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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Not Satisfied.
b 00K hero——""
h “Rats 1"

“1 tell you

@ Bilenee 1"

“8ilence be hanged! Ain't I Form-captain?” shouted

Bulstrode.  ** Can’'t 1 speak at a blessed Form-meeting,

when I'm captain of ihe Form? By Jove—" '
48 Ehut “1}_!"

*“ Cheosa it, Bulstrode I
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A Splendid, Long Complete School Tale of
the Chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

b e o

 Order I

The meeting in the Remove Form-reom at Greyfriara was

rowing excited, It was a mass-mecting, Nearly all the
%‘urm wore there, Bulstrode had dropped in by chance, and
Bulstrode was indignant.  Bulstrode was captain of the
Remove—a position he had held for some time now, not to
the general satisfaction. As Forme-captain, he certainly
ought to have been consulted in the matter of calling a
moeeting of the Formm. But he hadn't been consulted, and it
Wy {:Tﬁj." the sound of raany voices in the Form-room that
had drawn lum to the spot.

And even then the Removites had scemed rather unwillin
to let him in. But it wax not easy to keep the burly, broad-
slioulderod Bulstrode out. He hiad shoved his way in, ond
was now in a state of simmering fury,

“ Look here!" roared Bulstrode. “* What do you mean?
What is the litile game, anyway? What do you mean by
calling a Form-inceting without speaking to me about it 1™

Mo reply.

“1 suppose it’s your doing, Wharton ! Bulstrode shouted,
turning to Hurry Wharten with blazing eyes.

Wharton colourad. ;

“Not at all,” he answered. "I was here, talking to
Mugent, when the fellows came in. I haven't the faintest
idea what the meeting is about, or what it's for.”

“ZSame here,” said WNugent. I only know that the
fallows hawve all started jawiog at once, and I wish they'd
go to Jerncho" )

# The fact is—"" said Ogilvy.
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# That's it]" remarked Morgan, “The fact s, loovk

—I-—I-llr
FU‘EE guess '—began Fisher T. Fish, the Amurican junior—
I guess the fact s—"

" ﬁ'ﬂu sec. Bulstrode-—"

(1} Ah&m !ill ) ] ..

The juniors secmed to find some difficulty in explaining.
Bulstrede looked round at them with a bitter expression.
Rulstrade’s lines had not fallen in pleasant places since he
had been captain of the Remove. The task was not cary,
and more than once hic had half regretted helping to push
Harry Wharton out of the post.  But there was a great deal
of courage, and a t deal of obstinacy, in Fulstrade. Ha
was the kind of fellow to stick to his guna. _

“ Well,” Bulstrode demandcd— " well, what is the meet-
ing a2bout ¥

“The fadt is——"*

* Oh, speak out !” ; ) & &

“ Well, not to put too fine a peint on it——"" sgaid
Skinner. ;

“Will you speak out?” roared DBulstrode, his temper
rising, again, e g

M Well, we were going 1o discuss tho advisability of—
uf.__ll

“What " 1

" Getling a  new Form-captain,™
“ That's the long and short of it, and
your pipe and smoka it 1"

Bulstrode snapped his tecth, ) .

“ And you wers goinyg to talk that over behind my back !
he exclaimed.

Tom Brown coloured. :

“ Mot in the least. Wa thought it wouldn't be exg:‘:'r]:.r
pleasant for you to hear the matter discussed, that's all.”

“0Oh, don't mind me,"” spid Bulstrode bitterly. “TI'll
listen “ﬁt?} pleasure. 1 think you're a set of bouaders,
that's all.

“T don't sce that we're bound o have the same Form-
{.tuplain all the time,” said Hazeldene. “ You yourself
said, in Wharton's time, that a changoe was a jolly good
thing, and that Harry Wharton couldn’t expeet to be
cock of the walk, term in and term out.”

Bulstrode bit his lip. There was no doubt that he had
said that, and & great many more things that he regretied
afterwards, in his keenness fo get Horry Wharton out of
the pozition of Form-captain, and hirasclf in. )

“ And now,” said Ouilvy, * we may o8 well go on with the
meeating., DBulstrode cun sit on a desk and lizten.”

““Ha, ha, ha I

“0h, T'I Jisten ! snid Bulstrode,
your head afterwards, too, Ogilyy [

“*Order!”

“ Order 1™ g

Bulstrode swung aside and sut on a desk, and swung his
legs, He bit his nails in his anger. Harry Wharton and
Frank MNugent also drew a little sside. The meeting was
nothing to them, and Harry did not want fo appear to be
engincering a scheme for shifting Bulstrode, as Bulstrode
had shifted him a few weelis before.

“ Nics follows te skipper, ain’t thep?” said Bulstrode,
looking at Wharton. * They've got their backs up against
me now, the same as they had against you. All because we
lost the cricket match with Courtfield, 1 beliove.”

“ And with Highcliffe, too,” said Nugent.

Bulstrode sniffad. ] _

“Well, T couldn't help losing. I know I did my best.
Wharton was in the sanatorium with a2 cold, Bob Cherry
was away, and Vernon-Smith got his back up and refuzed Lo
play. That was three good men gone, and the Higheliffo
chaps were in great form. They nearly did uas the last
malch, when we were at our strongest. This time we had
no chance,"

“ A cricket captain l:“.lﬁht to zee that a team has a chance,
though,” said John Bull. “It's all very well to say that
things happened. DBut a cricket captain shouldn’t let ‘em
happen.'

2 can’t perform giddy miracles, can 177

“Tet the captainey alone, then, Whorton used to make
ug win, onywav.'

Bulstrode fell silent.

It was the truth, bitter as it was. Would the Greviriars
Remove have won those last {we matches if Wharton had
been captain? Perhaps—porhaps not.  Certainly, Wharton
had always been found a fellow of infinite resource, and had
g wonderful ialent for finding players when they were
wanted. Bulstrode was only too painiully conscious of his
own shortcomings as =kipper. _

The Removites were talking—mostly at the eame time,
and in loud voices. DBulstrode could hear most of what they
said.
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said Tom DBrown.
you ean put that in

“T'1l jol'v well punch
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It was pretty clear that the Farm had tired of Bulstrode
as capiein. g g

“ fverything's gone to the dogs since Bulstrode got in!
[':;gilv:f remarked. * Licked by Courtlicld—licked by High-
C E____)]‘

“ And going to be licked in the 5t. Jim's match, for a
cart..” asaid Morgan, with a snort. _ )

HaAnd even t Upper Fourth are petling their cars
up.” -

** And Temple says he's going to wipe up the ground with
us in the Form match—and he'll do it, teo, if Bulstrode's
skipper.”

“1 shouldn't wonder.” )

“YWhat do you think Ponsonby said to me the other
day " roared John Bull  “1le said—"

“What I think is—"

“ Look herg—-"

“Ponsonby smaid—he was waiking slong with Gadsby
and Vavasour, you know—three extra special cads, you know
—and I met him, and he said—"

FLs B Ju"'}_ll . )

* He said we ought to play marbles insteed of criclet ™
roared Bull. *f Marbles I

“ My hat!*

“The worm !*?

“ Marbles I

"My word !

= at did yvou do, Bull ¥ )

* (Oh, 1 let him have my left under the chin,” said Jolin Bull,
“But that doesn’t alter the fact that he said it."”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Marbles, by Jove I

“Look here,” said Ogilvy, “the fact’s plain enough.
Wharton was captain, and Wharlon used to pull us through.
Wharton ought to be skipper again.”

“Hear, hear!”

“ Wharton for ever!”

“*Wharton for skipper !

The Form-room rang with the shouts. There was litthe
doubt as to the sentiments of the Remove. )

Bulstrode turned to Harry Wharton with a hitter look.

*“You've got your wish now,” he said. )

“ What wish 7" said Harry, looking at him steadily.

“You've got me out.”

“I've done nothing."

Bulstrode laughed.

“The others have done it, then,” he said, with a sneer.
““0Oh, T know I didn"t treat you well—it was a bit sharp, the
way I got you out. But you might have given me a chance,
all the same.”

“¥ou are mistaken.”

“ Not that I care much. You can have the job, and be
hanged ! I'm pretiy sick of it, anyway |"

(1Y tEi] :,"-Du—” . i

* Here they come,” said Bulstrode, with a savege laugh—
“here they come! Now you can explain how modest and
unassuming yvou are, and how you really don't want to be
captain, but how you accept it from a sense of duty! Oh,
I know the patter from slart to finish 1Y

Wharton did not reply. .

The Bemovités were all coming ovar towards them, their
mindz evidently made up. Bulstrode shoved his hunds deep
into his pockets, and waited.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wharton Says ““Nol®

o HARTON—"
w A dozen veices started. Bob Cherry waved a

large hand.
Don’t bellow at a fellow lilke that !™

“Order!

¥ Who's bellowing ¥'"

“ 8hat up, Bob Cherry 1

“0rder! Let me cxplain to Wharion—'

“ Paith, and T'll explain cotirely I gaid Idicky Desmond.
“It's Jike this, Wharton, darling—"

“ (‘heese it, Tipperary—-"

* Faith, and I " ) )

“ Lot me put it to kim," said Ogilvy.
well that it fakes a Scotzman to explatn things.
here, Wharton——""

“ Look here—"

¥ Bhut up "™ roared Ouilvy.

** Look here—-—"

" Faith, and look here—=""

Wharton put s fingers to his ears,

“Well, I'm leoking,” he said. " But for goodoness’ zake
don’t roar at a chap like that! ’'m not deaf!"™

“Well, they won't jef me cxplain quietly,” said Ogilvy.
" The fact i3, we're not satisfied with our Form-captain,'z

“ Hear, hear '

“¥You Linow very
Now, lock

" Loolk here, Wharton "

contalned In thls week's
“"GEM" Library., Price id.
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Bulstrode, snorting angrily, marched on, followed by & yell of derislon from the Remove fellows. A procession
of fags {ellowed the drenched and muddy Ferme-captain right up to the School house, snifiing emphatically.
(dee page b.)

“ That's no business of mine,”" said ITarry Wharton, You
can sottla that with Bulstrode.™

“ But you used to be Remove skipper——'

“I'm not now." ‘

“ But we want you te be skipper again, Vou're elected
unanimously. We've had encugh of Bulsirode's blunders.”

“ Faith, yea!  He's let the Highelife bounders walk
over us——"

“ Hear, heoar!”’

W Higheliffo have been crowing ever since they won the
cricket mateh,” roared John Bull. * You know the other
day they stuck a notice on our school gatesa— PRIVATE
ASYLUM." I knew Porsonby's Gst.”

" The rotter !"

“The cheoky cad!™

“They're getting too swelled-headed to hold themaclves,
now,”’ said John Bull. * We simply must take them down a
;‘mg or two, somehow.”

% And Bulstrode can't do it."

#* Bulstrode can only swank here.
chiffe.” :

“ He's not & bit of good 1™

“ 8o you sog—"

% VYou see "—roarcd Ogilvy—"" you sce, we want you for
Form-captain again, s0 as to score over the Highelilfe
awankers. You see?”

“Yes, I see. I see vou're a lot of unreasonable asses!"
said Harry Wharton.

Tue Maewer Liprany.—No. 176

s2x: — BARRED BY HIS PEOPLE.

e can't touch High-

L1 Eh ?-H

“ What!"

“0Oh!

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. It was a way he had—
not always pleasing even to his friends—and it hbad o very
oxusperating offect upon fellows who did not like him.
But Harry was aunoved, and he did not care if ha
showed it.

“1f you want my opinion, there it is,"” he said. “If you
don’t want it, there it is all the same. Go and eat coke !™

£ what !"‘j I ]

“I'm jelly well not going to be Form-captain a;&m[ I
don't bear malice for ﬁeing shifted out. You can’t say I
haven’t backed up Bulstrode all the time. But I'm not
going to be Form-captain. You've given the job to
Bulstrods. Give tho chap a chance, then."

** Ho's had a chance !

t He's messed up everything."

“He's an ass{”

“ And a fathead !”

“Ho can't do anything for toffee.”

Wharton gave another shrug.

““Well, I'm not stepping into Bulstrode’™s shoes, that's all,™
ha said.  * I'm stending out. Bulstrode’s Form-captain, and
I"'m backing him up.”

1] ﬂh. :” ]

The Removites only stared. They couldn’t do anything
olso. They knew how bittarly, at the time, Harry Wharton

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale of

the Chumse of
Greoyirilars. By FRANK HIE!&RH&
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had resented being turned out of the captainey. They had
taken it for granted that he would ba glad to be reinstated.
Surely_the triumph over his rival ought to bave attracted
him. But apparently it didn™. His anewer on‘ll‘?hcﬂnﬁrmed

the opinion the Remove bad always held—that arton wus
ulstrode stood with his hands

& rum beggar, & very rum beggar indeed.
. There was a short silence,
in his pockets, & very peculisr expression u his face. He
bad not expected that repli; from Harry V tem, either,
" Well,” said Ogilvy, st last, *' I suppose you're joking.”
**Not at all.™
*“You don't refuse to boe Form-captain?*
“Yen, 1do.”
* But—but—*"
** Faith, snd I think—"'
“ Give Bulstrode a chance,” said Harry.
‘We've given him a chance,” said Tom Brown, 'and

hﬂ:’f?r; Erﬁ:er?’]m whole Form thinks the same.”

:: Hearx, hear |
oo Well, you can look for somebody else, then,” said Harrv,
I'm not taking it on. Next term, perhaps I might put up
for election sgainet Bulstrode. I don’t kmow. But as far

aa“tth]n_; term III‘ concernad, I stand out,™

at's all ve ell,” saad M li a4

what about the Frg]'. I::?‘" ," Bal organ belligarently: ' but
Thoa Form elected Bulstrode,” said Harry. *“You can

stand by what you've dome. Give the chap a chance. That's

my view.'
t. *I pay the seme.”

“Good " said Nu
“ And Bulstrods done jolly well, considering,” went

or Harry quietly. *“He's had z lot against him, and somes
of the Iglum have been trying to e ?sm on to make thin gs
worse instead of better.” Tk =€

“1 suppose that's meant for me,”™ said Vernon-Smith, tho
Bounder of Greyiriars, with a sneer. **My opinion is that
things are am rotten with Bulstrode as they were with
"Py’tllilﬂrﬂgn, and I'd as soon have Bunter for Form-captain asz
EI1LII0L.

There was a laugh. Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove,
was the last fellow in the Form who was likely to have a
vhance, But Bunter was aléo the lnst fellow who was likely
to realise that. As Vernon-Bmith spoke, the fat junior came
rolling forward.

:: I ﬁa.i;.- you fellows—""

Halle, hallo, hollo!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Here's
hﬂézrgtﬁr! You can buzz off, Bunty; there’s nothing to eat

" Oh, really, Cherry—"

L L Buzz H‘,Wﬂ-_:i" t!:l‘

*Logk here, you fellows, I think there's a lot in what
Yernon-Smith save!” exclaimed Bunter, blinking at the grin-
nmg Removites through his big spectacles.  “I'm quite
willing to stand up for election az Form-captain.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

"1 tell you—-

“Ha, ha, ha

" {h, really—

“ Bhove him out!™ said Ogilvy,

B{}h, i[mj', you fellows! Oh—ah—yah——warooh I’*

ump

Billy Bunter dropped on the floor in the passage outside,
and lgﬂ door was elosed uvpon him. He did not come in
again,

“Now, look here, Wharton,” said Ogzilvy.
you're going to change your mind.™

e Nﬂl !'Eﬂ-r-“ 1

" Wo want Fou to be Form-captain, snd give the High-
cliffe cade 8 warm time.”

" Leave it to Bulstrode "
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"1 suppose

““He's no good ! roared a dozen voices,

“Give him a chance.”

* Oh,.rats ™

Bulstrode gritted his teeth.

“You hear what Wharton saye!"” he exclaimed. * Give
me & chance. As for the Higheliffe cads, T'll jolly sconm
show them what's what, if the Form will back me up.”

** Oh, you can talk,” =aid Elliott. ] .

'"“¥es, I guess Bulstrode c¢an keep his end up, when ib
comes to jawing,”’ remarked Fisher T. Fish.

"' Give him a chance,” said Wharton,

l}g{gv pnorted.

" Well, what do you fellows say?” he atked. * Buppose wa
give B‘uiutmde a chance, to see whether he can back up
againgt the Highcehiffe cads, and if he can't we'll drop him,
and have & new election.”

+4 ﬁﬁ E}#

And with that the matter dropped.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Mot Nice!

" EGAD!™ paid Ponsonby of Higheliffa,

" y Jove!” remsvked Gadshy.

“ It's Bulstrode,”” said Vavasour.

The three Highcliffa fellows were sitting on = stile
in Friardelo Lane. ulstrode of Greyfriars was coming
down the lane from the village with his hands in his pockets,
his cap on the back of his head, and a wrinkle of great
thoughtfulnese on his brew. Bulstrode was, in fact, wearing
a worried look. He was worried.

The three Higheliffe fellows exchanged a grin. Bulstroda
did not see them, snd he would pass within a fow feet of
them as he came on. His ayes were on the ground, and he
never thought of looking up.

“Begad!™ said Pomsonby. ‘ What o chance! Bulstrode
iagl;aptuin ;:nf the Remove over there, yvou know-—skipper of
that gang.’

* And here he is,” said Gadsby. * And here's a nice dee;ﬂ
ditch, with plenty of mud and slime in it. What a chance ™

** Absolutely,” =zaid Vavasour.

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

The three Higheliffa fellows slipped off tho stile, and stood
waiting. If Bulstrode sow them, he would guess that their
intentions “were hostile, and he might dodge them. Bug
when they were off the stile, the thickets hid them from
view. They waited, grinning. and Bulstrode came swinging
past the thckets into view,

* Collar him F'*

Ponsonby rapped out the words.

Bulstrode started, and looked round; but before he could
i:;ﬂ:‘an puat up his hands, the three Higheliffe fellows wore upon

irm.

He was seized, and rolled over in a second, and the three of
:ihmn piled upon him, pinning him down upon his back in the

ust,

“Oh!" gasped Bulstroda.

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Got the cad!” ]

“* Squash him if he wriggles!”

* Ha, ha, ha!™ .

Bulstrode was doing more than wriggline, He wag
struggling desperately. He was 2 powerfu fellow, and the
Highclifians werve not athletic, and they had all their work
cut out to hold him. _

But they were three to one, and they had him down, and
they managed it. Ponsonby knelt on hom, and Gadsby stood
on his legs, and Vavasour caught his wrists, and diagpgped
them up past his head.

“Oh!" gasped Bulstrode again, * Oh, you cads! Leggo "

" No fear!”’ said Vavasour breathlessly, ** We're going to
put you through it, you cad. We're going to knock the
Greviviars Remove sky-high, and we're beginning on you.”

