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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bllly Bunter has a Little Scheme.
a“ C HRISTMAS!"

* Yes."

“But it 1sn't Christmas yet——"

“I know it isn't,”” said Billy Buonter, sitting
upright in the armchair in No. 1 8tudy in_the Remove
pussage at Greyfriars 1 nover said it was. Dut Christmas
18 Coming—-—"

“ Bao i]fh{-.dtim{h" said Harry Wharton, with a glance at
the clock on the mantelpicce; * and if you talk much lenger,
Bunty, we sha'n't get our prep. dono. Wo've lefe it very
latﬂ as 1t 18"

“ Never mind the prep. ——"
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“ Mr. Queleh will mind in the morning,” said Harry,
laughing. ** MNever mind Christmas, Why, it's some time
vot hefors we break up for the holidays."”

“¥Ves: I know that, and thereforp=——"

“ Oh, cheese it!"" sald Frank Nugent, dipping his pen in
the in%. © You're like the little brook, DBunter—syou go on
for ever.™ .

Bunter blinked at Nugent through his spectacles.  He
was in a4 state of simmering indignation, but he managed
to leep his tomper. It wasn't pleasant for a fellow who waa
making plans for the general happiness of the study to be
sat upon in this way. Dunter was alwayas being sat upon,
but he was always objecting to the process, too. Nugent
suid that some fellows were never satisficd, and Bunter was
one of them. )

“The go-on-for-ever-fulness is terrifie,” murmured Hurree
Jamset Rara Bingh, in his ecxpressive varioty of nglish,
learned under the best tutors in the land of Blanipur. 1%
would bLe an esteemed and boonful blessing if the excellent
Dunter would hold his honourable jaw."

“T say, vou fellows——""

“ Oeder !"

“PBuat it's rather important, yvou know.
Cthristmas isn't here yeb that I want to explain.
Christmas pudding——"

“ WMo, I don't see one

“ Do let me finish, A Christmas pudding is an important

¥

Tt's beeause
You see, a
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natter, I've pot a beauniiful recipe, and I am & good cook
You'll admie that I cook jolly wcl??”

* ¥Yes; and cat better than you cook.”

*Oh, realiy, Nugent! You see, if you follows would raise
ten bob—I'd do it myself, only I've been disappointed about
a sostal order—just ten bob, I'd have the rippingest pudding
that ever—ever——"

" Ripped

“That ever was made or tasted. T'd take the whole of
ihe eeoking upon my hands,’ said Bunter generously. * You
could leave the pudding entircly to me.”

I expect you'd have the lion's share, anyway.”

"I didn’t mean that. I mesn you could leave the cooking
entirely to me. A hot Christmas pudding is just the thing,
vou know. I know it isn't Chrisimas yet, but it's Christmas
weather. You ean’t dony that.”

A tevrific gust of wind shook the window as Bunter spoke
zid certainly bore out his words,

There was a storm wpon the North Sea that evening, and
even from Greyfriars the sound could be heard of the great
billows dashing upon the rocks of the Shoulder.

The usually calm bay was foaming and whiding, and great
hecakers rolled shoreward, and spray lashed up over the
slute roofs of ClIF House, which was nearer to the sea than
Creyfriars,

In the Greyfriars Close, the old elms, long stripped of their
l:st leaves, were creaking and swaying, and a groaning
coigh was scraping at the window of Now 1 Study with its
mitlermost twigs.

The chums of the Remeve paused for a few moments to
listen to the storm. The wind was howling round the roofs
of Greyfriars and singing in the old, wide chimneys,
illy Bunter thought he had made an impression upon the
Giooyfriars chums, and he proceeded elogquently;

" Mow, you can’t deny that a hot Christmas pudding would
be ripping on a night like this. D've got a ripping recipo,
Just en %nah. and the thing's done, ou just plank dewn
ten bob, and J——"

“You walk off with 16, said Nugent, *‘and that will ba
the last we shall sec of it.”

* But the Christmas pudding——""

"I don't supposo the Cheistmaa pudding would ever exist
cufside your imagination, Bunter,” said Wharton, * Give
ue a rest!”

* (Oh, really, Wharton 1

“How thy wind howls!” said Nugent, as a terrific gust
reng round the old, grey building, and there was a crush
of a breaking branch in the Close.

* By Jove, it docs !

I you fellows can’t trust me with money, this disens-
gion had better coase,” said Billy Bunter, wilh great dignity.

“ A jolly sight better ' agreed Nugent. *' Shut up!”

*“The betterfulness would be terrifie.”

“'m wasted in this study,” said Bunter bitterly.
fellows would appreciate more what it was to have a good
cook for nothing, and a fellow who's willing to sparc no
tzoudle. I've thought several times of changing out of this
stidy into anothor,’

* Pity you don’t get Further than thinking shout it.”

* (h, really, Nugonte——"

“Horry for any ship on the Shoulder to-night!” said
larry Wharton, in a low voice. ““Hark! You can hear the
breakers ™

" Look here, Whatton !” said Bunter aggressively. * What
LI vou ﬁuing to dot"”

' Oh, I'm going to do my prep. 17

Bunter rose from the armchair. He blinked at the three
chums in turn, but they did not even see him; they were
hent aver their work, and busy.

“1 thought I would give this study first chance,” szaid
Buntoer,

* Declined with thanks!™ said Nugent, without leoking up.

“Tlk go along to Neo. 13, and ask Bob Clerry——"

“(zood! Buck up!"™

* And il he won't hear of it, I'll raise a subseription in the
Form, and make a big thing of it,”" said Bunter, I sha'n't
ask vou chaps fo taste the pudding.”

“ Horrid! Good-bye !

Bunter blinked wrathfully. But the juniors refused to
lock up, and utterly deelined to be disturbed by his
threats, and at Iast he went out of the study, and slammed
the door behind him with unncccssary violence,

Nugent grunted.

I wonder if that chap ever thinks of anything but
rating?’ he remarked. I think Bunter is getting moro
impossible every day. DBy George, how the wind roars!”

There was silence in the study for some time, save for the
neise from without. It was a very cosy room, with the
chicerful fire in the grate gleaming upon the red curtainz at
the window, and the dark-green patch of carpet.  The
juniors, with their heads bent, worked silentls.
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Souddenly Harry Wharton started up, his face pale, hia
eyes gleaming, his lips parted, his whole face full of straincd
attention.

* Hark I**

He held up his hand. His chums looked up, and listened
too. From without came the roar of wind and the dash
of rain against the panes, the creaking and grosning of the
labouring trecs.

* What was it, Harry?"" asked Nugent, at last

“Ihd you hear a gun?”’

“A gun?"

44 T’E‘B.. 5 ] ] ;

Nugent shook hisn head, and they listened agsin with
sfraining cars. They remembered an occasion before, when
they had heerd the minute-gun bouming—a never-forgotten
ocoasion, when Wharton had swum out to .2 wreck to the
rescue. Was it a vessel in dengor of the rocks of the
Shoulder again?

But no sound came to their straining cars—no scund save
the roar of the storm, the distant boom of the sea.

" You were mistaken, Harry,” said Nugent, at length,
“They wouldn’t give only one gun; they would keep it up.”

" Unlesg——"*

* Unless what?"

* Unless they had time only for one.
round the Shoulder in heavy rains.”

Nugent shuddered.

*In that case it 13 all up with them.”

st suppase so.’

I don't think it waz a gun, Harry. T hope it wasn't.”

Harry Wharton nodded; but thers was a shade on tho
faces of the juniors as they finished their prep. in the cosy
study. While they sat there, secure within the walls of
Groyfriars, in the cheery firelight, was a brave ship going
to her death and doom on the savape rocks of the Shoulder,
veiled by the mists of the rain?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Chess Problem.
THHEE juniors sat round a chess-table in the junior

You Lnow the miels

common-roony at Greyfriare. One, a long-legged teliow,

with rough hair and a frank, rugged face, was Bob

Cherry, and he was playing chess with a lad who was
a pood foot shorter, ang ‘whose peculiar attire, equally
unusual complexion, slmond-eyes, and pigtail showed him
to be a native of the IFlowery Land, Wun iung, the Chinee,
was o great chess Elﬂ.:.'er. and Bob Cherry thought he knew
something about the game. He was finding out now that
he did not know as much as he had supposed. Mark Linler,
the sturdy lad frem Lancashire, was the third of the trio.
He was looking on. A student of chess, he was glad to
wateh & geod game, and this rame waz a good one on Wun
Lung's part, if not on Bob Cherry's

I think I've got you now,” said Bob Cherry. ** I've been
waiting for you to stick your queen over there, you know,
and shove your king on bishop's fourth. What price moving
my rook up twoi

Wun Lung smiled—that Celestial smile that was child-liko
and bland.

" Movee, lookee,” he said.

M Wait o bit, though! Ahem!
king in check.”

“ Velly plenty muchee checkee

“Hum! Perhaps I'd better shove the bish, on.”

And Bob put out his fingers to the bishop and withdrew
them again without touching +, and took another look. He
had already learned that he must expoct surprises in dealing
with Wun Lung.

1 say, you fellows——""

Billy Bunter bFad just come into the common.room. He
blinked round the room for some minutes, and finally spotted
the chess-players. He camne rolling over to the corner, and
halted by the table.

* Don't talk,"” said Bob Cherry; " I'm playing chess!™

ki Yf's, h‘ut'__”

“Bhut up "

“Oh, really, Cheryy—""

“ Kill him, Linley, old chap '’

Mark Linley smiled as Boeb made that modest request,
Billy Buunter started back a httle, blinking at the Lancashire

lad. .

** Better shut up, Bunter,"” said Linley. * Cherry's busy.”

““Look here, I've been up to No. 13 Stud - to speak to
you chaps, and now I've taken the trouble to hunt you out
hera!" said Bunter, in an injured tone.

“ Now go up to the study again, the), and stay there ™

** Oh, really, Linley—-<""
" Bhut up ¥’ roaved Bob Cherry. " I've got this chap mate
in four moves, if I"'m neot bothered.”

‘* But it's important—""

“ Brain him, somebody 1’2

I should be leaving my
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“look]™ c,ri_éd Tom Brown _sudd-anlj: The boat was grating on the sand, and bevond the water mark, still
clinging to a broken spar, lay the ligure ol a man.

L

“It's about a Christmas pudding. I've got a scheme——""

Bob Cherry looked round wildly, There was a cushion
betund him on the chair, and he prasped it.

“Will you shut up, or shall I bilf you?" he shrisked. “'1
toll you ﬁva got Wun Lung mate in foue™

1 ’ES’ hut_ll

Bob Cherry made a threatening motion with the cnshion,
and Buntar Jndg&d hastily behind Bulsirode of the Remove,
who had just come in. DBulstrode gave lim a kick to met
him out of the way, and Dunter geve a squeal. YWun Lung
was Trinning.

“MNo matea "' he ramarked.

“I'm working it out,” said Bob Cherry, leaning his chin
on lis hand, zud screwing up his brows as he gazed hxedly
st the chess-board, * Lemme see! Bish. to rook's fourth—
then kmght—ahsm-—rook—ahom—ah "

“I say, Cherry i

“ (et away ! shrieked Bob Cherry. * Buzz off I

“YI'vo rot a schome——"'

It was too much for flash and blood to bear. Bob Cherry
half started up, and grasped the cushion, With a deadly aim
ha hurled it at Buntar,

“Oh!"' gasped Bunter.

He dodged just in time. The c¢ushion mizsed him by two
inchas, Hew past his head, and crashed on Bulstrode's ear.

* 0-0-0-0h " yelled DLulstrode.

Ho went spinoing, and caught Hazeldene by the neck to
gave himself, and both of them went to the floor with a crash.

“ Oh, oh, oh!”

“ Yarogh!™ '

Hazeldone sat up, lookin
to hiz foot, furious.
grasping the cushion.

L1 untnr______ﬂ'

WERR;

dazed, and Bulstrede scrambled
Hea glared round in search of a victim,

" THE GREYFRIARS SKATERS.”

“Tt wasn't me!" yelled Bunter quickly and un-
gratmmatically.

“ Who threw that cushion?' velled Bulstrode.

“1 did!" said Bob Cherry, “ I didn't mean Oh t*

* Then you can have it back again?’ said Dulstrode,

And he hurled the cushion at Bob Cherry.

Hob instinctively put up his hands to proteet his face, and
the cushion crashed upon the chesstable. The ronnd, onoe-
logered table went fiying, and the chess pieces scattered them-
-;:ﬁvm in all quarters. Bob Cherry pave & yell of wrath.

“Ow! The chess!™

* Gamee spoilae—-""

“You villain ' roared PDob.
hirn mate in four!"”

““ Mo matee. Me mateo in thize,’

“Rats "

“ Latgs 1

" Lock here, you heathon—-="

* More lats ! ,

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bulstrode. * Berve you jolly wall
right! ¥You should be a litile move careful before you sling
cushions abont !

* You fathead—""

* Ha, ha, ha!” o ,

* T was chucking it at Bunter, and it hit you by mistake.”

“Wall, I was chucking it at you, and it hit tho cliess-tabla
by mistake. Ila, ha, ha!”

“You cackhing ass!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

"Eh:? that cackla ! roared the exasperated Bob,
it, or I'll jolly soon stop it for you!”

*Ha, ha, hat"
“Will you shut 187"
"* Ha, ha, hal"

“ Leook at my choss! T had

¥

murmured Wuon Lung,

¢ Stop
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Loh wasted no more breath in words. He waonted some-
body to lick, and Punter bad already scuttied off., He went
for Dinlstrode.

In a moment they were at it hammer and tongs, and the
jwniors foraned o ring round them. Wan Lung began (o
pick up the scatiered chessmen,

“Go it, Cherry |

" (3o it, Bulztrode ™
~The young rasculs were enjoving the fight, which lent a
little agreeable vanely to the evening. “There was a sudden
voire o the door.

“ Btop that! Bed!"

It was Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars.
The niors crowded back, but the two combatants were too
excited to see or hear.

Wingate advanced into the room and took Bob Cherry by
the collar with one hand, Tulstrode by the collar with the
aother, In the poweriul grip of the big Sixth-Former they
hiad na chunce.

With a wrenchh Wingpate dragped them apart.

0w ' paspod Bob %]Imrr}r,

"Yow ! murnured Bolstrode,

“ What's this about?™" demanded Wingate, shaking them.

“A—a—a little argument about chess, that's all!”
stanimered Dol Cherry,

Wingate grinned. _

“Well, you must solve your chess problems a little more
quictly,” he remarked, and he brought their heads together
with a crack. “* Now get to bed 1V

Bob Cherry and Dulstrode rubbed their heads. They were
very subdued as they went up to the Remove dormitory.
Wharton & Co, from Neo. 1 Study, joined them on the stairs,
having finished their prep. just in time.

“No more rowing,” =zaid Wingate significantly, at the
ﬁ;ﬁrt}:tﬂr}' door, “or I'l know the regson why! Get to

Bob Cherry tapped Wun Lung on the shoulder as Wingate
went out,

“The gama was mucked wp, Wun Lung,” ke remarked.
1 suppose you ean’t remember where all the pieces were,
to put them back?”

Wun Lung shook his head,

** No savwey I

“ But, of course, you noticed that I was mate in four?”’

Another shiake of the head,

“"MNo! Me matee in tliea!™

" Why, 3ou young ass, I——""

“No savey !

“Weli, of all the obstinate heathens!
four——"7

" Matee in thlea !

* Rats 1"

44 ]#tﬁ !1!

* ¥You saw it, didn't you, Linley?”

Mark Linlev shook lis head.

“ Mo, I didn’t see either mate,” he said, with a lavgh, *I
cortainly didn’t see any signs of yours, Bob.””

“*Yes, I was poing fo push up my bish—""

** But that would have left your gqueen uncovered——2

&7 Rﬂtﬁ |r”

Linley laughed. They tumbled inte bed, and Wingate
came and furned ont the lights. Darkness seliled over the
IRemove dormitory, but not silence. From without came the
ceseless boom of the storm.

From the darkness came a still, small voica,

1 =aw, vou fellows '

By Jove, Bunter mnst have seen it! exclaimed Bob
Cherry.  **Did yon notice that 1 was mate in four, Bunter?”

“Eh? Were vou playving chess™'

“Was 1 pla%,fing cliess?’ reared Bob indignantly. ** Dido't
vou see I wag?®''

“I really didn’t notice. I'm sincerely sorry if it was of
wny consequence. What I was poing to speak to you about
was my scheme, You zee, a Christmas pudding "

“(h, blow vour scheme !

““But & Christmas pudding—"*

“Oh, shut up!™

" Wharton—Nugent !

Snore !

“ I say, you lellows, about that scheme——"

Another znore, too deep and soncrouz to be nuine,
Bunter grunted, and turned over on his pillow, augehﬁgan

1o tnore, too.
THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Breaking Bounds.
pAT’l"ER, patter, patter !

It was mate in

I say, vou fellows!"

Harry Wharton lay and listened te the Tush of the
raiT on the windows of the dormitory, the roar of the
wind in the leafless trees, and deeper, more terrible

still, the boom of the distant breakers on rock and shifting
sea-sand.
Tue MagxeT.—85,
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He could not sleep.

It was not the noise that kept him awake—that was rather
lnlling than ctherwise. It was the thought of the gun he
had thought he heavd while in No. 1 Study half an hour ago.

Was it & gun?

If so, the unhappy vessel had had time to fire only one.
Wliorton thonght of the roaring seas sweening round tho
great Shoulder—of the foaming waves lashing round the
docined vessel—of her pale crew, and passengers, perhaps,
coming home to England, and it might e for Christmas !

He {elt that he could not close his eyes till he knew whether
t-l}::ll‘ra was & wreck on the rocks of the Bhoulder that wild
night. 2 -

He sat up in bed at last. Tt was very quiet in the dormis
tory ; the roar of the storm did not keep the others awake.

L I‘:llgﬁﬁt 1”

Thare was no reply. Harry Wharton stepped out of bed,
and tapped Nugent -on the shoulder. Ihis chum woke up at
Ofce,

" Who's that?"

“It's T—Harry.”

* What the dickens are you doing out of hed ™

“T'm going down to the bay, Frank.” :

Nugent sat up in blank amazement. He tried to peer af
his chum’s face in the darkness, but he could only make out
a dim shadow. .

“ You're—going-—down—to—tho—bay 1’ he said, in mea-
sured tones.

* Yes.?

“In ths storin?®"’

“ Becauze of the storm, Frani." 3

“¥You'll be drenched—soasked—if you're not erushed by a
troe or struck by lightning,” grunted Nugent. : ;

“71 don't mind getting wet, and I'm not afraid of Lght-
ning,”” soid Harry with a smile. I can't help thinking it
was a gun I heard, Frank."”

“1F 1t was, old nhai}; it's all over long ago.” =

“* =1 suppose so; but I'm going, Will you come? L

“Well, you're an ass, but one fool makes meny!” =i
:.-"t:hwgen:cj F;Ptting one leg out of bed and shivering. “I'll go
if- you do. 2

?:_A.:nd go will 11" said another voice. ** Excuse my hearing
your jaw--the thunder woke me up. It's a nice night for a
walk, too"”

“1'11 be glad if you'll come, Bob.”

“Oh, 'l come, if only to look after you!" grunted Bob
Cherry, as he got out of hed. * No good puiting on costs ;
a mac. would be spaked through in five minutes in this
rain. We may as well make up our minds to be wet

“Well, it won’t hurt us so long as we keep in motion,
and have a good rub down immediately we get in.”

“Oh, no, it will be good for the health ! grinned Bob
Cherry, “But I'm game, if you two silly asses are! Bhall
1 wake up any of the chaps”

“Mo; wa three will be encagh.
do any pood, but—=" .

“But 1f you can I will lend a hand,” said Tom Brown,
the New Zealander, sitting up in bed. ** You chaps going

I don’t suppose we can

out "’ _
“ Ves. Wharton thinks he heard a gun®
“Good! I'm coming ™

The juniors dressed quickly, without striking a light.
They did not want to cause any comments on their proceed-
ings, or to run risk of the matter being heard of outside
the dormitory. Although Wharton's anxiety excused him,
his action was a breach of the rules of the school, and it was
very necessary to keep it dark.

They crept to the door of the Remove dormitory, and left
it silently, shutting the door. Then they crept down the

assage, and down the stairs at the back fo a window
goking out over the chavel green, which had becn similarly
used more than once before.

“Keep off my feet, you clumsy ass! came a deep voice
from Nupent.

U Keep your mouldy feet out of the way, then

“ Don’t jaw, you chaps 1’ ‘

“Who's jawing " demanded two volces together,

““Well, shut up, then! IHere's the window."

‘" Black as your hat,”” said Tom Brown. * Lucky there's
lightning, or we shouldn’t be able to see a step of the way.”

" We may get too much of the hghtming.”

‘“h, rats "

Harry Wharton opened the window, and the chums of the
Bemove dropped out one by one. Then Wharton closed the
window from the outside,

To find their way to the school wall was easy enough for
the juniors in the pitchiest darkness, as a role. But it wos
not easy tomight. The wind eaught them as they left the
angle of the building, and hurled them to and fro. MNugont
clutened at Bob Cherry to save himself, and caught hold of
him, anfortunately by the ear. Bob Cherry gave a wild
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yoll, which would infallibly have given them away, but for

& gust of wind that drowned it with & greater volume of sound.
“ What on earth's the matter !"" mnuttered Wharton.
“Yow! Bome ass had grabbed my ear!”

“lorry !’ gasped Nugent.

* Look here, none of your little jokes now "

1 waan't joking—"'

“ Then you're an ass—"

F

“ This way,” said Harry Wharton.

“ That's all very well. That frabjous idiot has nearly
prabbed my ear off I

" Come on 1"

Hob Cherry followed, grumbling. The four juniors, fight-
ing their way through the wind in the apan Close, gainod
thoe shelter of the wall at last, and stopped there for some
minuetes to recover their breath.

“My hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.  “We shall have the
ﬂ&pt}gﬂt little prom. in the world i the wind keeps en like

9.
“ We %{Gl‘- the full force of it now, as it sweeps round the
Black Pike," said Wharton. *“ It will ba better in the lane.™

“ And worse on the shore.”

“{Can’t be halped. Give me a bunk up on the ivy.”

“ Hark "

“ What is 1t 1"

“1 heard something !"

“Bleased if I don't hear szomething every second!™
growled Nugent. **There's a row going on all the time.

Are you ready

“ There's somebody in the quad,” said Dob obstinately.

“Rats! Nobody but us would be idiot enough to be out
on & night like this.”

“1 thought I heard something, too,” zaid Tom Brown of
Taranaki. * Listen!"

They listened, crouching closs to the wall. Tt would be
no light matter to be caught by a master or a prefect just
then, with their expedition not yet made, and the punish-
ment for breaking bounds to be faced all the same.

There was a sound of gasping in the windy Close.

“My hat!”" muttered Wharton, *“ It is somchody.”

“Following ws, too,”” said Nurent, betwesn his teeth.
“TIs it some rotter from the dorm., or old Quelch on the
warpath "'

“Lie low!" whispered Wharton.
us, whoever he ia.”

“That's so0."

“Not a sound! Keep cloge !

The four juniors erouched under the driplhing vy, They
we:\:& already drenched by the rain, and could not get much
wWoLker.

They listancd with straining ears.

Several times that sound of gasping ecame to them in the
lulls of the wind, a3 if some person short of breath was
fighting his way towards them.

He was coming closer, whoaver ke was, and the juniors
thrillad with anxiety.

“Buppoese we bumn him,
MNugont, itn a faing whiaper,
it's & mastoer.'’

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hare ha is! My anly hat! Bunter !

A fot form, whirling along with the wind behind it
for the moment, came towards the juniors at a rapid and
helplass run, and ran right inte them. And the exclamation
it gave showed who it was plainly enough.

T0w! Yew! Oh, really!”

It was Billy Bunter!

Harry Wharton stood quite stifl in his amozement. He
had not known that the Owl of the Remove had awakenad
when he loft the dormitory; and carious as Bunter alwavs
was to know all about other fellows' proceedings, Wharton
l:ad not expected him to brave woather likoe this for the sake
of zratifying his curiosity.

