that’s not the man. He's not a bit like this phote-
graph,” said Cosgrave's zister.

“ Photograph " echoed Lieutenant Bob, wondering what
the dickens all this feminine flutter was about.

“Yes, I ought to have explained, of ecourse. Dick, my
brother, was for ever talking at one time of a great chum
of his at collepe—Ronald Chenys. He was going to bring
him home with him to spend their leave fogether, but
always something stood in the way, At last—thero waa
some mystery about the whele thing, I know—>Mz. Chenys
left Sandhurst, and seon afterwards died. Dick was awfully
et up over if, and he's never spoken of him since. The
poor fellow's photograph hangs in Dick’s room to-day,
though, and what runs in my mind 15 that the men who
came to our rescue this afterncon was the very living image
of that portrait. Ronald Chester, ﬁu said his name was?
Ronald Chester—Ronald Chenys, ey do sound wonder-
fully alike, don’t they ?"" i o

“Ry Jove, they do!” agreed Lisutenant Bob, flicking a
handlerchief cut of his sleave, and falling to polishing his
eyeglass. It was plain that be was interested.

He had always made up his mind that there was some
}nystkﬂlrjf attaching to Chester—in fact, Ronald admitted it

rann .

“Diﬁ this chap Chenys linve a brother?” he asked.

“Yes; but Dick never said much about him. Evidently
he was not guite Dick’s sort. Dick can be 1ar about
his choice of friends, yvou koow," :

“Yes, I know,” snid Licutenant Bob, with something
like a sigh. Coagrave had always regarded him as an
empiy-headed ass, and never took much trouble to disguise
his opinion, o

Bob fixed his moncele in his ¢ye, and took a long lock at
Ian on the othor sido of the drawing-room,

YT wondar now,’” he said s=oftly to himseli—' ves, 1
wonder ! If this theory is correct, it explains a very great
daal.  Lance-Corporal Chester, according to  this, s
T.ieutenant Chenys' brother. He is supposed to be dend—
in fact, he must know himself that everybody is under the
impression he is defunct; yet he chooses to lie low under
an assumed name ag & common Totnmy in the ranks. Why
should he do this?  What can be his metive? T'll pet
Cosgrave to come over some day, and then see what
happens. Or, won't that be poking my nose too much inte
olher people’s business 7't it

A School Tailn of Ho Wharto Co
By Frank El;ghnt*:ls. e

It was
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The advent of Colonel Conger at that instant directed
the conversation to other topics. A lLittle while later, Miss
Cosgrave and her friend took leave of thoir hostess, and
Lieutenant Bob, having duty to attend to, saw the girls
into their carriage. After that he strolled over to his
skipper's quarters, and was just in time, 1t will be remem-
bored, fo hear Ian open the sluice-gates of his mialice on
Ronald's head, in a vain attempt to thwart his promotion.

That evening Ian met the Polish wreatler at the Roshuaclk
Iotel, but what was arranged—if anything was arranged
at all—even Foxey could not discover, try as he would.

At any rate, Pushoffsky announced that for the present
he had decided fo abandon the music-hall stage, and open
a school of wrestling and ju-jitsu in Woolchester; and the
general opinion was that, with so many voung officers with
means guartered close by, he could not have chosen a better
spot for the venture,

Ronald’s appeintment to the rank of lance-corporal
was confirme b{_‘ the colonel in the morning, and ten
minutes later ho had sewn a single “skater ** on his right
eleeve, and was receiving the congratulations of his friends.

But it was *Yes, corporal,” and *No, corporal’ from
this time forth, and the most particular of all to give the
¥oung non-com. the respect due to his rank were Mouldsy,
and Hookey, and Spud, and other veterans, who might well
have been expected to resent the prometion of so young a
led over their heads.

A day or two after, Aufu&;tus Smythe emerged from his
temporary retirement in the Garrison Provost Prison. and
his first act was to go strajght to Ronald and make a hand.
some apology for his cowardly conduet in not taking the

l-tlar?e of his bayonet charge on his own shoulders fram the
BLATE,

Needless to say, Ronald accopted the apology like &
sportsman, and Gussie returned to duty with a light leart.

Hiz "soeven days hard " had been very hard indeed, for
he spent most of that time at shot drill, erank exercise, or
oakum-picking, with brief intervals of relaxation in the
shape of burmishing and holystoning prison bars and floors,
until steel and brass shone like silver and gold, and plank
and stone were like driven snow.

Shot drill consists of picking up = twenty-four-pound
cannon-ball from a small wouden block, advancing five
poces, and setting it down on a similar pedestal placed to
recerve 1t.  The biocks and shot are spaced round in a
citcle. The prisoner waiks five paces to the succeeding one
with empty hands, picks up the shot lying thera, and takes
it on another stage.