“We've licked you at cricket,” said Ponsonby, " and we're
coing to biek you in every other way, We're fed up with
Greyfriars swank.™

*Let me go!” roared Bulstrode, “I'll fight any two of
vou, if you let me got on my fect.”

Ponsonby chuckled.

* That's just what we're not gomg to do!" he exclaimed.
” "iHc’vc: got you tight, my son, and we're going to keep you

1y

“'Ha, ha! Rather!”’

“Shove him into the ditch,” said Gadshy.
Smother him !
precious sight.”’

“Ha, ha, ha

Bulstrode struggled fiercely. That ditch was a deep one,
and stagnant in the hot summer westher, and it was thick
with slune and green ooze. But he was powerless agsinst
the 'three. They rolled him over in the dust, nearer and

“HRight in!
We'll send him back to Greyfrias looking &

READ “rearsiislywrbiomdnicay” “CORONATION DAY AT ST. JIM'S,” -suimohins "ok



n]:u;r to the ditch, the Greviriars junior resisting fiercely nll
the time.

He got one hand loose, and hit out, and Ponsonby gave a
roar a8 the hoavy fist caught him right in the eye.

Y Doeoegeoch 1M

Bplash !

Ponsonby was on the edge of the ditch, and he toppled
over and sat down in the muddy water.

* Yarooh!" i

“ Breper-p-r " pasped Gadsby, as s splash of green slime
caught him in the mouth, * Grooh! Oh, you utter ass!"

Pansonby scrambled out of the ditch. He was sosked and
stothered with mud up to his waist, and he was in a furious
temper. Bulstrode was struggling, and had nearly free
from Gradsby and Vavasour, DPonsonby threw himself cpon
him, and pitched him headlong into the ditch,

“Thare !" he gasped.
“My hat! You are in a state, Pon, old boy!" gasped
Gadsby.

“"Why didn’t you held his hands, you idiot?" roarved
Panzsanbyv.

“0p, 1 say?

“You fathead !

* Never mind; look at the Greylriars rotter I'

Pongonby lonked, and in spite of the state of his own
clothes he could not help joining in the roar of laughter.
Bulstrode had gone night under tgr.- slimy water, and he had
gerambled up in & shocking state.

From head bo foot he was soaked with muddy water. His
clothes were covered with mud, and festooned with slime,
snd ocoze, and weeds. His face had disappeared undoer a
curious mixture of green ooze and black mud. His cap was
somewhere in the depths of the ditch, and his hair was
caked and loaded with slime.

And the scent that Bulstrode brought up from the stagnant
depths of the ditch was appalling.

hiff—1rhiff !

The Highcliffians suddenly left off laughing, as they canght
the scont and ﬁlaﬁgem:] back. Vavasour turned quite pale.

“(Oh, my aunt!” he gasped.

“Phew ! Great Scott!™

“Oh, dJerusalem !"

Bulstrode was scrambling and stru

: ling furiously out of
the ditch. If hg had got near the Highchiffians 1t would

have gone hard with some of them, three to one as they
woro. But they did not wait for him. They had no desue
ko make & closer scquaintance with the burly Greyiriars
Juntor, especially in his present muddy and highly scented

condition.
“Oh, buzz off " panted Ponsonby. I shall be il

*“* Ha, ha, ha ™

" Come on !

The Highcliffians ran down the lane. Bulstrode dragged
himself out of the ditch, leaving & trail of slime and green,
rotting weeds after him. He crawled out into the dusty lane,
and gaspod.

';'I w.hm'.'. ow Ih Groo! Oh!"”

re three Hipheliflans were disappearing round the cross-
roads. Hulﬁtl‘ﬂ(ﬁ! made a few steps afmﬁ thern, and then
halted. It was useless to chuse the Highelifans. The scent
that was elinging to him made him feel quite faint.

“Oh!" he panted. * Oh!”

He tramped off towards Greyiriars.

_ He was not very far from the school—the old tower was
in sight over the trees. The burly Removite was anxious to
got where he counld wash himself and get out of his muddy
clothes. He squelched out mud and water st ¢very step he
taok. It was not till he came up to the pates of Greyfriars
that he realised what an extremely curvious appesrance he
would present when he srrived.

He was tramping in through the gateway when thore was
a roar, and Gosling, the porter, planted himself in his path.

¥ None o that!" shouted Gosling.  ““Out you got !

Butbstrode stopped in surprise.

“Wot T says is this "ere,” went on Gosling angrily— we
don’t allow tramps in 'ere, my finc fellow—"specially not
tramps in such a filthy state! Phew! Whoaw! Qot out!
I'd kick you hout only it would make me sick to touch you !™

“You silly ass ™ roured Bulstrode.

l.':':mlmﬁ' stageered back in his amazement. He knew the
vowee, though the features weore guite hidden by thick mud.

“ Mem-nemaster Bulstrode ' he stuttered.

“Yes, you silly chump! Let me pass!™

Gosling {ottered ont of the way. Bulstrode tramped in
furiously throvgh the gateway, his face scarlet under its
coating of mud.

Goshing's shout had drawn scveral follows to the spot, and
they all stared at Bulstrode. No one recognised him until
he ancle.

“My bat,” Bob Cherey exelaimed, * what a whiff!' What
dnes Gossy mean by letting such an animal in here®

“rot out, you whiffer I shouted Ogilvy,

“You chump—""

* Bulstrode 1™
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“My hat!™

““Ha, ha, ha !

“How on carth did you get into that state?’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

Bulstrode gasped.

“ The Highelilfe cads?!"

Then from the Hemovites rose a yell of indignation,
directed, not against the Highclifie fellows, but against
Bulstrode :

“Yah!"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Catches It]

ULSTRODE panted for breath. He was in a dilapidated
B and exhausted state, in no condition to be ragged by
the Homove: but it was very probable that he would

have been ragged if he had been fit to touch.

The jupicrs were utterly exasperated. This was tho be-
ginning of their going on the warpath against Higheliffe-.
their I'orm eapinin had been sent home in this stute, for the
whole school to gigrle at. Fellows of all Forms wore gather-
ing round=—at a respeoetful distanee, because of the scont —
andl laughing, '

Bulstrode was searlet under the mud—but his blushes counld
not be seen, there was too much mud. The only colour lue

showed was green, where the ooze from the ditch elung to
hiz cars angd his hair.

i ek

“ Liowk bhere, you rotters—-"" said Bulstrode.

“Yah?'

“This is the sturct,” said Ogilvy., “ We'te going on the
warpath, and we're poing to wipe up Higheliffe; and this
152 how Bulstrode begins—by getting sent homo in this
state I

*“Yah !"

“I'll bet all Higheliffe are grinning over it by this time,”
said Tom Drown.

“* Yes, rather [

*¥uh !

“Dut T couldn’t help it reared Bulstrode.
three to one!™

“Yah!

“I did my bost—"'

“Yah!"

The Remove evidently were not to be ap
snorted angrily and marched on, followed by a yell of do-
rision from the fellows. A procession of fags followed him
right up to the Behool House, sniffing omphetically.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fourth were lounging
on the steps, and thoey struck attitudes of herror as Bulstrode
CAMe up.

Temple put his hand over s nose for protection, and
waved the other one at Bulstrode.

“Go away ! he shouted.

“ Ok, rather " said Dabney.

“Buzz offl 1" gurgled Fry.
Buzz off I

“You silly asses—""

“ et away !

Bulstrode tramped furiously on, and the Upper Fourth
fellows got away—they didn’t want to come inte contact with
Bulstrode's clothes. Coker of the Fifth was chatting with
Potier just inside, and he gasped as Bulstrode camae by,

‘Crreat Scott! What's that'

“Bome blessed tramp coming in H

“I1i's me,” said Bulstrode.,

“0h, at's you, 15 it?” asid Coker. ** What do you mean by
coming into the House in thiz state? I you've beon cxplor-
ing the bottom of some porticularly nasty ditch you might
witllow in a pond for a bit before coming in.  Get out !

“Rats! I'm going up to the dorm."

“You're not conung into the House in that state,” said
Coker, who had assumed wonderful airs of authority sinco
petbing his remove from the Shell into the Fifth., ** You just
clear out! Ido you hear?”

“Rot!"

Coker giaved.

“T'll jolly well kick you out if you don't " he shouted.

" Rats! Get our of the way 1™ :

“What " roared Coker.

“ Buzz off, and don't be o silly azs," said Bulstrade.

“My hat! I'll-TI"Il—"

Bulstrode made & rush for the stairs.

“They wore

aged., Pulstrodo

“You're buzzing too much!

i : Coker was in the
way, and he did not shift, so Bulstrode had to run into him.
Bulstrode was not sorry to run into him—he wanted to poss
on some of his mud and his effuvia to someone else,
He thréew his arms round Coker and grasped him, and
Coker roered and snorted.
5
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“Ow, ow! Yarooh! Phew! VYou can go! T'll let you
puss, old chap! Let go! Oh, pet away!”
h_"llia. ha, ha!"” roared Potter. * I*unch him, Coky—punch

£+ ]

“Groo! He's horrid! He's awful! Yow! Lepgo! Yah!
E}:I}!E: give you five bob to let go!" yelled the unfortunate

er,

But Bulstrode didn’t let go. He wound his srms round
‘oker wnd embraced Lim, and. held on, whila the unfor-
:]um:ﬁ Fifth-Former struggled for liberty and gasped for
reath.

*“ Now then,” gasped Bulstrode—*now then, you rotter,
iﬁ:ﬂ: ?.@q you liko it? Have some more? How do you liko

4

“Gro—hoo '

“"Cave " shouted Potier.

Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove, was coming down
:'hq lrma‘ge. Bulstrode let po, and bolted wpstairs in a
winkling.

Coker, dazed and_ half suffocsted, stood rubbing the mud
out of his eves und mouth, and gasping for breath. Mr.
Quelch stopped and looked at him, with a severe expression
ﬁrﬂw:ng upon his face. Bulstrede had transferred & good

ulf of his slime and coze to Coker, and the stirring of it
Lod intensified the scent of that ovse and slime, Coker was
not & niea pbject now, ugreeable to neither eyes or nase.

' Lear me!” said Mr. Quelch. “Is thot you, Cokeri”

“Owl Yes, siv! Groo!™

i ;-I-:-iw c}am yﬂ% ﬁ'ﬁm into the House in that stute, Coker **

T L — ]

S II you have falien into a ditch or a pond, Coker, you
might at least ¢lean yourself before entering the House!”
Mr. Quelch exclaimed angrilv. *“I1 am surprised at yon,

ker—you, a senior of the Iifth Form—appearing here in
thfgldlslgust:_r:g state! I say disgusting, sir ("

" Not a word, Coker! I should cane you severely if you

were 1m my Form, sic!” Mr, Quelch exclaimed, * As it is,
command you to report yourself ot once to your own Form-
magster;’
:: But, sir, I-I— Bulstrode—"
: Go-at once to vour Form-muster, sir [
*¥or, sir. But—"

*.At once 1" thundered Mr. Quelch,
Coker jumped. Rl
::}Lv:ﬁ-raw I;m:ll. 3ir‘.l”
will sea that you do,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.

And he watched the Fﬁth-FﬁrmEF s IarE as t:{w door of
LIr: Prout's study.
Coker reluctantly tapped nt the study door, and went in.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, ‘was sitting at o table,
cleaning a rook rifle. Mr. Prout was su posed to be a preat
sportsman, and ho kept severul gups in II]1iza study, and when
he had ten minutes to e he was certain to be cleaning
them. He looked up at Coker, and laid down the rifle, Then
he logked at him again and sniffed,

“ Coker! Coker, how dare you !

sy A, e 1]

“How dare you, sir, come into myv study in this stote!™
shouted My, Prout. “ ¥ : -

rout. “Ts this o trick, sir—a practical joke
worthy only of an especially impudent fog in the Secomd
Form*?"

"Ifci-'-nu please, sir—""

“1 don't please, Coker. T you expected to please me Ly
comming mto my study in a dispusting state, Coker, you have
m:‘J:a;i p?:ulla;:- ideas. Hold out yvour hand, s

“On second thoughts, you need not. CGet further away
Fiom me at once, sir!” eried Mr. Prout, putting his hand
over his nose. ** At once, sir! I will not cane you—I refuse
te cane so disgusting 2 boy! Get away I

Coker bached away, not wholly =orvy that he was too dis-
gusting to be caned.

“Go out of my study,” said My, Prout.
hundred lines, Coker. Bring themn to me to-night. Cot?

“May I cxplaip, sic—"

. 1” Certainly not. Go at once. Go! Go! Vou are horriblo,
Coker! I am astounded at you! Retire at once. Got”
thundered the Fifth Form-master. :

And Coleer went, the richer by five hundred lines,

; ﬁ‘.‘lr. FProut threw hify window wide open, and snovted wrath-
ully.

Loker tramped away furiously to a bath-room and cleaned
himself. Then he went to look for Bulsirode. Bulstrodo
had somo cleaning to do, and Coker exprcted to find him in
the Remove dormitory. And Coker meant to punch DBul-
etrode hard, and many times.

“"You lookee fol someone 7'

Coker stopped and looked down at the little Chinee, Tt was
Wun Lung of the Remove—the mild-featured, almond-eyed

Tee Maawer Lisrany.—No, 176,
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little Clelestial. He looked at Coker, with a smile that was
childlike and bland, and his look did not betray the fact that
he had watched the encounter between Bulstrode wnd Coker
and was still inwardly chuckling over it

HWar " anid Coker. " Where's Bulstrode ™

“Y¥You lookee [o] Bulstlede 7

“"¥Yes. Where iz hai"

“Me savvy.” : 2

“Take me to him, then, if you know where he is,’" said
Coker.

4 Cokee follow me"’

Wun Lung went down to the end of the passage, and
opened a study door, and stood aside for Uoker to enter. Tho
Fifth-Former passed. in unsuspicicously, and in a second the
litele Chinee had whipped the door shut and locked it om
the outeide.

Coker roared.

“Hslle ! Eﬁ,‘een that door !’

“No savvy.

* Unlock that door.”

" No E“-l'l.‘i"\"}'.”

"Yeou Chinesa beast ™

" No savvy."

“T1'll pulverise you!"

“No savvy." . ]

And then the little Celestial's soft footfalls died awey down
the passage.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pax!

ULSTRODE wns serubbing himaelf in the Remave dormis
tory. He had tossed his clothes off, and hung them out

Then he had to serulb hil'r:ﬁif
1]

of the window to air,
all over, and wash his hair two or three times,
seent of that rich ditch was a remarkably clinging one.

It seemed to have an affectionate regard for Bulstrode, and
t¢ ba determined not to leave him.  Bulstrode rubled and
sopubbed, and sorubbed and rubbed, and murmured things to
himzelf—not nies things. He was in a towering rage, which
was not surprizing, under the circumstances. £

The door opened quietly, and little Wun Lung came in.
Bulstrode glared at him, ‘There had been more than one rub
bhetween thesa two, and Wun Lung had generally managed to
ret his own bhack when he was ru the wrong way., But
of late, Bulstrode had been muech kinder to the little Chinee.
Since ho had become Form-captain, Bulstrode’s bullying pro-
clivities seemed to have almost disappearegd.

And the little Chinee never forgot a kindness. But Bul-
strode was not feeling kind at the present moment. lle was
roady to buret into thunder upon anybody or anything.

i g.’lmf. do vou want?' he roared.

" Notting, Bulstlode, pleasee.”

“Then get out, you pigtailed worm "

Wun Lung grinned.

* Ma comoee—"

“Get out!”

“ Mea telloe——"

Whiz!

A heavy cake of s0ap rissed the Ittle Chinee's ear by an
i:mhdas ke dodped. Wun Lang kept a wary eye upon Bul-
sirocts,

“ All light,’" he raid. * Me comee tollee, Bulstlodp——"

“1I'Hl gguash you!” roared Bolstrode, rhum]lin;; tnlo  hig
ciothes. ** You wait a mipute till I'm dressed, and 1'l] jump
on you "

Mo waitee." "

“ ¥eou—you—you impudent leathen beast—=""

“ Mo comee tellee Bulstlode Cokee comee.”

Bulstrade started.

“You came to tell me what?' he demandad.

" okee comee lookes fol Bulstlode.™

“ Oh ™ said Bulstrode,

Ile realised that the little Chinee had come io dn him a
service ; and he repented of that whizeing cake of svap. The
frowns vanished from his face.

“Oh, I'm sorry 1" he said, "“I'm glad that soap didn't Lit
you, too™ )

Wun Lung grinned.

' Allee light," he said.

“ Where s Coker now?"

“Me lockee dool on Uokee in Bullee’s study.™

“Myv hat! You've locked him in John Bull's study T

“* What, you tinkee?’

Bulsirode burst into o roar,

** Ha, ha, hat”

“ e makee muchee noisee, yellee and kickee dool,” prinned
Wun Lung, ' Allee light; no gettee outee. Wlhat you
tinkee

" Ha, ha, ha!” o

Bustrode finished dressing in haste. Then he hurvied dowa

contained In this week s
“GEM"” Library, FPrice id.



OVERY
TUESDAY,

[ £ mﬂﬁnﬂ L 1]

LIBRART,

-

Ll i “‘!— =
- w
LR Ty . X
.::'__ e e ¥
el

fa J,? g,,:'
I . Bl

||r.r'.”'| }"l.f

{’1 'r By *'ﬁ#* '
| N ll
&

|r

| rl.! '.,

I'

1
H.r.- l'-".
|
I'
I
hi

§
L
,l_ .
L oaisr

' I|1_:| B
1

AT
fi-.-‘;

0o-0-0-0¢h ] As Bulstrode’s heavy fist caught him in the eye, Pomson
the muddy ditch—splash! (See page 6.)

gave & roar, and toppled over Into

S -

to the Remove passage. Coker certainly was making a noize
in No. 14 Study. There were two follows outside maL.nI%
noise too. They were John Bull and Fisher T, Fish. “Lhe
study belonged to them, and they had come to ik to find the
d-}u& locked, and Coker kicking away furiously at the panels
inzide.

“ Open this door ! John Bull shonted through the keyhole.
“What do you mean by locking us out of our study, you
Fifth-Form {ounder""

“ Open this door!" roared hack Coker.

“I guess we can't without a key."”

Juhn Buil kicked on the door, and so did Coker, The door
ghook and rattled. Bulstrode burst inte o laugh as he
came up. _ )

W It's all right,” he said. ! Coker can’t open it—he's locked
i, and Wan Lung's got the key.”

“* Allee lightee; me l-::rekﬁef'

“Yhat dgf; you mean by locking bounders in my study "
demanded John Bull.