Bob Cherry groped in the darkness for Dunter's shoulder,
and closed hiz grasp upon something, which, o harder grip

Tk
m‘d'l:;: squerl from Bunter, showed to be a fat noge.
F w [

“He can't possibly see

whoever he 18" suggesto:
““ He couldn't seo us, even if

Bob chuckled, and changad hiz grin to Bunter's shoulder.
Then he procecded to shake the fat junior az a terrier micht
shake a rat. A series of explosive gzxsnz came from the
Valstaff of Greyfriars,

“ow! Ow! Yow! Ow! Ow!”

“You fat young raseal !

“Ow! OQw! Owl"

“What have you followed us for??

“Yow! Yow! Yow "

THE FOURTH CHAPPTLER.
Out of Bounds.

OB CHERRY shook, and Billy Bunter gasped, for
soveral minutes. It occurred to Bol at last that the
fat junior could not very wall answer while he was
havin

He cenan
his collar,
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to shake Buuter, but retained a tight grip upon
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“ Bunter, what are you doing here?” demanded Wharten

sta‘rnﬂly.m

w
! “ﬁ’_nu young porpoise !
or ?

“I—I—1'm goinz to have soma of the grub!" gasped
Bunter.

“ The what 2"

i Thﬂ'ﬁl‘ub-”

'Y “'I"Iﬂ-t E’rl:th ?”

“I know Jolly wan you fellows sneaked out of the dorm. to
have a feed somewhere,” said Dunter. 1 woke up just
&% you were going. I knew it at once.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“I don't see why T should be left out,
going to have the fead ™

“You young ass! Wea're not poing to have any fead kill
breakfast to-morrow.”

“(h, really, Wharton—""

“ Wea're going down to the bay."

“ The—tho bay!”

“Yes, to look at the sea, and see if there’s a ship. You
can come if you like,” said Harry Wharton, with a laugh.

“¥ah! I wouldn't be zuch a foal "' Bunter gave a grunt
aof deep discontent. “ Do you mean fo say ihat you fellows
have come out for that, and that only®"

“Ha, ha! Yez."

“ And there's not going to be a feed 7"

“ Mot a bit of it."

“ Honour bright " asked Bunter suspiciounsly.

“¥es, honour bright.”

“Ow! I've got waet for nothing. Yow! T shall cateh a
cold. Will you fellows help me get back to the dorm. ¥ 1
could hardly get across the Close in the wind.”

“Yes—I don't think."

“ But—but I say, you fellows—""

“ Let's get out,” said Bob Cherry. * Bunter will po on
jawing all -night, if he can get anybody to listen. Give me
a bunk ur on the ivy.”

“ Right you are !

“I1-—-I say, you fellows-~-*

“Ow! T said a bunk up, not jam my napper azainst the
bricks ! howled Bob Cherry,

*{h, never mind—"

“Yow! But I do mind."”

I say, you fellows 2

Y That’s right, T've got hold now !" growled Bob Cherrey,
secrambling through the wet ivy to the ton of the wall. My
hat! I'm in a nice siate!  Any of vou fellows wer 2"

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

HHere goes,"”" said Tom Brown, awinging himself te the
top of the wall. *Hallo! IDhd my fuot kneck againat
somebody 1

SOw! Ow! Ow!” “OL,  my
Yow ™
“Borry! Ha, ha!™
“Ow! Keep your silly boot off my kead, you chuyinp '

What did you leave the darmitory

Where are yon

ecame  fram Bunter.

“I'm hurt !
“ Well, what do you expect, if you jam your head ngainst
a fellow's boot? I shouldn't wonder if the boot s dumaged,

toa.
“Yow! [Owl”
“Tm oup, sand Wharton, % New then, Nugent, grip my
hand, and I'll have vou up in a jify."
Y Right yvou are!”
“I—1I say, yvou fellows, if it izn't a foel—""
a1p

It isn't, vou Fat duffer!
““Then you ought to zee me back ncross the ('loss.

0h, go and eat eokernuts ! T'p with yon, Nugpent !
Bunter groped blindly affor Nuwent, determinnd
they should not all go. He eanchi

g

1_'||-'|1:
wild of the Rentovite's

ankle,
“legro ! roared Nugont.
“YWah! Look here——""

“I'Il biff you with my other boot i you don't legoo i
“Yoes, but—" '
Bump !

Bunter gasped as Wugent's boot clumped on hiz shoolder.
e immediately grasved Frank's otier ankle, however, and
held it Fast,

Nugent had one hand on the vy, Wharton was holding
the other. Bunter was now hanging on to buth less
Nugenl wriggled and yelled, :

“Legzo, Bunter ™

P Yﬁn ! Come down, and—--"

“I'H fall on you ™

“ Wuht!

“The young

Oh ™

T

ass " pasped Nuagent., “I-T'm faliing !
A Splondld Tal f Ha w ;
plon a 0 b harton
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“Here, hold on! I can’t stand yvour weight on one
hand ' gasped Wharton, 3 d
“I—I—1'm going !
%}nd he went !
rere was a gasp like escaping steam from Billy Bunter
as o heavy !:u:::f rem above bumped upon him,?a.nd sent
bim rolling in the rain. Nugent sat in a puddle, and said

things.
Y Ow ! grunted Bunter. “I—T—I'm killed 1?
“'.-"Ju such luck 1" ﬁrnw!ed Nugent.

Oh! My back’s broken, and I think my neck I"
ﬁa:'jmm here and let me see,” said Mugent, doubling lis

_But Bunter crawled away in the other direction.
Nugent’s tone was enough for him. He moved with surpris-
ltigc swiftness, too, considering that his back was broken.

“'%ﬁiﬂb sgran}bleﬂ into the ivy .n.gn.}iln. g Z

Not gomng to keep us waiting all m 51 a¥
suggested HBE Uhﬂt‘rﬂ g i i

“How could I help it?"” hooted Nugent.
was hanging on to my legs.”

“Stull, tempus fugit, you know,™

“Hats ! said Nugent crossly.

““Iere goes!™ sard Harr \%hnn‘nn, swinging himself to
the outside of the wall. iiind how you drop!”

One by one the juniors dropped into the lane. There was
o yelp from Bob Cherry as Nugent dropped on his toe—
whether by accident or design wes not apparent. MNugent
sand nething on the matter; but Bob Cherry said a great
deal. He was still referring to the matter, in fact, all the
way down the lane as far as the siopes of the Black Pike.
There the wind, sweeping round the Pike, buffeted them
breathlessly, and talk was impossible.

It was fortunate that the Greyiriars juniors knew the way
blindfold. For the darkness way blinding; they could not
see a foot before them, and the wild wind hurled them to
end fro as they went, so that they resembied drunken figures
staggrering dawn the lano.

Round the bend again, and they heard the thunder of the
tea, and a dim vision of white foum glimmered in the
thistance through the dark.

Lights fiashed throngh the night on the left of them now,
nud they knew that they came from the windows of CLiff
House, the girls” school presided over by Miss Penelope
Primrose. Harry wondered what Maorjorie would say if she
hid known that four drenched Greyiriars juniors were pass-
ing under the windows of CLf House at I.{L.L'l.t- hour.

" Past ClfT House, the gquartette tramped on, lashed by the
rain, fighting the wind, and they halted at last with the
;‘-’hliﬂ foain from the breakers curhng on the sands at their
eel.

“That chump

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Prey of the Storm.

YET HE sea wos lashed to fury by the storm that swept over
T it. High round the rocks of the Shoulder the waves
ran and roared, ond a dull boommg came from the
hollow eaves under the great chiff, as the sea invaded
the deepest recessea, Only when the lightning zipzagped
ascross the sky could the juniorz catch a glimpse of the
Fhoulder, and of the wide ocean tossing outzide tha bay.

There were others on the beach besides themselves—burly
men in oil=king, staggering in the wind, They were fisher-
men from the village of Pepe, and under their slouched
hats their faces were anxious. A man with a wooden leg
was stumping on the sand, muttering strange oaths as the
hreakers dashed their spray over hm,
heard his volee, and ran towards him.

“ Captain Stump!”

:I.Thﬂ old sailorman stumped to a standstill, and touched
s oap,

“ Master Harry! You out here—at this time o' night "’

" ¥es. I thought I heard a gun”

“Thare was one gun, Master Harry,"” said Captain
Stump, making a funnel of his biz brown hands to convey
his voice fo Wharton, * They only had time for one, peor
eritters.”

The jumiors shivered.

“ There—there was a ship ! ¢ried Nugent,

“Ay, av!”

“{On the Bhoulder '

“ Ay, av! I figpers it ont, voung rents, that they was a
foreigner, and they didn't sce the lighthouse in the mist, and
they ran right on the Bhoulder. Thoy fired one gun, that
brought us all out of the Anchor, but they hadn't no time
fur more™
. “Then she's pone down?” sald Wharton, with a heavy

eart,

" Ay, ay, Master Harry."

Wharton turned his glanes seaward. N lightning-flash
showed the tewering cliff, the broken recks at its base over
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which the water was wildly tumbling. Truly, a vessel had
little chance af survival if she found herself there.

“ And no one was saved 7

* Not Likely.”

“An:.‘thinfg come ashore?"

“Yes, a few spars. They're yonder, Master Harry.”

A lantern was burnming in the shelter of a rock ,and thera
the wreckage had been dragged. The juniors looked at it—
a broken foremast, with part of a boom still clinging to it,
and rags and tatters of rigging. _

“ Poor fellows!” sand Nugent, at last. “It's all up with
thﬁn_irl; ]::.!«; must be nearly an hour now since she struck.’”

==

“ Moy as well get back.™

Harry Wharton did net reply. He was standing, planted
firmly against the wind, stering seaward. With every flash
in the sky, the wild scene of turmoil was revealed for a
fleeting moment, and Harry was trying fo discover some
trace of the wreck out at sea. But it was hopeless.

The timbers must have been ground to ruin at once on the
sharp rocks, and 1t was equally hopeless for any of the crew
to have gained the shore. The rocks apon which the vessel
had come to grief were too far from the land.

* It's no goed,” said Bob Cherry, in & low voice.

Wharton nodded,

“ 1 suppose not,”

_ "The strongest swimmer could not live for two minutes
in a sea hike this, even if he wasn't dashed on the rocks,”
satd Nugent, with a shudder,

14 }'Iﬂ; bua #r

* But what, Harry 7"

“1 was thinking of the sea-caves. You remember the
cavea we explored, where we saw the smuggler, and nearly
got drowned in the tide? There's a chance that a chap
might get swept into then h;r the sea.'”

“ A chance 1n a3 hundred.” .

" We couldn’t get down to the caves till the storm’s over™
said Tom Brown, “and it will be jolly rizsky all day to-
morrow, with the water running high. The fshermen
wouldn't take out their boats near the Shoulder to-morrow,”

Wharton nodded thcoughtfully., It was, as Nugent had
said, & hopeless chance that a swimmer from the wreck
might have been swept into the cavern; but it might hava
happened. And, thinking of the possibility of a half.
drowned, drenched sallorman crouching shivering samong
the rocks of the sea-eave, Harry longed to go to the rescue,
on the merest chance.

But that was 1mpossible now.

Until the sea went down it was impossible te even
approach the cave, which so far as Harry knew, had an
entrance only from the seaward. .

. “* Look here, you chaps, we can get down here first thing
in the morning, before brekker——

“That's not & bad 1dea.”

“I know it's the merest chance, buf if it should happen
g0, think of the peor chaps shut up in that cavern, starving."

HAWWe'tl risk 1t, Harry"

“ Hallo, halle, ‘hallo!" exelaimed Boh Cherry.
thing's turned up "

There was a grouping of the fishermen round some ohject
oun the sands, tossed up by the waves. The juniors ran
cdown towards them. ({'nptain Stump was holding up a
sailor's cap, and a fisherman was throwing the hight of &
lantern upen it. There was a name on the cap—the name
of a ship!

The juntors, as well as the fishermen, read the name in the
lantern-light. It was the May Queen.

“ English eraft,” said Captain Stump, "or American.
And al %ﬂ'.‘lﬂ to Davy Jones's locker. Ah, it's a "ard life for
poor Jack !

And the old saillorman stumped off towards the Anchor
Inn for consolation. A strange expression came over Ilarey
Wharton's faca, .

“The May Queen,” he repeated slowly, as the juniors
turned awavy.

“ Mave vou heard of the craflt?" asked Bob Cherry,

1] Sl'llm'ﬂ'

-

* Yes, think so0.”
“You think so! How do you mean? I msuppose ¥ou
know 1°°

Wharton halted in the shelter of a rock, where he could
speak without being desfened hy the wind. :

“1 heard ths name of the May Queen mentioned only
vesterday,” he said,

“ At CGreyfriars then?” 1

“Yes; by Monzienr Charpentier,”

Hob Cherry whistled.

* The French master !’

“That'z it. Poor old Mosseo knows somebody on board
the vessel, I'm afraid,”’ said Harry Wharton. ** He was
reading a newspaper in his study when I passed his window
vesterdayv, nnd he beckoned to me. He was trying to maka
out the shipping news, and he seemed fogped, and asked

ONE
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ma to look at it and tell him when the May Queen was
sxpocted in port."
“ By Georga!"
“It was aus{
foggod by Eng
port to-day."
0!
.. " Mossoo thanked me for my assistance, and looked
worried. I suppose becausa the vessel hod been delayed.”
“Poor old Moasoo! He's a harmless little ass, and it will

be &o_t:gh on him if he had a relation or & friend on this
oraft.

“ Yery rough.'

“ﬂ'u% t we to tell him*"" said Nugent hesitatingly.

“Well, he'll know soon enough, I suppose.”

“MNo good hurrying up with 11l news' said Wharton.
" 2omebody may have survived—we can't be sure till tfo-
morrow, anyway. Il news can always wait.”

s pat back to Greylri d get o change™
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And the juniors tramped sway towards the school. They
‘wore Lhinking of Mossoo as they went. Monsieur
Charpentier was a kind little man, and much liked by the
Groylriara fallows—much more liked than respected, as a
matter of fact. He had no authority with them at all, and
the rougher fellows often spent a pleasant half-hour in
ragging him almost into hysteries.

When he took tha Romeve in French, he always canme
into the Form-room in & chastened mood, and he frequently
loft 1t with tears in his syes. Ha triad to do his duty, and if
ba hadn’t tried so hard, he would have got on much better
with many of the Remorites.

Still, though they ragwed him, thev liked him all tha
same, and %’lﬁﬂpfaﬁd him a lifile: and thers were few
who wouldn’t have been sorry if anything had happened to
“old Mossoo,”

The juniors tramped back through wind and rain. The
lights wers ocat in Cliff House windows now. Thay reached
the walls of Grayfriars, and clambered over into the Close,
and fought their way through the howling wind back to the
window 1n the rear of the building by which they had left
tha house.

Wharton ¢limbed on the sill.

He was fumbling with the window for a full minute, and
tho others, waiting in their wet clothes, grew impatient.

“ Buck up!" said Bob Cherry.

“1 ean't onen it*

“Bror-rer ! Cot down, and let me try.”

'1{; It's no use,” zaid Wharton, dropping from the window-
mill.

“Why not "

“It's faatened inside."

_enough for me, of course: but Mossoo is
igh newspapers. The May Queen was due 1n

THE SIXTHE CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes Terms.

OB CHERRY climbed upon the window.sill, arnd tried

B the window himself. He had to admit that Wharton

wai right; the catch waa fastened inside. He dropped
from the sill again in dismay.

It was Bunter !'" he said, at last.

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“ L suppose so. Can he have done it on purpose—or for-
E’“Ittl;ﬁ?:.lﬂ? But that doesn't matter now. How are we to

in '’

“Wa can't get 1a."

It was too true!

The juniors were nonplussed. They could not unfasten the
eateh from outside, without breaking ihe glass of the
window. And that, beside leaving teil-tale traces for dis-
covery in the morning, would make too much noise.

They were shut out! Shut out, with the rain still beatin
upon them, and the wind tearing through their drenche
clothes !

" My aunt Matilda 1" said Tom Brown. * This is all vight !
1 don’t think DBunter would have been cad encuch to shut
us out, though. Bomebody found the window open and
fastened 1£."

* Posaibly—it doesn't make much difference nosw.
the deuce are we to get in?" said Hurry restlessly.
hat! How it's raining )

“ Look round ; we may find some window open.”

The chums looked round the house, thouch with little
hopa. A light wos burning in & bad-room window—ihe
window of Monsieur Charpentier. Further off was a leght
in Dir, Locka's study, "i::: Quelch, too, the master of the
Romove, had a light in A window, e rest of Greyfriars
seemed to be asleep. MNowhere was there a deor or a
window open.

The Removites returned to the bacl: of the build ing. To
rake their presence known, and ask for admission, was io
betray themmselves, and face on the morrow the penalty of
breaking bounda at night.

How
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“Hark !" exclaimed Tom Brown suddenly. * Hark!™

Theough the wind and ram came a sound of a window
opening. It was above the juniors; and just abova the
window they had expected to {ind open. It was the window
of the next landing above—not a room window,

The juniors crouched elose to the wall. Who could be look-
ing out of that upper landing window they could not guess,
but they did net wish to be disroverad.

A head and shoulders loomed out of the window.

* Are vou there, you fellows?¥"”

The juniors gave a gasp of relief. It was Bunter's voire.

*“Yes,” colled back Harry., **Come and unfasten the
lower window."

“Eh? I can't hear."

“The lower window 15 fastened.™

There was the sound of & chuckle.

* Yoa, T fastened it when T got in."

“ What for, you young asa?"

“Oh, I'm ﬁ.l{*air.l of burglars, you know 1" .

“Idiot ! Come and unfagten it now. What are you doing
up at that window "' demanded Harry Wharten, purzled.

The fat junior chuckled again. .

“You see, I can speak te you from this upper window
without your being able to climb 1n," he explained.

“ You dummy ! Do you want to keop us out in the rain?”

“Oh, no! It depends upon yourselvas"”

W hat ¥

T want io make terma first, that's all.”

“My only hat!" said Nugent. ** He's shut us out on pur
pose, because he wants to get something out of ws”

““ Oh, if his fat head were only within hitting distance !"'
murmured Tom Brown. .

“What do you want, Dunter?" called out Harry, as
calmly as he could.

“ You wouldn't let me come to the feed—"*

“ There wusn't & feed, vou young ass! I fold you so. Do
vou doubt my word*" exclaimed Wharton angrily.

*(h, no, of course I don't doubt your word, Wharton;
but I think vou might have let me come to tha lead, all the
samze, eapecially as I got wet coming out,” said Bunter, '~ 1
had a fearful job getting in again, in the wind., [ waa
neatly blown away, and I had o narrow escape of losing my

lagses. If they had got lost, 1 should have expected yolt
?-E"U'Wi to pay for them. 1lave you been here long "

“* About a quarter of an hour, durnmy !"

= e P —— T e ——
B oar ) e et b T R e T L LR T L )
R P Tl B e T LTt et R P E R LT L LS LT JLLERTE

OUT THIS WEEK !
NG STk

Lie
COMP
PROM
7 Grand Tongs Conplefe

SONY ST datvenie
™ Py} Dm

%*_igbifﬂf Y. ' .
SEXTON
BLAKE

Efy T

SIXTH

&g Tale of e
Creal  Delteclives

iﬂﬂmfd’dgri

THE MacxET.—595. STno et
11
EEL, THE GREYFRIARS SKATERS.” A ZRerti Tt @ wisamumsss



®  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY B®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY, “3X&¥

T suppose T fell asleep,” said Bunter. “ I've opened tha
window and called out Ewo or thres times, to zee if you were

back. You remember my scheme of making a Christmas

rrddin i

"' Is this a time to falk about Christmas puddings 7° yelled
Bob Cherry.  * Come down and open the “]:'ifﬂdﬂw%’ 4

“I want to settle about the Christinas pudding frst, you
know.  It's important, I require ten shillings to work up
to 1the recipe and make 2 small one. Are vou [ellows willing
to lend me ten shillings? I've been disappointed about a
postal order, or I wouldn’t ask vou.”

“ You--you fat beast !” said Nugent.

“ Oh, really, Nugent, I don't think you ought to call me
r;:;:u:::g, when I've stayed up on purpose to let vou in ! said

er,

“Will vou open this window

“Certainly. I'm sincerely sorry fo keep vou waiting in
the rain, but I want to settfe about that Christmas pudding,
vou know.™

“We'll lend you ten bob,”

‘Thank you! But I've been thinking the maiter over.
I think upon the whole it's best to do things thoroushly.
Lon't rou think so yourself

" Come and open the window, you toad 1"

“0h, really, Brown—"

" Are you coming i

‘Certainly. But about {hat pudding. T think if you
chaps made’it a sovereign, I could make it much better, ancd

there would be more of it, you know. Think it over! I1'm
in no hurry ; take your time.”

The juniors murmured things. They were not likely to
take much time, with the rain beating on their heads,

i We'll make it & sovereign,” said Harry Wharton,

.:Lrnsh, of couraa.”™

) 'EES, I had & postal order to-day from my uncle.”

Good! Oh, one more thing. No larks when you pet in,
you know—it's pax.*

“* Come and open the window."

i o it [TE.I?”

M No!” roared Bob Cherry.
hiding of yvour life.*

“1hen I'm sorry I can't open the window.'

“*You—yon worm !

o m?f make it pax " said ITarry, langhing in snite of him-
ecll. " The beast’s got us in a cleft stick, It's pax, Bunter.”

* All of you ™

“Ye-ees," said four unwilling voices.

“Good! I'll be down in a jiffy.”

And the upper window closed.

The juniors outside waited as patiently as they could.
Bunter's jiffy was a very long one. It was nearly five
winutes before a dim outline of o fat face was seen inside
the giass, and Bunter was heard fumbling with the catch.

. The window slowly opened, and Billy Bunter blinked out
into the rain.

"1 say, vou fellows "

“(Get your fat carcase out of the wav.’

* (Hh, reail;r, Cherry——""

“*Bererper I

Bob Cherry plunged in at the window, and bumped
Bunter cut ot the way. e dripping juniors scrambled in,
wnd the window was closed. Then they looked at Bunter in
the gloom. They had never felt more inclined to fall upon
him and give him a fearful thrashing, as he certainly fully
deserved But they had made it “ pax,” and they were in
honour bound !

“ Let's get to the dorm,” said Bob Cherry, “I'm wet.”

“Well, I'm dampish,” grinned Brown. * Hallo, what's
that I've trodden on

“Ow! Yow! It's my foot!”

“Curious thing you can’t keep your feet out of the way;
Bunter.™

“ Yow !

They hurried off towards the Remove dormitory. Bunter
ErﬂpEd_alanﬁ in the darkness ~fter them, and stumbled up
the stairs. Bob Cherry turned his head.

* Quiet, you ass "

i Uw !I!

“ What's the matter 3"

“*I"ve barked my beastly shin.”

" Berve vou right 1"

“"Oh! Ow!" There was a loud bump as Bunter fell on
the stairs. “Yow! I'm hurt!”

My hat!

“You fool! You'll woke the house.
done it 1" .

There was a voice in the darkness—a voice with a strong
French accent that the Greyiriors juntors knew well.

“Ceil! Vat is zat?!

It was the voice of Monsieur Charpentier,
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“I1'm going to give vou the

You've

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Monsieur Charpentler is Beaten.

HE juniors stood quite still, i
There was a tense pause as the small, squeaky voice of
the Frenzh master died away. Flad he heard them
speak—or was it simply the noise that had attracted his

attention? Would he search further?
_!Théjf waited, hardly breathing. Even Billy Bunter waa
zilen

“Ciel! Zere 18 no sound!” eame the French master’s
viice again., “ Mon Dien! Is it zat I am mistaken?"

There was a stumble on the stairs. ]

“Chel ! I fall ovair somezing. I vunder vat it 1z zab I
fall ovaar?™

An ngonizsed howl from Billy Bunter told him what it was.

“*“Ah! Garcon! It is a boy !