He continues this exhilarating pasti
. i e Wi bt ﬁmg pastime for an hour and
minutes at fifteen-minute in-

tervals. At the end of it his
backbone feels as if it had
come  unjointed  in zeveral

places, and all the loose ends
woere joggling the most tander
parts of his anatomy.

ﬂ;‘gnk exercise is even less
exciting. It consists of turn-
ing & handle fixed to the wall
of the cell so many thousand
times & day, the number of
revolutions being recorded on
a dial for the prisoner’s en-
couragement and information.

Ten thousand revolutions—
& common fask—will take a
strong man six or seven hours
to complete, working more
energetically than any organ-

grinder.
[Fussie, however, survived
thiz  miniature purgatory,

amusing himself the while by
devising new and improved
methods for slaughtfering the carry
Provost-Bergeant when he be-
came once more a free citizen,
By the third day he had
invented some hundred and
twoenty . novel and  distinet
forms of torture, any single
dozen of which would have won
‘him fame and fortune as &an
executioner n  the Middle
Ages.  Finally, he discarded
the lot, and returned to his
original scheme, which was a
simple but  effective com-
bination of ju-jitsu, boiling
lead, steel spikes, and petrol.

The Editor, *MAGNET" Library,
2320, Bouverte Street, Fleet Sireet,
| London,wlil beglad to hear from youl.

“Billy Bunter's ¥y
Windfall.” B> o,

Billy the nbiquitous, the Billv of
postal order fame and the hero of
so many cranky notions, achieves
the greatness that does not always
with it honour and distinction.
However, for a brief period Billy
lives on the feasts conjured up by
his fertlle imagination, and his
chums—well, they look and wonder
at his unbouanded cheek.

Oecasionally he would change the topic of his meditations,
and dream of the time when he would Be colonel of the
Wessex Regimént, having been exalted to that rank for
excessive smartness on parade, and dazzling gallantry upon
the feld. .

The modern szoldier, he decided, must have brains, and
be abla to use them. He admired Ronald, for instance,
for his wiliness in extracting the map of the cnemy’s out-
post line from the enemy himself. That was smart and
original, He-—Augustus Smythe—could also be smart and
original if he tried. Hs meant to prove that on tha
oocasion of the next Geld-day.

Gussle’s Bright I1dea,

A field-day was ordered in due course. All the troops
in the distriet were detailed to take part, and some five
battalions of nfantry, & regiment of cavalry, and two
batteries of puns were divided into separate armiss—dubbed
Blue and Red—and marched on to Kit Heath to do battle
with each other.

The Wessex were In the Blucs in more senses than one. It
was a raw and bitter day, the dip in which they halted
was sodden with rain, and there was a Fruspcct of & couplo
of hours of inactivity before they could got on the move
again,

According to the *scheme,” the Blues were an invading
force advancing on Woolchester, and the Beds had thrown
thernselves across their path to intercept them and beat
them back.

B Company was at the head of the Blue advance-guard,
which was supposed to have just arrived.

A few scattered rounds of blank hed alroady announced
that the Blue ** points and flankers™ had tumbled into the
hornet’s nest, and scon they came straggling in to report
that the routs was blocked by an enemy in strong foree.

Scouts were now ordered to bhe despatched to find out all
about the Reds, and where and how they were posted ; and,
to Gussy's jov, Colour-sergeant Jones detailed the left filo
of B Company for its share of this werlk., Gussic was rear-
rank man, and he was ordered forth with his mate to take
Captain Carthew's instructions.

They were only a repetition of what has been stated,
with a reminder to use their oves and their wits, and te
separate and take different routes.

vow, amid his many inventions conceived during oakum-
picking and crank-tarning, Gussie had conceived one simple
device for penerating an enemy's <deiences and 1nmost
accrets.

It was merely to seck out
some neutral collage or farm-
house on the battlelield, Gnd a
friendly labourer who would
lpnd him a suit of clothes for
the price of a drink, and, dis-
guised in these, walk coolly
inte the lien's jaws, examine
all his teeth, and come oul
again to report.

h 3]

~ Buch a cottage as he had
imagined lay (firc-ﬂtEy in his
track. and, with infinite

cunning, he stalked his way
towards it. It was essential
that he should not ke scen to
enter, or the enemy would ba
on the watch fo ses who came

Ducking down behind the
pigsty, he crawled on all-fours
between two rows of straggly
cabbages, and gained the door.
The cottage was empty. FHe
knuckgi coughed, and
stamped, but no ona came.

“Just my luck ! groaned
Crusaie.

“I wonder if I dare?!” ho
asked himself. “The owner
coutdn't eat me, anyway, if T
did borrow a suit, sa long as I
brought it back, and gave him
sixpence besides, My own kit
and rifle would serve as a
deposit, and that would be
worth five times the price of

his duds. I'll chance 16!

{Another Jfostaiment of (his
fine serlal next Tuesday.)
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