“1 guess it's cheak.”

““He was after me," said Bulstrode, "and Wun Lung
locked him in. J'-Lr:d he's jolly well going to stop there till
bhe comes to reason.”

Coker velled thmugh the keyhole.

* Lot me out!. I've got lines to do!”

o Ara vou going to make it pax?”

MaoxwET Linrany.—No. 176,
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= l:_u " roared Coler. a3 do, and til 3
“You won't get out till you and till you say you'
SO0ITY FOU came iem h-ﬂlﬂ"!ﬂl‘lig the R-enmm " “snid Bulstrode.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

* Dpen the door!”

“ Rats 1" +

“T'1l wreck the study if you don't.™

“ Al right. It's not my study.”

;-"I ":1::-55-—}-_'-:'

rash ! cras

“ My hat, that won't do!” excluimed John Bull. **He's
ammhmg up our props. Look here, you'll have to let him
out."”

I puess so, rathert”

i Nao lattes ant till makes pox."?

Crash! crash!

The furniture in Mo, 14 Study waa belng tumbled abouf in
the most reckless manner. The locking-glass had evidently
gone, and it sounded as if a chair had been crashed upon it.
John Bull and Fisher T. Fish were naturally gatting excited
It waos their ImpE.:, home that was getting broken up.

“ Let him out!"’ shouted John Bull. * We'll collar him and
bump him as he comes out, Thers are enough of us to

o it."”

*Oh, all right. Unlock the door, kid."

“Me savvy."”

“BARRED BY HIS PEOPLE.” * SP*"8ii,fiiafi CBY FRANK RICHARDE
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ﬁ:u_n rung inserted the kei.r and unlocked the door. The
drasiing o the study stopped as the jumiors threw the door
epen.  The room was a picture! All the furnituve was upset,
wnd most of the breakable part of it was broken.

Loker glared at the Removites, and they glared at him,

“You hooligan!™ roared Johin Bull,

“"¥You hobo!*

Coker rushed at the doorway. The Removites collared him

wid elung to him; but the Fifth-Former was a poweriul
fellow. dragged the four of them out into the passage
with him as they clung.

But thero he went down,

Coker rolled on the linolenm, and the four Removites rolled
un"him. The Fifth-Former was overwhelmed by numbers,
“%umpheliim " gasped Bulstrode,
L 1

“ All lightee.”
(‘oker was grasped and swung off the floor. He gasped and

struggled, but he was bumped all the same,
Bump ! bump!

* Will you make it pax now?’ demanded Bulstrode,

“Ow! ow! ow! Nol?

“Ts it paxi”

“Ow! No!™

Bump! inmp!

“Ow! It's pax! T make it pax! Yow! Leggo!®

" Borry you came hera?”
Hle—T—ow! Yoo

*Awlully sorry 7

L1 ‘1?““'_,__?&5 1::-|

“Good! Let the bounder go.”

Uoker staggered to his feet, very Austered and dusty and
furious. Bulitrede peinted down the pasage with quite a
lovdly gesture.

“ Buze off 1" he exclaimed.

" You-—you cheeky fag—"

L B_liu off! No F:Et-ll-Fﬂraﬂ bounders allowed in this pas-
;&ngﬁ, ' Htl‘.lila Eﬂéﬁrﬂdei i loftily, 'Lipd II can te]]]:_?:r{:-u we're going
o keep I Form in their places. rere’ muyel
HEQDE about ﬂim Fifth,* ¥ 300
_ Coker was almost suffocating with rage. But he had made
it pax, and he was a fellow of his word. He tramped away
down the passage, snorting with fury.

"Ha, ha, ha!”

"' Jevver get left?” roared Fisher T. Fish.

Coker made no_reply to that gquestion. He tramped away,
still snorting, and disappeared down the stairs.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Something Like an Idea ]

ARRY WHARTON and Frank Nugent were busy at
their prep. in No. 1 Study, when Bulstrode knocked at
the door and came in.  Wharton n and Frank

. Nugent pushed ont & chair with his foot without

petting up. .

“*Can 1 speak {0 vou a minute, Wharton ™’ Bulstrode asked.

* Go ahead.”

“T don't want to interrupt you."

“Te's all ri{f}lt.: pile in "

Bulstrode did not sit down. He stood with his hands in
his pockets, iiis broad shoulders leaning on the mantelpiece.

“In the first place. T want to say I'm obliged to you for
standing up for me as you did to-day,” he ﬂaiﬁ.

*“That's all vight; 1t was only fair play.”

“I don't get fair play from all of them,” Bulstrode said
moadily. *I've done my best, I believe, but T don’t seem to
make a howling succesz of it as Form-captain. Yoo'd do o
lot of harm if you turned rusty.”

Harry Wharton lanrhed,

*1sna’n’t do that,” he said.
back you up.”

“It's jolly decent of you™

** Thanks.”

“I mean it,”" said Bulstrade, “ especially after the way you
were shifted out.”

“0h, that's all over now !

+ " A pood many of the fellows backed me up then, to give you
& hard dig—fcllows like Vernon-8mith,” said Bulstrode. ** He
wants to start having ligh-jinks now, smoking in the studies,
and little.parties F:omg_ to the Cross Keys, and I've got his
back up because I've jumped on it.™

" Well, you might really have expected that,” said Nungent.
“The Bounder didn't back you up against Wharton out of
brotherly love.™

"I suppose not," Bulstrode said, with a rueful grin. " Well,
now I'tn captain, I'm going to do my best. I want to po
for the Higheliffe cads. T shall never hear the end of that
ducking until I've seitled Ponzonby & Co."

* Probably not."

“Got any idea?” asked Bulstrode,

Tue Macrer LisRary.—No. 176.
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“¥ou can depend on me to

“"The cads are always

careful to give us & wide berth, you know, and they won't
fight unless they're two or three to one. I don’t see how
wo're to get at them.”

“ Well, it’s not easyp.”

' If you could suggest anything—" _ .

Wharton could not help smiling. He was to think things
out, and manage, just as if he were still Form-captain, and
Bulstrode was to reap all the glery. But Harry was »
generous fellow, and he did not nund.

“ What about raiding their place?” he asked.

Bulstrode started,

* Raiding Highcliffo?"

L] Y‘:s\‘l‘l‘

4 H!:: hat! That's a big order!”

“X know it is; but it's the only way to get at fellows Like
the Righclific cnds. To-morrow's a half-holiday, and we
could do 1t. Take over the whole blessed Remove, and raid
thems. Wipe them up in the quadrangle, and invade the
Fourth Form siuvdies and wreck them.'

e Jove [

“ My ha.t}" exclaimed Nugent “It's a ripping idea.
E'n!:.f”]-hghehﬂe cads won't be thinking of anything of the

* Not much !™

“I'Nl do it!” exclaimed Bulstrode, with sparkling eyes.
“I'll do it! The fellows =ill have to back me up, after the
rl;qy tﬁ-e:;.r"w hauled me over the coals for not Joing some-

IngE.

** Yes, rather!”

“ Thanks, awfully, Wharton!
ng mistake !

And Bulstrode quitted the study, with a satished grin
upon his face. A raid wpon Higheliffe was, as he had said,
a big order; but that would make it all the mare impres-
sive. If 1t came off suecessfully, Bulstrode's reputation as
a leader was established.

Bulstrode went down to the junior common-room,

“ Halle hallo ~halle " exclaimed Bob Cherry. ** See the
congquering here comes! Been exploring any more ditches
Bulstrode ¥

“Ha, ha, ha "'

“Jevver lge.'t left " asked Fisher T. Fiah.

“ Oh, Bulstrode's thinking of sending s petition to High-
cliffe, begging them to et us off lightly and allow us to
exist,” sad Ogilvy.

“ Be-x-r-r 1"

“I've got an idea,” said Bulsirode. *“I've formed a
lan. ou_fellows have been chipping me a great deal

cause the Highcliffe cads have been crowing. Well, now
you can all back me up in getting our own back on them.”

"“ Haar, hear ! said Tom Brown., " I'm ready, for one!™

“ What's the wheeze 7" aemanded Skinner

“We're !gom to raid Higheliffe,”

“ Raid Highchiffe 1"

“My het "

*“ Not the school ™

“Yes, the school I

* Great Scott !

“Ripping !"" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ We'll make them

sit up! Hurrah !
“We shall get caned. The

You're a good sort, and

“What rot!” said SBkinner,
headmaster i3 sure to report us to Ur. Locke if we do any-
thing of the sort.”

“int him report !

“We moy et zacked.”

“ ¥es, rather !” zaid Snoop.

Bulstrode laughed rather unpleasantly,

* YWou've been chipning me as much as anybody ebout not
going for them,” he said. ' Now ]j-:{!'tl can back me up. As
for getting sacked, T don’t think that’s likely; but anyway,
I run meet risk, as I shall be considered the ringleader.”™

“That’s =o0," said Hazeldene. *I°ll back you up, [or

one,”’ ]
“And I, rather P said Jobn Ball.
“And IV . ] o
“ And all of us!™ zaid Baob Cherry. *1It's a ripping
iden I

“I#'s potten I said Skinner. _

“ (Oh, yon can stay out if you're afraid.”
“I'm not afraid. Only—""

Y (Only rats!™

“ Bash !"

“Welll go !

“Hurrah ! :

And it was scitled almost unanimously.
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THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Expediilomn,

T HERE was soma exeitemont in the Remove the next

day.
l.Fir: was a half-holiday that day, and the half-holiday
was to. be employed in the expedition aguinst High-
cliffe. The Removites could talk of nothing else, and they
were making all soets of preparations. The matter was
kept & seoret to the Remove. The Fourth and Fifth knew
nothing about it. And. needless to say, the Bixth were very
carefully kept in the dark. If the prefeets had got wind of
the scheme, the Removites would have found themselves
vory speedily detained for the aftcrooon, probably with a
few hundred lines each o do. .

Whether the plan would have met with the approval of
older heads the juniors did not know, and did not much care.
They were keen to gat level with the Higheliffe fellows [or
many insulfts and many injuries, and they really had no
other chance. Ponsonby & Co. did not play the game, It
was uscless challenging them to fight, with or without

loves. They declined. It was wseless to go out and look
or therm. Unless they were in sirong numbers they would
never face the foe.  All the time, however, that they
avoided any test of their boasted superiority, they swanked
in tho most cxasperating manner, and made ro secret of
their fixed opinion that the carth was really hardly good
enough for them to walk on. , ]

It was no wonder that the Greyfriars fellows had thear
backs up. The Higheliflians weore the kind of fellows who
would mob a cricket team that won on their ground, though
thoy wore deep enough to bring it about in & way that made
ihom appear the injured party. Porsonal dislike was added
fo the rivalry between the two schools, and the Removites
were in & peculiarly exasperated state of mind, from being
treated with contempt by fellows whom they heartily

despized. _

‘E!hﬁ expedition was the only thing on that day. The
followsa ta]ll:q:d of nothing else; and, judging from the number
of lines given out by Mr. Qu?l’r:h in the morning, they
thought moro of it than of their lessons. :

In the eves of the Greyfriars Romove, all other expeditions
in history faded inte insignificance beside it. What was the
celebrated * going up "' of Xenophon and his comirades, or the
marching of the %wen againgt Thebes, in comparison with
the “going up ™ of the Remove against Highcliffc?

The prepurations made by the Removitea would have
als:.rm-pci the Higheliffians if they they could have scen then.

Stuffed stockings and socks were the chiel weapons, it
being, unfortunately, impossible to take pillows end bolsters.

Some of the fellows moant to with cricket-stumps under
their arms, to use if the Hig‘h{'iig’fnna used similar weapons—
as they probably would if they had the chance. oo

Glad onough wera the Remove when school was dismissed.
Even ericket practice was dropped for the sake of the
oepedition against Higheliffe.  About two o'clock the

juniors wore marshalled in the Close.

Other fellows gathered round, to inguire where they wero
BOlng.

Ol "
questions.

Billy Bunter was very keen to know. He had been kept
in the dark, as he was & hopeless chatterer and tale.boarer.
When he saw nearly the whole Form marching down 1o the
gates, the fat junior rolled after them as fast as he could
rofl. Ile could only imagine that some gigantic picnic was
being planned. from which he was to be exeluded. And
Billy I;lunter did not wecon to be eoxcluded if he
could hoelp it. Wherever feeding of any sort was going on,
thal was the place for Bunter.

“I say, you fellows!" he panted, breathlessly, overfaking
flie Romovites ot the gates. * I'm comring with you, you
krow 1"

“ Fall tn, then,"" sawd Ogilvy,

U1'm jolly well not going to be left out 1™ said Bunter.
“ Where 15 the grub ™

“The what?" demanded Bob Cherry.

“ The grub*

“What grubi”

“The grub for the picnic, of course !

“Ja, ha, ha ™

“ Bloased if I can see anyihing to cackle at,’” zaid Bunter,
with & snort. * 1 suppose there 13 gouing to s grub,
=n't there ¥"'

‘“fla, ha! It's not a prenic!™

" Not & pleme !

" Nao, you fat daffer!”

“Then whoat s it !

B An expedish.”

YA wewew-what '

“That's what 1 Arey, of St Jim's, would coll it. An
expudition, in full’’

*An expedition |

* Higheliffe"
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was the rather unsatisfactory reply to such

Where are you going ¥

EVERY
TUESDAY,

The “Magnet™ o, |

“Tut we ain't on good terms with Higheliffe,” said Billy
Bunter, puzzled. ' How can you be going to Ilighcliffe for
a feed?"

Bob Cherry roared. :

“My hat!" He thinks nobedy can go anywhere any time
excepting for a feed ! He's got feeds on the hra:m! .

“1 suppose you're not ing over to Higheliffle for
nothing *"' demanded 13illy Bunter pegt'tsilly. ;

“ It's an expedition. We're on the guid:.r warpath.”

“ Do you mean to say it's a Aght ¥

“ Exactly.”

“ And no feed at all 7

o Just =0

“ Waoll, of all the silly nssea—"

[ 49 Ehi!.l-i

“(f all the blessed idiots,” said Bunter, in measured
tones, “' of all the wnholy dummies, I think the Greyfriar
Bomove taloes the cake !

“ ¥You cheeky porpoiss 4 e

“ Look here, 1 belicve you're polling my leg” said
Bunter. “1 don't believe even yon, Hob Clierry, would ba
o=s ecnough to walk over to Ifigheliffe unless tlere was a
ford 1™

“Why, I—-I—"

“I'm jolly well coming !

“Oh, do come, Bunter!” said Harry Wharton, ' {'ome,
by all means! We're only too glad to have you on thes
particular piene”

“(h, really, Wharton, you know, that’s rather decent of
you! [ suppose there aren't going to be any girls there,
though "

“ Not likely 1™

“H'm!" said Bunter, sniffing.  “T pguessed that! 1§
Marjorie and Clara were there, you'd be too jolly jealous
to tuke a good-looking chap with you."

“ Ha, ha, ha '

“ Blessed if I can see anything to eackle at” grunted
Bunter.

“ Got your pocket-mirror, Fishy 7" aslked Bob Chevry.

“¥op. What for?”

“Show it {o DBunter.
caclle nt, and we can.
matiers right.”

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Cheorey——"

" Ha, Lo, ha!” o

Bunter grunted, and framped on with the juniors down
the road to Higheliffe., Tn spite of the assuraunces given
himy, Bunier could net guite believe that the juniors were
going over to Highcliffe simply to settle accounts, in o fistic
sense, with Ponsonby & Co, ]

Bunter meant to be in it, whatever was going on. e cast
a aclf-satisfied smirk at Harry Wharton & {%o. as tlgoi
came in sight of the gotes of Highelife. The big, red-bric
school sioed out with a glare in the bot June sun.

“Come on, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry kindly. " You
mnetn’t miss this 1’ g

“I'm jolly well not going to, T can assure you,"” said
Bunter.

And tho fat junior marched in at the gatos with the rest.

e says he ecan't see anything to
Lend him your mirror and make

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Ralders.

ONSONBY & CO. were lounging about the prassy
p guad. The Higheliffe juniors were a set of slackers,
amd were very seldom
cricket or footer. )

At footer, Greylriars had always licked them hopelessly.
At ericket, they had always, or nearly alwavs, been licked
unttil the last mateh, when the Removites, under Dulstrode’s
lead, had had the worst of it. Put they had bucked up on
that occasion for reasons that were [ar from sportsmanlike.
They had had big bets depending on the game, and, as
Ponsonby had said to his comrades, they aimply coukdn’t
afford 10 lose. For the cheerful youths of Higheliffe were
very mueh given to laying the odds. Fellows in the Fourth
Worm  there Dmnitated the manners and customs of the
“ bounders ™ of the HBixth and the Sixth Form at High-
cliffe was fast very fast imdeod.

On this sunny June afterncon Ponsonby had nothing better fo
o than to stand with his back againat the trunlk of an elm,
and emoke a cigarette. The free was Lietween him and the
school, eo that he felt safe from observation from a master:
though, as & matter of fact, the Iligheliffe masters were
not very ébrict 1in those matters. &

nown to “buck up.” even at

A Bplendid, Long, ﬂum%ﬁ;ﬂ%hﬂnla the Chums of
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The headmaster was o short-sighted, studious old gentle-
man, whe was deeply interested in producing a new edition
of “"Herace,” a he devoted most of his time to that
valuable work. While he was looking after Q. Horatius
Flaccus, Higheliffe B8chool was gradually going to *rot.”
The other masters followed the example of elacking. The
Sixth slacked, and the Lower Forms were not slow to [ollow
the example of the Sixth,

Which ensbled the Fourth Form to have what they re.
garded as a “high old time’; though whether that high
old time was likely to be of benefit to them in the long run
was & guestion Ponsonby & Co. never took the trouble of
considering.

Ponsonby blew out a cloud of smoke, and watched it cuarl
upwards. As he watched it hizs eyes fell upon the school
gates, and he started.

;Bagmill T : » , ,

onsonby always said * Begad ! instead of * hat !

" What's the matter 7" auﬁfd Vavasour jnz.ily?[?“ﬂi?& &
chap a light, and shut up !

*“The Greylfriars boundera [

(14 w t1!5

“ Look "

Ponsonby jerked up what was left of his cigarette to
point. Greyfriars juniors were streaming in at the gates,
“Whut‘ on earth do they want?" eaid Gadshy.
o Looking for trouble, perhaps,”” Merton remarked.
o Then they'll find it—""
S0 shall we, if we at-f:rf here,” said Ponszonby. " We

may as well get indoors, 1 think, and let the Sixth look
after them."’