"Oh! Oh! I'm squashed !

“Tt 18 ze voice of Buntatr.”

“0Oh! Oh! Wharton—help! Drag him off 1"

The French master staggered to his feet.

“Ah! Zat you vait while I get a light,”” he said, gasping.
“1 zink zat zere are many of vou in zi1s. Vharton.”

“Yes, sir,’” said Harry, inwardly chaling.

“You are zere®

“(h, yes, sir "

“ Stand vere you vas.”

" Certeinly, sie !

The Frenchman struck o match, and lighted a gas jet in
the passage. He looked ot the five hopeful members of the

amove. ]

“Vharton, I surprizse myself at zis.”

“T'm sorry, sir.”

* Borry zat I catch vou, you mean,”

Harry made no reply. :

‘1t 15 my duty to report you to ze Form-master, I zink,”
sai] Mossoo, ** ¥y is it zat you go out on such a night and
break ze bounds, mes garcons?”

“1 thought I heard & minute-gun, sir."

“Ah! You zink zat zere is o wreck?”

*Yes, air.,”

“¥ou should not have pone out, all ze same. Youn might
have been injured. You vill very likely catch ze cold, as it
]srll

“We shall if you keep us here jowing,'" murmured Bob
Cherry, sotto voce,

* You speak, Bherry

“It's a very wet michi, sir’ .

“Oui, oui, vous aves raison,” sald Monsieur Charpentier.

(A1

** It is very reckless of vou to go out. I zink I takes you to
Monzieur Quelch, hey?"’
** Gh, sirl™

“You break all ze rules of ze school. But tell me, it it zat
zere has been a wreck?' asked the little Frenchman, as &
burst of thunder woke every echo in Greviviars.

“* Yoo, zir, & vessel went down on the Shoulder.”

The little French master shuddered. He hod 2 tender
heart.

* Helas! Zat is dreadful! Vas zere anyvun saved?”

** Mo, =ir, as far as is known. Nothing has come ashore ex-
cept a few apars, and 2 zailor's cap,” =aid Wharton.

" Al it i3 terrible!  Is ze name of zo ship known "

Harry Wharton hesitated.

“You know ze neme of ze ship, Vharten®

“ VYVeo-ez, =ir”

““Vell, vat ig ze name, 2en?’ asked Monsieur Chorpentier.

“The May Queen, sir." i

Monsieur Charpentier stood quite still for a few moments,
locking at Wharton with such a strange expression upan his
face that the jmior sprang forward,

“Yonu are Hl, sir.”

W Neon, non, non! Non, mon enfant

“I—I thought—""

“It is zat vou give me a shock, Vharton,” said Monsienr
Charpentier, recovering himself. I zink zat is not possible.”
: It iz quite tree, sir. I hope you had no friends on beard
iar, sir'’

A strange smiled flitted over the little Frenchman's pale
face.

“ Non, non,”" he said. ]

“T am g]m‘j of that, sir. T theught—=-""

W Zere vas somevun,” said Monsieir Charpentier. " But
no friend of mine—no friend of mine! Ah! You are sure
zat no von was gave?’ . .

* No one iz known to be saved, sir, Thore may be a slight
chanece, that iz all.”’

“ Ah, it iz terrible I

“It's very terrible, sic.™ ]

7 zink zat you go to your dormitory, poys.'

“ Good-night, =ir!"”

** Good-night 1"’

The juniors turned away, and

1]

T

went to the Reamove
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dormitory. 'The little Frenchman remained atnnding,}l whera
he was, undar the lizhted gas, for several minutes, his face
}\;{urking strangely. F inalty, he turned out the gas and went

2 way.

Harcy Wharton & Co. lighted the gas in the dormitory,
stripped off their drenched clothes, rubbed themsslves down
roughly with towels, and wera soon in a glow of heat which
gave thor confidence that they would not cateh cold.

Billy Bunter, who was not wet, tumbled inte bed at once.
He bad elianged his clothes after coming in, and had taken
several cushions to snooze on inside the landing window,
whore he had been aslesp whea the juniors returned from
the shore . .

Bunter was sleepy, but he was blinking with satisfaction.

“T say, vou fellows,” he remarked, ** it's all right about
Mossoe, He won't mention it to Quelch in the morning.
He's a good-natured little beast.,”

“0h, go to sleap!™

“Oh, really, Chergy——"

“ Rins off 1™

“ About that Christmas pudding—""

#Brprr 1

“0f course, I shall let you fellows have some. But if you
like to make it.two pounds instead of one, T'll muke two big
onas, and—"

¥ Shut up ! roared the juniors.

Bob Cherry grasped a boot, and Billy Bunter dodged under
the bedclothes. Hurree Jamset Ram %Singh sat up in bed.

“The lightful illumination i3 burning,"” he observed.
 ave your honourable and esteemed selves been out?’

Elﬁ Yes, rather! The outfulhess was terrifie!” grinned Bob
1BErY,

“What have you been doing®? asked Bulstrode, from his

".G'retting wet."

“ Anything else?”

“Yes, tired."

Bulatrode growled, and turned his head on his pillow again.
Skinner was awaske, ond he blinked at the cliums in the
light.

* Was there a row when you came in?’ he asked.

“ [One's just started," said Boh.
And Skinner zaid no-more.

The four jumiors rubbed themsalves down till thers was a
glow of heat in every limb, They didn't want to run any
risks. They diseussad the curions incident of Monaieur
Charpentier in low tones, unheard by the others.

1 was sure he had a friend or relation on that ship, by
the way he was anxious about it yesterday,” said Harry.
“But it seems not”

“From what Le said, T should have fancied it was more
likely to be an enemy,” zuid Nugent, thoughtinlly.

Fob Cherry grinned.

“An enemy ! Why, Mossoo hasn’t vitality enouch to havo
an enemy.

“*No. He's not the kind of chap to make enemies, ocor-
tainly,” said Wharton. I don't quite make it out. I
supposs 1t's no bnsiness of ours.”

** That's so,”" agreed Tom Brown,

“ Are vou chaps coming down to the caves eavly in tho
morning ' asked Harey., ** We shall have to be up at day-
light.""

E"“'Ii}h, yes, ruthor, we'll comea!”

“The comefulness is great,”” murmured Hurree Singh, 1
do not know what the tolliinlness is about, but I shall al=o
comefully accompany you.”

“"Right vou are, Inky. We'll give vyou the yarn in the
morning."’ ! ;

And the heroes of the Remove tumbled into bed: and in
ahout ona minute they weore sleeping the sleep of the just.
Billy Buuter was slicady in the anns of Morpheus, and his
droams wera of Christmas puddings of gigantic size.

If lus face had bheen visible in the darkness, a beatific smile
might have been seen upon it. But presently the exprossion
changed.

There was a sudden ery from Buntoer's bed.  Huarry Wharton
started out of a dreamn of storm and shipwreck, and sat up.

“"What's £hst? he ornied.  ** Ihd somebody call?™

“0Oh, oh!

“Runtar! What's the mabber®

“Oh, oh! It--it's all right!"" gasped Bunier, rubbing his
oyez. ' l=I suppose 1 was dreaming.”

“You young ass! This i what comes of n heavy supper,
Yras it the nichtmare !

“Vas. T've had an awinl dream—awinl!™ said Bunter,
T deearnved thaet T was sitting down to o Christmas pudding,
and it auddenly faded away just as I was going to eat . It
was awful”

Wharton chuckled, and settled down to sleep again,
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Cave!

ARBRY WHARTON zwoke ps the first heams of tha
winter sun penetrated the shadows of the Remove
dornitery.

The morning was cold, but ITarry Jumped out of bed
when he Lhad been awalke about two secomds,  He shook his
comrades, and soon awakened themi. They turned out, Bob

trerey grumbling at the cold,

“OTain't rising-bell,” said Skinner, looking out of bed

“ Go hon !

“ Billy asses! Fapcy getting up before rsing-bell”

Blark Linley's eves opened, and he locked at the chuma.

“ Anything on®' he asked.

“Yes," said Harry. * There was a wretk on the Shouldor
last nir,_irht-, and we're going down to look ut the sva.  Like to
come?

* Yes, rather.” —

And the Lancashire lad was ont of bed in a twinkling.

** Are you coming, Wun Lung?!”" asked Bob Cherry, as the
Chinese junior’'s eyes opened and plunmered from his pillow.
Wun Lung belonped to No. 13 Stody, where he chummed with
Mark Linley and Bob Cherry. And a curious chum he was,
sometimes.

“You gose out?’ asked Wun Lung.

“We're going down to the sea. Like to come?

“ No savyy” :

“H's a fine bracing morning."”

* No savvy.”

“Don’t be a tlacker,”

“ No savvy."”

And the youth from the Flowery Land closed his almond
eyes again. Harry Wharton & Co. finished dressing, putting
on their thickest boots and scarves, and left the dormitory.
They want downstairs, finding only an enrly housemaid ahout,
who looked at them im surprise. Thoy went ont inio the
Close, The ground was strewn with twigs and boughs from
the trees, torn down in the storm of the previous night.

“ Bome work for Gosling,” grinned Bob Cherry. ** A little
exarcize will do him gond.,  Joily high wind.™ ‘

The wind was still high, and it sang about their ears as
they went down the lane round the base of the Black 'ike.
But thers was no rain, and the sky was clear, and a hard
winter sunlight fell over the Pike and the wide meadows an:l
long lanes. The juniors came in sight of Cliff House, and
passed it on their way to the sea. A wooden-legred man was
stumping on the shore. He touched his cap to the jumors.

“You're wp early, young gents,'” .

“ Anytliing more come ashore?” asked Hareey.

# A hoat, and some spacs,” sadd Captain Stun:p.

T Name on the boat?’

“Av, av! The May Queen™

“Thuen there's no doubt about it.""

“No, young gents. And there's a2 press gentlzian from
Tounnon here already, thougih how I don’t Lnow,” saul
Captain Sturnp.

“* Any=—uany bodies?"' faltored Iarry.

The old svilorean shook his head.

“Theradl be some later, Master Harry Thongh a good
many of theam will be sucked undor in the hollow channels
under the cliff vonder. Where ars yon going, sir®"

* Wea want cur boaz."”

The old sailorman leoked alarmed.

“You're never poing out with a heavy swall on the sea
like this, Master Harry.”

“YWe shall be all right.”’

“ Put, Master Harey——"' v

“Lot’s run the boat down,” said Bob Cherry. *“It's all
rizht, Cap'n. We know how to look after boats before you
were born, rou know.” .

The old man shook hiz head solemnly, but the Grexfriears
juniors ran the boat down to the water, and successfully
launched it, in spite of the swell  Harey Wharton shipped
tho rudder, and they pulled into the bay.

The sea was indeed rolling with a heavy swell, and the
boat rocked upon the heavy surges. It was no casy mattoer
to pull for the Shoulder, and by no means safe to approach
the chiff with so hesvy o sca running.

But the Greyiriars juniors did not falter,

The idea was still strong in Harey's mind that some sur-
vivor of the wreek, perhaps iwo or three shivering and
starving wretches, might Lo clustered in the cavern, hope-
Iess of deliverance.

That thought was guite cnongh to make the lads brave
the dangers of the rocks and the rolhing waters.

Harry knew the place well, and he ateered for the channel
among the wild rocks and curling waves where the opening
of the great cavern lay.

Within the ring of rocks the water was caliner, and tho
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warst of the danger was past. On smoother water, the boat-

fioated into the cavern,

High over them arched the great, grey rocks.

Harry Wharton stood up in the boat, and lighted the
lantern he had brought with him, sweeping the light to and
fro as the boat advanced on the black wators.

Was any refugee lurking in the cave?

At high tide the loweor cave was filled fo the verv roof
with the S'ua:lging waves, but it was possible to climb the
rocks to a place of safety further baele in the eave, where
the hollow extended upwards into an upper eave.

But in the darkness and clamour of the storm, could any
wretched refugee from the wroek have thus saved himeself?

“Wa shall find no one,” said Nugent, shaking his head.
“If a mat had been earried in here by the water, he must
have been drowned.™

‘“He might have floated up on the rising waler, .as we
did onee,” said Harry.

“ Without a boat?’

“He may have had a spar $o eling (o

" Trooe

:: Better call out.'

Hallo, hallo, hallo I" shouted Bob Cherry, his deep bass
booming through the hollows of the great cavern. ** Hallo,
hallo, halio! Ahoy

Boom, boom ! came the echoes baclk,

*“Ahoy! Anybody here? Ahoy!”

“ Look ! ericd Tom Brown suddenly,

The boat was grating on the sand, Beyond the wator
mark; still clinging to a broken spar, lay the fgure of a
M.

Harry Wharton sprang out of the boat.

Ha ran quickly to the still, terribly still form, and fashed
the lantern light upon it.” Ilis heart stood almost atill
for the momant.

Was the man living ?

Was it & dead body that the juniors had come to dis
cover in the glociny shadows of the cavern under the
Shonlder ¥

The juniors in the boat held their breath, waiting for
Harry to speak. The captain of the Remove knslt beside
the still form.

He turned the face up to the light—a face of sallow com-
plexion, "with thin lips and an aquiline nose. The cyes
woere closed and still,. The features were enough to tell
Harry that he was looking wpon the face of a Frenchiman,

But the chest was moving slightly—the thin lips were
parted. The man was insensible; but he was living !

Wharton gave a gasp of relicf,

“"Ha's slive, you chaps!™

*Thank goodness!” exclaimed Nugent, with & gasp. “I
was afraid—"

“It's all right."

“ The allnightfulness is terrific " murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“{Get him into the boat, while I look round and see if
there are any more!” exclaimed Harry, rising from the
side of the insensible Frenchman, '

“* Right you arc!™

Wharton moved up the cave, flashing the light of the
lantern to and fro, and calling loudly in %}ngliah and French
alternately.

But there came no reply to the echoing of his voice.

Nowhere was there a zign of any other refupee, and it
WAL 500m qlenr that the Frenchman was the only man whom
the grudging waves had swept past the barrier of rocks into
the hollow eavern.

Wharton shuddered as he thought of what tho man must
have gone through, clinging to the spar, tossed to and fro
in the blackness of the cave, and escaping death a thousand
times by a miracle.

He returned to the boat.

The juniors hod lifted the insensihle Frenchman into it.
As Wharton stepped in after himn, the man’s oyes opened
wildly, and he moanad.

“He's coming to," said Bob Cherrey.
Wharton '

“ No gne.™

“It's rotten! Dut it's something to have saved one life.
The man must have died here,” said Mark Linley.

* ¥es, it is somelhing—much to that poor fellow.” Harry
bent over the Frenchman, and met his wild oyes. “ You
are sale now, my poor fellew, Je suis ami—you are among
friends™

“AW! A moi—a moi " moaned the man dazedly, ** Ah!
Ou sais-joi”

“You are safe—with friends,” said Harry.
speak Eoglish #7

The man's eyes scemed to become more intatligent,

“Abh! T am in Angleterre,’ he mwuarmured, Al
saved ! How—how did I come herei™
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“INo one elss,

“"Can vou

Iam

e spoke good English, but with a strong accent of
France.

“ ¥ou were cast into the cave,” said Harry.

“Ah! I remember.”

“"Weoe came to look for any that might be there, and we

found you. We are taking you to where you can get rest
and food," said Harry gently.
. The man nodded; he seemoed foo weak to speak. The
juniors pulled out of the cavern. In the sunhight on tho
seix the Frenchmwan blinked weakly, snd his eves sought
the towering mass of the Shoulder, with the gulls shricking
round the summit.

His faco seemed to licht op.

“What "' he muttered. ** What is that cliff "

“ The Shoulder, we eall it,”* said Wharton.

“Ahl saw it from the sea—hier soir—ycsierday
evening., Ah!”

The man shuddered, and lay guiet a‘glain. The juniors
could do nothing for him till they reached Pogg village,
and they furned their attention to getting thero as quickly

as possible,  With great care they stesred their way
through the rocks, the Frenchman shuddering as the foam
leaped high round the gunwale.

hen a steady pull acreoss the bay!
The Frenchman lay quiet, but presently ho spoke.
" ¥ou—how ecame yvou to save me?” he said. “ You are
not fishermen—vou are schoolbovs, Whenee do you come 7™

“We belong to a school near here,” said Harry,
A school. Ah!'”

“ Yaa, Groyfriars 1"

The Frenchman gave a sudden ery, and sal upright; thon,
overgomo by the effort, he fell back into the bottom of the
boat agnin.

Wharton bent towards him.

“ What ig the matter? Do you know Greyiriars?™

" Greyfriars 1

E& TL"E-JI

“Ha, he!™

It was a faint, chuckling laugh; but in words the French-
man made no reply. e lay staring. at the groy sky as the
juniers pulled the boat in; but once or twice he gave that
ilH.'a-:mliar chuckle, o chuckle that the juniors did not like to

L o
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Survivor.

HERE was a shout on the beach as the juniors ran tho

t in. ‘The fishermen had seen that there was an

addition to the nuwmber n the bowat, and helf a

dozen of the brawny sons of the sea ran into the water

in their big seaboots, to help the boat in, and to carry the
exhousted survivor of the wreck ashore.

“ Where did yvou find him, sir?"" asked Trumper, a big,
burly fisherman, as he reached in and picked up the
Fronchman like o baby in hia mighty arma.

“In the smuggler's cave.”

“ (Good heavens 1" said the fisherman. o

He bore the Frenchmman to the shore, and lazid him on
the sands. Captain Stump had already hobbled down from
the Anchor with a flask of brandy. He placed a tin mug to
the Frenchman's lips, and the man drank cagerly. Tho
potent spirit brought a flush to his checks, and new light
to hia eyes,

Two girlish figures joined the crowd round the French-
man. “The juniors raised their caps as they saw Marjorio
Hazeldene and her friend, Clara, of UL House. _

“\We saw you put out {o sea, from a window,” said
Marjoric, with a smile to Harry. * ‘lr‘n’ﬂ”wutclmtl you till
you were out of sight near the Shoulder,
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“And our hearfs were in our mouths, $00,"” =zald Miss
{'lara. *“*Why, vou ought to have been dashed to pieces o
dozen timwes."

“I'm jolly glad we weren't,” said Harry, lavghing.

“The gludfulness 13 tereifie, most charming miss,”

““And vou found him in the smuggler’s cave,” gaid Miss
Clara. * How Incky for the poor man! What is going
to be done with him now *”’

Wharton looked a little perplexed.

“He can't be taken to Greyfriars,” he remarked.
too weak to bo removed far,
fo the Anchor.”

**Not at all,” said o decided woice, as Miss Penelopa
Primrose appeared upon the scens, * He must be taken up
to Chff House. I will send for the doctor from Friardale."

“Werry good, ma'emmn,” said Trumper, **Bear a harnd,
matea."

Miss Primarose bent over the Frenchman.

*We will take every care of you, my poor friend,” she
said, in her gentle voice, ““and ook after you till vou can
be restored to your friends.'

“ Merci, madame,” suid the Frenchman faintly.

“Ah, you aro from o foreign country,” said Miss Prim-
rose, speaking in French. ** All the more reazon why wo
should lake caro of you. Marjorie, my love, will you run
quickly up to the house and request Miss Locke to hava a
room prepared for this unfortunate man i

“Cortainly, Miss Primrose.”

And Marjorie, with a bright smile to Harr
ran away, with Clara; and three or four stur
followed, bearing the shipwrecked Frenchman.

The Greyfriars juniors followed as far as the gafes of

CHLff House, and then they turned their stops in fhoe direction
of the achool.

They were already considerably late for breakfast, and it
behoved them to get lo Greyfriars as quickly as possible.
, Harry Wharton’s brow was clouded with thought as the
juniors trampead home,

“Elessed if I like that chap,” he exclaimed abruptly.

“Just what I was thinking,” said Mack Linley gquietly.

;‘ Hﬁ has a face that & chap couldn't trust. Ie looks like a
N,

* And he knows Greyfriars!" said Nugent.

Wharton lecked troubled.

*Thers’s something fishy about that,” he ssid. “And
something very gueer about Mossoo’'s connection with the
May Queen. This chap s a Frenclunan, too. Yet
{Tnmm::_said he had no friend or relation on board the May

L.

“ And I suppose he ought to know 1**

“Yes. But—" Wharton paused. “I wonder
shall see anything of this chap at Greyfriars?"

The others were wondering, toe. The Frenchman's foce
was not a pleasant one; and hix look romained in their
memories, with a feeling of diaguictude.

They reached Greylriars, end {(fosling, the portar, gave
them an extremely significant look a3 f.hger Gumg Al

S Whiclhh Mr. Queleh is in & bad temper,”” he remarked.
¥ Which he's waitin® for you. Wot I says is this "ere—>"
. But I'la.rré Wharton & Co. did not wait to discover what
it was that Gosling sard. They hurried on to the house.

Meost of the fellows had fintshed breakfast when the juniors
came into the dining-room. Mr, cleh, the master of the
HRemove, was about to leave the Lower Fourth table. He
turned his eves very sternly upan the delinquonts.

“Ah!" he exclaimed. * You have returned "

“Yes, sic.”

"'f:li::hat is your excuse for abeenting vourselves in this
Wikl

he Form-master's tone was angry, but Wharton felt o

sense of rolief. Monsieur Uhar]}ﬂnfiﬂr had evidently either
mng_:,h:d or forgotten to report the escapade of the previous
night.

“1 am sorry, sir.
wreck——"'

“ A wreek in the bay

*Yes, sir.  We thought thers might possibly be soma
survivors swept into the sca-caves, and we ﬂmugi";t. wo'd gb
there and look, sir.™

% Did you find any survivors?'

“¥Yos, sir, one.”"

Mr. Quelch's face relaxed.

“You must have run considerable danger, Wharton, in
gething to the caves with such a sea as must be runoing
NOW.

“0Oh, wo know the channels well, sir!”

“*Ahem ! It was wrong of you to go into danger.
same time, yvou have cectainly saved a life.
rescued man P

“Miss Primrose had him taken up te CHE House, sir,
Bho iz looking after him.”

“Ts he injured #*

* No, sir; only exhausted, I think he will pull round all

rigrht.. '
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“Well, Wharton, as vour expedition has turned out so
fortunately, I shall say nothing more about vour being late
for breakfast,” said Mre. Queleh with a smile. ' llave vour
breakfas=t row, and then come to the Form-reom.'

“Thank wzow, sir!" ;

And the chums of the Remove had the nrusual cxperienca
of having the dining-room to themselves for breaklast,  MNot
guite to  themselves, however,  Monsiour Charpenfier
remained after the others were gone.  Mossoo apprarcd lo
be looking out of the window, but Wharton was certain
that he had been listoning to what had baen said. ;

Monsieur Charpentice remainod for some time laoking out
of the window, and the juriors had finished breakiast, and
had rizen to leave the dining-room. when the little 'rench-
man cama hiastily towards 1hent,

He signed to them to stod,

“1 have heard vat vou say viz Mr. Queleh, Vharton™
he reraarked, with an effort. and with a strange flush coming
into his checks.

* Yes, sir,” said Harryv.

“%¥ere 15 only vuen man save from ze wreek of ze May
Chaeen ¥

“ Oanly one, sir”

‘o Eh{'«c.] YRS an Engliﬁh ﬁh{-!}'p?" said Mozsoo Cal'ﬂlf‘h;l:-.'.

“Yoes, sir; I ihink she was Fnglish."” . :

¢ Zen ye man zat vou have save is an English sailor, n'est.
co-pas ¥ said the [ittle Frenchman, with ill-concealed anxiety
in Inoks and tones,

Wharton shook his head, :

“ No, sic: the man we saved wasn't Tnglish,”

“Ah! Non?

* He's o Frenchman, sir.” T i )

Monsieur Charpentier sat heavily in a chaip, s eyes
were fixed almost stupidly on the juniors

“ A Frenchman P he said at last.

“Yes, sir.”

“ Do you know his name, zen ™™

“1 did not ask it, sair.”