Gadsby yawned.
“¥oas; it's too hot to-day for fighting,” he said.
“ Come on, then.” €

The juniors strolled towards the house. They felt very
much inelined to run, but they could not do that, for
asppearances’ sake. DBut they strolled very fast.

That the intentions of the Greyfriars fellows were hostila
wae pretiy clear. They came upon Gadsby major, of the
Bixth, as xoon as'they were fairly inside the gates.

Gadsby major waved a lofty hand at them.

“Geat out ! he shouted.

113 'i!'a_h !JJ

It was the warcry of the Greyfriars Remove. And they
came straight at the Higheliffe prefect.

Gadsby major stared at them blankly, He did not really
think that juniors—fellows from another school, too—would
venture to touch him Gadsby major, of the Sixth, a pre-
fect, and really a very great man,

But they di&,{

They came right at him with a rush, and Gadsby major,
prefect wnd Bixth-Former as he was, was bumped over in a
twinkling.

He gave a wild roar.

“Ok! Ow! Hellup!™

“Bump him " roared Bulstroda,

“ Hurrah I”

“Down with Higheliffe

Bump, bump !

A prefect bumped, in brodd daylight, in the quad. at
leghclllfq, and by juniore from snother school !

t was mncredible— but true.

The Greyfriars left Gadsby major trying to collect his
wits, and rolling over in the <dust, and rushed on.

Seniors and juniors who came into their path were seized
and bamped over, and left sprawling.

The alarm quickly spread.

Highclifie fellows gathered round, some of them to vell,
and tome of them to fight; but there were forty of the
Greyiriars, gll in & determined humour, and sticking well
together.

They carried all hefora them.

They caught sight of Ponsonby & Co. making for the
house, and tried to intercept them; but at the last minute
Ponsonby's stroll changed to a run, and the Highcliffiany
.dashed into cover.

The Greyfriare reached the door as tho last of the High-
clifiane disappeared inside.

Buletrode waved his hand.
" Afdr them !” he shouted.

" Hurrah !’

" Follow them to their holes!™

" Ha, ha, ha !

“Pile in, Greviriars!™

It was awlul cheek -there was no doubt about that—buk
the Greyiriars Remove had always been famous for their
oleek, They rushed in.

Poneonby was helfwav up the stairs, end he turned,
almost horrified at what he =aw.

Ter Miawer Lisrary.—No, 176
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“Great Scott! They're coming inl™

“My hat!"

“Oh! Run for it .

The Hi;;hc]ifﬁam could have held the stalrcase againsb
big odds if they had had the nerve, but they hadn'ty

They dashed up the stairs desperately, 1o eecape.

-“I!;E"be,r them ' roared Dulstrode,

T H'I..Il'rﬂ.h 1!:

“Run!” yelled Ponsonby.

He dashed into his study and slammed the door, nearly
slamming Gadsby and Vavasour acrose the passage. The
yell of the invaders was on the stairs, (Gadsby beat on the
door and shricked.

“‘ Let us in—let us in " _ :

(iadsby and Vavasour shoved their way in, and then
Ponsonby slammed the door again. But by that time Dul-
ﬁtrﬂd&B and Wharton were on the spot.

ump ! :

Bulstrode threw his powerful shoulders against the door,
and it flew open. The three Highclifians went reeling
across the study.

The Greyfriars rushed in.

Gadsby, Vavasour, and Ponsonby drew into the furthest
corner, and put up their hands in & scared, helpless way.
There was little left now of the * swank ™ they had shown
\i-han they were dealing with Bulstrode singly in Friardale

arn e,

There was plenty of time for the Highcliffans to rally
and bring overwhefmin numbers ;famat the invaders, but
they were too scared. They seemed to have no nerve left.
And their leaders—Ponsonby & Co.—were penned up in
their study, more like frighfened geese than like the well-
known swankers of Highchife.

“Clollar them ! roared Bulsirode.

¥ Ke-g-g-op off I'" panted Ponsonby.

“Go away M

“ Ha, ha, ha [

The Greyfriars rushed on.

Ponsonby & Co. hit out feebly, but they were seized,
swung off their feet, and bumped down on the carpet in &
second,

There they whimpered.

“"Yow! Leppo!”

“ Let us alone !

“Get out!” <

““ My hat!” Bob Cherry ejaculeted. * Where is all the
Highcliffe swank now "

“ Heho answers, * Where P 7' prinned John Bull,

““Ha, ha, ha !" ‘

Y They're going to have what I had, only a bit thickez"
said Bulstrode. * Give me the ink."”

[

1L

“It's only tit for tat.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Buletrode emptied the ink bottle over the ithree High-
cliffians. Then he hanted round the study, and [ou 8
bottle of gum, and a pot of jam, and another of marma-
lade. He turned the contents over the struggling, yelling
Ponsonby & Co. Then a shovelful of thick soot from the
chimney was added, and the state of Pﬂ-ﬂmnhﬁ & Co. was
sinply ferrific.  The state of Bulstrode, when he had
crawled out of the ditch at Friardale, wae really nothing
to it

“* My hat ' Bab Cherry gasped.
Ilave you chaps had enough ¥

“Pw 1

“ Do vou adinit thal Greyfriars is top dog "

“Url}{} ]H

“ Ha, ha, ha!" ‘

Leaving Ponsonhy & Co. writhing and wriggling, and
snorting and sniffingg, the Removites of Greyfriars tramped
out of the study. Up and down the Fourth-Form paesage
the invaders were raging, and the Higheliffians were feeing
on all sides

A maeter had come daching upstairs, and the Greviriare,
emboldened by success, had pushed him into o study and
locked him in.

Then they proceeded to turn out the studies.

Waork of that kind did not take the Greyfriars Removifes
long. 1L was eaey to devastate.

Cheirs and fables were pifched out into the passage, soot
and ushes were flung round the studies, and ink sprinkled
with a liberal hand.

The Hemove were in earnest.

They were not likely ever to get inte Higheliffe School

arain, and they meant to leave their mark while they were
there—with a vengeance! And they dad!

“What giddy pictures!
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“Peit them !'" roared Jack Blake, and Tom Merry & Co. pelted away wildly.
upon the shep-front round the two Grammarlans, and they spattered spon the Grammarians too |

Bifi! Splash!{ Eggs spaltered

(A bively scene

in the special, long complete lale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled ** Coronation Day al 8t Jim's,” in this week's « Gem ™
Library. Order to-doy.  Price One Penny.)

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

A Ragular Rag.
ULSTRODE and his followers spent just five minutes in
the Fourth-Form passage at Highciiﬁe.
It was not long, but it was long encugh. Thon they
erowded out.

It would not do t¢ remain too long. Even the Highcliffa
fellows, cravan as they were, would rally when they realized
that they had overwhelming pumbers on their side, and
that there were only two score of the invaders,

Leaving the whole of the Fourth-Form passage, and
ns;:f-:mlly Ponsonby's etudy, a wreek, the Removites crowded
L1l

Twa ar three big fellows of the Sixth tried to bar their
way out, but they were speedily bumped over, and the
Remove marched inte the quad.

Bulepode looked over his men,

AN here ™ he asked.

“ Adaum !

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

“All excepting Bunter,” said Harr
over the erowd. ™I suppose he bol
he knew that it was a ﬁg‘gﬁ”

“You bet!" znid Fisher T. Iish.
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Wharlan  locking
at once o3 600N as

Bulstrode laughed breathlessly.

"1 suppose so. We'd better retreat now; no good wait-
ing for the whaole School to pile on ua. I think we've given
Iigheliffe a lesson."

* Yes, rather "

*“ Ha, ha, hal"

“ March then !

* 1 say, i3 it certain about Bunter being gone " saie Mark
Linley, rather anxiously. * It would be just like him to get
his head into a cupboard, and forgel it was time to go.”

““ He'll have to take his chance of that." said Bulstrode.
“TI'll give the signal, anyway.”

‘Baulstrode put his fingers to his mouth, and gave a shrill,
piercing whistle. It was the signal agreed upon to ecall the
Greyfriars fellows together if they were disporsed. Busb
there was no reply to at.

* Bunter's gone, all right," eaid Nugent. * Besides, wa
know jolly well that he wouldn’t take & hand in & fight.”

"1 guess not,"

“ Faith, and ye're right,”" eaid Micky Desmond. “I re-
member secing him In the passage, but I didn't see him doing
any fghting intfr&|;-”

“ Come on, then !

The BRemove marched down to the gates. The High-

A Splendid, Long, Complete le_of the Ch
of AJE ums of

Greyiriara. By RICHARDS,
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clifians were gathering round with threatening looks, but
the Greyfriars marched on unconcernedly. They little feared
& rush from the snemy. .

They had just reached the gates, when there was o wild
yell from behind.

“1 say, you fellows 1"t

The Remave halted.

L 18 B-I.I.I"It-E:I !!l

“That dumm}v. Bunter |"

* Great Scott 1
. The juniors looked round in zlarm. Biliy Bunter came
into sight, flying across the quad. at a wonderful speed for
0o sp%ut and elumsy. ITis eyes were blinking wildly behind
his big spectacies.

“Help! Yow! Help!”

The Highcliffians were closing in_to infeme;?t. the fugitive.
There was a big emear of jam on Billy Bunter's fat face, and
lus hands were sticky with it, Bunter had evidently for-
potten time and space, so to speak, in burying himself in
some well-supplied study ¢cupboard, and he had realised his
dunger foo late.

The Higheliffians were crowding round in dozens now, and
taey were wild with rage. Bunter by himself was an easy
victin, They ¢iosed upon him and collared him.

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour were still in their study.
In the state they were in, they did not want to bo deen, and
they were too utterly spent with their struggles to move, az a
meiter of fact.

But the Highcliffians, strong in numbers, were assuming a
very threatening appearance, and it looked dangerous Eflﬂr
the Removites to venture into the quad. again, with the odds
four or five to one against them.

Bunter was caught—and a crowd of Highclifians surged
between him and his friends. The fat junior yelled for help.

1 say, EIE“ felloews—help! Ow! ¥Yow! Don't shake mo

like that, Merion, you beast! You'll make my glasses fzll
off! Ow! And if they get broken, you'll have to pay lor
them! Ow! ¥Yaroch! Oh!™

" Bump the cad ! shrieked Merton.

* Bquash him ! yelled Monzon,

* Boll him over I

"Ow! Help! Rescue! I gesey, vou f.f-fellows—"

Bump, bump, bump! :

The Removites wheeled round. Bunter was a hopeless
outsider, 1 was true; and he had got into troonhle through
his usual greediness, and he had not obeved the signal. But
the Removites felt that they could not leave a Greyiriars
fellow in the hands of the enemy.

Bunter was likely to suffer pretty severely, if they did,
The Highcliffians would make him suffer for what théy had
taken st the bands of the rest of the Remove.

“ Vve must rescue the beast,” said Bob Cherry,

“ ¥ og—yea,”

“Come on!” said Bulstrode.

And the Remove charged back at the Highcliffians,

The latter had not expected the charge; but thev clesed
up to meet it. In a minute there was o wild and whirling
Iight in pregress in the quad.

Harry Wharton reached Bunter, and drageed him out of
the grasp of Monson and Merton,

The fat junior was gasping and snorfing.

“"Ow! Save me! Yow! Oh! Rescue! I gos-ssay—"
“Come on! Hun!”
“Ow! Yow! J-—"

“Run, vou fat idiot !

“Oh, really—-*"

[ H] R-“-rt zib
. Wharton gave Buater a kick to start him, and the fat
janior bLolted for the gates. The fight wes going on
furiousiy, and the din was terrific. The Removites retreated
for the gates again, but the Highclifians had rallied well
row, and they pursued and attached all the way.

In the gateway, Harry Wharton & Co. turned at bay.

Then the Highclifians fell back, cowed, and the Remova
marched out unmolested into the road.

They sent back the Remove yell at the bafed High-
cliffians.

“Yah!

Then they marched down the road.

* My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, mopping his brow. * My
only hat! That was warm while it lasted I

“ Faith, and ye're right—and it's a ecouple of beautiful
black e:.:]u. I have to take home to Greyfriars,” said Micky

O,

“I don't believe my nose will ever come straight again,”
mumbled Ogilvy,

“ Well, it never was very straight, was it?" said Nugent
mnocently.

“You slly ass—"

“ I—1 say, you fellows, I'm hurt,” groaned Bunter, * I[—

Turg Maoyer Lierary.—No, 176.
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I'm afraid I can't walk, you know., I—I think you had
better carry me home. e

“ Oh, don't be a silly ass!” . g

“Groo! I'm fearfully injured! I think I shall expire if
I try to wallke. I think some of you fellows might have the
decency to carry me, Ow I

Beb Cherry winked at John Bull,

*“ Lend 3 hand, Bull,” he said,

*“ Oh, certainly I"

“ Mind how you lift me,” said Bunter feebly. * You know
how delicate I am, owing more than anything else to wané
of proper nourishment. never get enocugh to eat. Mind
how you take hold of me.”

* Oh, we'll be awfully careless—I mean careful I

“ Gently—pleace—remember I'm delicate.,”

Eob Cherry and John Bull lifted the fat junior very care-
fully. Then they let him drop upon the road. 1t was a
drop of about 4 foot, but it jarred Bunter very much, and he
ga}%*?} o terrvific yell.

L] w i

“ Well, you clumsy ass,” said Bob Cherry, * what did you
want to fall down for?"

“¥Yarocoh! You let go! OQw !

“I know I did, but you might have waited o second for
me (o take hold again.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bemove.

“ You—you swiul beast!"” spluttered Bunter.
Get away 1"

Y Don't you want to be carried "

“Yow! No! Gerroff ! 2

And Billy Bunter walked back to Greyfirinrs.

-H.ﬂwl

e e

TRE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Dastardly Scheme.

ONSONBY sat upon the carpet in his study and
groaned. Vavasour sat up, and gave back groan for
zroen. (adsby still lay extended on the floor. He
had not recovered enough breath, yet, to groan with,

1 4 EE-H'I-M}' hat 1" said Vavasour. ** M-m-my only summer

ot i

" Begad !”

* Fancy their cheek in coming here—here !

“It's unspeskable !

“ Absolutely | groaned Vavasour.

“Ow! I feal horrible! How do I laok ™

" Rotten 1"

“Well, you lock & fearful sight, anyway."

“How do vou feel, Gaddy "

Gadsby sat up at last, and groaned,

* Horrible I"" he gasned,

“ You lock it, too I

The three herocs of Hizhelife looked at ene another,
There was no doubt that they did look horrible. On the
ocension when they had ducked DBulstrode in the foul ditch,
they had not taken any regard of his clothes, or of any-
thing else. They had done their worst. Bulstrode had more
than repaid them now.

The three Fourth-Formers of Higholiffs recked with ink,
and saaf, and iam, and gum. Their clothes were utter]y
spoitled—their hair was stuck in matted knots with gum and
jam, their faces were blackened, their features hidden by
ink and soot. They had never been in such a state before,
and they locked, and feltl—and were—horrible!

Ponsonby ground his teeth.

He did not care to reflect that it was only tit for tat—that
he bad been done unto as he had done to others. The shome
and humiliation of his defeat, in his own study, among his
own friends, rankled bitterly in hiz breast, and it added to
his spite and anger to think that if he had had the courage
to put up a good fight, and the others had had the courage
to back him up, the Greyiriars raid would never have been
8 SUCCRES,

It had been a success—a complete succass—but it was

n;-.'ing quite as much to Higheliffe poltroonery as to anything
else,

And it was thaf that runkled.

“ We'll muke them suffer for thiz I groaned Gadsby,

“Oh! My head!"

0w ! M);r:r nose 1"

“T've got a black eye !

“I'm black all over !

[{] GW !"

L 1] {]h [1-!

“ Groo !

Two or three faces looked in at the study door, and there
was a yell of laughter. Most of the Highelifians had been
roughly handled. But no one looked such a sight as the
three occupants of Ponsonby's study.
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“ Oh, look at them !I"” howled Monson. *“ Look ab them!
My hat 1" _

‘ Protty pictures, I must say!"” said Merion.

" Ha, he, ha!"

Ponsonby glared at them.

“Oh, get out!™ he growled.
BUTp T -

sl fo surprise anybody to see you now! Ha, ha, hal

“We had no chance——"

* Rata ™

“They were a doven to three”

“Oh, don't tallc rot "’ said Monson., * We were & hundred
af:,inat forty or so, and we ought to have simply eaten
them."

‘“If you had backed me up !"

Monson sniffed contemptuously. R

“If you had tried to lead, instead of sneaking into your
study to wet out of danger, you mean,” he sneered.

L] {ﬂﬂk hﬂrﬂ—“_'“ . o

% Oh, tats; you've got it in the neck, and you deserved it.

And many more fellows looked into the study to sny thinga
o the same effect. Ponsonby crawled to the door and
slammed it, and turned the key.

“Niee, 1sn't 1t he snarled.

* All your fault,” said Gadsby 3&?3%'6]_1;.

“Wall, T like that! How is it my fault?”

“ You're our blessed leader, ain’t you?”

“ Lot of good trving to lead you,” snecred Ponsanhy.
¥ You turned as white as chalk when you found the Grey-
friars chaps were chasing us info the housa.”

“It's w lie!” yelled Gadsby furiously.

“Tt's the truth, and you lnow it."” i

“ Shut up,” said Vavasour. ‘' What's the good of ragging
one another? What we've got to think of, i3 how to get
level with the Groyfriars brutes™

“ Well, that's so; but-——""

“ As g matter of fact, we didn't cut any figure as heroes,
any of us,” said Vavasour. * We—we were taken by sur-

rise. Who'd have thought the Greyfriars beasts would have

ad the check to come here? That was the resson.”

e q’uits? g0’ ) . " ;

“We couldn’t do anything,” said Ponsonby.  ** We hadn't
an carthly, under the cires.’ : :

“T think we could do something now,"" said Ga_dﬂbg argrily.
“Our Head ought to complain to Dr. Locke, and get the
young scoundrels flogred.”

Pansonby nodded. g

“ Well, vos, there's something in that.™ i

“The Head's sure to take the mattor up, if we complain,™
said Gadsby. * Why, the thing's unheard-of—unspeakable—
raiding chaps in their own school, and wrecking their studies.
It's trespass—it's jolly near burglary! Ow!™

“Yes, rather! What do you think, Vav?"

Vavasour sniffed.

“T think if we don't want to look bigoer asses than we
lock at present, we'd better leave the Hoad out of it," he
g1l eurtly., Y Mice blessed fools wo should look, I must
say. Fancy all Greyiriars chortling over it. We allowed
[ﬂrig follows to whip us in our own echool, and we're nearly two
hundred—then we went sneaking to our headmaster to com.
plain, beeause wo wera afraid to revenge ourselves, Pah!”

“Well, it would look a bit rotten, I suppose.”

41 should say sa.™

“ Bat we've got to do anmethini; 1" shouted Gadsby.
vou think I'm going to tuke this lying down

“Yoo took a great deal lyving down,” sneered Vavasour,
“I didn't notice you trying to get up while tho Greyfriars
chaps were here”

“Look here, Vavasour——"

“Hold on!" exclaimed Ponzonby. *I've got an idea!™

The other two turned to him at onee. A peculiar expres-
sion had come over Ponsonby’s face—an expression &0
cunning, and so evil, that it startled the other two. With
biy face in its inky, gummy, disfigured state, that strange,
ovil expression made his lool almost terribie.

“Well, what is it?" asked Gadaby, in a2 subducd voice.

Poneonby rose to his feet. He went to the door, and
listened, as if to make sure that no one was outside to hear.
Then ho came back softly towards the others, snd spoke in
low, scurcely audible tonces.

“I've got 'em ™

* Got whom #"

“ Thosp infernal cads!™ said Ponsonby. * Rulstrode—for
chuico—DBulstrode, the beast who gave you a black eye—and
vou o swelled nosc—and me a dose of gom down tha neelk!
B::h%!i‘mic. ﬂ}i;'.- leader 1]:-If Tﬁssehcads!ri’ve got him 17!

"That's all very well—but how have - im 7

‘“He's a thief!” JoL0 guk nm

':E-Hmt-!” ded ;

5 oy rvaided ws, under protence of a japo,” sai .
i::;;h:,-wu]!lh?]mte!lyi f“ But 1t “t:EhH reall Elm,ﬁsa aﬁﬂ&iﬁ’i?;}e
W we had 4 1o oI money 1 Py [ —

S YWhat 15 ©¥ 1n this stw
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“* And under pretence of sacking the study, Ruisirode took
my banknotes out of the drawer of my ta.bli—"

* What 1" yelled Gadshy.

“ And he's taken them away.”

Cradsby and Vavasour were trembling with excitement
oYy,

“B-b-but did you see him ¥ stammared Vavasour.

" Wea all three saw him turn out the drawer of the table,™
said Ponsonby.

“Ye-ez;: ho just pollead it out, and lot all the things drop
E‘? tt'&@ flopr-—that was all,”’ said Gadsby., “I saw him do
hat,

“It wouid have hean jolly easy for him to pick up & couple
of banknotes that were lying in it.”

“Yes; bup——:"m

“ But he didn’t,” said Vavasour.

“Yes, he did.”

“ Ihd you see him "

ik Y'E'E kL

“My hat! You saw him?"

" Yes—and o did you and Gaddy !"

Vavasour turned pale under the ink and the sam.

“* Look here, what are you getting at, Pon?"" he demanded.
* Gaddy and I didn't sce anything of the sort; and I don't
belivve vou did, either.”

Ponsonby grinned.

“ Never mind what we saw or dida't see,” he replicd.
““It's not a question of that. It's a question of what wo say
wo saw ; and what we can prove.”

" You think you can prove that Bulstrode took Lwo bLank-
notes from your drawer ¥

“¥Wen, I had twe banknotes—two fivers—you vemember
those we got from Banks, over the oricket-match whan wo
beat Greviriars—"

"'Yes; they're our common property—not yours."

“That's all right; I've beon keeping then,” =aid Pone
sonby—"'" and here they are!"

He opened his pocket-book, and took out tho two crisp
banknotes. They rustled im his fngers as he opened them
out.

“ B-b-but you said that Bulstrode took themn!" stammeved
{radshy.

“Bo he did; we're going to prave it." Pansonby put the
banknotes into hia waistcoat-pocket, folded up small " That's
our littla game.™

“ B-b-but—"'

Gadsby and Vavasour wers koenly, eagerly interested—but
scared. They were willing to go almost any length for
revenge upon Grayfriars; but they wanted to fecl safo.

“I've got the whole schems in my mind,” ssid Fonsonby.
“ Wo doclare that two banknotes are missing from the drawer
Bulstrode turned out. We go over to Greyfriars to demaod
them. We have the numbers—we can prove that.”

“ ¥Yea; but we have tho banknotes, too.”

“ We go into Bulstrode's study to ask for them,” said
Ponsonby, with an avil look, * while you two chaps keep
him talking, T shp them into some corner, or chuck them
into the cupboard or under tho table. They fold up ver
small, and 1t's quite easy. Bulstroda will be furions; an
we will demand a search, snd they can’t refuse it—he won't
want to rofuse it. Wa call in a master to search—hoe finds
the banknotos—we give the numbers, and—"

“ My hat!1™

““What do you think ™

“He'll be expelled from Greyiriars, for a dead cect.™

“ Exucthy 1M

The three young scoundrels looked at one another with
bated breath, It was a schemo worthy of a den of criminals,
But that thought Jdid not seem to occur to them. 'The
utter haseness of it was lost upon their callous natures. Ther
only thought was revenge upon the fellow who had defeated
and humiliated them—vevenge upon the fellow who had
shown them up as cowards.

“ When 1t's made out that the raid was simply z cover fur
& thicf to do some rotten burgling, T think Groyiriars wll
leavo off crowing about it,"” DPonsonby said, with a chuoskle;
“and we sia'n't ees them raiding us again in a hurey,
cither.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ But can you be sure of carrying it out, Pon? Bupposa
vou loge your nerve—-""

Ponsonby sniffed.”

“What rot! It's only a question of slinging a lttle foldad
paper into a&-corner; [ can do it with my hands bohind ma,
cven while I'm talking to Bulstrode™

" (rood 1"

“ Wa may even got shown into the study when Bulstrode’s
not there, and have time to hide the notos in the chimuney,
or something. ™

“(Good apain!”
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“Let's get out,” said Ponsonby, *The sooner we get it
oxer the better, Even if it doesn't work, we don't stand to

lose,
“Oh, it's ripping !" said Gadshy., * We'll make the cads

sorry they ever came here,’”
"‘r{’es, father iy

And the Highelifians, much cneouraged and * bucked up®
by the prospect of revenge upon those who had defeated
them, spent the next hour in cleaning themselves, and pre-
raring for the visit f0 Greyfriars. Not a single seruple
made itself felt in their hearts. They were going to be
reven nd the more complete the revengs, the more they
vere likely to enjoy it. For the fact that they were going to
bear falso witness, to brand an innocent lad as a thic, the
three young villaing did not seem to carc a straw,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Something for Bunter.
ULSTRODE was in high feather just now.
The raid on Highcliffe had bren so successful, that
;hu?j veriest grumbler in the Remove had no facit to

nd.

It had heen carried through triumphantly from start to
finich; and Bulsirode had shown that, when he was fairly
on the warpath, he was really to be depended upon as &
ie?der. Bulstrode had been given a chance, as Hurry
Wharton had recommended, and he had come through the
test with flying colours,

Remove were feeling satisfied with Bulstrode, and
Bulstrode wae feeling satisfied with himself. He had a black
eve, and & swollen .nose, and his mouth looked a little
crooked; but what did trifles like that matter? Fe had
vindicated himself as captain of the Remove, and silenced

oy s

ulst thed his aya very cheerfully after his return to
Greyfriare. Most of tﬁu Removites had some injuries to
ﬁtten . to, .and they attonded to them in high spiriis. They
Ihi} given Higheliffe a record licking, and that was & great
vomfort, and source of never-ending jubilation. After being

thoroughly licked in their own quarters, on their own
grﬁli; ,EﬂhL;t]’f] even Highclife swank must diminish. '
0

ave to celebrate this a bit,” Bulstrode remarked
to Harry Wharton. The two of them were on the best of

terms now. * Will you fellows come to tea i i
n nodded cheerily. A A T
" Pleased I" he gaid,
': ETﬁ, Buiajl‘.rﬁdﬂ:“é]‘il come—*
at you jolly won't, Bunter,” said Bulstrode:
he made a movement with his foot, which sent Billy Bul?tnﬂl:;t]‘

;‘fjﬂiﬁng awey. “You come, Nugent, and vou, Bull, will

S
4 ask Linley and Chérry and Fish and Tom Brown, too."”
i‘ﬂ:liﬂ ﬂiil;t:ﬁ!e.h “ Hazeldene, of course. It will be & nice

“Tan up a6, helbpat o ¢

n up at half-past five, then," said Bulstrede. TN

get Wun Lung to help wi joli
mﬂk}; and Etargth:npﬁ‘::;]tjert?ﬂ: okary. Hex s polly i

“Mind he doesn’t work
of his blessed Chiness _'!.vh&::ai
into the cooking, then," aaid
Nugent, laughing.

“Yes, rather!™

Bulstrode went into his
study. He was ususlly Aush
of money, and he happened
to be in great funds just now,
Hazeldene and Tom Brown
were in the study; and they
hailed the idea of a feed with
great enthusiasm. The long
walk and the fght at High-
cliffoe had given them & good
appetita,

* Wun Lung entered into the
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“ Allee lightes,” said Wun Lung.
nicea, allee Light !

“Mind, it's a promise,’*

“ Mg savvy—me plomise.”

Wun Lung was not exactly what would be called truthful;
he had a trufﬁ Oriental way of wandering round the facts in
any matter. But he had a way, too, of * playing the game
where hiz personal friends were concerned, and Bulstrode was
now added to the number of them. Bulstrode felt that he
could trost tha little Chinee an this occasion.

Bulstrode, Tom Brown, and Hazeldene went down to Mrs.
Mimble's littla tuckshop together, to lay in supplies. Bul-
strode threw a sovereign on the counter with the air of a

prinece.
Bulstrade

“ Me cookee nices,

Mrs. Mimble assumed her most amiable smile.
goave ner a list of things, Hazeldene and Brown helping to
sulect them, with great cordiality.

“Bend them up to my study, Mrs. Mimble,” =2pid Bul-
strode,

“ Yes, Master Bulstrode.”

“X think we may as well get in some cricket practice,
while Wun Lung is getting the tea ready,” Bulstrode
remarked.

" Yes, rather !

“We've got to meet 8t. Jim's at cricket next week, and
they'll be & harder nut to ¢rack than Higheliffe, and High-
¢liffe beat us at the last match,” Bulstrode remarked, as ey
left the tuckshop. * We've simply got to get into form.”

“*Is 8mith plaving 17

Bulstrode's eves gleamed, and he shook his head. Thera
was very bad blood just now between the captain of the
Remove and the Bounder of Greviriars.

"*No; he refused to play in the Higheliffe match when I
wanted him, and I'm not going to play him against St
Jim's. It would be one of hiz rotten tricks to back out at
the last moment, if we were depending on him."

" Well, that's likely enough.”
“ Vernon-8mith won't play ! said Bulstrode, with a
decided tone, ' The guestion is, who am 1 going to play in
his plaee?"

“1 guess I can answer that question.”

It was Fisher T. Fish who made the remark, as he joined
the juniors outeide the tuckshop. Bulstrode stared at him.

" What on earth do you know about ericket 7’ he asked.

The American junior shrupged his shoulders,

“I guess I can show you some points !’ he said. * You
ahauldgjust. gee how we play cricket over there !

“ Rats !"

“1 puess we can get a bit ahead of you fellows in the
d Country—some 1"

“0h, rot!” said Bulstrode. ** You know you jolly well
can't play ! If you could, I'd give you a chance in the Form
tean with pleasure.

“ Wharton's going down to practisc with me now,” said
Fisher T. Fish serenely. *I guess if you guys choose to
turn up, you'll see something worth seeing !"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 goess—" .

“Oh, we'll turn up!” sald Bulstrode, with a laugh.
"'We're coming down to practice. anyway. DBut what yoo

don’t  know sbout cricket
would 6l big volumes ™
5 Gl | EH'E'EE"—”
ol | aa{, you fellows——""
“Oh, buzz off, Bunter! Do
ot want to be played in the
orm eleven, too 1 exclaimed
Bulstrode.

The fat junior blinked at

“I dare say I could play as
well as some chaps," he re-
Eeied. “I'm unsed to bein
kept out of things by personz
jealousy.”

\ :‘]'I!‘-Itr., lil:ﬂ-, ha I'

* But wasn't going to
speak about cricket. I hear

thing with great Lkeenness. you're standing a feed to
Bulstrode i 3 lehrate th { t
Pulstrede  imprewed upon ) Tale of Harry Wharton & Co., M celebraia the wictory over the
e in ko piunct e the By FRANK RICHARDS "y

-

menua, vnd the littla Chines
fn:qu. 1f was not so very
ong since Wun Lung had in-

You're jﬂ]lry well nat 1"
“1 mean, I'm coming to
oblige you,” explained Bun-

troduced Chinese cookery into
Greyiriars, much to the dis-
gust of juniors who had par-
taken of a particularly rvich )
stew, and discovered too late
that a defunct poodle was
wef among the ingredients.
Ten Miower LisrAry.—No. 176,
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ter. “0Of course, there will
be some cooking to do, and
you know what a dab I am

g e g o R

at cooking.” ;
“Wun Lung's attending 1o
that."’
== “Oh, really, DBulsirode;
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The crashing In the study stopped as the juniors threw apen the deor, The room was a picture,
furniture was upset and nearly everything breakable was broken.
" You holligan ! reared Bull from the doorway.

giared at him,

=

All the
Coker glared at the Removites and they

(See pege B.)

you jolly well won't let o Leathen cook yuur things, when I'm
guite willing to——"

U To eat them uncooked ¥ supposted Huzelcone.

“1ia, ha, hal”

“0h, really, you fellows—"

But the fellows were walking away. DBilly Bunter blinked
after them angrily through his big spectacles.

* Beasts !"" he murmured.

Then a sudden idea appeared to strike Bunter. His litthe
round eyes glittered behind his spectucles,

le rolled away towards the School House, and ascendod
io the Remove passage. There wae a sound of movement in
fliu!strude'a study, and Bunter looked in at the half-wpen

o,

Door and windew were both open for coolness in the warm
Juee weather, for Wun Lung had a big fire g‘ainﬁa

Wun Lung was cooking cutlefs, and the smell was very
appetising.  Billy Bunter sniffed and sniffed, with gleaming
£V,

* (h, ri pinﬁ_!” he murmured. "I say, Wun Lung—

The little Chinee looked round, turning his almiond eves
upon Billy Bunter, as the fat junior blinked into the study.

“ Buntce ! No wantee Buntee ! Buntee goec off I

“[h, really, Wun Lunig;-——”

“MNo wantee Buntec !

Y Look here, I've come to help you 1" said Bunler.

Tae Maener Lipraky.—No. 176,

*

“You

know I always had a sincere friendship for you, Wun
Letng ™

* Lats

“You heathen beast, if you say ‘Rats!” to me, I'll—I—1
;nemla, ?.:'fu.ctlj! It's only your little joke, of course! Iia,
e, ha!

iy L&m!ﬁi

“T say, old fellow, I suppose I ecan have one of the
cutlets 7’

“*No savvy.”’

“* Bhall T open the jam for you ¥

“ No savvy.”

“ 1" get that tin of Liscuvits open ell ready, if you like"
said Bunter. 1 don't mind taking the trouble in the
least.™

Kk Latﬂ!'?

“Buppose I eook the cutlets, and—""

“ Lats I'” _

# Look here, vou pigmled beast—""

“* Buntee goee out !’ 1

“I'm hungry ! said Bunter pathetically. ' I’ve only had
ten in Hall, and some sausapes in the tuckshop, and & few
bigcuits and some cake. I suppose you don't mind if I
have a snack of this ham, Wun Lung

** Buntee buzzeo off I

“I'ra jolly well pot going away bungry " said DBunter.

(LR
:
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111 wipa up Ehﬁr study with you fArst! What are you
?

going to give me?”

Wun Luug looked at him. He dropped his hand slyly
upon o can of water, in which he had boen wnahingl tho
frying-pan before uslrﬁ it. The water wns groasy and luke-
warm. Billy Bunter blinked at him.

o Fell?" o demand 1&. . %

“You no goes "'way 'less I gives somating !’

¥ That's jolly certain "

A Fivoee | .
“00bd! What {5 ] I—— Oh, oh! Yaroch™
Swizi ! Slosh !

The water shot from the can in a steady stream, and
caught Dunter full on his fat face. He staggered bacl under
the shower of 1, raspieg and choking.

0w, ow, ow!"

o M&fglwm someting " murmured Wun Lung.
more, if Buntee likea !

Bunter apparently did not like. In one second he was out
of tha study, and had slammed the door, and was scutbling
down the passage.

Mo pmives

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
How It Is Done.
Yy WANK, Fish!"
“ Nope ! Jovver got loft, Wharton? Guest I haven't
Eln.ynd our game much., But you should sec us play
, baseball over there !”
“Ring off, windbag I said Frank Nugent.
real pamoe—cricket [
“da, ha, ha !
“Guess I'm on, sll the same, Wharton!” _
And, by a strange mischance for him, Fisher T. Fish
coased talking, not happening to thinl of anything else to
br%% about for the momont.
¢ chuma of the Remove weore taking him down to the
practice-nets, He was going to show them how to pladk
HEIE'E{::Et “Porhapa!" Bob Cherry remarked when he firat heard
of it.
ﬁnmrdiﬂ? to Fisher T. Fish, the game of ericket wanted
now life infusing into it. Iic liad witnessed seversl matches
at Cireyfriars. ond had voluntesred sundry advice to the
chums about their batting and bowling. The fellows had
atood it in good part for somo time, but when he started
boasting they were of ane accord in roquesting him 4o do
somothing inatead of talking.
Now Fisher T. Fish was {0 show them how ericket should
be played, and it may be said that he had more than even
his usual share of conlidence about it.

"We mean a

Eih-ngil;.' they walked along for some moments. Then
Fisher T. Fish broke out again as they came in sight of the
nets :

“ Looks like fishing, i you ask me.*

“ Look hore, you Transatlantic lunatic,” said Dob Cherry,
“don't try to be funny about what you don't understand '’

“ All serene, Cherry—all serene! But I guess I'd rather
use a landing-not than a bat, if I have to :tand up in the
corner behind the stringworle 17

“Oh, chuck it, Fish!" said IMarcy Wharton, “Get in
front of those wickets, and show us what you can do! I'm
just about sick of your talk!™

“ Gee, h?rtm_'t, you're losing your hair, old son! I mean
i‘l;nli'mir;:"n* I'm just geing to show you what cricket oupht

L

Tha iﬁl“i'ﬂ'“ sfared at Fisher T. Fish. Nothing could stop
his cock-surc flow, apparently. They confidontly expocted
him to make a show of himself,

' Faet, you fellows,” he went on jauntily, “T can show you
some terrific things in ericket! DPop said I was the best bat
our way far miles!"