“Zank you! It is cneoff!” o

The juniors walked cut of the dining-room. The French-
master remained sitting where he was,  As they wen! out
they heard him mutter to himself )

“Helas! 8o many brave men zey perish, and zal vun—zat
vun he escape ! Juste ciel IV

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter has Bad Luck.
BILL'T BUNTER blinked at the chums of the Remove as

they came into the cluss-room. The Owl was wearing
an injured expression, and he began to whisper his wooa
to Harry as soon as the captain of the Remove sal
down. . ] . o
“ Look ont for Quelehy this morning, Wharton; he's in a
beastly temper . .
“ What have you been doing, you young ass?
Bunter blinked at him indignantlhy. . .
“Well, that's a nice question to ask! I haven't been doing
anvthing ! I just suggested that as you chaps hadn’t come
in to lessoms, it would be only fair for the rest of the Form
o wait till you eame, and he gave me fiftw lines!”
# Sorve vou jollv well right 17
# Oh, really. Wharton——""
Mr. Quelch looked neross.
“ YVau are talking, Bunter ! . . .
“ Ok, no, sir!"" donted Bunter prompily, o1 haven't :ﬂ!J
a word, sir! I haven't opened my muulih. s:;! I just said
to Wharton—TI mean, I didn't say a worc :
# Silence, Bunter I said Mr. Quelch, as the class giggled.
© Yos, sir; but—"'
“ Bilence ! ;
# Vas, sir; but a chap doesn't like—"
¢ Take Rfty lines, Bunfer ! . 1
¢ Ok, sir! The same fifty as you gave me juzl now, sir, or
another filty ¥
¢ Another fifty ! thundered Mr. Qm-.h:i:._!
another word, HBunter, T will double them!
“(ih, really, sir—" N
# Two huadred lines, Bunter !
 (Oh, but—"
¢ Three hundred lines " o
And even Billy Bunter thongh it time to shut up then.

[e sat glowering, hiz round eyes gleaming bebind hia

los,
5p E;acfﬁl very much injured indeed, and when he felt

injured, his usual way of getting his “own" lack was by

means of his pift as a ventriloguist. Ventriloquism was ona

of the few things he could do well. Dut it was a risky

business with o master like Mr. Quelch, though Buuter hal

eometimes driven podr bMoszoo almost crazy wilh ik
“1 say, Wharton—"

“ And if you say

11
Splendid Tals of H Wharton
- a:”cﬁ“ By FRANK “ﬁfguanua.
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““ Ehut up, vou yvoung ass!?

"I'm ogoing to——"

“Your duwnmy 177 whispered ITorey.
an you 1’

“Well, [——""

“Three Hundred and fifty lines, and show them up before
Lectinee, Banter '™ said the easter of the Rewove, in
metallic tonca.

And Billv Buntor snorted as he zaw the whele of his even-
ing thus sumimarily disposed of. He schemed vengeance, and
watched his opporlunity. A little later Mr. Quelch wanted 1o
know what was ope of the principal products of Canada,
anid a volee answered from the hack of the elass;

“ Rats 1™ :

The Remove-ma-lor rave o jamp.

*What 1

(1] Ri“‘.i !H

Mre. Quelch turned crimsomn.

“ Wlio synkui" he almost shouted.

“Hats !’ _

There was a hush in the class. Three timos that im-
pertinent reply had been given, and cach time in a different
voiee from a different dircction, ]

The Remove-master was almest gasping for breath. ,

“ Boys, what is this? What! This is a concerted piece
of impertinence! What docs it mean? Who spoke?

“* Ratsz 1™

“Srand oul here ™

111 R-'l.lts i:l:l

ni EI-“T !11‘

T H.':lkl:s 113

The Remove-mazter weae gencrally a grave gentleman, but
he was nearly dancing now. e glared up and down the
dlasa, :

Harrvy Wharion presscd Bunter’s arm,

“You voung idiot ! Shot up !

“Oh, really, Wharton-—-"

S know it's ::]:-u‘. Shut up !

Bunter granted. i ;

Mr. Qu:ﬁch looked over the bovs in scarch of a guilty face.
But, though all of them looked surprised and alarmed, no
ane looked guilty. Dunter kept his eyes on his desl::

41 do not know who the boys were who have thu::,’ insulted
me.” said Mr. Queléh, breathing hard, “ but I—

w Rﬂiﬁ !n

The Form-master broke off.

His hreath secmed to be taken away for some moments.

1 will find ﬂll;—'—"‘”

“ Rata 1" .

”gumer!" said Mr. Quelch, in a voice of thunder,

The fat junior Jumped,

v YVo-g-o-e8, 3108 :

“You were ﬁ!tﬂ:ﬂl{ing B

* (h, no, sir !’ . )

It was ’g;u:au who were speaking all the time !

"% ml.m{:r.lmimr now, Bunter, that vou have claimed fo be a
ventriloguist, and T have no doubt that vou have been
nttering |_lu.;:=.;3 disrespectful words !

LT = |.1‘

ik ?}E:ch..; dare to deny it ?" thundered 1he Form-master.

1] 1_]'__-'[__"_'_”

“ Answer me!”

“You sec, s

r——

“ Btand out here, Bunter!” .

“][—“-itt' vou don't mind, sir, T—TI'd rather stay here 1
faltered Billy, who didn't like the look in Mr. Queleh's
wﬁﬁr"tnnd out here!” exclaimed the Remove-master, in a
voice that made the fat junior jump again,

And Billy Bunter stepped out before the class.

“If you please, sir—" o

"It was you speaking, ‘Bunterl

“ You sec, sir, I——'i—-—:’i

“ Hold out your hand!

i 1—-.[--1——11 . ] ]

Mr. Queleh took Bunter by the collar with his left hand,
and grasped his pointer in his right. The peinter made
rapid play. and the dust rose from Bunters garments. Wild
T f Bunter. .

H!*Ii}::.?e ﬂﬁlil Ildidn'f speak ! T never said rats! T omly
apid it once! Tt was only a joke, sir] I didn’t ray a word !
Ow ! Ow!”

Whack, whack, whack!

* Oh, ow, yow I ; _ .

“ There, Bunter! That is for your impertinence, and
teling me falsehoods !

FTE. Ny L

“%E;: deserve more than that, you absurd, ill-bred boy

" Vaow 1 ;

“ Ara vou not ashamed of yourseif?

THE MAGHEF
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" Yaw I

" Go back to vour placa 1

Billy Bunter hopped back to his plaee, Lubk he scemed
wnwilling to sit down there. He hardly sat still for a
ioment for the remuinder of the morning's lossons.

*Yon young aszs!”’ muttered Wharten. I warned yom
lo chuck it.™ ]

Billy Bunter only groaned. When the Remove were dig-
irissecd, and the juniors crowded out, Frank Nugent clapped
the fut Removite on the shoulder, . ;

“ Ara you geing to start the Chriztmas pudding now,
Dunter 7

Bunter grunted. ]

“Am I in a statc to make Christmas puddings? CGh,
reallv, Mugent, I think you are awiully unfceling.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" _

* Blessed if T can sec anything to cackle at! The Chirist-
mas pudding can wait,”

And it did wait,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Mossoo!
H;ERH.T WITATRTON obtained permission before after-

noon lessons to cyele over to CHIT House, and inquire

of Miss Primrose about the rescued Frenchman, The

wind had [allen, and it was an cesy ride now down the
lane to the bay. The captain of the Remove met Marjoric
and Clara on the sands, with a crowd of the girla of Chif
House, and he stopped instead of going up to the seheool,

“ Vou've come over to ask about the Frenchmani™ said
Marjoria,

“Yes. How is he

* He's well—and gone.”

WhHarton stared.

* Gone [

“Yea, Haven't you seen hon #7

“Heen him? Nol'

“ He came over to your school, T think™

* To Greylriars ¥

* ¥os. ¢ didd not seem much Lthe worse for what he
had been thiough, after he had had rest and food,” said
Marjorie. * He waa not a nice man, I think, [Harry. Ho
had an evil look in his cyes.”’

Hoarry Wharton nodded,

*“1 didn't like his locks much myzelf," he confessed.

“But he was very polite fo Mizsas 'Eritnmaa," went on
Marjorie. " He thanked her for her kindness to him. Ho
told her his name is Gaston Dupres, and that he had a friend
at Greyfriars, and was going there.”

“ He must mean our French master,”

v Ah, little Moensicur Churpentier ! I did not think of
that. I suppose so. I suppose one ought to feel kindly
towards a shipwrecked man, but he lecked quite evil, I
thought,” said Marjorie. I wae in the room when he said
good-bye to Miss Primrose, and he had such a eurious look
in his eyes when he ssid he had a friend at Greyfriars. It
was just as if he really meant an enemy, whom he was
going to imjure. I suppose it was omly my fancy. But [
don’t like him."

“ 71 hate him ! said Miza Clara, who always carricd her
likoa and dislikes, and everything  clie, further than
Marjorie.

“ 0Oh, Clara ™

“ 8o I.do,” said Miss Clara. “T think he is a wicked man.
He kicked a dog after he left Chff Flouse. [ saw him, and
it ran away howling. He is a beast 1™

*Well, I thought he looked rather o beast, and a chap
who kicks a dog is a beast, right cnough,” agreed Harry.
“§ haven't seen him. I wonder whether he came up to
Greyfriars,.  He didn't loock the kind of chap our little
Mossoo would have for & [riend. Mossoo 13 a funny
merchant somebimes, but he's as good as gold, and as in-
offensive &s & kitten,”

Wharton remained choatting with Marjorie till it was nigh
time to return to Gireviriars, and then he pedalled back in &
pureled mood.

He was evidently correct i his surmize that there was
some strange connection between Monsicur Charsenticr and
the stranger from the sce.

Who could thiz man Duprez be?

He cortainly waaz not a fvend of Monsieur Charpentier,
and Mossoo had said that he was not a relation.

Little Mossoo was not the kind of man to have cnemnies,
e had never made one at Greylriara. Wharton could not
underatand it.

The Remove captain rode into the Close, and jumped off
his cyela as ha caught sight of a group of juniors talking to
g stranger in the guad,

It was the Frenehman !

He had been provided with a change of clothes by the

p¥d
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With a wrench Wingate dragged the junlors apart. “Ow!" gasped Bob Cherry,

“Yow ! murmurcd Bulstrode.

kindoness of Miss Penclope Primroze, and looked very clean
and decent, and very different from hiz former aspect.

He raised his hat to Havey as the latter came up, wheeling
hiz bieyele.

“Ah! This is the youny gentleman who rescued me,”
he satd.  ** Monsicur, T thank you very much, It wiis very
brave and noble of you”™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That iz all right,” ho said. * I am glad I thought of
looking in the cave, that's all”

“1 fnd thet I have 2 friend in this neiphbourkood,” said
the Frenchman, who spoke almest perfeet English, * A
gentioman, who is a master at this college.™

** Indeed 1

" Oul—oul !
Charpentier.”

“Our French master !

“Ouw—om! I was about to request one of thoze voung
gentlomen to show me to him.”

“ 1 will take vou to his room," said Harry.

“ Morei—merer !

]ﬂnd tho Frenchman followed Harry Wharton into the
10842,

Although his manners were extremely polite, and he had
displayed the most lively pratitude for his rescue, he had
not made a good imprm[ﬂn nHn oy of tha junmiors,

“Blossed if T like the chap!™ said Nupent., ' What a

ueer look he had in his cyes when he spoke of Mosson, I
on't belicve he's Mosseo's friend at ol

Tue Macner.—85,
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I was just inguirtng for him. Fis pame i3

" THE GREYFRIARS SKATERS.”

“ He's come here to sce lum,” seid Brown.

“ May only be geoing to cadge [rom him, az & fellow:
countryman.”

* The probablefulness is terrific !

Y1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton was not feeling comforteble in hiz mind
as he led the way to the French master's room. e knew
that the vizit of Gaston Duprez would not be welecome to
Mosson. He knew that from the words the little I'rench-
man had let drop in the dining-room.

He tapped at Mossoo's door.

H Entrez ™ called cut a faint voice,

Wharton opened the door.

Monsicur Charpenticy was standing up, and his face waa
pale, his eyes hod a seared look in them. It waa clear that
ho fully expeeted his visitor,

1 DUI:I‘L*I !I‘b

He gasped out the name.

The newecomer smiled.

“0ni, oul, mon amt ! Oul, oui!™

# Zoen you have come heee?™

“ Did you not bave my letter

“0ui, oul, mais s

1 have followed it
- Harry Wharton could not avoid hearing that mueh before
he wax cut of the room. MHe closed the door, and heard no
more,

_ Ihiz brow was elouded as he rejoined his chums, now going
itto the Femove cluss-ropm,

A Bplendld Tale of Harr
& Co. By FRANK Rl

Wh
HARDS,"
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YWl was Mosoo glul to o fee hiz countryman ¥
Browi

Whartoo haok §os leaed.

Mo, e wae frii.',!:h':.i'ﬂ, I Beliewe.

“ Frightened I

“Yee if looks po for anyrhing.”

“ PRt owhat ean there be to be afvaid of 7

Wharton muwle o restless moveiint,

* 1 don't know ! Mosoo i3 az romd as mold, bot that dark
fellow hus =ome hold on him I imagine. I can’t think bow, or
why, But monsicur docsn’t want him to come herve, and
doosa’t dare to ordor him (el thet’s clear.™

“The fellow must be a rotter, (hen !

“ o odonbe glwout that”

And Wharton was thinking it over with a perplexed brow
when they sat dewn for afternoon lessons. [b was not
|,-:'.:m_zﬂj,r hia huﬁinfl-‘ﬁ, pi,‘:l'h:q}!:. Bt he liked Mﬂﬁl’.‘rﬂ, n.r_ul b
vhew that the kind snd simple little Fronchman was fre-
guently imposed upon. It looked as i an wnserupulous
sdventurer was getting the upper hand of him, in some way
Haerry did not understand, and the suspicion made the boy
cager to interfere, and to send the stranger from the sca
aliout his business. But he knew nothing of the affair, nor
was he likely to know anyvthing.

There wie 1 French lesson for the Remeove that afternoon,
atul when Mre Queleh gave up lis place to Mongdeur Char-
puentier, many of the Removites looked at the little French-
man curiouzly,

Monsiour (Charpentior was evidently not himsclf,

e stonnnered  aned  hesitated, made mistakes, lost the
thread of hi= explunetions, and was goon quite in confusion,

The better =ort of fellows in the class saw that there was
st hing amiss with him, and were as atientive as they
eould be to make things easier for im. A good many how-
cver, took the opportunity of ragging the little Frenchman,

Billy Bunter thought it was an excellent opportunity of
working off a little ventriloguism,  His experiinent with
Mr. GQueleh head turned oot a failure, but the [at ventelo-
guist wag egager o get level with somebody, and Monsieur
Charpentier was 4 master, gnyway, snd an casy vieti,

Bt the moment a rat wuzs hesd squesking under the
Mrench-master's feet, cansing him to jump and stare round in
senaeeinent, Iarry Wharton's grasp fastened upon  the
shroulder of the Owl of the Remove, ]

 Btop that, Bonter ! he said, in a low voice.

Daunter blinked ab him,

0, reallyv, Wharton '

“Btop i, T osev !

“ But=--but—-""

» No tricks on Mossoo this afternoon.  Mind, if there's
any nonzense, ' give you a licking after lessons, as sure
g o gran 1

Bunter snorted in disgust. But he knew that Havry
Wlarton was a fellow of his word, and that aflcrnoen there
Wwikx A0 nOre #unt‘:'linfp.'lzﬁ:'r'l.

ashed

ITe looked it

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Diminishing Capltal.

= CAY, yon follaws T
Thus Dilly Bunter, as the Remove came oub after
alternoon school, T4 was '.1].]'{‘.'.I.-ii:." dork, and fakes of
snow  were fulling i the Close, and  whilened the
Yeafless branches of the old elms, The [ellows were grouping
in the passaces, or soing to thoer stadies for tea, zmﬁ DBunter
ran down the clins of Ne. 1, talking at the door of the
JUIELOT COMEON-Ton.

They were diseussing Christmas  holidays, when Bunter
q*.;mm up and inserted himself into the group, blinking at
tleem.

“ I say, you fellows, shout those lines.”

“What hoes?"" asked Nagent.

“Thaose lines that Quelch gave we, you know'

“Go and do them [P

“There are three hundred.™

“Well, 16 serves you right, doesn’t it:"

* Ile says they're to be shown up by bedtume,”

*Obhow them ujs, thon 1™

I that's your idea of o jeke, Wugent, I blessed if T
can sce where the fun comes in. Are you fellows going to
belp e ¥

= Btalf "7 osaid Hary., " You deserved the lines, and so
you cien write them,  DBesides, you know Queleh is so shurp.
He detects difTerent hamds in the zame impot.”

* Well, T wouldn’t mind doing a few in the beginning,™
;i Bunter.

* o hon " remarked Nugent.,  'f You are too pood.™

" Oh, really, Nuogent! Look here, will you chaps do
nihelty each o I de thirty.™

“(hhe o oand ecat coke !

“TE T do the lines T sha'n’t o abde to make the Christinas

The Magxer—85,
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pudding. Tt sepms a pity, when T've rvaised sixteen shillings
for thoe materixls.'”

“@ixfeon shillings! You had o pound.”

“WWell, vou sce, I—1 had fo have a sk, you AW,
I'm fceling very delicately lately, and I've got a feeling that
T shall be indisposed i I don’ keep up oy constiiction
with constant nourishinent.’” .

Woll, we'll manaze a hundred lines beotween us,™ said
YWharton., “ Yo ean do the vest,”

ST ean't possibly, wowd—-="

“Tell Quelch =0, then.” 5

“(h, don’t be an ass, vou know! I~

“(Qh, ez oft 1™

“ But really——""

E‘r' B off ™7 roared Wharton, in a tone that made Bunlor
sk i

..Find the fat junior went his way grumbling. Buot he did
not o up te the stndy to do the lines. He went to the tuck-
shop to fortify himself for the tesk.

Whon the chums looked in at No. 1 an hour Tater for tea,
they fonnd that Bunter had eommenced his task., e st
at the table, with a pile of buns on his left, and a pen
hiis hand, OFf the three handred Lines he had written, so far
the following :

* Arma viromaue cano.’?

He blinked atl the chums,

“ Here, got off that table,” sald Nugent; *f we want tea."

DBunter assumed a decidedly iojured expression.

“0h, I say, you fellows,” he exclarmed, " vou enn’t have
tea now., I want thoe tuble. Dve polf three hondreod hines
to do this evening, and I don't think it's fair for you to
miiereupt me.'

“Tale em into the Form-room.’

Y It more eonventent here, and——-"

“And you've done three words ount of three hundred
lines,” grinned Nugent, jerking the foolscap off the {able
to the armchair. *Geb out of the way 7

“ 0, really, Nugont-—""

* Brorerer 1™

They luid the table and put the ketile con.
the armchair and ate buns.

When MNugent began poaching eggs, the fat junior's face
cloared, and he showed some sirns of interest,

YT osav, Nugent, T'll do that, if vou like,” he remarked.
O eourse, you fellows want me to have lea with vou”™

* No, we don’t!"" zaud Nugent coollv. * DBut I expect voun
will have tea with us, whether we want it or not, so you
may as well poach the oggs. Get a move on ™

Anmd Banter began to cook. It was an oecupation that
suited him down to the ground, and his fat face becsme
quite contented.

“1f you chaps like to do my lines while I'm cooking, I've
no objection,” he remarked. Y It will save time. I should
ltke to be able to tackle that Chrisbimas pudding this even-
ing. Mrs. Kebble 1s making Christmas puddings now, and
I could get her to boil aune along with hers ™

“Rats!” said Nugent, without looking up from the bogk
he wos reading.

“Oh, really, Nugent! You soe, it seems o shame to wasta
the twelve bob 1've got for making a pudding——"

“You've got twelve! Twelva !

“Well, you sec, sone of it"s gone.  You know how money
does go,” said Bunter. 1 think T shall have to return
to my original wdea, and maeke & ten-bob pudding of it.”

Nugent gzrunted. The eggs were dished up, and the
juniors had their tea, Billy Bunter disposing of the hion's
share, as usual. During fea the fut junior mpde a further
atiempt to enlist peneral aid towards tting the Lines done,
in vain. When the meal was over, ho rose to leave the
study.

“You can have the table now,” Nugent remarked.

Bunter bnked at af.

“There's the tea-things on 1y" he said.

“Wall, elear them off.™

0k, really, Nugent, vou know thal T don't Like exertion
just after a meal. I believe yvou woulda't enre if T foll
down dead on the earpet thia minute.”’

““{1h, ves, I should! I shouid have to roll you out into
the passage, and you're not a light weight.”

Dunter spiffed indignantly, and went to the deor. Like
mosk people who make pathetic speeches as a habit, he never
found hiz pathos iaken serionsly.

“ What about the lipes?" asked Wharion, laughing.

“I shall tackle them later,” said Billy Buuter. ™ Afier
all, there's plenty of time in the cvening vet”

“Going to get the maierials for the Chrisimas puddinge

“Well, T don't know yet. I shall loeok in at Mrs
Mimhle's,™

And Bunter deparied.

The chiums of the Remove clearcd ihe table, and settld
down o their preparstion,

When that was finished, they went downstuairs, and tho

Bunter zat m
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Bob Cherry changed his -.;-;.riqp to Bunter's shoulder, and proceeded to shake the fat junior as a terrier might shake
arat. “Yow! Yew! Yow!l"

—

firat porson they met was Bunter, coming in with & smear
of Jnm upon his face. _

“Got the materials?"” asked Nugent, with o grin.

The fut junior shook his head.

“No. Upon the whole, I don’t see that it would be much
pood trying to make a Christmas pudding for five boh.”

“Hn, ha! Five bhol !

“Well, some of the money's gone. T've paid Buszell a
Little debt I owed him, and spent a litlle at the tackshop.
I felt myself coming over faint, and I had to have a snack.”™

H%ou mnust have meeded if, just after fea, afed the tea
vau pub awayv, too,” =aid Nupgent symipathetically, ' But
I suppose that's a jolke aboul yeur payineg Hassef] ¥

“Lertatnly not, I hope vou don't think I'm the kind of
chap to leave a debt unpaid, when I've got cash in haod.”

“Wall, considering how vou got the cash, it wouldn't
make matters much worse,” zaid Harry Wharton drilv.

“If you don't want to stand that sovercign, Yharton,
I'm quite willing to put it down on the account,” said
Bunter, with dignity. " I'm not the kind of chap to Le
undder obligations to anvbody, I hope.” . .

Y The acconntfulness of the honourable Bunter 1s terrific,”
muprmured the Nabab of Bhanipor.

“ Hallo, Rus=cll !'" sang out Nugent, a5 the Removite came
bv. I hear that Bunier has been paying a debt

Russell grinned. :

“* He settled up twopenes T lent him a week ago,” he said.
¥ Blossed of T know what's the matter with hin [
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“h, reafly, Rassell in

“*You young fraud ! said Wharton, ™ You've spent twoe
penee in paying Russell, and six-and-tetipence in the tuck-
shop, to reduce your eapital to five boo™

“Avell, that's what T said—it was partly in paying Ruszell,
and partly for a snack., 1 SUPjIoSe  You don't want me to
fade away and become a walking shadaow ¥

“[a, ka! T don't think that’s Likely to happen.”

H About thet Christmas pudding, though,” said Bunter.
“If vou like to do those lines, and nake this up to a
suyereign again—- . .

But the chums were walking awav, and Dunter did rot
finish that sdvantageons offer.  He drifted up to the study,
arnl did his prop., after a fashion. Then he wrote two lines
cul of the three hundred, felt exhausted, and went to Mre.
Mimble's [or refreshimesd.,

At bedtime there was a gloomy expression on Dunter's
forehesd, and a big sncar of Jwm on his mouth. Dugent
poked him in the vibs, and he gasped,

“Tione these lines, porpoise ¥

“n, really, Nugent ! How eould T, when T've been busy
all the time ¥ D've done one per cent. of thew.”

“ Ha, ba, ha?” ‘

“ Do vou think Quelch will be waxy in the marning "

“ITetll be waxy te-night, I expect, as he told you to show
thens up Lefore bedtime,' said Nagent, with a chuckle,

“(ih, dear! Tt's earioms how people pick on me to per-
gocute,” said Billy Bunter, A pood-natored, inoffensivo
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chap like mo. Y'va been worrving over those lines so much
that I havon't hud tiime to make the Christinas pudding,
and now the capital’s diminished. Xt's no trying to
make it now.”

* How much have vou got loft*"

“ MN-n-n-nothing.”"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I sha’n't be able to make the Christmas pudding now,
1-!1_‘ rough, because U've got o ripping recipo. 1 suppose
it’s no good asking you to malie up that sovercign again "

# Nat rnuch,™

“8ome chaps are so selfish. T don’t think a fellow cught
o be zelfish, vou knpw. If you start » thing of that sort
when you're toung, it grows on vou, and you grow into a
brastly unpleasant kind of man, rou know.”

Buntor '

Billy jamped,

W, sip¥"

“Huve von done your Iines, Dunter®” aaid Mre Queleh,
frowning. ** You have not_brought them to e, as I Lode
you, and it iz now veur bedthme ™

“1 haven't finished them, sie”

“ Anel why not "'

I —1"ve been so hamd ot work, air. The chaps in mv
study—er—vanted me to make a Christmaes pudding for
them, sir, ord—and I didn't like 4o refuse.”

“My only hat ' murmured Wharten.  ** What next ¥

“Indeed ' said Mr. Queleh,  “ And have vou made the
Christinns pudding, Bunter ™

“ No, n-n-ngt exactly made i+, sie”

* Have vou begun it 77

“Well, not exactly begun if, sir.”

¥ Then how has it kept you busy i

“Well, I—1"ve been turning it over in ms mind, sir,"

Mr. Guelel siniled slightly,

“ How maech have you done of the imposition, Bunter #*

“Y—TI've done some of ir, sic”

“ How much*"”

I've made a good start, =ir,”

“How many lines have you written 8"

“T1—1 dida't eount thom, sir.”

“But you can form a rough idea, Bunter. How many 7

* Avout—aboat three or four, sir,” stammercd Buntoer.

The Remove-master Trowned,

“Ah! Very welll The imposition I3 doubled.”

“Oh, =ie!"”

“And if you do net bring in six hundred linez to me fe-
morrow night, Bunter, I shall deal very sericusly with vou.”

And Mr. Queleh walked awav, shaking his head, leaving
tho fat junior the picture of dismay,

ﬁl""n’ i%l.ill'rh?':‘ blinked af the BRorfovites,

“1 suppose vou'll help me with the hines now ' ho- zaid.

“T suppose we shall have to, vou froublesome little heast,”
atied Nugeot,  *The next time you pot gn impot from
Queleh, vou'll oot a licking froin me, too.”

O, really. Nugent——*'

“Scat! Got off to bed!™

——

THE THIRTEGNTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Rald!

HFE BRemove went to bed, but contrary to his usual
custom, Bunter did not drop off immediately ta slec.
After the oxpenditure of a pound at the tuckshop, 1o
mstalments, cven Bunter was not hungey.,  Buot he

was Ehinking of Christmas puddings, or, to be more exact,
e particular Christmas puddiog,

After the prefeet hod withdrawn, and darkness reigned in
the Kemove dormitory, o still, small voice was heard from
Bunter's bed.

“f anv, vou followz—-"

“Oh, go to slecp I grunted Bob Cherry.

“I've pot a little scheme—-""

“ Brorapor-rop,

“Oh, really, Clherry ! Tt's about that Christrons pudding.
I haven't heen able to make it, owing to thet imposition,
But I find that Mrs, Kebble has made a bip one, and s
been bodling 1t thiz evemng."'

“1 wizh she would boil you."

“You sen, I know where the pudding is

B Prust v for thiat,” ,'J::l'ui".tlﬂj’l Nugent, I believe you
know the latitude and longitude of every morsel of prub in
the house.™

“Well, a chap ought to keep Ins eyes open, yvou know,"

“ You do—and your mouth too. Shat it

“You see,” went on Bunter, *if one of vou fellows liked
to corve and Dielp me, Dd vaid that pasdding, and woe should
have a feed all the same.  Mow do you like the idea®”

** Rotten i

“Oh, renlly, Brown! T tlink it's & aplendid idea! Mrs.
Toebble makes rippinge puddings, and her Clinigtmas puddings
ara eortain to be pood, Aftor all the trooble I've teken

Tug Maoxgr-—05,
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about the matter, too, it scems a shame that I shounldn’t have
anjé'mddmg.”

“OUh, go to sleept™

“1 say, Dulstrode=——*"

is G’rﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ pre

HWill you come down with e and—"

Snore !

“I say, Hazeldeng—"'

£8 Rﬂtﬁi !!l

"*.Ogilvy, .old chap——""

[1] Bﬁ‘:l‘ tu

“1 say, Wun Lung! Wun Lung, old fellow, you're not
asleop, are you?"

“ No sleepee,” came the soft voies of the Celestial from hia
bed in the darkness.

“Good ! Will vou ecome down with me?"?

“ Me comes™

“Jolly pood! You've gob more pluck than all thea
Fellows ' snid Bunter, slippmg out of bed. “ I can tell you
exactly where the pudding is—and I'll wait for you at tho
top of the stairs while vou got it, you know.”

* Me savvy.”

“Rats!" cxelaimed Tlarry Wharten, ¥ Den't oo, Win
T.-:.mg. Bunter will give vou all the trouble and visk?!™

* Oh, resily, Wharton—"

* Allee lghtee,” murmured the Celestial, as ha slipped out
of bed and began to don lLis elothes; " allee lahtes, my
itiend, Me takee cale.”

“* Bunter is bound to make some blunder.™

“Ma swvvy

“Well, if you will go, vou will,™ =said Whorton.
an ass !

* Allee hght.'

Bunter was dressing in the dark, and srambling as e
}:rumrml:l against things. He groped his wav to the door at
ast,

* Ready, Wun Lunpg®™”

“ Allee leady.”

* Good! Come on'™
_ The door opened and closed. The juniors remained awake
in the Remova dormitory, wondering how the adventure
would turn out. Fow ol thear thought that Billy Runter
would suceccd in getiing hold of the pudding the houwsekeeper
Lhad made in preparation for Clristimas. It was certain to ba
locked up, for raids on the lavder were not quite unknown at
Grreyfriars.  Dunter was thinking only of the pudding and the
[ead, and did not fake account of the difficulties in the way.

After about five minutes, the door of the Remove dormitory
opened apain and closed softly. There was a faint sound of
footfalls.

“1lulle, halle, halio!"" exclaimed Bob Cherrr.  **Ix that
vou, Bunter?"

“MNo Buntel."

“Wun Lung !

* Allee lightea ™

The little Chinee crept back to his bed, and they heard him

ot in and settle down., There was also a sound suspiciously
ke a chuckle.

“ But where's Bunter ! demanded Harry Wharton, mysti-
fied. * I3 ho gottine the pudding ™

“ Mo savyy.”

“Is e coming hack™

Mo savyy.

“Hasz ho besn caught?”

Y No sy vy

“ Look hero, you young ass,”" exclaimed Wharton, sifting «p
in bed, * what's happened to Bunter? Why ean’t you explain
voursalf 1"

* Allae lightes. We poes down to next passage, and me
spyee to Buntel me heoal aometing.” said the Celastial.

“* Wall, and what then?"

“Me pushee DBontal in study. Telles
coastes cleal ™

“* And then?” . . . ]

“ Me coinee back to dolmitee,” said the Chince simply,

“You—you young rageal!  Then Bunter's atill waiting in
thi skudy 3

“What vou tinkea®" .

“ And what was the sound you heard

“Windee bloweo in tlea _

“Ha, ba, ha! 1 suppose Bunter didn't koow thag 7

“ RBuntel no savvy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“ My only hat!" grinned Bob Cherey. “ 1t serves Duntoer
right, for {Jeing such a greedy little heast! I shouldn's

R T

him to wait £ill
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wonder if he gticks in that study for ten minutes before he
gets the nerve to leok out.™

** Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Removites zettled dewn to sleep.

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Unpleasant for Bunter.

B]L_LY BUNTER stood quite still, listening and palpitat-
ing.
Wun TLung, who had curious idesas of humour, had
pushed him into the study and cloged the door, and it
was some minutes before the fat junior realized that the Little
Chince had not fellowed him in.

“Wheare s he, the little beast " murmured Bunter, ©1
don’t suppose it was anybody coming! He inust have dodged
imto ancther study, I wonder whose study this is—one of the
masters’ studies, I believa! Nice for e if he comes in and
finds me here. Ow! I wonder how long I'd better wait?”

Eilly Bunter listened intently.

He could hwar no sound, wnd he ventured at last to open the
door and pecp ot into the dark passaze. As he did so, &
very distinet sound of footsteps came to Lis ears.

He popped back inte the study,

_The footsteps came on, and there was a sound of voices cut-
gide the door.  Bunter almest shricked with terror.  They
werc 'coming inte the study—that study! The little Chinee
had not foreseen that.

Bunter wondered for a moment whether he should make a
blind rush, and pet past the new-comers before they conid
recognise him. Dut he had not the nerve. As a hand fell
on the door, and it was pushed open, the fat junior wriggled
under the table.

There was o scrvatching sound as a mateh was struck.

“* Ah. 1 see you have comifortable quarters, mon ami!’”

" Dui, om.™

‘Bunter, under the table, held his breath. The voices showed
him that the new-comers were Monsieur Charpentier and his
friend, the man from the wreek., He was in the French-
master’s st,udgf.

Monsicur Charpentior raked up the dying fire, and sat down.
The Frenchwan from the wreck sat opposzite to him in the
arm-chair, and stretched out his legs. ’I}'}lerc was a cool and
mmsolent smile upog his face.

* I shall be comiortable bere for a fow days,” he said.

Maozsoo made & gesture of denial,

“Ah, non, non !’

“But yes. Have you net prezented me to the worthy
head-master as your friend—your dear friend, who waz zaved
from the a}hi!}wn:c_:k‘.“"

“ Ah, oui!”

4 3 Aﬁ-ﬂd has he not accorded permission for me to stay a few
ays?

“Certamnly., But—"

“But I have no great desive to stay,” said Duprez, smiling -

ironically. "1 would prefer Londen, I did not intend to
etay with f}‘uu. The shipwreek has saved me the trouble of
& journcy from London to Greyfriars. Voila tout.”

“* Ah, zut you slone should be saved !

Gaston Duprez laughed,

“ It was curipus, was it not?  And by the boys of this
school 1

“* Helas "

“¥You would have been better pleased had T gone to the
bottom of the bay,” said Dupres, laughing.,

* Ah, non! Dut——""

“ Better tell the truth—it 1s natural!  1f I were at the
bottoin of the bay, I could not tell the doctor——"2

“ Bilence "

“Well, pay me, and let me go.” s2id Duprex.  * One hun-
dred pounds, and I Jeave by the first train in the morning.”

“You are mad! All my savings are not half the sum,™

Truprez shrugged his shoulders.

1 will take that, end wait for more”

* Coquin !

“Bah! Besides, connot you help yourself

“What 1™

* The doctor—does hie not keep money in the place ™

The little Frenchman jumped up,

* Haseul! Beoundrel! Lesve my room! Go! Val

“Buh! Keep cool!™

“ Villain !

* Nonsenso,”

" Leave—teave! Gao, then !

“If I go, I po to the doctor,”

Monsieur Charpenticr sank into his chair again.
g gesture of despair

‘* Mon Dicu, fam lost '

" ¥You are—if you are a fool,” said Duprez cooily. * Bah!
Have vou nothing to smoke in this reor=? You do not offor
me a agar?’”

* I have not eigara.”

“Or anything to drink '

* Zere is vater.”

Duprez made a grimace.

I‘__Ii

He made
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“T will not trouble you, thanks. Now——y  What was

that ¥

“Quoi! Vat?"

“ 1 thought [ hearnd somcbedy breathinge in the roone,™ sand
Dapres, locking round with o puoscded wee 1 suppeose that
there s no one clae in the rooin ™

** INon, non.”’

“ Well, T will speak in French, and that will make oll safe™

Billy Bunter grunted inaudibly,

In terror as he was of discovery and pumislimient, he was
zetting very interested in the eonversation, It was pretty
mlain, even to Bunfer's by no mesng keen intellect, that tho
man [rom the wreek was bluckinailine the hittle French-nmster,
Bunter would have siven a great deal 1o know the secret.

But Bunter’s 'rench was the worst in the Remeve, and bho
could herdly follow a word in the language the two talkers
WOre NOW S,

He knew that Duprez was threatening. and that Monsicur
f,'hsl.rrlni‘mticr was Ee-n}i:ﬁl}' expostulating and pleading, but thuat
was all.

And soon Bunter had other things 1o think of. ITe was
gething eramped. The tauble wax not a large one, and he
wag squatting most wuncomfortably underneath it.  The
cover did not reach the floor, either, and he had to keep
coiled up in the middle underneath, lost some of his limbs
should come info view,

To Ehntﬁc his position without making a sound was difli-
cuit, and DBunter postponed it till the latest possible moment.

But at last the pins and necdles that were running through
hiis limbs gave him no alternative, and he moved eautiously.

But the mere fuct of movement hrought on the pins and
needles in his legs wmore severely, and he could not help

-Jnh:!{tlﬂiz A loud gasp.
The two Frenchmen utfered the cxelemation =houl-

taneously, as they sprang to their fect.

Duprez lifted the corner of the table-cover, and revealed
Bunter, now rolling in anguish on the carpet. e gave the
fat junior a savage kick, and sent him rolling out into full
vigw,

0w, ow, ow " rasped Bunter,

“Cochon 1 shouted Duprez. “You have listened I'

“*Helas! It eez Buntair!”

0w, ow 1Y

Duprez glared at the Owl of the Remove furiously, while
Monziear Charpentier clazped his hands. But Bunter never
heeded them. Had a pistol been levelled at him just then
Bilty would have taken no notice of it. He was in agonies
of pins and needles, and had no thoagh!s for anything elsa,
He squirmoed on the carpet like a wouwwded worm.

“Ow! Yow! Yow! Ow!™ he spluttered. " Ow!
Yarooh 1"

" The fool of a boy !

“Mon Dien!™

Y Ow M pasped Billv, “Cramp !

He zat up at last, as the pain subsided. He blinlal ner-
vously at the Frenchman. 3Mossoo had sunk into lus chaie
again, pale as death. Duprez was glaring at Bunter like a
Lyfrer,

“I—I think T'd better go,”" murmured Bunter, staggering
to hia feet, and squirming as he had a last twinge,

“a3py ! hissed Duprez, ** You have lhistened ™

“1 couldn’t understand wvour lingo, mossoo,’” stammored
Bunter, *[—7

** Ah, zat istrue !

“1It may be a ha ! growled Dopres.

““Ah, non! Buntair i» ze most stupid boy in ze Remove.”

**Oh, really, Moszoo——"

“He have no more =ense zan ze rabbit,
nozzing."”

“But we spoke in English at frst,” said Duprez.

“I didn't hear you,” said Bunter. “Nof a word, I'd
scorn to listen!  And 1t's no business of mine if you de
blackmail mossoo, you know, [ won't tell anybody.”

Druprez uttered an oathn

" How did you come here, Buntair /"' said Monsieur Char-
pentier faintly. ]

“I didn’t mean to, =it - 1 net Jdodeed in. T heard ==me-
one conng,’” saund Bunter. T came down with o fellow
who wanted to gel something. 'm sineerely sorry, sic !

“¥You may go, Buntair.”

" Thank vou, sir!"”

Dprer gripped the fat junior by the shoulder, and =eiced
a canc from the table,

“ Mot without punishment " he hissed.

0w I yelled Bunter., ¥ Leggo! Lemme alone! T'H go
straight 1o the deocter, and tell him vou're blackmailing
moxson, if you tovch me! Yow !

The face of Duprez was convul:ed with rage for a
moment ; but he flung the cane upon the table without strik-
ing Bunter.

Grool

What is the matter with him ™

He onderstand
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Y Go!" Yhe said hoarasly,

And Bunter gladly skipped out of the stude. Duprez
turned to Bonswear f,'h':lri:@-n.‘ilrr with n black brow.

Iz that boy likely 1o faik @™ he sand abruptly.

Monsieur Ulinrpentior groaned.

LI isoze most likely in all 2o school, Ho iz vat zo

Frgliash call ze ehatterhox™

Then i'e @ bod Dusiness,™

“Chal! 1 know zat!"

“What will vou dot™

“I know not zat yvet. T vill dry to loop him shu? up”™

But the litle Froncliman's exprewion showed that he had
[iitle hope of sacceeding 10 his attemne o0 keep the Oul of
the Remove * shut up.”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
No Credit.
BFZ"‘-’TI'IH did net stop ¢ven to toke breath all the way

fraom  fthe Freonch-viastor's H‘uﬂy‘ tey thwer Hemove
dormitory,  11e rushed breatldes<lv dote the dormitory,
glotitned the doer, and 2oanl ppon iz bed, gasping,
The dormitory wue asleep: but twe or thieee fellows woke
tip and ssked what the row was aboat, adding a few uncom-
plimentary expressions.
“E—I zav, vou fellows—""
“Hallo, Lallo, halle ! IPs Buntoer!
HI—I say—-""
““Ha, ha, ha!”
“I've made an amazing discavery.
“Got the pudding ;"
“No; but—""
“Ia, ho, ha t"
“Ilessed if I cun see anvihing 1o cacitle af !

Ha, ha, hat"

| —

T've made a

discovery. That French chap you fellows picked up in the
cave 158 a blackmailer, and he knows something about
Mosson."!

“Good! Go hon!"

“1c's true, vou stapicions beast !
mirder——"'

“YWhere's the body "

“ Not here, you idict ! He has committed 8 murdoer, or a
obbery, or ﬁd_unl‘*l]ling—ﬂ—--"

Moszoo has committod a

Mot much diulfvrence,” srinied lhb_('hl‘r'rj.'. i D[] go to
tleap, Bunter.  lreeain about sowething  less lurid  woct

time. "'
“I haven't been dreaming, you ass!" said Bunfer indig-
nantly. “I hesrd them ftalking it over. Duprez wants a
hundeed pounds fo go awax."”
“Whose hundred pounds ¥
" Mossoos T
“ And what docs he want them to go away for?"
S 0h, eeally, Cherry, vou are deliberasely masunderstand-

g me ! He does not want the money to go away—he wants
it to go away himself, Bossoo has conunitted a series of
ghastly crimes, from what T con mpke put—"

“Make up, you mean.”

“Ha, ha, I "

“1 tell you it's pll true. Tloprez is moing fo hand him
orer to the hangman of be docan’t shell ont, and agree to
rob and murder the dactor in his bed ¥

“Ha, hin, ha!"”

“*You can laugh if vou like.”

“Phanks! I will! Ia, ha, hal”

“WWell, it's all rrue, anyway ™

YAy dear Bunter,”” said Harry Wharten, laughing, * wa
konow wour yarns, you kuow. Vhy don't vou miake it oa
E{"“‘"'}F one? You can't expect us 1o swallow whales like
thatt'

“ [ was under the tablo—=""

“ 1tags 1"

“ And they were talking, and Duprez said—""

# Boak 1"

“* Lool here, Brown-——

“(Oh, go to sleep '

“Then vou dun't want to hear aboat it 2"

“YWeo don't want to hear such enormous whoppers," said
Bob Cherry. **{o to sleep 1™

And Bunter's story bemng recelved with derision on all
sides, the fat junior felt that e could do mothing more than
go to sleep. Like the vouth in the story, who cried * Wolf ™
g0 often, and was not believed when the wolf really came,
go the imasinative Billy Bunter recetved no eredit now that
he was telling the tenth—exauwmernted, of course.

MNeither did lie Lmd any listeners when the Remove turned
out in the movrnineg, at the elang of tho rising-Lell.

Bunter was beaginning again, bt Wharton cat him shart.

“You'd Letter wet off that varn, Bille.” he said. *It's
about the hizeest humbug even yon have ever worked off,
aodd vou look an ass, vou koow, Chuck g !”

“ 1ut, really *

“ake v advics, and chuck .Y
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And Billy Tinnter relapsed into indignant silence.

iIarry was thinking it over when he went down to brenk-
Tast that moarmieg. B were anandy strangs elrcumstances
in ensnoection with the Frenchman from tha seax, and 14 was
an undoubted fact that he was staving with Mossoo, and
Lhat Mossoo did nor Tike ir, -

But it waz impossible to trust o word Boanier satd.  Fven
il he related facts, they wers so mixed, amd full of exaggera-
tions that the thrond of trutls could never be followed.

And Bunter's present varn was one that wanted frowning
down, in any casec, )

Harry could not help glancing at Monsicur Charpentior at
braalifast.  The little Frenchiman was looking pale and wor-
o e was never much of an .'Hi-_"p:l HY| hitiillg hiz :I!'v-i:'lingﬁ,
asd errtainly bir was not hoding then now. i

Ciaston Doprez was at the smne table, and he was eating
hiz hreakfast wirh eool noschalance,

Whether Bunter's adventure of the previens evening bad
disturbed bim or not, could pot be fold from his manuwer,

The hiethe Frensh-master’s eved: wandered towsnda the
Pomove tabic several thnea Billy Bunter was too short-
~ighted 1o olwerve if, but Hacey Whaetaon 1']1;, and he won-
dered whether, after all, there was something in the fat
junior's store, . )

Bunter did not verdure to tell his varn again before morn-
ing lessons: but-il was only Bottled up, and was bound to
come ont again soaner or lnter, probably m a more wildly-
exaggeratad for. )

As the Remove werd going into the clnssreom that morn-
iz, Monsiens Chiarpentior came up o Harry Wharton with
a troublad oxpression upon his face,

“YVharton ! (he wsomment 2

e ertatnly, sir ! said Harry rl*hi‘.u-l?{'tfu”}'.

T vish 4o speak vie you aflsir 2o morning lossons,”

g T A Dy ,

Yoy vill come fo my stndy aftair zat you have had ze
marning lessona, YVhurton ™

W Woery owoll, sief”V

ank von, Vierton ! :

The Tuttle I ronelitienn gpoarng] very el relieved, 1

Ile nodded smiably to Harrey Wharton, =l went his
wav, leaving the junior wondering what Mossoo could have
L say to hios :

Runter nurdesd the captain of 1he Remove.

“ I oany, Wharton——"

¢ ialln ! Don't bother!

¢ Wt did Mossoo say to vou, Wharton ¥

¢ Mind vour own business '

(M, really, Wharton—=—""

“ Oh, shat up!™ .

Buntor looked injured, and they went inte the class-room.
Wharton was Crouehtful all through snornimg lessons, Hally
Buntes tricd in vain to ioterest hine in the hnportaot subject
of Christmas puddings. ;

Fvon whoen Me. Queleh was oceapied, and i was sufe to
talk, Hlarey refused to disenss the subjoct, _

Billy PBunter had to turn to Wun Lung for sympathy, nril
he found the Chinese junior quite willing to listen and give
idvice, . . .

S You see, Mrs, WKebble has & ripping pudding in the eup-
hoard dowastairs,” ssid Billy Bunter, "1 seems a s to
have it Left there, without sampling it, especially as wo shall
be breaking up seon for the Cleistons holulays” )

“ Wun Lung tinkee so, too!” agreed the hittle Celestial.

“Wa oucht to lift that pudding, Wun Lung™

¢ anehty Buntel, to lub Missee Rebble!”

Bunter gasped,

“YWhat!™

“ We finkee bad boy. . )

+ Well, you heathon Least,” said Bunter, Y you came down
wviith me last night 1o collar the pudding.”

Wun Lung shook his head.

Mo comen to ﬂhn_:itff{i ;v-r};:l in 5*11{3.:*-3.”

© You—vou pigtailed heathen—-"

“ Puntol no lob pool Missce Kebbla, DBad Loy."

¢ Oh, none of your rot, you know [ said Bunter, * We'ra
entitled to have enough to eat, and I never get enough at
meal-times.”

L T . . "

t The question is, whether you'll help me.