“Get in front of those wickots, you horrible swanker !
roared Harry Wharton, his patience well-nizh exhausted.
#1'¢e had about cnough jaw !t

Even Fisher T. Fish stopped at the sight of Wharton's
excited faoce.
= “I say, Wharten, old men, your cricket game isn't man-
slaugtﬂ. mre-l‘-*,' " ho said.

% Ha, ha, ha!"

“Mo: it ian't, Fish!"

" VB we do kill a few talkors now and then!” said Bob

Hotry.

" Get in, Fish ("’ snid Harry Wharton, interrupting Bob
Cherry, In his turn. “T want to sce what.vou can do with
four follows feeding you os hard as they can "

¢k I?Iear, haar "

“¥es, yea! I'm on! You want me to stand up in
of thosa ghmn abicls " l froat

18 'ir]'l!.&‘l‘l ! I} I

* All sorene on't shout so loud! Pop might hear yvou

Tre Maswer Liprary.—No. 176, pme )
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in Brooklyn, and he doesn't like being disturbed in the
eftarncon—"" .

“Ch, chuck it, Fish," said Bob Cherry, “and begin!"

“Yep'! But 1 za i

i we_ l'!'I"

“ Hadn't T bettor bowl all you fellows out with one ball
each first 7" _

Harry Wharton & Co. gasped. TFisher T. Fish had per-

eteated many tall suggestions, but the chumas had never
E&uﬂi anything quite so cool as this before. In common par-
laros, they were fAabbergasied. Harry Wharton, Nugent,
and Dob Cherry could met speak, But Mark Linley, the
Lancashire lad, came {o the rescue. He was regarding Fish
with a quict smile. i

“T1 gay, Fish," he said, "“do you think Wharton, Nugent,
and Cherry will be enough " : . ;

*] guoss I'm not had, Linley!” replicd Fisher T. Fish.
¥ But %‘li lm;.‘ a dime's worth !~ What's the idea? Wiy the
aweat yoice?” i

“(h, nothing ! But you see, Fish, a fellow 8o grnad az you
could not show his full powers on such stuff as Wharton,
Mugont, and Ghar'?, g0 I thouzht perhaps you would likce to
wire for Johnny Tyl 13

dosley, of Lancashire !

“Ha, ha, ha ! poarcd the chums. * Well done, Marky !
Got yon, Fish!" .
: “Nope! Jevver get left! I could bowl Tyldesley out
n_?

“Rats " shouted the chums, with one accord.

“ All serene—all serens! Do I bowl, Wharton?"™ :

“Rathor " answored Flarry Wharton. * And I think T
can promise you you'll be sorry!”

And without any more tall Harry Wharton selected a bat,
and wallked to the wickets. Bob Cherry gave him his centre,
while [Fish divested himself of his cost, and made very
elaborato spreparations to annihilate Harry. The juntors
stood grinning.

“ Right-ho!” shouted the leader of the Remove, X

Flish made o mark about [ifteen paces behind the bowler's
wicket,

My only hat!” said Frank Nugent. ‘' Did you ever sce
such swank? He might be Mr. Brearley I”

“Ha, ha, hat' .

But though Fisher T. Fish's run to the bowler's wicket was
grotesque, there was surprise in store for the chums. Thay
saw at once, of eourse, that Fisher T. Fish's idea of bowling
WA 8po Knowing that many famous fast bowlers take a
Flif snmethinﬁ like a catharine-wheel in full career, they
thought that Fish doing the same was merely apeish swanlc,

But be the American's run what it may, his arm camn
over in beautiful fashion. Before the chuma could realiso
it, there was an ominous zattling crash. There seemed to
have been & red streak along the turf under Harry Wharton's
bat, and then their chief, looking dezediy at the bowler,
with his wicket beautifully spreadeagled behind him.

Fisher T. Fish bad done it. Harry Wharton hzd been
bowled, first ball, as neatly as any fellow aver was bowled.
They could not believe their eyes. Wonder of wondors,
Fisher T. Fish said not & word, en Harry Wharton's voice
broke the silance. : ! .

““That was & jolly good ball, Fish, and I think I'm the
right fellow to tell'!. vou 30,"" he said

he American youth n : _ _ -

“ Your turn, Bob Chercy,” he ssid, doing a few juggling
tricks with the ball for offect.

“If you don't mind, Fish—and
Wharton, turning to the chuma, “
from you, Fish.” ' .

Y Goo, YWharton! That's me. every time. Put™’em up!™

Harry Wharton readjusted his stumps. Then he turned to
face Fishor T. Fish again. The juniors were more surprised
than before.  Fish, maki tho same elzborate run, asent
down a perfectly ridiculous ball. It travelled at about seven
foct from the ground, and rising higher as it got to the other
end of the net, went over into the ficld beyond. It was also
lameontably off the wicket. The juniors were bowildered.
Then the truth burst upon them. o American youth’s firsg
ball was a fluke. They burt into roars of laughter, whiia
Bob Chorry ran for the “lost ball.” _ .
L’“IYWIH want a landing-net, after all, Fish,” sud Mark

inloy.

" Mope ! Jevver feft ? See me do Wharton this time ™
replied Fisher T. Fish coolly.

And they did; but In Inverse ratio, as the scienlists say,
fob the next ball was looss, and Harry Wharton made no
mistake about . His hit from it would have been a
boundary. The chumse oheered. Fish ft his testh, and
bowled snother. It wil: slightly better, but Wharton had
no difficulty whataver diaposing of it. Then another ona
was sont down, and the leader of the Remove, openiug his
shoulders, got under 1t in aplendid fashion.

* Hurrah!""  shouted the delichted chums.

o fellows," said Harry
should like & few more

" Bravo,
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Wharton! That would have been right over the sight
soard—on the ground! Buck. up, F]ﬂh}’ |’

“ All serene! Tl get him this time !’ :

“ Don’t brag, you beast " said Bob Cherry, setting every-
me in a f FOAT. .

To save timo the fellows got all the balls out, and while
some ten of the chums fielded Fisher T, Fish was lelt busy
“glinging ” them down to Wharton, But not once did he
repeat his hall of the opening. Beveral were respect-
able deliveries, but ha received unmerciful punishment %rﬂm
Harry Wharton. Fish worked like a demon, sending them
all round the wicket, and several times nearly hibing
Wharton himself. But even when he did get 8 good one
straight, Harry Wharton had noe trouble in stopping it. He
had got Fisher T. Figh’s length. But the American lad was
all grit. He pin-wheeled up to the bowler’s crease with sur-
prising endurance, But it was no use, At the ond of a
quarter of an hour, Harry Wharton was still master of the
stuation, and Fish had to pause at last.

“ Let me have a go, Harry!” said Bob Cherry. .

Ficher T. Fizsh nodded acqguiescence. He hzd had quite
enough of Wharton's ﬂt.nne-walliﬂ‘%"

Then the chums were electrified to see Fisher T. Fish pull
up the bowler's stump, and coolly place it six or eeven paces
nearer to the bataman, e o

“I'va been bowling from too far a mark like a silly jay,’
he said, in explanation.

A perfect storm of expostulation broke on him.

2 C?f all the boundera?’ said Bob Cherry, who had just got
to the wicket.

“The blessed lunatic!” said Nupent.
like = tennia ball, now ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

With much difficulty Harry Wharton explained to Fich
thet such o thing was unheard of.

The stump was put back in its old place, and the trial
went on. Bob Cherry was a hard hitter. Fish's first ball,
agein, by & lucky chance, was a very good one. It nearly
eat Bob Cherry, buk he managed to black it. Then the next
one went sailing sky-high over the bowler’s head, and the
rhums saw clearly that Fisher T. Fish had had enougzh of ik
Two or three more were sent down to Bob Cherry. Bnt the
rame result always followed. Everything that looked diffi-
cult thrned oubk to be quite easy to Bob Cherry. He
punished the bowling almost as much as Harry Wharton had
done. But the jeers and jokes that were cast at him made
Fisher T. Fish hang on yet. Seeing that he could not shift
Bob Cherry any more than Harry Wharton, he called for
Emﬁl?l;hﬁugenh The change was worse than ever for Fisher
T. Fish.

At timing a ball Nugent had no equal in the Remove.
Fisher T. Fish, getting das'fmrale, gent him some really gaod
cnes, Every time they all but beat Nugont. But g'-uqer.t
was pood at that sort, and the chums cheered to the echo ag
thoy saw their ** caraful ™ batsman save his wicket timeo after
time—in the very nick of it.

“1 can’t play on these rotten Fnglish pitches,” said Fisher
T. Fish, A mubting wicket iz the thing fer me, you
follows '

“ Have you ever played on a matting wicket, Fish#" agked
Nugent sweetly,

“Nap, But 1 can tell by this that it is what T want to
boat you——->:"

** Hats, rats, vats!™

“Put him in to bat? shouted Doh Cherry.

“I was always better with the bat!" said Fisher T. Fish,
pwanker to the last,
~ “Ha, ha! Let's see him bat!"" yelled John Bull. ““This
is the player you want for the St. Jim's match, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode laughed.

" Yes, rather,” he said.
goodness’ sulee. '’

And & bat was put into the hands of Fisher T. Fish. Any-
body clse, after such an exhibition of bowhng, would have
«one to the batting crease with humility of spivit. Not so
the junior from New Yok

He might have been a Jessop, or & Fry, or a Grace
thrce of them relled into aneij b t.hur}wa.}- he went :1; mz
wicket. Thére he took up in awkward posture, and planced
down the pitch with a defiant eye,

1 guess I'm ready,” he said,

“ Ask him if he'd

“Put him on the baitivg for

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stumped!

ARRY EFHAhItTDN ]tﬂsged the ball to NMugent. Frank
rtnned as he caupht i, l f . Fi
H S Fiak: sratithid. B with 1 Vare Wity o ERher

i very watchfiul s rat
moment the ball left Frank's hind, it wasﬂ!rgs,{i‘ i{: Ecifﬁ:
American juntor. He did not have the faintest idea what
become of it, till it clicked his middle stump out of the
ground. There was a roar of laughter from the juniors,
;iﬁ;‘.‘]l %{m&gﬁ ! ; H]T ::‘Emc:i ha!™
er L. Fish looked down st his wicket wi I
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expression uwpon his face. Then he glanced round at the
Erinning JIniors.

" “how these Aukes happen, ain't it?’ he remarked,

s %Iuke::l!” roared Nugent.

B @ !l‘

“ Well, of all the cheelf—

“1 puess you'd better try again.”

The ball was fielded and tossed back. Nugent locked very

rim as he grasped the leather to bowl again. Fish gave

im & confident grin,

"1 guess you can bowl away,” he s:id

Whiz!

Click 1

Fish's middle stump again reposed on the grownd. leaving
his wicket with a peculizrly toothless look.

“Gee!" pjaculated the American jumior.

" How's that?" roared Nugcit.

“Ha, ha! QOut ™
Fe] HOP-E !h
“Eh! What do you mean?"”

“1 guacss that was a fluke™

“ Ha, ha 1"
" Give him another fluke, Pranky !
** Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank MNugent sent down another ball. He sent exactly
the same ball, not trying to vary it in the least, for he
knew merfectly well that the American junior could not -
gtbly deal with it. Fisher T. I'ish made a swite =t the E:ii
with his bat, and missed it by a [oot ov move, zid the mddla
stump curled over in the air.

“Heow's that ¥"' shrieked o dozen veives.

“I puess I'm not zet yet,”" said IFish, "I can’t handle
these ﬁngha‘h bats, somehow. They're not like the buts I'm
vzed to.'”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

" You want vour bats made in New York-—"

M Oh, cheese it,” said Bulstrode, ** Veou can't play ericket
for ;c:ﬁ‘m; that’s what's the matter with you.”

13 u*E‘E'E_“

g ]]Ez?. off the wicket," said Bob Cherry. " You can’t play,
and you've shown that, and you've nothing clze to 3Eﬂ-w.
Travel!"

"I guessg—""

* Oh, let him have snother ball,” seid Nugent, TN gim
him just the same one, and e won't be able to touch if:

“1 guess I'll give you a poundary this time.”

The bell came down, and Fish swiped and missed, exactly
as before, and for a fourth time his middle stemp was
whipped out.

“Gum " he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, hat ) . .

* Never saw so many flukes at one time. Did you, Fish
eaid Hazcldene.

** Ha, ha, ha!"

Even Fisher T. Fish was turning red now. Bunter him-
sclf at the wicket could hardly have given a more convine-
g exhibition of a complete inability to handle a bat, or to

4
E

time = ball, But the American i’uninr was not becten wet.
He gﬂ:linned the cane handle of the willow harder, and
BnOyvhed.

“1 can’t get used to the pitch, somehow,” he said.  “ But
it will come in time, 1 guess—some. Give me another ball.”

“ I we wait here till you get sufficiently used to the pitch
to be able to bat on it, i£'s a lifo sentence for the lot of
us, 1 think,” said Tom Brown. " Chuck it]"

“ I rucss——"" i

" Youw've guessed wrong, i you guessed you could gh}
ericket. Hop-scotch 15 about your mark,” said the New
Aezland jumior, “Buzz off ! Go and play marbles!”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly,

“ What’s the row

' Look there!™

Bob Cherry pointed towards the distant gates of the
collage. There was a general exclamation from the Remove
cricketers.

“ Highcliffe cads '

Ponaonby, (Gadsby, and Vavasour had just come in, and
were walking towards the school-house. The juniors from
the playing helds could sce them crossing the Close.

Wharton geve a low whiztle,

“What on earth do they want?' he exclaimed. *'It's
a rather curicus thing, to pay us a visib, just after our visit
to them."

1 guess they're locking for trouble.”™

" Mo fear. 'fhﬁy wouldn’t come three at & time for that,
I suppose it's just o vigit. They are on friendly terms with
:i".gn!icm;--ﬁmmh, and they've come over {o see him, I should

1] o

“We don’t want the cads heve,” said John Bull.

“ Let's vun them out,” suggested Hazeldene,
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*“0Oh, let them alone, I surrﬁﬂsc they have a right to visit
Vernon-8mith if thoy like. I don’t admire their taste, that’s
all. Let's zet on™

The Highcliffer fellows went on to the house, and the
Removites turned to the cricket again. After all, the move-
ments of Ponsonby & Co. did not intercst them very mueh,
The Higheliffians could not have come over for a row, as
there were only three of them; and after the rough handling
they had head that afterncon the Remove could afford to
Iet them alone.

" Got off the pitch, Fish,' said Bulstrode. ¥ We want to
practise.  We've got to get in to tea at half-pase.™

“I guess I'm not finished. ™

3 Fnu'm puessed wrong, then; you have. Buzz off !

1 ruess—=""
M Oh, run him off " said PBulstrede; and two or thres
jumiors grently took Figher T. Fizh by the arms, and ran him
off the piteh.

The American junior expostulated loudly.

* Look here, you guys, I was just poing to show you what
Latting was like over thore ! he exclaimed indignantly,

“We can guess,' said Bulstrode, with a grin, " If #t's
anything like what you've shown us, it must be simply
um!:m - DBut wea've scen cnourh to know that we can never
veally hope to bat in the American style.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

a .}' gucss I could knoek spots off any of you with the bat

“Yes, you could knock spots off anything but the ericket-
ball," said Bob Cherry. * You couldn’t knock anything off
that. Buzz off, and be gquiect.””

"1 puegg—->"

“0h, buzz away—vamoose I

And the Removites set to practice at the nets, Fisher T.
Fish looking on, with an extremely contemptuous expression
upon his sharp Amorican featurcs. It was clear that he did
not think much of the Removites' ericket, though he could
hardly think less of it than they thought of his.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, strolled on the
Eltch He had the stump of a cigarotte betwoen his lips, and

iz handz in, his pockets, Bulstrode glanced at him, and
frowned darkly.

' Stop that 1" he exclaimed.

The Bounder looked at him.

“Stop what?” he aslked.

“Throw that smoke nwav.”

T Rats 1™

“ What is 1t I’ enid n quiet voice, and Wingate, of the Sixth,
the captain of Grayfriars, stepped out of the pavilion.

Vornon-Binith's hand went qluit.-ir.lg.r to hiz mouth; but it
was too late. Before he could throw the cigavette-stump
sway the captnin of Greyfriars bad seen it

fingate’s brow grew very dark. He came towards Vernon.
Smith, and the Bounder of Greviriars faced him with a anllen
brow. ‘Tho ericketers looked on rather apprehensively.
They could see that Wingate was very angrv—and when
Wingate wos angry it gencvally meant *fructions ' for the
person he was angry with.

“I'm glad to ses that you're trying to keop order and pla
tha %"%me now vouwre capfain of the Remove, Bulstrode™
snid Wingate. ** As for yvou, Bmith, vou are a hopeless ead,
I'm afraid; but T’ll do my best to enlighten vou. Give me a
stump, somebody."

Bomeons handed the Greyfriars captain a evielob-stump.
He made a stop towards Vernon-Smith; and the Bounder of
Groyfriars backed away, his eyes growing very clurmed.

* Look here——"" he began.

Wingate did not trouble to speak. He prasped Vernon-
Smith by the collar, and sat down, and drew the junior
across his knee.

The Removites locked on, grinning.

Thwack! Thwaclk! Thwack!

The cricket-sfump rose and fell—across Vernon-Smith.
The Beounder of Greyirimvs yelled furiously, and strugeled
with all his strength; but he was as a child in the hands of
Ahe big Sixth-Former,

Thwack! Thwaek! Thwack!

Aftev six strokes Wingate rolled Vernoo-Smith off his knee,
and the Bounder of Greyfriars sat in the grass, lus face white
with pain and fury. Wingate tossed the stump aside.

“The next time I find you with & cigaretie n your silly
mouth I'll give you something s little thicker,” he sad.
And he walked away.

Vernon-Smith staggered to his fect. There was no sym-
pathy in the looks of the Removites. As a rule they backed
one another up against the prefects. But Vernon-Smith was
50 utter an outsider that he could sxpect no sympathy. The
Bounder of Greyfriars glared at them. Then he thrust his
ha_nrgs decp into his pockets, and walked away without a
word.
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“My hat!” exclaimed Nugent suddenly. ]
cliffe bounders can’t have come to visit Smathy, o
wouldn't be here now. Whom have they come to see! ;

“ Blessed if T know ! said Bulstrode. ‘' Let's get on. It's
¢lose on half-past, and Wun Lung will bave the tea ready
then,"

“Good! But—""

“ Play ap!” .

And the peactice went on, and the Highcliffe fellows were
forgotten.