Yo oaavey Ll 1 . .

“ I can keep guard at the top of the kitchen stairs while
vor nip down and get the pudding,” explained Dunter.
“ I ean ecover your retreal, you know. 1%a always willing
ba take the part with the—the most risk altached,

Mo osavey.”

“ Are you going fo lend a hand ¥

Y No savvr.' 2

© ¥You hoathen beast ! I'll manage it alone.” .

“ Buntel stealee pudding, pudding huuntee Buntol !
Wan Lung aolemnly,

~Ehy What?

11
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“Climes committed at Chlistmas always blingee ghostee
hauntee I

"You superstitious ass!" said Bunter,  © Besides, who
ever heard of the ghost of a Christimas-pudding

* Me walnee Buntel 1™

" Oh, you're a silly ass, vou hnow 1™

And when the Remove left their class-room, and Harry
Wharton tecl hiz wuy to the French-master’s study, Billy
Bunter proceeded to lay his plans for annexing the
Christioas pudding,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Mossoo Explains !

ONBIEUR CHARPENTIER was walking up and
down  his study with guick, nervous tread. He
stopped, and glanced towards the door a dozen
times, and then resumed his restless pacing, His

face wasz pale and disturbed, and there was perspiration
upon his brow,

" Ciel I he muttered. " It is terrible ! I, who have done
nozring—1, who am innocent as ze child to be still boru=—1
sm persecuted like zis! It 15 terrible )

Tag !

v dal you? Come in, mon enfant "

Harry Wharton entered the study,

Monsieur Charpentier turned towards him cagerly,

“Ah! I zank vou for coming, Vharton., PPlease close ro
door. I do not vish any ozzers to hear vat I have to say vis
you.'”

"+ Nao, gir

* I zink you mwst have obzerve, Vharton, zat T wn very
meoch worry and trouble joost lutely ¥ spid Monsicur
Charpentier.

“¥ea, sir, I have noticed it.”?

* ¥ou know gat zat man is not my friend 7

“1 suspected so, sir.”’

“ e is my enemy, Yharion—a pad, viclked man '™

“1 am serry I was the cauvse of his coming bere, sir.
Hut-—”

The little Frenchorm waved his hand.

*Zat iw all right, Vharton! You vas brave, you save

Tae MAGNET.—25.
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hie life—it 15 good ! T vould not zat even =0 vicked 2 man
be drowned in ze shipwreck. You do vell, my boy! 1 a2m
not sorry zat you save ze man, But e have brought mooch
trouble to me. I tell you zis because sere vas a poy in 1e
Remove who was in my room last night, and lie hear muach
of vat zat man say to me.”’

* Yes, sir.”

“7T1 have no doubt that he repeat vad he hear” -

“Hea has beon !:leirlg, =ir: but I:'u}i:u:.::l}' tubios wneh Notee
of what he savs,” replisd Harrv, e is too well-known
as a chap who tells yarns™

The Freneli-master looked relieved, )

“Very good, Vharton ! But—bur T vish youo lo try if you
can to stop hom from ge talk—-so zub the matter not como
io he known all over e school.™

I will do miy best, sir.”

“ And zen, 'i-"ismrtm;, I vill exploin te vou how——

It is pot necoessary, sir. 1 know very well that you
can only be the victim of circumstances—that ¥ou have
nothing to answer for, even if this man has some kond of 2
hold upon yvou.™

The tears came into the little Frenchman's eves,

“Zat is very good of vou to say so, Vherton, I am glad
zat vou have so good an opinion of e,

“Wa all have, sir.” -

“(test bien! Dut, becaunse vou trust me, Vharton, T «ill
explain, It was ven I was in France zat I knew Lapres
He vas a master at the school vere 1 vas at zat time., Zere
vas money missing, and it was known zat it vas Duopres
who had taken it. He run avay. Ze police zev never find
haim.™”

" Then ihe police want the man now I =zaid Wharton,
opening his eves. : :

“ Qui, oui, zo Paris police I eaid donsieur CUharpentier.
“You vill understand zat Duprez is not his real name.”

* I suppose not, sir.”

‘1 never zink zat T hear of him again; bat he keep me
in sight, He tell e zat he accuse we of boeing his con-
fodernte in zat robbery in ze French school, and ruin me
viz my reputation. [ opive him mowey, aned bhe go. Now
he come again, and he demend more morey, 1 zank I pay
him some, aud he go. You see, Vharton, T trust yeu. Yoo

A Splendld Tale of Harry Wharton
d Co. By FRANK RICHARDS,
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Yill keep scerat vat T have told vou. and kesp Duntee [rom
talkine »"

* Certainly, sir!  Dor—"

“ Vat vould you suy ¥

“ Why don’t you defy the scoundrel, gir?

The little IFrenchman ahiverad,

“1I dare not! Ze post of Mrench-maater in o big Taclish
school it 15 not easy o get, and the legst usplon agaiesl
z¢ character——""'

“The caward !

**He know zat I dare not risk it.," groaned the Litle
master, “Ile know zat I not stay in re place ander o
breath of suspicion.'”

Wharton's brows contractod,

" But if you kicked him out, sir, mosat likely he wouldn't
have the nerve to go to Dr. Locke.”

“Oui, oui! Poassible! Buat if he did 2"

“I think the Head would give you a chance, sir,”

“It 1 zat I have a mozzer in France, who vill starve af
I not zend ze money,” said Mosson, I dare not risk it.
I sall pay ze coquin—not so much as he ask, but anoff to
make him po avay.”

** It le will return, sir”

“ Poasable M

“You can't get rid of the villain for good by paving him
money, sir. That's the way to malka hiro stick o yon”

Moszoo made a despairing geature.

“I know—I know! But I dare not run ze risk. You
keop my sccret, Vharton., I explain to you bicauss you are
to shut up Bunter,”

* Certainly, sic!"

And Harey Wharton quitted the French-master's study.

e went away with his brows darkly weinkled, and a
bitter anger in his breast agsinst the blackmailer who was
troubling the inoffensive little Frenchman

As be had cxpected, Mousieur Charpentier was frizhiensd
by a shadow. If he had been determined enough to face
the blackmailer, the latter would have Been powerless, But
the terror of incurring suspicion in the head-master's oves,
and of having to leave the excellent berth he now possassed,
made a coward of the little Frenchman.

He was Likely to part with his small savings to satiafy
the demaunds of the ecowardly blackmailer, only to hea
fastened upon again at a fulure time when Duprez was
once more 1n need of money.

“I wonder,” murmured Wharton—" I wonder if we could
help him? The hest thing he could do would be to go lo
tha ITewd ot onee and tell him all about it. I'm sura Dr.
Locke would stand by him.  But he won't do that.”

Whurton's reflection: were auddenly interruplod.

A fat figure, with a bundle under its sare, was scuttling
aleng the passage, and it ran full into the captain of tho
Hemove,

Wharton staggered agninst the wall, and the fat Ggurc
sut down with a bump, and the parcel fAoppad upon tha
linolewm with a soft flop.

“You voung ass!” shouted Wharton.
look where vou're going, Bunter?™

“I'm sineerely sorry—ow-—1 was in a harey !

Bupler serambled up, and glanced round nervously, Ifa
clutched up his parcel, and was bolting again, whea Harry
geiznd him h:.' tHee callar,

“Ow " gasped Dunler, ns he was swung back.

“ What have vou got there?'”

“H'sh! The pudding !

Wharton burst into a laazh.

* The Christimaz pudding '

¥ Yea! Keop it dark!™

And Bunter seatiied upstairs, with the precioos pudding

under hiz arm.
. He did not stop fo eat it when he reached the Remove
dormitory. tle knew that there would be a hueandcry
for the missing pudding. e wrapped it in an old oews.
paper, and hid it under the moltress of his bed, and dodzod
vut of the dornnitors,

He gave a yell as someone canght him by [ha aleave,

“Ow! Tt waan't 11 1 haven't seen the pudding '

* Duntel —"*

“Oh, it's you, Wun FLung! You stariled me.
right! I've got the pudding "

* Bad Buntel!”

“ Oh. go and eat coke !" said Dunter.
WAY Tepoicing.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Christmas~-pudding.

ITERTE was an ecsbatic smile upon the ot faco of Billy
Bunter that afternoon, Mr. Quelch glanced at him
several Himes, wondering,  There was an imposition of
aix hundred lines impending over the haad of Banber,

with punmishment awaiting him if he did not gel b written
The Macxer,—595.
NEXT
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“Why don't you

It's all

Apnd he wenl o bis

aul by bed-time that night. It was nel a time for looking
contented. But Billy Bunter was looking very contented.

Ile was thinking of the pudding concealed in the dormi-
tory, and the feed he had in prospect.

The imposition had eseaped his mind for the time hﬂiﬂg.
but it was abruptly recalled when the eluss was dismisse
Me. Quelch signed 1o him to stop a3 the Bemove were liling
out.

* Bunter !

Bunter halted.

“ You have an imposition to hand to me to-night, Bunter.”

“ Ye-g-g3, gir!"”

** If it 15 not ready I shall cane vou severely.'

" Certainly, sic !

And the smile faded off Billy Bunters face. and he was
looking very serious as he went out inkto the passnge.

* Come up and do your lines now, Bunter,” suid Wharlon,
“ il lond you a hand.”

* How many will you fellows do for me ¥ asked Bunter,

“ ['ve told you. We can manage o hundred.””

“ Thout's not many ont of six bundeed ™

R o {:rl;tght to hoave done sere at dinner-time, you young
slacker. T supbose vou know Queleh is in carnest, It mcans
a licking if the hnes are not ready to-night.™

“ Yoz, I suopose so. You fellows mizht begin for me, and
I;[l gn. on, I—I've got to speak to Mres, Mimble about some-
thing."

And Bunter seuttled off to the achool shop before he could
Le further ressoncd with,  Wharton uttered an cxelomution
of annoyance.

“It's cnonzh Lo make a chap tived of trying to help the
vouae ass ' he exclwimed. I don"t believe Le will do a
gingrle line™

“ Quaeleh will warm him if he doesn’t.”

“He's trusting to lock, I suppose. Well, we'll do a
hurdsed to be shoved in with the rest, but I don't believe
he'll do a doren fines bo put to e,

Billy Dunter came into the junior common-troom presently.
A oot muny of the Hemove asked about the Cliristimas
pudding. It was penerally known that Mra. Kebble, the
houackeeper, had mmissed a2 Chriztmas pudding  from  the
barder,. amd it was not deffiealt for the juniors to guess that
iy Buater had had o hand in it disnppearanece,

The fat juwior shrugeed his shoulders,

“I don't see what 1 should know about Mrs, Kebble's
pudding,” he remarked.

“Raty ! said Skinner.  * You've had it

* Oh, really, Skinner! As a matter of fact, T do happen
tn have a (Christmas pudding at the present bime, and I was
ooinge to ask some of you fellows to have a feed with me”
Cmoon T sald Bkinner promptiy.

Y Banre hoere ! erinned Stoti.

“ Lead the way ™ said Hazeldene.

1 aay, vou follows—-""

Its all right,” said Ogiley.
e pudding ™

** Yoz, but frst—=""

* Taith, the pudding comes firat,"” coid Micky Deamond.
Y Lead the way to the pudding, yo gossoon,

I wot six hundeed fnex to do, and 1 ocan't have tle
feed till they're done. Tt will weigh vpon my nand, you
know,” smid Banter, * Any of you [ellows going o help
mie owith the hnea?™

“ Oh, hang the Lines

“OWhere's the puddine 3

“ I only moing to invile Hhe fellows who help me do the
fines,”” explained Billy Bunter., © And I'm nob going fo
have the feed il after the lines aoe done””

“0h, rata? snid DBalsteode, walling away.

Bat the others lingored,. They koew thot Mea. Kebble
madn splendid Chreistinas puddings, and some of them had
seon Ll malasens |rl.:|:|l|i|::;|.{. Thes wanbixl Lo }-iIIIJII!I.‘ i’

“Well, I'N do somne for you,' said Hazeldene.

So owill T

Flaith, and TN lend a hond intirefs™

“ That's picht 1" sald Bunter. * Bogin atb difTerent poinds
i the JEneid, and mind you don't get mixedsap, you kunow.
Wharton's doing o hundred for oee, aed vou'll only have do
ey livee haredssd belbweon ;cﬂu.“ -

* Yo lpsy voung rotter! Aren’t rou going to do any
vourself 17 drinandisd Ruszell, :

= Well, vou see, ' going to et the Thiogs roady for the
foroed Im the dovm, ™

“0Oh, all right! Doee along !

And Biliv Banter, leaving the junior: bu=y with hia im-
PYORais fenta, aenttled off to the Remove dormitory, which was,
of course, deserted at that hoor,

The juniora, who wers to earn tlesie share to the fosd, sel
Lex '|'|.'l:l|'E{ h;trfl.

Tive hundred lines was a big numher, bub iF was nob so
very much divided between neavly a dozen fellows,

SVe'll all como,  Where's

b
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l _‘-‘Stand out here,"" Bunter!” -l;ﬂ!.‘._l'tﬂ th'e', Form-master. " If—if you don't mind, sir, I—1'd rather stay here,” I

faltered Billy Bunter, who didn’t like the look In Mr. Quelch’s eve.

Bunter had left then o specimen of his hand, and 18 was
easy enough to serawl big, sprawling characteys that would
pase for his, unless subjrcted to a close examination.

A, Quelch sometimes examined impols closcly, bat he was
pot likely to be too particular in the details of a six-homdeed
Iine imposition.

Tl fnnl:-!t'.."l!l Wis :-twiﬂ-l:.' ey ered h:..' the juniors.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was just s busy, though in a
different way.

e went up to the Remove dormitory, and look out the
1:'.ulchi|‘r;:, Hp:ht.ing oI Lr:u;-hurm_-'r' o laminate the Teed, He
srenvd his box, and extracted o plate, knife, and fork. Then
ke coeved the padding,

Bunter bad really intended to share his feed with the
jusniors whe waore daimee hizs lines in the common-room, @s o
resward for their assistance.

; The pudding was a large one, and theve was reelly enough
ur all

Billy had simply intended to have &V snipck 7 before the
others eame up.  Merely that, and nothing more !

fut the templation was too great!?

The pudding was a splendid one, though, perhaps, it was
not quite cooked enough, Mrs. Kebble having really intefided
fo rive it another boilimg,

Iat that made no difference to Billy Dunter.

14 was celicions, and the fut junior took snack after snack,
(il his fat face was shining, and his very jaws sccmed
fatigued with exertion.

Biut then he did not stop.

The pudding was half gone when the dormitory door
opened, and Nugent came in to fotch his coat. He stared ut
the fat junior, who gave a jump.
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* Bunter ! What on carth—-—-="4

“Tialla!? said DBunter feobly,
once of those chaps.
linre, MNugept®™

* Yoz, long ago.””

“ Good! I—I'm just having a snack, you know."

““ Have von eaten helf o pudding that sece ™

*Waoll, vou see, I'in hungeyl™

“You'll make vourself il

“Oh, ne. I'm never i, except through inzuffcient nowrish
ment,” said Billy Bunter confidently. ** That's all vight,”

T shouldn’t care to have vour dreams lo-night,”

“ Dh, I don’t mind that! This is & ripping pudding.™

* Young porpoise !

And Nugent took his cout and wenb out,
went on with his snacks,

The Christmas pudding  grew smaller by degrees and
beautifully leas.

Dunter was beginning {o foel apn urcomfortable tightness
about his waist, and he had unfastened a few butions of his
waistoount.

Thiz gave him so much relicf that he went stowdily on,

HY T was afrard it was
[Tave you fellows dene those hundred

hlly Danter

and ot length there was nothing left on the plate but the
mark where the pudding had stood,

Thanter rose to his [eef,

O Memeray hat ! he murmured, T=T fecd rather heavy!
Perliaps T had hetter He down a bit, Dhew! The fellows
would find me when they eome hore, though, They're
bound to be a bit 4_'|_]'|n-|.‘_q‘-|."-|.'E about that pudding. Some chiaps
are so selfish and greedy.”

And Bunter reflected.

1f the juniors slaving away at the imposition came anid

A Splendld Tale of Harry Wharton
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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found the pudding devoured, they were pretty cortain ko
ragr Billy Bunter, and they would probably tear up the lines
they had writton for him.

That had to be provented at any coat,

Bunter, with a alow and painful tread, desconded tha ataira,
and locked into the common-room, A pile of written paper
lay on the table.

‘' Finished, you fellowa ! psked Bunter heavily.

“ Just on,'" said Ogilvy, looking up. ** Hallo, you've been
at tho Christmas pudding 1"

“Well, I thought I'd better take s snack, you know, to
seo how it was™

“Good! Iz it all right?"

“ Firat rate 1"

“ 1 dare say vou've had the lion's share already, Bunter,”
remarked Russell.

* Well, T've finished,” said Bunter. ** Buck up with those
|mﬁs,*mll you? I want to take them in to Quelch.”

“ No hurry before bedtime.™

“Wall, I want to get it over."”

A fow minutes later the lines were done.
them up.

“ We may as well get up to the -dorm,” said Trevor.
“ Bunter can join us thore as snon os he's been to Quelch.
Whore's the pudding, Bunteri"

Bunter coloured.

* You'll—you'll sce a plate on my bed, as you go in the
dorm.,"”” he gaid.

“ Right you aro!”

The juniors went upstairs. Dunter souttled into No. 1
Study, and took up the hundred lines there, and with the
whole impoation under his arm, made his way to Mr.
Quelch’s study. The Hemove-master was not there, and
Bunter laid the foolacap an his desk and withdreew.

Ho went upstairs again a3 far as the Remove passage in
fear and trembling.  There was & shout from further
upstaira. Ho knew what it meant. The juniors knew that
the pudding was gone.

Y I—I suppose there'll be a row,” murmured Bunter.

He went into Btudy Ne. 1. It was empty. To shut the
door and lock it was the work of a few seconds.

Then Buntor, shivering on the inside of the door, heard
the loud tramp of fect as the Removites came downstairs in
scarch of him.

They passed the study, and went down to the commeon.
t'f'.rum, but not finding him there, they came up to the study
Lo T,

Someone tried the hendle on the outside, and immediately
made the discovery that the deor was locked.

There was u sharp rap of kaowecklex on the panels.

* Open this door !

Billy DBunter did not renly. He zank down in the arm-
chair and rested, He was fecling very uncomfortable in
bedy aa well as tn mind.

For, great a3 was the fat junior's stowege eapacity, he had
really seviously over-caten himself this time, and he was very
near to being 1l

Thump ! Thump!

* Open this door!™

Bunter neither stirred nor spoko.

“All right!" yelled Ogilvy, through the kevhale.

now you're there, you fat worni.
the whole pudding.
out "

“ Begorre, and we will intively 1"

And the juniors tramped away,

Bunter collected

Thump!

W
: We know you've geoffed
We'll mmake you hop when you come

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot.

ks ON cnfant! Stop! T want to speak to you !™
IHarry Wharton halted.
e was going down to the pabea of Greyfriara
with Nugent The two juniors had their coats on,
for there was 8 full of soow tn the guad, and a cold wind
was blowing.
Harey started a little as Gaston Duprez loomed out of
the gloowm,
Ho weondered what the Frenchman could want with hine.
Duprez came quickly up as he spoke, Lis black eyes scintil-
lating a8 they rested upon the two juniors. Iarry disliled
the man thoroughly, and he did not waste much politoncas
upon him,
“* What do you want?"" he asked abruptly.
Gaston Duprez pritted his teeth.
“ You aro going out?”
Yus, certainly,”
“You go to the town?™
“We are going to the village," said Harry wonderingly.
“T don’t see how 1f concerna you,™
THe Macxer.—95.
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“ Ah, but T puess whore you go,” said the Frenchman
savarely.

“T do not understand you.” . ‘

It is that you go to the pohiee,” said Duprez, between hia
tecth. * You think to bring them here and take me by
surprisgo.  Ah, I know ! ) ) .

Nugent stared blankly. Tt immediately came into Harry's
mind, however, that Duprez knew of that talk in the French-
master's study.

He was silont, and the Frenchman went on savagely.

“Foz; I koow all, you see™

“You knew what you deserve, you mean,” said Harry
quietly.

Duprez sneered.

““Put it as you like. T you deny that you ara going for
the police? Bah! I should not believe you if you did! I
heard your talk with Charpentiap; [ was outside the
window. I knew the weak fool was going to confide in you,
and I listened."

‘“ It was hike you," sard Harry scornfully.
regret that I did not leave you in the cave.”

he French adventurcr shrugged his shouldera.

“It iz too late to think of that, little monsieur. I have
hoen watching to see if you should lrave the school—and yon
arg golng. know now that you have determined that if
Charpentier will not resist me, you will do so. Wall, you
will not find me here whoen you return, Monsieur Wharton,™

Harry drew a desp breath,

“Thank goodness for that, anyway !

* Weither, perhaps, will you find Monsieur Charpentior
here' said Gaston Duprez, with a sneer. “For ere I go, I
ahall go to the Head."

“ You cur!"

“Bah! If my fangs are to e derawn, T will bita frst for
the last time ' said the adventurer, with a sneer.

“If I tell you that I am not going to the police——"

“Bah! I shall not believe you!”

The Frenchman turnad away. Gosling had coma out of
his lodge to lock the gates, and he was lovking at them
curiousaly.

“SBtop a minute, Gaston Duproz,’ said Wharten, in &
low, steady voice.

Tho Frenchman looked back.

““Yhat would vyou say?''

“You are going to the Head ™

“ Immediately I’

“ And then o leave Greyfriurs "

¥ i, oni !

“Gaston Duprez, I saved vour life, surely somothing is
due to me from you!™ said Wharten. “You gaid you
were grateful—will you not go without harming Monsicur
Charpentior, who after all has never injured you?”

Duprez laughed mockingly.

“I have my revenge before I go,"” ha said.

“ And nothing will stop you?™

" MNothmg '

“Yory well,” sald Wharton, between hiz tecth. ™ Siaea
all is to come out, Monsieur Charpentizr shall have the first
word."

“ What do you mean?’

“Lend ma a hand, Nugent, said Wharlon, withautb reply-
ine to the Frenchman,

% 1'm with you, old chap.”

And the two juniors sprang together upon the French-
.

Taken by surprize, Gastan Dunrez reeled in their grin, and
struggled furiously ; but, powerful man as he was, he hal
to deal with two athletie lads in the pink of condition.

In a minute or less he was rolling in the snow, and thea
they grasped him and dragged him towards the gateway,

“Outside ! gasped Wharton,

“ My honly "at!” said Gosling, staring on at the scens in
the blankest amazement., “F Wotr I says 5 this ‘ere, wot o
you mean by it

Meither of the puniors troubled to reply. The French:
man, cursing furiously, was draggoed out of the gateway,
and Aung inte the mud and snow of the road.

“ There ! axelaimed Wharton, his eyes gleaming., * Now
Zo, n{;ﬂl do your worat; but you will net do it by word of
maoith I

Tho Frenchman serambled up, mad with rage. He was
fumbling in his coat, and Wharton sprang forward as thoers
waa & gleam of steel in the dusk. Duoprez, too mad with
rage to care what he was deoing, had a knife in his hard.
But Wharton was in time. His elenched fiat, hard and
heavy as iren, with all his strongth behind it, caughb the
geoundeel on the point of the jaw. _

Dupraz cave a choking gasp, and went over as if a cannon-
ball had struck him. . .

Back, back, till with a crash he went into a half-frozon

“You malke me
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ditch, and disappeared amid a spout of muddy water, his
knife fying over the hedge, '

“My hat!" said Nugent.
think that will cool him!"

** Let's get 1 1"

The fwo juniors entered the gates, and Gosling closed
and locked them. He had seen the gleam of the knife, and
ke was anxious to get strong locks and bolis between him-
sell and the enraged Frenchman.

Gaston Duprez struggled ont of the ditch.

He was streaming with water and mud and slime, and
lopked a pitiable object. He shook his fist madly at the
%[Ema of Gl:eyfria.ra, and then tramped away down the road.

e had evidently had ecnough.

“Wot I says i3 thiz 'ere,” remarked Gesling, * Wot
does it all mean—eh "

“1t’s a conundrum,” said Nugent blandly. *You have
to guess the answer, and if you're right, you get ncthing a
week for life."

And the juniors walked back towards the school-house,
leaving Gos !'ng staring. MHarry Wharton's face was very
grave and hard.

“Well, the murder’s out now, and no mistake,’” snid
Mugent. * Yow'ra not comirg down to the village about
the football after all, Harry.”

“*No. Tomorrow will do for thet, Frank. I must speak
to Mossoo now.”

“It's true, then, that that rascal knows something to
Moszsoo's disadvantage.™

““Yes; or, rather, he has made up & yarn that Mosseo is
afraid of. Mosseo is & good little ass, but he hasn’t the
spirit of & mouse. Duprez has frightened him, and he hasn't
nerve enough to turn on the scoundrel.”

“ He'll have no choice now, though.”™

“"No. Duprez is pone; but he 15 certain to write to the
Head, and do Mossoo any harm he can, now he cannot hope
fo serew any more money out of him"

Nugent nodded thoughtiully.

“1 don’t see how you can stop that, Harry.®

Y71 can't stop it; the only thing is for }L-I{}smﬂ to explain
te the Head before he geis Dupres's letter.  That ecan't
come till the morning, anyway. uprez will elear out,
that's certaiz; he will expect the police to be set on his
track. It's the letter that Mossoo must gouard against. T'm
going io tell him what's happened, and if he's got any
sense he’ll go straight to the Head, and pitch him the whole

“That’s what he wanted! I

story.”’
Y Good 1 ) .
And Harry Wharten went  directly to  Monsieur

Charpentier’s study.

el — — s

TIHE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
The Phanion Pudding.

UGENT stopped at the door of No. I in the Remove
paseage, tried the handle, and then kicked foreibly.
“Hallo! What's this door locked for? Open it !"
I—I say, you fellows, iz that you!" came a faimnb
vorce from within.
“"Yes, you fat duffer! Open the door!™
Bunter unlocked the door, and Nugent entered, Then the
fat junior sank inte the armchair again. He was looking
quite pale.
“What's the matter, fathead ¥'"" was Nugent's sympathetic

query.  "What did you have the door locked for? A
focd TV
“Oh, no! There was a misunderstanding about the

Eudding. you see; 1—I ate it all, and the fellows seem to
e grinnbling about 1t.”

H Porpoise—""

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

Well, 1t will serve you right if you get o hicking. Do
Jr'mtldmun?' to say that you have bolted the whole of that big
pudding ¥

“1—I wish I hadn't now,"” grunted Bunter, with a groan.
“I—I'm fecling very gueer.”

“Ha, ha! You must be”

" Blagsed if T can soe anything to cackle at. T feel gquite
nueer, and tho fellows will be making a fuss, as if this isn't
bad enough.’'

Mugent grinned, and settled down fo his prep.

It was a quarter of an hour before Wharton came into the
giudy. MNugent looked up inguiringly.

“It's all ripht,” said Flnrrv gquistly. " Mossoo's gone to
the Head. He's going to tell him the whele yarn from the

rinning.’’

“ (Good "

“Of course, it will be all right. He was only frightened
by a shadow, and that scoundrel Duprez knew it ?']re. was
F!:q.rmg on Mossoo's feara all the time, and it was all bluff
ram start to finish. If he hod really pone to the Head,
Dr. Locke would kave had him kicked out of Greyfriars.”

“ But he will writa ™

“1 think g0, on the off-chance of doing Meossoo & bad turn.
But I don’t think he'll succeed ; in fact, I'm sure he won’s.”?

" I—1 say, you fellows—""
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NEXT

WEEHK;

" THE GREYFRIARS SKATERS.”

NEXT -y " ONE |
ruespay, D¢ “IRAQMRL " wmarrpenny. |
LIBRART. :

“Rats! You po to zleep and dream about pudsdings"

said Wharton. )

Bt you WEre Saying——

“Rubbish !’

“1I told you all aleng—

“ Bosh 1M

And Billy Benter let the matter drop.  As a maiter of
fact, he was feeling too uncomforiable inwardly to take
much interest in Mossoo or anybody elsc, .

Billy Bunter remained in the study the rest of the cvenmg.
Ila did not dare to venture out. When bedtime came, and
he could no longer remain in the security of No. 1, he leit
the shelter of the study with fear and trembling.

But, to his amazcment, the Remove scemed to have for-
patten his offence. For, se far from ragging him, the fellows
who were to have shared in that feed did not even moentien
the matter to him. .

Bunter wes relieved as well as surprised. ] )

He was glad encugh to let the matter remain where 1t
wase, and he went up to bed with the Form in a more easy
frame of mind. i E

Had he been a little less short-sighted, and a little less
vecupied in his internal troubles, he might have seen that
there was some joke on among the Removites. Wun Lung
wag grinning from ear to car, and the fellows were con-
stantly whispering to the little Celestial

But Bunter cbserved nothing., e was only foo Elnrl_ fo
rot peacefully to bed, He was feeling better now, but the
purhrir:g was weighing on his chest, as it were, and he frlt
beforehend that %e was going to have a high old time in
dreamiand. ;

Wun Lung tapped him on the shouldsr as he was taking
hiz hoots off. DBunter blinked at him inguiringly. The little
Chinee was looking very sorious,

“Buntel ! Me solly.'’ :

“Fht What's the trouble now 7" asked Bunicr peevishly.

“YWou takee Missee Kebbles' pudding.” .

“(3h, don't bring that subject up new !" zaid Bunter, in
a]nrﬁ. “‘Thaf,:a zll over and done with, you know."

“*No savvy !

“ h, go tz::n bed, and don't jaw about puddings! T don’t
want to hear anything more ahout puddings for years and
vears—until Christmas, anyway.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” ;

“You lemembel me teliee yon commit lobbely, and the
pudding hauntee you,” saisl the little Chinee solemnly,

“ (3h, don't talk rot, you know !*'

" ¥e walnee you !

“ 0Oh, shut up !

“ Me solly ! Goodee-nightee I™

C Rata 1™

And Bunfer turned in.

Wingate turaed the light out, 2nd the Remove settled
down, Billy Bunter was soon snering, In at the high
windows of the dormnitory came the glimmer of ecold moon-
light and the reflection of the glare of the snow,

Bunter was sleeping too soundly to hear any slight sounds
that disturbed the stillness of the dormitory. ,

The fat jenior was in the land of dreams—Christimas
dreams. i ; : -

e was draaming of that hig pudding, of which a consider-
able portion was lying like lead upon his interior. :

He was locked up 1o a study, with a Christmas pudding
clamonring at the door trving to get in at him. Tt was a
cerions dream, and a terrifving one, and Billy Dunter was
mumbling in his slurmnber as he dreamt k.

Suddanly he felt a sharp pain, and woke. .

He lay on his back, blinking up at the ceiling, and a
glimmer of a strange phospliorescent light canght his eye.

He gave a gasp, and groped upon the chair beside Tis bed
for his speetacles, and jrmmed them upon his fat little nose,

il "l.vll_!.r—'l.\'hat—ﬂh e

Close before his eves, Acating in the air as it seemed, was
a Christmas pudding

A large alwost round object, with a sprig of holly stuek into
it, and & greenish glow surrounding it, floated before his guze.

Bonter staved at it blankly.

The words of ithe Chinee came back to his mind, and he
rave g gasp of terror as he realised that he was hounted by
the Christmas pudding.

“Ow! Ow! Yow! Help!”?

Bunter made a motion to m-:;pring froom his bed, and in an
i;stal_nt. the pudding vanished, apparently Hoating away in
the air.

The fat junior rubbed his eves.
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“ Halle, hallo, hallo!
Yoice.

“[—I don’t know.'"

EL “_rhnt- -!l:

A iiust seen a-a-a-a phost, Cherry 1™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt was o r-r-r-real ohost ™

“You young ass! What was it a glost of

M A —a—a Christmas pudding "

*“0h, rats! Go to sleep, you voung duffer! It's that pud-
ding vou gorged lying upon your chest.”

“I=I—I wonder if it 2" gasped Bunter, feeline that 1%
niust really be a dream, as the pudding had vanizshed from
hiz sight,

' 0Oh, go to sleap!"

Bunter settled down again.

Ile was soon asleep ; bub the phantom pudding mingled with
his dream. It was a most terrifying dream the fat junior was
dreaming now, e dreamed that Mrs. Kebble had discovered
who had taken the pudding, and the Head liad handad lum
over to her for punishment. Mrs. Kebble proceeded to make
a Christmas pudding of him, DBunter, in that easy way thesa
ﬂlll'tg.‘i are acﬂnmplialmd i dri}&uﬂ:nnd, stood by and saw hi-
self mixed up in & large basin, and rolled up in a cloth, and
put on to boil. Then, by a sudden change, he was in bed,
and gazing upward again at a phantom podding. It was
flonting hefore his  gaze, lighted up by a strange
phosphoraseant light.

Bunter twisted and turned in his uneasy slumber, as the

hantom pudding floated before his aves, now rising, now
alling, now almost touching his noso,

He gazed at it spellbound with tereor.

And noew 1t was slowly borne in upon his terrified mind
that he was not asfeap and dma.min,v: at El.l[1 btk wide awnke—
lring in bed with his eves wide open, staring upward.
Exuetly when he had awakened he did not know : but he was
certrinly awake now.

And the phantom podding !

It Aoated before his ayes, rising and falline—as his dream
had pictured it

Bunter lay quite still, searcely breathing.

It was no dream now,

Thera was the phantom pudding !

Fle sat up in bed, transfixed, and zazed at the pudding.

Suddenly a tervific yell loft his lips, and he rolled out of
bed, and at the sume instant the pudding vanished from sight.

Bunter rolled on the fAoor, still yelling.

0wl Ielp! Ghosts! Murdor! Help!™

There was a soumd of a suppressed chuockla, and a Further
sound of hurried getting into bed. But Bunter did not hear it.

“Help! Help!

Harry Wharton jumped np.

“Help! Melp?!™

“What's the matter?”

“ Ghosts ! Murder! Spectres! Spooks! Ilelp!™
M Al You've been diemninge.”

“Help! ITelp !

Wharton sprang ont of bed, Tle had little doubt that
Bunter had been dreaming the dreams of indigestion, but the
fat jumior was terrilied, dream or no dream.  VWharton struck
a mateh and lighted the roas,

Bunter picked himseli vp. Harry eaught him by the
shoulder and shook him severely.

*Now, what's the row?”

“"The g-gr-ghost!™

* Where, you yvoung duffer?”’

" The g-g-re-phost!™

Wharton locked round the dermitory. Thare was no sien
ef a ghost. There was a scund of a chuckle from Wun Lung's
bed, and that was all.

*“ Look hers, Bunter——""

“It was the ghost of the Christmas pudding ™ walled
Tunter, * [—I'll nover vaid a fnvder again. 'l never touch
Chystioas podding, Ow! Yow! The g-ghost 1™

Wharton laughed.

What's the row?" came Bob Cherry's

Hodoteiedotototefotodad
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“Tt's all right, you fellows,” he said. “It's only Bunior
beon dreaming.”

“ Tt isn't " velled Bunter. * It was a ghost!”

“Well, where was it?"" aslkked Nupent.

“ Floating over my head -

** Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. * Look thera!”

He pointed to a round dark object close to the ceiling over
Bunter's bed. The ceiling of the dormitory was very high,
and it was no wonder that it had escaped observation.

There was a hook in tha ceiling, and over the hook passed
a cord, one end of which was fastenad to the round object,
and the other end ran down to Wun Lung's bed. It was in the
pnwa:?ln-f the Chinee to raise and lower the phantom pudding
at will,

“ It's that voung beggar Wun Lung!" roared Bob Cherry.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Oh, really—'

Wun Lung chuckied, and released the cord, and the phantom
pudding eame down with 2 run. It was ianufactured of an
ancient football.

Billy Bunter blinked at it, and hiz face was a study. Tho
dorimtory rang with langhter,

**Ha, ha, ha!”

* Bunter's ghost ! Ha, ha, ha!”

The door apened, and Wingzate looked in.

“ What's this row about? Why aren’t you kids aslesp?™

i E‘E’is all right, Wingate. It's only Bunter seeing ghosts.”

(17 .!n!; !‘f

“The ghost of & Christmas pudding! Ha, ha, ha!™

Wingate locked at the phantom pudding. and his fzce
relaxed. The stern expresston changed into a smile, the
simile inte a grin, the grin info a langh, and the laugh becamao
3 roar.

“You young swoeps!" he exclaimed at last,
that light and go to sleep. Ha, ha, hal"

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

Runter tumbled into bad. He did not say a word. But it was
lone before the Remove left off laughine and went to sleep.

k]

“Tut out

The next morning—and for many days afterwards—tho
whole school loughed over the story of the ghost of the
f:hristmaa-pudding. Even Monsieur Charpentier |lavchiod,
Ie eould afford to laugh now. For the cloud that had hung
so darkly over the little Frenchman had hifted.

He prasped Wharton's hand when he met him that day.
" A, I renk you fromm ze heart, Vharton,™ he said.
1 yod zat have save me.”

“Ia 1t all rizht, sic?"

Maossoo beamed. .

“Q0ui, oui! Oh, it is more zan all right. e Head vas so
sﬁfm;mtl!netiu. and he assurs me zat ho never listen to zo man,
and zat he trust me completement. He {5 ze great man, za
liead. 1 lofe him. He telephone for ze police to look for
Liiprez, so zat man nevair trouble moe more. Zat is poot.
And T owe you very moosh, Vharton, and T not forget.”

And the hittle Frenchman wrung Harry's hand again,

“Jolly glad he's out of the trouble,” said Nupent, whon
Harry told him. *"He's a good little ass, and he'll have a
happy Christmas now,”

* And so shall we, I hope,” suid Wharton cheerfully., * Of
course, you fellows are coming with me.”

“1 sav, vou feliows——""

“ Hallo, Bunter! Seen any more ghosts ™

™ Ch, really, Nugent——""

“I've heard a good many ghost stories ab Christmas-time,"
saltl Nugend, with o chackle. " But it was left for Buntor
to see the ghost of a Chrizstmas [3}1tdding. Ha, ha, ha ™

“ 0h, really, »ou fellows——"

“"Ha, ha, ha!™

And it was o lonyg, long time before Bunter heard the ond
of his Christmas dream and the phantom pudding.

The End.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys is foreed to leave Sandhurst through the
treaghery of his stepbrother Ian, and cnlists in the Yessex
kegiment ander the name of Chester., Unfortunately for
Konald, Ian joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Sergeant Bagot and Private Foxey Willisms, does his
bBest tofurther disgrace Honald, The nnscrupuions l'l:-lilm',
however, gels eaught in his own toils, and Is publicl
dugrﬂdﬂ‘:{[ t¢ the ranks. Poxey Willinoms meets his deat
mysterionsly in a burning barm. The Koyal Wessex are
forming the garrisen of Haswguard Forts, near Plympert,
during manocuvres, After some nights’ weary vigilance,
the enemy make an attack, and the Fort's guns cannot be
supplicd guickiy enough with pewder and blank-shot.
Konald is told off with a party of meén to heIE in the
magazing., Dagot, an ¢x-dergeant, attempts to blow the
pluce up, and when Konald captures him the two fall

into the sea. They are, however, reseued by one of the
encmy'’s torpedo boats,

{Now go on with the story.)

Ronald and Bagot arc Put Ashore.

The two redcoat prisoners, saved from death in such
miraculous fashion, were entirely forgotten by the sailors in
their own desperate stroits.

Straight down the broad, white path of light flung by the
wheeling searchlights ithey fled. Il:‘urn: and aft the savape
puns barked sharp defiance to the gunners, raking them on
either side. The sea forts to port and starboard, and the
land batienes were outhned in the flamne of guns, the emerald
sparks of rifles, the fMash and fhcker of quick-hrers, and the
daszling spurts of heavy artillery. The ¢rash and thunder of
tho cannonada was overwhelming.

Then in a twinkling, as suddenly as it had commenced, the
battle was over. By submarine cables the order was flashed
to the sea forts to ** Cease fire,” and their thunder died away ;
the electric searchhights were switched off, and the sea left to
the drizzle and darkness once again.

Now the reckless fhight of the destroyer was checked, and
the seattered flotilla closed in and circled back to read by the
winking signal lamp on the semaphore tower the umpirve's
report npon their raid.

“ Marwhal, Cachalot, Grampus' =pelled somebedy from
the bridge. ** Well, what the dickens have they got to sav
about us, I'd like to know?! Out of action, eh? Hang their
inpadence ! It was stopping to pick up those confounded
redeoats that g!-::lt us nabbed. By the way, where are those
two! Order them to come for’ard, and let's hear what
thev ve ot to say for themselves™

Without waiting for the petty officer to come aft with the
order, Ronald scrambled up and dragged Bagot on to his
feet with him.

The latter liad not spoken a word since his  roscue.
Exhausted and shaking with cold, he seemed too dazed to
realise either his surroundings or the gravity of his position.
If he had ooy recollection of the hideous erime of which he
was guilty, Ronald eould read no sign of it in the vacant eyes.

* Hallo, there!” came the same volee from the hrir]_f;c,
under which Ronald halted. ** What the dickens do you
mean by ndulging in swimming exercise in mid-channel at
this tune of nmight? BStopping to pick vou up has caused my
craft to he put out of action, confound you! [ wish now
I'd left you to drown! What do you mean Ly if, eh ¥

MNow, Ronald, though he had fully made up hiz mind fo
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hand Bagot over to justice &8 a madman and 3 menare {0
his fellows, had no Intention of relating an episode which
was an undonbted stain upon the honouwr of his regpunent to
more ceres than he ecould help. 5o he told briefly to tho
licntenant in command of the destrover hiow Bagot hiad
fallen into the sea, and he had gone after Lo, lle linished
up by asking respectfully to be put ashore st Eastguard Fort,
then just abreast of the destrover.

“I'll see vou hanged frst!"’ was the curt vetort, 1 you
think I'tn going to bring up and launch 2 bont for vour
special benefit, you're mistaken, You'll be landed at Plym-
port, where we're bound now, thanks to von, and not before.
Meantime, get below and dry yonr thing=; and, Spindler,
just see thut these men get o tot of hot grog inside them.”

Ay, ay, sir!"? answered a petty officer. And the corporul
and private were promptly ushered down into the crew s
quarters, where the friendly bluejackets welcomed thom wis
all the honours of peace and war.

By the time Plymiport was reached and the boat was ready
to teke them ashore, Bagot's wits seemind to Lave clearmd o
little. The old, suller look of hate loomed so dovkly in his
eyes thot Honabl detormined to take mcasures at once to
safogunrd against further treschery,

The boat zet them ashore at = pari of Plymport which
was unfamibiar to Bonald, whe, indesd, knew very little of
the town. That it was not any of the dockyard quays was
obvious by the line of ramﬁhnrk:ie lafts and warshouses which
jostled each other close to the water's edye.

Ronald was thankful for this, and no doubt it was due to
the kindness of the coxswain of the hoat, for hefore they
would have been allowed to leave the naval dockyard gates
they would have been subjected to a searching crossexaiing-
tion by the police on duty, and this, for reasons stated, he
was anxious to ovoeid.

Before he had time to ask his beerings, the satlors sange
out a cheery ' Good-night,” and shoved off, and he was lelt
alone with hiz prisoner,

The wharf was deserted. There was only one solitury pas
lanip stuck at the coroer of 1 rouined honse to guide the echance
w:.-,:..'farer {ﬂmlg the rmlg’h coblded LR beneath which the
tide purgled and fvetted.

From the time they bad been picked up by T R.D. Grampoem
searcely a word had passed between the two men. Not koow-
ing how far Bagot was aware of hiz own mad aet, Honalkl
thought 1t would be easier to handle hine by not proclaiming
him a prisoner until he was compelled to.

“Where away?"' asked the ex-sergeant surhily, seeing that
Honald was hesitating.

** Nearest bavracks "' ha replied shortly. * Which are they?
Do you know the read?”

*t "'l"e:-'-, I know the road.” snswered tha n'rilﬁr, wlioee moatl,
l]n]l{}t-i.‘:ﬂ'd ll'.'l_"r' Rﬂ[]:lld j.H. t.]“'.: dﬂrhﬂﬂﬁﬁ, W Ll l]".-ll'til."';,;. lhl} \"r'j.t]'l @€
sudden sinister simile,

Evidentily the realisation that he held the wlap-hand heva
was stirring ht2 addled brain to further cunning.

“Fort Aboukir's mearest, corporal. They're only aluwnt
hall o mile, and the Hampshires ave lying there," le added
gquietly enough.

“Then show the way,”
close by e

Marching at Bagot's heels, and keeping a sharp eve open
for signs of treachery, be followed the mon down & suceessivn

sand Ronald, " and see you stick
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of dirty and ill-lit enirias, botween bulldings apparently as
tacan il 1Ii|upi1iutud as those on the L.,

“What rag-relden quarter 13 this®™ asiked Bonald, breaking
tho sileneca at last, az they turned suddenly into a squalid
shiun, noisy with childvon plavine and hghting in the mud
even 4t that Lite hour of the night. In the open doors of ihe
houses sfosd knots of loud-voiced, slatterniy women, while
iare amd there o roogh shink past, hands :n pockets, or
flattened amainst a sheltoring wall out of the (?iri[} ef the
rain.  onald noticed that :?l seemed to look, and tongues
wore stilied ns they strode post,

l.est Bagot should make a sudden dash for liberty in this
place, woars, noe doubt, o hundred bhands wonld resch ocut at
oitee too hielp i, Ronald Lhad elosed on Lo his side.

The move was not lost upon the ex-serceant, who showed
by the scowl upon his ugly.face that he resented tt, I% was
as msen Lo pat him el ks puard agzin that Bopoald ashed
the anestion. :

“lhunno,” he answered surlily, snd then,
thought: “You'd better ask the way., I thoucht I knew
i) but this street’z stranee to me. There’s a pub. theve,
thoush, and after thed duckme a deop of something warm
wanthd do ous o havm.™

Booald ecalled a halt, and considerad. He was anxious to
gob the wrechaan at the vicht zide of a poard-room door as
soann s poesibbe,  They must ask the way of someone,

There were two small bars in this public-liouse, both of
wltich ware crowded with as villatnons a et of men as Ronakd
ever yememnbored to have set eyes on. A few were of the
seafarimg typo, and foreimners at that; but the rest were of
the tnme  shambling, slinking  tribe  that populated the
surrounding sloms,

The landlovd—a  square-jawed, broken-nosed  brota—
bastowed a cunmng leer poon the two soldicrs as they steered
their way towabds the counter. It was phan to Bonald that
Bugob hod liad when be sad the place was strange to b,
.!‘"I. {]Eﬂ-LiI:EL ."'G-E:__'!_'Ii:!} l:':lF I'l:"'.f\'ﬁ,'.[rl.[l.;liln :rl'ﬁ'!rl thi'! !:1["[1][}7'(] Wik i:]!f!{:l!'{["l;t.
bowever, b a frown from the ex-sserceant.  The landlerd's
evod flashed io the ztrpa on Ronald's sleave, and his face
havilenod at once.,

A frnilry conseience,” thonght Ronald,  ** This wan is one
of the pack of seoundvels to ba foel in every parcison town
who do a Nowrishing buisiness in hiding deserters, sud helpins
them to escape. 1 oshall bave to watell oy 175 and Q's.  Ii
ha thinks I''m pokine my nose info lhis biesiness, or if DBnyrob
torns an me now, 1 slwll oot slors sheft. By Jove, T wish
I bad had hine clapped in tronz on hoare the destrover ™

onali’s ecall for two threepennyworth’s of ram hob e
lieved the tension of the situation for a mwowment.

A small preivate room was belond thoe covnter, with o eur-
tained window overlookinge the bar., The door of this was
ajur, but the landlord hooked 1t to with his foot as he served
the steamning drinks.