“ Those Hi gg':

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Vun Lung Keeps an Eye Openl

ONSONDBY and his companions had gone into the School
House, Their demeanour was very guiet and subdued,
‘a4 hefitted fellows who had come upon a serious errand.
Ponsonby & Co. were prepared to play the game out
without a falter to the end. The utter wickedness of their
schame did not seem to {rouble them in the least. They
were still smarting in many places from the ragging they
had received, and they were smarting still meore in their
pride. They were ready for anything to revenge their injuries
upon Greyfriars generally, and especially upon Bulstrode.
The Greyfriars trivmph would ba very much marred if it
was made out that the raid had been simply a blind to cover
a robbery. Bulstrode’s success would be changed to worso
than defeat if it was proved that he had come o Higheliffo
as a thiel. The Higheliffe trio rejoiced at the prospect; and
the schome, as l‘uhsﬂnh{ had plaoned it out, was so simple
to all appearances that they thought it eould not fail.
Trotter, the page, met them n the Hall, and Ponsonby
girned to him.

“ Here, kid! We've coma over to see Bulatrode”
* Yessir!”

“MTake us to his study.”

* Yoagir !

Trotter led the way. Ponsonby slipped sixpence into his
hand, and the page was ready to oblige.

The three Highelife fellows came up the stairs and stopped
outside No. I ?it.ul:fj.r in the Bemove passage. A [oagrant
Hﬂmll of cooking came through the open doorway and greeted
tham.

“'Ere you are, sic!'" said Trobber.

*Thank you!” : - 5

Trotter departed, leaving the Hligheliffe trio looking in at
the study. o ;

Wun Lung bad Bnishod cooking, and was giving the finish-
ing touches to his preparations for Bulstrode’s little feed.

%‘hu three young roscals exchanged glances of satisfaction.

Nothing could have happened better to suit their purpose.
The little Chinee in the study, they thousght, they could
afford to disregard. Wun Lung looked so simple and inne-
cent that very few EE‘{JH!E guesseld at the real keenncas and
Oriental cunning of his character,  As a matter of fact, there
wera very fow fellows in the school who could have equalted
the little Celestial in keenocss and acute observation. But
the Highcliffe fellows took him at face wvalue, 80 to spruk.
Some of the Greyfriars were leaming to koow him better,
But to Ponsonby & Co. he was o little, simple Chinee, of no
account whatever., ;

“(Oh, this is ripping ! murmured Ponsonby.  We'll wait
in the study ; and that Chineo chap will be 2 witness that we
woren't alone there, in case tlley should start any rot about
our having planted the notes on Bulstrode, "

* Ha, ba. ha!"

The laugh made Wun Lung lock round.

The little Chinee’s eyes gleamed and twinkled as he looked
at the Highclifie fellows. Ho was thinking of the poor figure
they had cut in the afternoon, and wondering what they
wanted at Greyiriars.

“ Bulstrode here, kid " asked Ponsorbe.

Wun Lung shook hiz head.

“ Bulstlode outee,”’ he said.

“We want to see hun.”

“You gooe lookee in Close™

“ Wea've walked over from Highelifie,” Ponsanby explained.
“We've had enough walking round. We'll wait for him."

“ Yes, rather!™ said Gadshy.
down?"’

Wun Lung nodded.

“Alee Light !

“You scemn to be getting ready for a feed,” Vavasour
remarked.

“Wa gettee leady.

“ Nico little tea-party, I suppose. to eelebrate what you've
been doing to-day?' said Ponsonby, with a vory unpleasant
look.

“ What you tinkee "

1 suppose wa can ait
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* Bulstrode's paying for it—eh??

“ Bulstiode payee.’

*“He's got heals of money, of coursei™

“ No savvy.'? ;

“ Oh, he's bound to be rolling in money, under the cireum-
stances,” said Gadshy, in a very significant way.

Wun Lung looked at him with a sharp, suspicious glance,

“ No savvy,” he said. i ]

1 don't suppose you do savvy yet, as you call i’ said
Gadsby., * But you will soon, I think. Eh, Poni"”

“* Yes, rather ! i = .

. " You sittes down,” said Wun Lung, placing three chairs
ipl-: a row for the visitors. " Me goee callee Bulstlode if you
ike.

Ponsonby exchanped o quick glance with the others. He
almost trembled with excitement at the chance thus pre-
sented of carrying out his scheme,

Wun Lung did not appear to notice it.
of fact, nothing eseaped him. From the moment the High-
cliffe fellows had come in Wun Lung had observed some-
thing very unusual in their manner, and he knew that some-
thing very unusual was on.

“Well, I don't know,” said Ponsonby, with elaborate care-
lossnezs. 1 don’t know that you need po and cull him.
We can wait."”

“Oh, yee, we can wait "' said Gadsliy.

Y When do you expect him m ¥’

* Halfee-past fivee."

Ponsonby looked at his watech. He was rather fond of his
wateh, it was a very valuable gold one—far too veluable, in
fact, for a boy of his age to wear. But all the Higheliffe
fellows were strong on gold watehes and jewellory,  Fon-
ponby wore a ring as well, and & diwmornd in his tic.

“Well, perhaps you may os well call him,”” said Ponsonby.

(13 Mﬂ m !Eﬂ_.fl‘

* Buzz along, thep."”

Wun Lung nodded, and quitted the study and ron several
Elc't‘.ls noisily along the passage. Then he stopped, and nr{]&?t

noiselessly towards the half-open door of the study. He
Enew, as well as the Higheliffie fellows knew, that they
wanted to get rid of him for & fow minutes, and he wondered
what for—and he meant to know. Wun Lung was suspiciouns.

If thcy meant to raid the feed, he intended to interfere
womptly enough—but he hardly thought that such ecould

their intention, They must know that they would be
ragged if they did, and they had no chance of potting safely
out of Greyfriars.

The little Chinee pecred through the erack of the dvor.

_ His almond eyoe glittered, and seemed to narrow to glitter-
ing pin-points, as he saw that the three Highelifie fellows
were on their fect, their faces blazing with excitement.

VPonsonby was stepping towards the door.

Quick as thought, Wun Lung popped into the opposite
study and locked out into the passage from a narvow slit
behind the deor.
t[:lnnaunhy looked out, and closed the door of Bulstrode's
study.

Wun Lumg stepped into the passage again.

Bomething was going on in that study that hie meunt to
know all about; and the little Chinee, with his Oriental
Lﬂﬂﬂhm ]hm:l not an English boy's seruples sbout the use of the

ey nolo,

n a moment he was on his knee outside the study door
and peering through the keyhole, which gave o view of
almost the whole of the interior of the study=—Remove studies
at Groyfriara were not vory large.

A cap belonging to Bulstrode—the one he had worn, in
fact, on that ex ﬁfﬁn’n to Highelilfe—lay on the desk in the
corner. Ponsonby picked it up.

Wun Lung held hus breath.

Ho was smazed—and watchful ! He Jid not know what to
muke of Ponsonby’s action, but all the suspicion in his vature
wasd aroused.

He watched the cad of Highcliffe pick up a koife from the
tea-table, and make a small slit in the lining of the cuj.
His amoszement increased. That the iutention to iuflict a
slight injury on un article of wearing apparel could Le all
Potionby’s objoct seemed impossible. But what clse?

A moment move, and Wun Lung understood !

Ponzonby inserted a finper and thumb into his waistcost-
pocket, aud drew out the closely-fulded banknotes.  What
they were Wun Lang could not obscrve. But lie saw that the
Highclilfe junior inserted something from his pocket into the
lining of the cap. Then he r-eplaceg the cap exactly where he
had found it.

“ 1 think that will fix bhim 1"

Wun Lung heard Ponssnby mutter the words aloud.

¥ What-ho " murmured Gadshy. * It couldn’t be better.
It's exactly the place where u chap might hide banknotes.

* Especially stolen ones.™

‘l* Ha, IEL}:-, a i’ i

‘onvonby came to the deor apain, to apen it. He did not
mean to have the door shut when Wunpﬁung returned ; all
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was to appear as the little Chines had left . Wun Lun
seutiled across the pastage into the other study, end steo
trembling with excitement behind the door.

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTEP,
Wun Lung is Very Clumsy.

ONSONBY stood locking out into the passage.
Mo one was in sight.
The Higheliffe junior turned back to his companions,
He was looking a liitle poale, but his face was ablaze
with trinrmph.

“No wood staying here,” he remarked, in a low tone,
“ The less we are in the study alone, the better.  Let's follow
that Chinee chap.”

6E Gﬂﬂd 1!!

The three Higheliffe fellows walked down the passage and
went downstairs. Wun Lung stood where he was for several
minutes, tresnplineg,

He did not know what to de.

He understood in a flash the plot of the Fligheliffe eads.
After what ho had seen and heard, there could not be much
doubt on that subject.

But what was he to do? )

It was borne into his mind, now, that it would have been
better for him, and better for others, if he had attempted to
learn the English custom of speaking the truth, along with
the other English weays lie had picked up at Greyiriars.

But he never had! The fellows never believed a word he
said, and they had reason, Dilly Bunter was a terrible fibber,.
but he only told fibs that had some purpose to serve—some
purpose useful for Bunter. Wun Lung would lis for the
sleasure of the thing, with a true Orviental love for giving

iz itnagination full rein.

If the little Clinee bore witness against the Highcliffe
plotters, his evidence wonld not atfect the matter one jot or
tittie, for no one would koow in the lcast whether he was
teliing the truth or not.

Im fact, e had been very friendly with Bulstrode lately,
and his friendship with the ove captain wonld tell agninst
him. For it was perfectly well known that Wun Lung would
lie, or do anything else, E’::rr a fellow he liked.

Wun Lung had nevem really known to what to attributo
the English prejudice in favour of spesking the truth, He
beran to understand now that a reputation for truthfulness
had a value. )

But it was too late to think of that now,

What was he to do?

He came out of the study at last, and crossed i'ntu.r]}:ul-
strode's study. He stood looking at the cap, into the lining
of which the Highcliffe cad had inserted the banknotes—the
twe fivers which were to declared to have been stolen
from his study at Higheliffe School duving the ranid in the
afternoon, 3

The little Chinee picked up the cap.

o groped in the torn lining, and his fingers cane inte cons
toet with the banknotes. 'fhﬁy crisped and rustled as he
drew theny out.

“ Fiveo poundee!” lie murmured, with expanding eyes.

Io turned to the fire, chuckling. EHe had thouglt of what
to do. DBurnt in the fire, the fivers wonld leave no troce
belind, and then when the Higheliffe cads made their aceusa-
tion=—he chuckled at the thowght. ¥

But with his band within a foot of the hire, the hittle Celes-
tial pansed. The dancing pleam in his eyes showed that a
Imimaorous thoweht had strock Lhim, and his little olive fage ex-
panded into a wide grin,

 Me savey ! he murmured,

I1e placed the cap just as Ponsonby had placed it, and put
the folded banknoles into his pocket. Then he quitted the
staady and strolled out into the (lose.

The oricketers were coming in now with their bats under
their anny, looking very mdﬁy and healthy after their prac-
tico at the nets.

FPonsonby and his companions had stopped on the steps of

the School Hovse, and were lounging thero in very elegant
attitudes.  They nodded supercilivusly to the Greyfriars
cricketors.

" Hallo, halle, Lallo! Beb Cherry exclaimed. ** What do

vou feilows want?”

* Another licking¥"' asked Bulstrode,
the right place, if you do.™

Ponsonby curled hLis lip.

““We want an explanation with you fellows,” he said,

* Nothing that needs explaining, that I know of,”" said
Hazry Wharton.
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* Bul#'~ode may know better."

Bulstrede looked at the Hizhelife fellow in astonishment.

“I don't understand youn,” ha said.

The Higholiffp fellows sneered.

“ Pechaps we'll make yvou understand scon,” spid Fonsonby.

“ Perhaps!" sneered (adshy.

“ Absolutely I"' remarked Vavasour.

Bulstrode mads an hn?atient. pesture,

1 don"t understand what you've getting nt,” he said. " 1f
you've come to look for trouble, you can lave all you want.”

“ Hear, hear!™

“And I can tell you—"

Rulstrode was interrupted.

Wun Lung, the Chince, came lmlﬁng out of the House, and
Iio ran in the clumsiest possible way right into Ponsonby.

Ponsonby was standing on the second step, and the =udden
zush of the Clinee drove him headlong off it, and he pitched
nvﬁr on the ground, with the little Celestial clinging to him.

umg !

“Ow ' roared Ponsonby,

“Yow!" pasped Wun Lung.

He clung to the Higheliffe fellow as if startled outb of his
wits, and unable to let go of Ponsonby.

The Highelilfe junior struggled fiercely to free himself, and
the two rolled over on the ground. :

“Help!™ pasped Ponsonby. *‘The beast is dotty!”

Harry Wharton jerked the little Chinece off the gusping
Highcliffian. Wun Lung gasped for breath.

“¥You clumsy young ass,” ssid Bulstrode.

" Mo solly."

" ¥You dangerous idiot!" roared Ponsonby,

“Meo velly solly, Mo lookee fol Bulstlode, and me in pleat
hully, to oblige nicee handsome gentleman flom Higheliffe."

“Well, vou clumsy young idiot, ¥ou needn't have bolted
out of the House like that,”™ said Bulstrode. ° But it serves
the fellow ri;_;ifht for being in the way, if you come to that.”

“Quite s0,”" said John Bull. * Will vou come in and have
# brush down, Ponsonby "'

Ponsonby gritted his teeth with rape.

“T'll come in and have what T came over here for!™ Lo
exclaimed.

“What's that®?

“ My banknotes.”

“ Your what?” shouted the juniors tozether.

“My banknotes!”

The Greyfriars follows stared blankly at Ponsonby, That
vouth dusted down his trousers, and put his jacket straizht,
which had besn torn nearly nside out by the extreme cluinsi-
ness of the little Chinee,

“Are vou mad?" said Harrvy Wharton, at last.
banknotes! What do you mean by your banknotes.™

* Two fivers,”

* Well—how could they ba hore ™

Y Because they were I}mugg:ht. here,"

“Eh! How! Dy whom?

Y That's for you to settle, To put it plain, after yon
fellows wrarc:ked? my study today, we found that two five
Wlmd notes were missing from the drower of my table

B've everywhere, but they can't be found. We
want you fellows to explain what’s become of them.”

The Greyfriars fellows stood dumbfounded

The terrible significance in Ponsonby's accusation strack
them at once; but they did not Lelieve it. The same aus-
picion shot into every mind at the same time.

It was a trick of the Highcliians—a cowardly trick to
ravenge themselves for their defeat in the afternoun !

Wharton's lip curled scornfully.

“ ¥ou accuse us of having takea banknotes
atudy ¥’ he =aid,

+§ c.a.l?

“All of ust”

“It was Bulstrode who turned out the drawer the notes
‘wete in—all three of us saw him do it."

*“Yes, rather!” said Gadsby and Vavasour together,

“¥es, I saw Bulstrode clear the drawer out, too,” saud
“Wharton; * but he certainly didn’t take any banknotes from
it. I don't believe there wore any there. N u:-bcﬂ;r would be
fool enough to keep banknotes loose in a drawer.™

* Mina were there.”
o %ndj you say you've missed them?”

es.
::%ndﬂv{m suspect Bulstrode of having taken them?’

o4

Bulstrode clanched his handa hard. He made a step towards
Adhe cad of Higheliffe; but Wharton dropped a hand on his

arm,
get wild about it

Y our

from  your

“ No need to
“ Nobody here will believe a word
cowardly lie of those cads!™
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Accused !

ULYTRODE pressed Wharton's hand. That ready and

B somplote confidence from Wharton, the unhesitating

backing-up from the fellow who had always been his

rival for ﬁ-ademhip in the Remove, touched Bulstrodo

deeply, And Bulstrode, under the serious accusation brought
sgainst him, n support. .

He koow that he was innocent. But innocence was not
always enough. Only a short time before, Bob Cherrv—
honest, frank, open-hearted Bob Cherry—had been expelled
from Greyfriars on a charge of theft, E

His innocence had been vindicated, and he had returned in
triumph. PBut his expulsion showed how a folse aceusation
might carry terrible weight, and it might not have happoened
that his innocence wuuhf cone to light. . ]

The memory of that was in Bulstrode's mind, and it un-
nerved him. For even if the Highcliffe fellows failed to prove
thieir chaige, it would always hang over Bulstrode as a sus-
picion, and furnish a weapon for the hands of his enemies.

With those thoughts thronging in his startied mind, Bul-
strode was taken at a great disadvan and he certainly
did not look his best.  Hasty judges, indeed, might easily
have abtributed his confusion to the fact that he was guilty
and was found out. Harry Wharton knew better. With lus
clear glance, hie had seen through the Highcliffe plotters
4k once,

Wharton's voice rang out clearly and sharply as le
re?-ea.ta-d: . _

‘It's a lie—a cowardly lie!”

Ponsonby bt his lip. ]

“¥ou'll have to prove that,” he said. * We've come over
here for our banknotes. We've got the numbers, and we can
prove thet they were in our possession. If Bulstrode likes fo
wrive them up quietly, and make no more trauble about tho
matter, we're willing to say nut&umq in public about it. But
we must have our iﬂ-ﬂkm}tﬂﬁ—*th&ts & dead cert.”

“ Absolutely,” said Vavasour. _ .

“I haven't ot your banknotes,” epid DBulstrode thickly.
“You know I never took them. We ragged you for your
swank, and nevor took anything- -except the jam Bunter
took. You know it as well as I do.”

Ponsonby shrugged hie shoulders.

“I've come here for the banknotes," he said.

“ Liar!” said Harcy Wharton, coldly. *“ You've come
here to emirch Bulatrode's good name, if you can, because
you're too cowardly and mean to fry to revenge yoursell i
any more decent way.”

Tharton was a hard hitter when he gave his tongue the
rein. Ponsonby furned livid. _ - .

“ ¥You can put it that way if you like,"” he said, biting his
lips: “but we don’t go without the hanknotes.”

“You cad!” shouted DBulstrode, jerking himself away
from Wharton's hold, *“You dare to call me a thief "

“Yeog—— Oh!"

Biff!

Bulstrode’s knueckles came home upon Ponsonby's some-
what prominent nose, and the Higheliffe end went with a
crash fo the ground. Bulstrode stoad over him  with
clenched fists and blazing eyes.

“Eh-t up, you cad ! he shouted, “Gel up! 1l amash
o I
Y “ o it, Bulstrode I” sang out the Removites.

“Lam him!"

““ Bgquash the cad " ] ] .

Ponsonby sat up, witn his hend on his nose. Ifis noso
looked very red, and therc was a thin stream of erimson
issuing from it, which he proceeded to mop with his hand
kerchied.

Bulstrode watched him with burning eyos.

“ et up " he roared.

“Garog !