Tl furdive precantion did not eseaps MRonald's notica.
Feridently it aroused the suspicions alza of somecone within,
for, after a minuie’s pausa. the dirty greon balwe curtain
shirelding the window was stealthily hifted.  An eve appearcd
at.the peephole thes mads, and, Lighting on Rouaald’s face,
was ostantly withdrawn,

* Halla ™ thought Ronald. ' A deserter 1n luding possibly,
This 15 a place to make 2 note of, Meantime, the sooner [
pat my man out of tomptation the better. I'll chance the
vroud to the barracks, for I don't fea]l much like showing miy
ignorance in this den of thieves., Drink up, Dagot, we'll be
oving 1 he said alowd.

But the runi was piping lLiot, and Pagot choked and
grumbled dver it as if sexious to deloy.  The landlord Lad
disappeared for a moment inte thoe Lttle pwivate room, but
he come out locking harder than ever ot the voung corporal.
At the same instant Ronald®s eva hapnened to catelh—refooted
in a looking-glass behiad the counter—a movement in the
-']I:].I[,}i.tlil'lg i}ﬂ.r.

'.{'hﬂ swing-door had opaned, and a2 weazened [nce—all
awry, as if it had bean wrung at some time or another znd
never stroightened oul again—had appeared in the aperture.

With o jevk of the head, a hideous grimace, and a pointing
of a dirty forefinger to the partition behind which Ronald
stood, he brought four of the wgliest of the ruflians in that
bar to their feet. They swiggad down their beer in & pulp,
nodded meaningly to the landlord, and relled into the street.

Ronald knew now that treachery awatted him. Of weapons
he had none execept his fists. Both belt and bayonet had
boeen disenrded when be entered the powder-magazine at Fort
Eastpoard, for no steel is allowed in there,

Bapot would get frea for the time beinzx. That was the
laast that would happen. But what puzzled Ronuld was the
mathod by wlich he had conveved the nows of his desperata
plight to the master of hirelings behind the bar. No note
had passed, he was confident, and scarcely a sign beyond a
staro or the lift of an eyvelid.

“Hall in, Bagot! We'll go now,” he said, speaking with
as much uneoncern as he could assume.
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“ Hew about the way to Aboukir? You were going to ask
that,’” anzwered Hagoi, showing no anxiety to move.

*Fort Aboukir?” chimed in the landlord readily. ¥ Close
‘andy ; fust to the right, third to the leit.”” Then he gave u
little jerk of his Emnf for Bagot's private benelit. It seemed
to satisly tho ex-sergeant, for he turncd and led the way
into tha strest.

Honald stepped to the kerb, fists ready for a rush, and
fooked right and lefr. The ill-lit street was emptior now.

“ Bight we zo!” said Bagotl, scarcely troubling to concesl

a trinmpliant prin.

“ No, left! answered Ronald sharply., * Step out, and
don't argual”

A snarl broke from Dagot's lips, confirming in Ronald's
mind that trzachery was afoot. The man slepped badk as if
to retreat into the bar again, but Ronald had him by the
wrist in a trice, The naxt instant Bagot's face was contorted
with the agony of the arm-lock wilicﬁ\ the corporal had pot
upon him.  @le openod his lips as if to cry oub, but the
breath ran from him 1o 2 choking gasv as the ruthless prossure
was incransed.

Before ha could recover himself Ronald had deacped him
ity yards up the street. A narrow lane opencd now to tha
rerlik, I was 2 case of any port in a storm.

The landlord’s divections he knew would be fulse, designad
to lead him straizht into the ambush awaiting ther. By
tu;—nmg‘ in alnost any other dircetion he vvght escape to
saltaty.

The alley was lit by a lamp from the street they ha:l left.
e had only dragged his prisoner sume twenty yards wlan
sutldenly the lane was filled with shadows, Lumberiag foot-
steps rang and echoed between thoe walls. They were pursned.

An extra pressure with that teerible gep, and Bagot
dropped gaaping on bis koees, poralvsed with pain.  Honall
Hung tome behind him and burned at bay.

The foreinost pursuer was alveady butting into hizem, head
dovwnwards, Bringing up his knee jusé as the man elinghe:l,
Ronald eanoght the raBan sech a thoddine blow in the facs
as volled him backwards senseless az a log, The second teipped
ovoer thoe sk, and spreawlad on all-fours.

The third was tha man with the twizsted faca, who had
mustered the cut-throut crew.,  Ho had a lamp of iron veady
m his hand.  He leapt back eorstng shnlly, yet afraid to cona
o, and only impeding the road of the rest.

Mow other foolsteps came rpcinge in rear,  Honald's heasi
senk within him.  Bagot had already gripped him by tha
knees, striving with mamacnl ferocity to throw hin o the
seound. The crooked-faced man spranyr in, hand uphificd fos
a felon-zstroke. Honald saved his head oaly by a desperaio
duck, and tha full ferce of the descending iron bar [u]f L
Bazot’s neclk, feliing him to earth again hike o bullock,

onald could oniy gasp in hevror at his eomrade’s fate.
Then suddenly he was picked up from the ground as lishtly
as if e werve a child. A mighty arm closed about his throot
crushing the breath ont of him, and an unshavan face, bristly
g3 & serubbing-brush, was throst close to hia.

“Ha, e of o soldier ™ hissed o veice ho koew woll
" Break dis hold of you can! It ees my durn rpow! Stand
elear, vou shaps, whila T show him 1"

Ronald felt lus feet whirled from under him. The grip
about his throat was snddenly released, and be was flune like
an empty sack against the fint-studded waull. Heo scemed to
rebwound into space, borne upwards on 8 blast of scarlet flame,
and then he knew no more,

L

Licutenant Falrly Gets Leave--Cosgrave Is Astounded.

Az may be easuly imarined, Bagot's meteoric flipht from
the powdermnarazine to the roof of Fort Eastzuard, prece=.l
by his scared cownrades on *f anununition fatigue,” and puar
sued by Lance-Corporal Chester, caused the wildast excity
ment among the garrison.

For a moment or twao the pun-crews ceased firing altogether.,
A rumour spread hike hghtming that the magazine was alight,
and everybody was expecting to be blown sky-high.

S0 plausibla did this solution of the panic seorm that the
fire-pickets wore mustered, and the magazine was on the poiot
of being flooded, whan conler counsels prevailed.

With a sallantry none the less horowe beenuse of the actual
circumstances, Lisutenant Bob, Fairly made his way calml
throurh the vaults containing powder and shell, and ﬂmnrgm,f:
wiith iig oyoglazs still in his oye, to say that it was all o false
alarm.

Unfortunately, he did not doetect the torn cartridge and the
heap of powder which Bagot had strewn upon the oot veady
for ipmiting.

" Thers was no time to go further into the matter then, for
the torpedo attack was baing prossed home gallantly.

A boat was despatched to the rescue of the two men, the
ammumnifion party returned to the maraztne with confidence
rastored, and soon the hoists wore hard at work lifting cars-
ridges to the batteries, now thuodering with oubled
energy.
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What was the truth of the mystery no ona had time to
think. When, a little later, the boat returned to repovt failure,
the word flew from mouth to mouth that the pair were
drowned. Scarcely had this rumour tiine to make the eircuit
of the fort than a retreating torpedo-boat destroyer dashed
mto full glare of the searchliphts, and therve, clinging to her
reeling decks, were the very men they had begun to mourn,

So, with a feeling that all is well that ends well, the garrison
cheered, and awnited further particulars. Knowing Ronald
lor what he was, they knew he would waste no time in re-
porting himself at the earliest moment possible,

“It's & deuced puzzling thing,” said Major Roberts, who
was in command of the Wessex parrison, when the battle was
over and the troops dismissed. “ 1 saw then go past, myself,
ltke two Iulllm.i-:s. I wonder what it all mezns? "Pon my
word, I think I ought to telephone and have themn both
arrested when they land I

M Quite unnecessary, siv, T assure you honestly "' exclained
Lisutenant Bob. " If it was anybody else but Chester I
should agree, but the business is quite safe in his hands.
Mark my words, we shall see him back here in the morning,
evenn if he has to paddle across om a hencoop, with Bagot
etuffed inside and handeuffed 1™

But Lieutenant Bob was wreng. The morning passed, and
etill there was no sign of Ronald returning., A telephonio
messagre elicited the fact that the pair had been landed the
tight before, hut none of the parrzon pelice knew anything
of them, nor had they reported themselves at any of the
barracks,

This was serious. Only Iicutenant Bob and Bonald’s imme-
date chions in B Company smiled when it was sugpezted
that both he and Pagot had deserted. Nevertheless, an ovder
was igsued for their arrest on sight.

Then a discovery was made which, when it leaked ont,
threw the garvizon into a ferment. One of the artillery
cificers, laking stock of the store of ammunition in the mapa-
«ineg, chanced to enter the recess, on the fAoor of which la
the breken cavtridpe and the heap of powder which Bagot hac
siriven to ignite. There was the match ; one half burnt where
i.‘l fi;]l ugmr Ronald Imd clutched it, simothering the flame in
s hand,

That a diabolical attempt hod been made to blow up the
whaole fort, with its six hondred living souls, was evident. It
wos impossible to keep the matter secret. In o few minutes
¢ was in every month,

The Wessex men were appalled. Most of them, in their
fierce thurst for .rtwengﬁ, condemned both the nussing men
out of hand as guilty. Else why had Ronald, at any rate, not
Leen heard of 7

This was & poser even to the lance-corporal’s staunchest
friends. They could only stoutly assert his innocence and
sugpest foul play., Some of them—those who had been pre-
rent when Bagot bhad attempied to shoot Roemald in the
Larvack-room—knew to what length the ex-sergeant’s wad
fotred wonld take him.,

It was to discuss the advizahility of keeping this secret un-
Ivoken that Augustus Smythe—though only a new-coner in
Em. reciment—ealled a meeting of the stalwarts of Ne. 4
Eoelion.

Mouldy Mills and Hookey Walker both attended, sinking
their katred of the “cocky little counter-jumper,” and for-
pettimg their vows of vengeance on him fer baclirupling the
Horal Enstzuard Fort Handline, Hook, and Bait Supply Asso-
ciation, in their anxiety for their missing comrade Chester,

* MNaw, look here, you chaps,” zaid Gussie, rising to address
the meeting. * We can't sit down and listen to all these lies
aceinst o fellow wo all hike and respect without doing somo-
thing, nor can we go on punching the liars on the nose for
evier,”’

“Hear, hear " sowd Spud Murphy, whose knuckles were
patting quite raw with this form of viclent exercise,

“Ii we were joing bnek lo Woolchester it might be dif-
fovent, but we ain’i.”

“What?” velled the others, to whom this woz news indeed.
They were all lookiog forward to being home in barracks
Lefore the week was out.

“Na: I know what 'm talking about., TUntii this affair is
ecttled up, and so as to keepy it from leaking info the news-
papers, we're going o be cooped up here in this fort, worse
liek to1t! T heard the news on the goiet, but it's brie,

“ Now, if we were ashore, what with a thousand renk and
file to join in the hunt, we'd vory soon turn Plymport upside
down and shake Lance-corporal Chester out of it. That's where
ke is—Flymport; I'll bet a thousand pounds: to an old shirt on
that! Bagot's ns dotty as a hatter, and madder than a mad
dog. We know that for ourselves, for we saw him iry to
shoot Chester, Chestar wanted ue to keep that quiet, butl I
say the sooner everybody knows it the better., It'll clear our
man and let them see the kind of desperate demon thev've got
to deal with. Chester has taken Dagot ashore without extra
escort, knowing that he was strong encugh to tackle two
sich beer-barrels as him single-handed ; but Bagot has downed
him somehow, and bas got Lhim boxed up somewhere, and
Heaven only knows what pame he sin’t playing with him.
The nuestion 15 *
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“"Tshun!™ roared Spud Marphy, the sentor private pre-
sent, sucldenly leaping to lhis [ect. .

The meeting rose like one man, standing stiffly te attention.
Two officers were standing silent in the doorwar. Just how
long they had been there everyvone had heen ton intent nn
what Gussie was saving to notice. The men breathed afresh
when they saw ihaet the senior was Lieutenant Hth, The
second was Tan Cllenys, ) )

“All right, my men, sit dowa!” said ITacntenant Bob,
coming forward, " And go aliead, Private Swmythe, I'm
afraid I am guilty of eavesdropping, but T was very initerestecl
in what you were saving. The guestion i=—what ™’ )

“Whether we should not tell you all we know and think,
sir,” answered Gussie, rather taken aback.

“Most certainly. It seems to me that all of yon are to
bletne for not informinz us of this before. You hknew this
man was mad, and ved you stand by ancd watch him turned
loose in s powder-magazine ! _

“ Exeuse me, sorr,’” said Spud boldly. * It was Lance-
corporal Chester himself that applied to Mr. Chenys to ];m\'i.'-
him sthruck off that jooty, as Mr., Chenys will vennmaber,”

“1 do,’ said lan, turning with scowling eyes and answer-
Eng the look of inguiry of his senior officer. e | a:ﬂ;arrl all
this as mere gossip—rubbish; a silly effert to whitewash a
man who, in my eyes, is equally r.}:uilt:,r ot this h::hjnu-‘; erie,
and who T hope will bo Imn?:d when they cateh Iim 1

“You are very emphatic,’” said Liesterant Bob, 1 a low
voice inaudible to the rest. *‘In England, at least, it i= the
law to assume that a man is innocent of a chavge uniil he is
proved guilty. Having no underlying mterest—no .nI:te[znr
motive in this case, I prefer fo follow the national custon,

» Underlying interest! Ulterior motive " Llustered Iam.
“ What the deuce do you meant” : ]

 NWothing that can be discussed heve,” said Lienfenant
Eob, regretting that he had let his angvy disgust get the
better of his discretion. . .

But the shaft had gone home. Ian turped as white as the
limewashed wall behind him. For a mowment he gloed at his
brother-officer as if he could have torm him asunder to rea
what secret it was he held in his heart; then e turned on
his Lieel and continned an his way.

That a swift exchange of parry and thrust had taken plece
botween the two officers the men were fully aware, even
though they had not overheard a word. Lieubenant Bob felt
this, and, half ashamed of his share of the scene, he gave a
curt assurance that everything that could be done to dhscover
the whereabouts of their missing comrade wus being done,
aizd then he, too, continued on lLiz round, er

Ian returned to his quarters, torn between conflicting
aniotions—joy that there was a chance that Ronald, left o
the mercy of a maning, might oven now be removed from lis
path for ever; tervor that Bob Fairly, in the hour of possible
suceess, hiad fathomed ins black secret. )

He cursed aloud at this latter thought, and paced the tiny
room in & {renzy. .

“Williams gone; Pushofisky’s mouth sealed; Slaney in
ignorance that that brother of mine still lives—everything
beginning to work as smoothly as a charm--and now that
drawling fop comes prying round and threatening to spoil
all! By Heaven, let him take care! 1 have had just about
as much of all this as I ean stand. I, toe, shall go wmad ; but,
nalilke thet fool Bagot, I'll see that there is some method
in my madness " ] ]

Lientenant Bob went on his tour of duty quietly, as bluwd
as ever, but as he inspected the upper parapet ﬂi the tort
the sentries there noticed that he remained for quite ten
ninutes in an embrasure, twiddhing his eveglass round and
round and staring aimlessly out to sea.

After that he adjourned to the mess, and sat for gunother
half-hour in an armchair, thoughtfully sipping 2 long brandy-
and-soda. Ten minutes later he was seated in a whaler
manned by a serateh crew from No. 4 Section, who rowed hin
with windmill strokes to the Chequer Fort, where he re-
mained in private conforence with Colonel Conger a full hour.

The rvesult was a good deal of telephomng, during which
the colonel got exceedingly peppery. _

“Why the deuce, Fairly, can't you come out fatly with
what vou intend to do? Why all thiz mystery? What ave
you driving at?" 1 -

1 want & week's leave, that is all, sir®” 1 .

“Tut, tut! T know that. And vou know that while this
disgraceful affaiv is on we're all cooped up here like a lot of
convicts! If you would only give me some clue as o what
thess inquiries are that you want to make, I might manayge
the permit auick enough. I know you've got some plan in
vour head for solving the beastly mystery; surely you can
give me some idea what it is?” g

“That, 1 am sorry to say, sir, is just what T cannot de,
answered Lieutenant Bob. 1 must ask you to give me all
your confidence there. Later on I hope to justify it.
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“Oh, very wall!" snapped Colonel Conger, who always kept
a soft corner in his heart for this voung dandy. ** I suppose
I must take your word for it. The (.0.C. has told me to
usé my own diseretion, and you can go.”

Llﬂ-}ltanqnt Bob lost no time in taking advantape of the
permit. Next morning found him in the mess of the Denbigh-
shlrﬂﬂ--ﬂusgrm‘g’a regiment. Old Cos waa sitting opposite in
a long cane-chair, survexving the dandy with grim eves, won-
dering !-‘r:hat. business had brought him all that way.

" Oh, just trotting round, looking up old faces ! Bob Fairly
had said when he had offered to inguire; but Cos knew thero
was maore behind it than this.

He had

In any case, Bob was not an old friend of his.
searcely known him, and was by no means impressed with the
little e had zeen.

“ By the way, we've got a chap from SBandhurst T expect
you'd know=—Ian Chenye,” suid Boh,

“Yes. T knew of him. I liked his brother better,”
answered (os,

:’DIL what did he go inte?” inquired Bob casually.

"He died.”

“OR! exclaimad Bob: and, as if anxious to switch off on
to & mora cheerful subject, he added: ** Ever do any boxing
up here? I bolieve you were a great man with your fists when
we met before. ™ .

“¥es, a bit,"” answered Cos modastly. * Do you ever put
on the gloves now "

“ ot often; but I'm awfully keen on it for the men, vou
know. Ws've got some very promising stuff in the Wossex.
There's one chap, Chester, of ours—a lance-corporal—"

*“¥es; I've heard of him.”

 He's a corker as a heavy-weight. Splendidly-built chap, too.
I've got a photo. of lim here somewhere. Oh, there it 131"

He handed an amateur snapshot to Cosgrave as he said

this, and instantly the other's jaw dropped in amazement.

“ Ronald Chester,” said Bob, as if prompting himn,
. Ronald Chenys!" answered Cos almost fisrcely.
1t’s old Ron to the life! It must be!™

g C%uitﬂ so. Thal’s my own opinion,” said Dob Fairly
quietly. "I have suspected so all along. 1 should like you
to sea him, thouph, and make certain.™

“Z2ee him? But I don’t understand!™ said Cos, scarcely
able to grasp it all vet. * Do
you mean to say thot Ronold

‘henys is alive—to-day?”’

*Well," said Bcb Fairly,
polishing his eveglass ner-
vously, “"now you come to
put it that way, I don't know
that I can. You see, the
whole thing s in a tangle—a
deuced awful tangsle, in fact
—and if you ean help me un-
twist it, f shall he——""

" My dear chap,” said Cos,
gpringing up, ' old Bon was
the best chum I ever had in
my life! I've been mourning
for him for months as dead,
and now I know that he s
alive I'll go to the end of the
earth to help him "

“rood I said Bob. ** We'll
both go. For, by Jove, if
:.rhar. I fonr is true, ha's need-
g us! I'll spin you the
yarp,™

Gussie Makes a Confession—
Pickiog up the Threads.

While Lieutenant Dol
Fairly was packing his kit-
bag, preparatory to starting
for Aldershot on his visit to
Cosgrave, he was somewhat
surprised when word was brought up to him that Bergeant
Hedge had brought a man who wished to speak tp him.

He was not surprised, however, after what he had overheard
at Gussie's meeting that afterncon to find that it was Gussie
Iumgell_ae:aking an interview,
hﬁls:mmsmg tha sergeant, Dob Fairly told Gussie to say

15 58%.

“It's about Lance-corporal Chester, sir,” began Gussie,
rather weakly, '*I've been thinking it over, and I've decided
that—tha **  Here he hesitated, and glared round
wildly—"* That I was wondering what you thought about it,"”
he finished desperately.

“ You've decided that you were wondering what I thought

“ Why,

about it.

Merry Christmas.

Greyiriars

SKaters.”

The next long Complete Tale will be,
as I anticipats, anything bnt a frost;
but, as Bob Cherry would =ay,
must let me snow what you think

Get ready for that plum pudding and
accept my sincere good wishes for a

about it, eh!" repeated Lisutenant Bob, unable ta reprass a

smatle.

“ Mo, sir, not quite thet—at least, T was thinking—"'

Gussie, who had been balancing himself first on one ;
and then on the other, seemed to decide suddenly on the
osxperiment of standing on meither, with the result that he
nearly E&psizad_himsal?. into the fire.prate.

S Xou're a little bit mixed, it seems to me,” sugpested
Lisutenant Bob, pretending to busy himself once again, so as
to give Gussie un opportunity to compose himself. ** Just
start from the beginning once again. It's about Uanrnra.l
Chester, you said. Wall, what about Corporal Chester?'

“ About him disappearing like this!” blurted Gussie.

Y Quite so.  You've got some solution of the mystery? Out
with it! Let's have it!"”

M Well, it isn’t a solution exactly, though it may help to
give a clus, but’s it’s besn on my conscience for wesks—aover
sines the fhra. 1 don’t like telling you, but I feel I must—
that's in case I'm wrong, and it really meant him after all.”

“¥Yes, go on,’” said the officer mii'::il;.', as if this rambling
staternént ware guite satisfactory and intellizible,

** Yoz, sir; you see, I thought it was Foxey they meant
when thay talked about that job, only new—"  Apgain
GGussia looked wildly round, as if a thousand demons wers
perclied on the picture-frames watching him. ** How many
voars should I get, air, for telling tales about an officar even
if they were true®’ he gaspad pathetically,

*Don't worry about that just now,” auu; Licutenant Bob,
locking his bags and straightening himself up. * What job
was this you thought referred to Private Williamsg?"'

*“That amack on the head, sir, and the fire when ha waa
killadd. 1 don't beliave now that they meant it for lum af
all. I beheve it was Chester they were after, only somehow
Foxey poked that loog nose of hiz in once too often. My,
Chenvs—-""

Private Augustus Smythe having blurted oot his name,
promptly collapsed into a chair, looking as white as any ghost.

HowNow, I've done it!"” he groaned.,

Lieutenant Bob Fairly took one lock at him, and then
poured him out a stiff brandy-and-soda,

“Yes, Smythe,” he said, banding him the glass, * yvou'va
dona it so far that now you'll have to tell me overything
from the beginning, without glossing over a sinple fact or
sparing anyone, even though he be a superior officer.”

* All nght, sir, T don’t care
what happens,’ said Guzsie,
serewing  himself up, "1
want to see Lance-corporal
Chester safe, that's all. ARter
that, 1 don't care if it snows
round-shot—noe, nor  {read-
mitlls either.”

It took Lieutenant Bob
over half an hour to get the
details of that eavesdropping
incident outside Pushofisky's
door strung together and
ghipshape. lle made (Gussie
write it down, fact by fact,
giving the  conversation
nearly word for word as he

heard it

had

it related all about that
mysterious  bumping  sound
upon the planks, and Push.

otfsky's boast: * It never

vou

It lief ne marlk,

fail yet.

Only a blue—" And Jan's

scared interruption: * Shono,
: I don’t want to hear any

particulars—hang 1., How

ou like and where vou like;

- ut the soomer the hettor !

“The only thing about

2 this 135 the bump, as you

ﬁ describe it, did leave a mark,

2 very ugly mark,” said

Lieutenant Bob, after Gussie had signed hiz name with &
ghaky hand.

“¥es, sir; but I don’t believe that that was the job ro.
ferred to at all,”’ replied Gussia. * In my opinion, as soon
as the red-cap sergeant went round after the woman's rig-
gt which 1 left thers, Pushoffsky put two-and-two together,
and decided that they might have been overheard, and cleared
out that pight. We know that he was not seen all the day
before the fire. The landlord of the Grapes swore to that!"

(Another long Instalment of this splendid seriol
next Tuesday. Order your copy of THE MAGNLET
LIBRARY In advange. Price Onoe Haffpanny.)
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