“ You've called me a thiel. You'll have to stand by your
w?{%a v:-*::.h your hands, you cowardly heund! Get up?

“‘ -

“Y¥ou won't settla it this way, Bulstrode,” said Gadsby
savagely. “There are enough of you here to rog us, if

ou like, I suppose; but if we leave Greyfriars without the

;:’E!;n?t_r;*m we go straight to the police-station, 1 warn you
of that.

“# Absolutely,” sald Vavasour.

BIF you prefer dealing with the polige—"'

“"You wouldn't dare " said Wharton angrily. “You can
come here and lic to us, but you wouldn't dare to perjure
voursclf in o court of law.”

Pansonby stuggered to his fect.

* Keep off, you ruffian!"” he gasped, backing away [rom
Bulstrode. “I'm going to see the headmaster. We'll soo
whether I can’t have my stolen property boack.”
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“*You hound [”

“Hands off, 1 say ! .

Bulstrode was teo enraged to listen. He advanced upon
Ponsonby, and the Highelifie fellow hbacked wway, feehly
defending himself.

Gadsby stepped into the doorway of the School House,
and shouted. It was the Intention of the Highcliffians to

bﬂtigl the masters info the matter. The more disgrace they
cou L i;&ap upon  Bulstrode the greater their triumph
wWou e,

“ Help ! shouted Gadshy., * Help!"

Mr. Quclch’s study door opened.

The master of the Remove looked out, and stared up and
down the passage, cvidently very much surprised. Then he
caught sight of Gadsby.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Quelch. * What does this mean ™

“We claim your protection, sir!” exclaimed Gadsby.
“We belong to Iigheliffe, and we've come over here on
an 1mportant matter, and these ruffians are setting on us?

Mr. Quelch frowned and came to the doorway.

* Bulstrode ! he rapped ount.

Bulstrode dropped nis hands at once and turned towards
the Remove-master.

“ Yes, sir 1"

“How dare you attack these boys! You ought fo be
ashamed of yourself, Bulstroda ! Cannot strangers enter the
gates of Greyfriars without these unscemly disturbances 1"

“ e called me a thief ! said Bulstrode sullenly.

“ What "'

“ He says I've stolen his banknotes.”

“ Impossible 1"

“It's true, sir,” zaid Gadsby,

Mr. Queleh frowned at him.

“*Bilence, please! Who accuses you of this, Dulstrode?™

“ Ponsonby, sir—and the others, too.”

" Ponsonby ! I trust, Ponsonby,” said Mr, Quelch, fixing
a very severe glance upon the junior captainof Highaiffe—[
trust that you spolke in the heat of the moment, and that
you are preparcd to withdraw so foclish an accusation
now M

Ponsonby’s face set obstinately.

'* Nothing of the kind, eir,”” he said,

“Tlo you persist in it *"

[ 1] ?‘Eﬂ,h‘

. " You accuse Bulstrode of having taken banknotes belong-
ing to you?" Mr. Quelch demanded, charply and angrily.

* Yes, sir. I have the numbers of them.!” Ponsonby took
a2 paper from his poecket and passed it to Mr. Quelch.
* There are the numbers writiten down, sir.”

Mr. Quelch glanced at the paper in his hand.

“Two banknotes, Numbers 00013579 and (0013573," he
said. “¥You have lost two banknotes bearing these
numbers ¥

“Yes, sir.”

“You suspect Bulstrode of having taken thom 7"

“ Yes, gir.”

“But how could Bulstrode possibly have done sa?
G'E:-][u:rrtg.:mt;; can he have had
belonging to a boy
domanded,

“1 will explain, sir. The other day we met Bulstrode in
the lane, and we had a row with him. Nothing much, only
I happened to be showing the banknotes to Gadshy and
Vavasour at the time, and he saw them.”

“It's a lie!” exclaimed Bulstrode fiercely. “ You bhadn’t
any banknotes with you—not to be seen, anyway. You
jumped on me from behind a hedge—-\2"

* Bilence, Bulstrode! Let Ponsonby finish. ™

* Well, sir, I suppose Bulstrode made up his mind, then,
that he'd have the banknotes. Anyway, thiz afternoon =
gang of these fellows cama over to Higheliffo and raided
our studies, and turned everything inside out——"

*What! Is it possible

"1t was a rag, sir," said Harey Wharton. * They ragged
Bulstrode, three to one, and we went over and ragged iﬁum.
It was oniy tit for tat, sie.”

“It was most oufrageous ™™ said Mr. Quelch. * But as I
dare say there was provecation, even a rag of that sort
might be pardoned; but not if any dishonesty was por-
petrated.”

“Oh, that’s a Highcliffe lie, sir.”

“Go on, Ponsonby.”

“ Bulstrode and some others wrecked my study, =ir
Pulstrode, especially, was very keen on turning everythin
out, and he turncd out the drawer of my table wharn%
keep the banknates. We were on the foor, with some of the
rotters sitting on us, and we couldn’t interfere—""

“You were whining in the corner, and afraid to lift a
hand !"” said Bob Cherry seornfully.

“ Silence, ﬂherrﬁ' [

" After they had gone,” zaid Ponsonby, with o livid face,
“wa picked up the thmgﬁ knocked out of the table-drawer,
but we couldn’t find the banknotes anywhere. Wo thought
they'd got knocked into some cormer. and we hunted 3[:::1-
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them, and it wasn't for eome time that it dawned upon us
thot Bulstrode must have taken them, and that the rag was
only a blind to cover up what he was really doing.”

“You cur I muttered Bulstrode.

“Of coursze,” said Ponsonby, “we don’t mind a rag. If
that were all, we could take it in good part, and we don’t
complain, sir. We don’t mean that we want any of tho
fellows punished for ragging us in our studies at Highcliffe;
but when it comes to stealing a chap’s money, we think it's
time to put a foot down. RBesides, we can't afford to lose
the money—ten pounds, sir,”

“If your money i3 here, Ponsonby, %;E-u assuredly shall not
lose it,” said Mr. %uelch, coldly. ** What have you to say
to this accusation, Bulstrode?”

“ That 1t's a string of lies from beginning to end, sir !’
said Bulstrode, huskily. “1I never saw any banknotes when
they were ragging me the other day, and I never saw any
i Ponsonby’s study this afterncon. I certainly never
bn-ui;i anything that didn't belong to me. I'm ot a thief,
sir.

““I believe you, Bulstrode. You have many faults, but I
am sure that dishonesty is not one of them,” said Mr,
Uuelch. * But this matter must be sifted out to_the bottom.
Buch an accusation cannot be allowed to rest uninvestigated.
Onee more I ask you, Ponsonby, whether you are gquite
certain of what you say ¥

“ Quite certain, sir.”

“ If this i3 an acensation prompted by malice, it would be
better for you to withdraw it now, belore the matter goes
any further, for the results nust be sericus te eithee
Bulstrode or yourself.”

“1 have nothing to withdraw, sir.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips. He did nof believe the accusa-
tion; yet, as he had aaid, the matler had to be investigated
to the very bottom.

“ My view is this, sir,” said Ponsonby. *“ Bulstrode hasn't
had time to get rid of the notes yot. They'ro either sbout
him at this moment, or in his study, or perhaps in his box.
I think there cught to be 2 scarch—a thorough search. If
the notes are not found, I sha'n't know what to think about
the matter. If they arc found, though, I suppose that will
settle it.”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

* Are you agrecable to a search, Bulsirode ' he asked.

" Ves, sir,” said Bulst gl onee.

“Very well. Tiis the best wny., Follow me.”

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Search.
QUITE a crowd followad Mr. Queich into the House,

Fellows had gathered round fromn all sides, and half
Greyfriars had heard the accusation sgainst Bulstrode.
Bulstrode walked in with a pale, set fuce. Wharton
slipped an arm through Bulstrode’s . and the coptnin of the
Remaove gave him & grateful glance.
“You don't believe it?" he muttered,
Of course not."’

*“And you, Cherry "

“1 believe it's all lies,” said Bob. Cherry.

“I—IL was aimnst you when you were accused about that
postal-order, Cherry,” Bulstrode muttered remorsefully.

Bob bit his lip.

“ Lel that rest,” he said. *“ Anyway, there was some=
thing that leoked like evidenee in that matter. There's
none here, It all depends on Ponsonby’s word, and we know
ihat he's an utter cad. Only an idiot would teke his word.”?

“ ¥es, rather !

“Yetb it's curiouns,” Nugent said slowly.

“What's curious, Franky?”’

* About Ponsenby being willing to abide by the result of
a search. If he hasn't missed any banknotes, he knows they
won't be found here”

“0Of course they won't be found.”

“Then his accusation drops Lo the ground.”

“YVes, immediately.”

“Then why is he willing to stand by a search? It looks
as if he, ab least, believes in the accusation himself.”

Wharton was silent. He hnd not looked at it in that
light. Was there something of truth in. Ponsonby's state-
ment, after all? Had he reolly missed banknoter? Wharton
remembered that Billy Bunter had been concerned in the
raid on Higheliffe, and he began ta feel very iincomfortable.
Bulstroda would never have stolen, he was convinced: but
he was by no means so sure about Bunter.

The juniors tramped upstaire in 2 crowd to Bulstrode's
study. The tea-table was laid, but the viands were mostly
cold by this time. It was no time to think of the feed Wun
Lung had prepaved for Bulsirode and his guests, howevor.
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Mr. Quelch entered the study. The Higheliffe fellows, and
Bulstrode and his immediate friends, followed him in. The
rost of the fellows crowded in the passage, as near to the
study a3 they could get,

Mr. Quelch fixed a hard, searching glance upon Ponsonby,
“gl-flﬂh made the cad of Higheliffe shift a little uncomfort-
ably.

“The search vou have demanded shall be carried out in
the most thorough manner, Ponsonby,” said the Bemove-
master, *‘ not because I believe a word against Bulstrode, but
because I wish to clear, bevond the chance of dispute, Bul-
strode’s name. If no trace is found here of your banknotes,
[ shall conclude that you have brought thiz accusation from
sheer spite, and I shall request De. Locke to acguaint your
liead-master with the circumstances.  Accusations of this
sort should mnot be brought lightly, and without proof.
Wharteon, will you kindly fetch Goshipg?"

"“*Yes, sir.”’

Tn a few minutes Harey Wharton returned with the school
porter. It was beneath the dignity of o Form-masier to
make the scarch himself.

“Qosling.” said Mr. Quelch, *I wish you to make a
search of Bulstrode's person, and of this study, to discover
whather some banknotez are concealed !’

“* Yes, ai_i," said Gosling.

“ Begin with Bulstrode !

Bulstrode submitted quictly to the search. He knew that
he had not the banknotes about him, and that the search
would prove it ronclusively to everyone.

Gosling was very thorough. As a matter of fact, le
dizliked DBulstrode, and would not have been displeased to
diseover him in the wrong. But the scarch, thorough as ib
was, failed to reveal anything that did not belorg to
Dulstrode. _ )

“0f course, the things rrng]ht be hidden in his boots, or in
tha lining of his jacket,’”” Gadsby remarked. © You wouldn't
expect them to be in his pockets!"

“Quite so!"” satd Ponsonby.

“ Absolutely ' added Vavasour,

“They ain't there, sir,” satd Gosling.
them, sir.'' ]

“You may procecd to search the study I said Mr. Quelch.

" ¥ea, ar"

Gosling went throogh the study carefully, watched by .the
fellows there, and by the crowd erammed outside the door-
wav. The news wns through all Greyfreiars by this time,
and Fifth and Sixth fellows mingled in the crowd, looking
on oagerly.

Carne and Loder, of the Bixth, were making bets on
Bulstrode's innocence or guilt—needless to say, unheard by

Mr. Qluclﬂh.

Gosling turned out the study pretty thoronghly. He did
not secm to notice the cap Iving on the dezk, and he passed
cloge to it several times. IPonaonby bit hiz lip: he began
to fear that the cap might be passed over, and he was
anxious, of course, not to have to draw attention to it him-
solf. But if Gosling did not see it, he would have no choice
but to point it out; it would not do to let it be passed
over.

Gosling pansed at last.

f‘dThc.tm ain't nothing to be found, so far as T see, sir,” he
fa1d.

*You haven't looked in the boolease " said Gadsby.

“You soe, sir—"

“ The banknotes might be hidden between the pages of a
book," said Ponsonby. ‘I've heard of such things.”

“This study is used by three bors,' said Mr. Quelch
coldly. * Bulstrode would hardly be likely, T suppese, fo
conceal banknotes where they might be found at any moment
br Brown or Haozeldene. think we may take the search
here as conciuded, and go up to the dormitory.™

Ponsonby started.

“Hold on o minate! There’s a cap Iving there!”

Mr. Quelch made on impatient gesture.,

“*Noosense " he exclaimed sharply. I suppose bank-
notes could not be conecaled in a cap?”

“] don't know, sir. I believe that's the cap Bulstrode
wore when he was over at Higheliffe to-day.”

“ Is that the case, Pulstrode?'

Bulstrode glanced at the cap.

* Wos, sir.

“You may look at it, Gosling, but it scems t6 me to be
absurd,” said Mr, Queleh., “I wish to do everything reason-
able to satisfy I"u:msc:nrnI;n-I':E'_1 however, before reporting him to
his h?adqna.a.tgr for making a wicked and malicious accusa-
tion.”

Gmlian; taol up the eap, and ran his fingers through it.

“The lining's toen, sir,” he said.

“[ didn't know that,” said Bulstrode.

““ Well, it is, Master Bulstrode,” said Gosling. * There
don't appear to be m:rthin§ in it, thourh, fur as I can see”

“¥ou haven't searched !"" said Ponsonby irritably.
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“J 'ave, sir! Wot I says is this 'ere!” said Gosling, with
dignity. *“If you don't like the way I does it—

“That will do, Gosling!” said Mr. Quelch, “Take the
cap yourself, Ponsonby, and search it, since you seem to be
so strangely bent upon it!” . i

“Then will you watch him, sir?"” exelaimed John Bull.
“ Hle's guite mean enough to slip the banknotes into the
cap, :amufll say he found them thero!™

“1 hardly think any boy would be wicked enough to do
that, Bull." But I will certainly sec that Ponsonby does
nothing of the sort.” ;

And Mr. Queleh watched the cad of Higheliffe very cgasuly.
Ponsonby ran his fingers through the cap, and felt in the
torn lining.

Nothing !

The Highelife fellow's brain swam for a moment. The
banknotes woere not there. He had placed them there with
his own hands, stowing them away into the deepest recess of
the torn lining. DBut they were not fhere now. The cap,
so far as he knew, had not bean moved from the spot where
he had put 1t after smwin%: irethe folded banknotes. But the
banknotes were not there!

Ponsonby turned white. Then, as he caught Mr. Queleh’s
penetrating glance, a wave of crimson fushed into his
cheoks. : :

“Well?” said Mr. Queleh, in an ominous voice.

“ They—they don't seem to be here, sir!” stammered
Ponsonby., “ [--1 can't understand it "

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unmasked.

R. QUELCH'S cyes never left the Higheliffe fellow’s
face. The changing expressions in Ponsonby's face
were not lost upon him for a second. Burprise, rage,
disappointment, terror—all those emotions chased

one another over the startled visage of the cad of Highcliffe.
Ponsonby’s brain was in a whirl. What had happened?
Where wers the banknotes? He had placed them there—
he knew that-—and the study door had been closed at the
time, and Bulstrode certainly had not been in the study
gsince. How had they been removed ? What did it mean®

“ Well " repeated Mr. Quelch. * They are not there?”

“ N-n-ne, sic!” )

“You say you cannot understand it, Ponsonby, What is
it that you cannot understand ¥ Had you any special reason
for supposing that the banknotes wore hidden in the lining
of Bulstreds’s cap ¥
~ "¥e-es-—no—n-n-no " stammered Ponsonby, hardly Enow-
ing what he was saying in hizs amazement and alarm.

' Why shonld you suppose that they were hidden there ?"

“T—1—1I didn't suppose so !

“Then why cannot you understand the fact that they aze
not there?”

HI-I didn't say——" .

“ [s it possible "—Mr. Quelch's voice took on & decp and
stern tono—"“is it possible, Ponsonby, that you are so Lpse
as to have intonded what was Just 3ugr:i1=:$ted by Bull—-o
place the banknotes here, and declare that Bulstrode had
sml_eln 1]Imm 4

“Y guess that was his little game I said Fisher T. Fish.

“Yea, rather !

“The cad ™

“The coward!"”

* The beast!” -

The voices of the Greyiriars fellows
threatening, and a4 movement was made. r. Quelch raised
his hand. .

‘“Stand back " he said, “If Ponsonby has really done
this base thing, he will not escape unpunished ! o

ey

rew loed and

The three Higrheliffe fellows exchanged looks.
gimply did not know what to make of the matter. They
had all scen the banknotes placed in the lining of the f.':aEJ.
The cap had been still lying where they had left it. It
accmod i:]]Eﬂ-saiblE that the notes were not still there.
Cadsly took the cap from Ponsonby, and ran his fingers
dosperately through the lining. Neothing was to be found;
and all eves were upon Gadsby with the sharpest suspicion,

“Well,” said Mr. Queleh ieily, ““are you satisfied 7

“ YVe-es!" stammered Gadsby. ; ;

“Tla yon wish to have Bulstrode's belongings in the
Remove dormitory scarched, too?”

“Yes,"” said Ponsonby.

But he spoke without keenness. The search must be asked
for, to keep up appearances; but he knew, of course, that
the banknotes were not in Bulstrode’s box in the darmitory.
The guestion was, whero wero they?

# Hold on, sir ! said Harry Wharton. “ It begins to look

retty clear that Ponsonby came here intending to plant the

anknotes on Bulstrode, and then accuse him of stealing

them [
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“Yeg, rather "

“] believe so, too,' said Bulstrode,

" And if that's the case, sir,”" said Wharton, as Mr, Quolch
made him a sign to procesad—"" if that’s the case. atr, Ponsonby
must have the notes actually about him at the present
moment.””

There was a general movement of interest. Mo one had
vet thonght of that obvious fact, but no one had any doubt
about it, now that Harry Wharton suggested it.

“My hat!’ Beb Cherry ejeculated. " Of course! The
blessed bounder’s got the blewsed banknotes in his blessed
pocket at this blessed moment 1™

“By George! Yes”

“Bearch him ™

“Have him searched, sir!™

The voices roee to shouts. Tho fellows -cntside wero

pres:-sin{g into the study, and it Jooked as if violent hands
would be laid upon the Highcliffe fellows. Ponsonby & Co.
changed colour.

But Mr. Quelch waved the excited Greyiriars fellows back.
“ Order ' he exclaimed sharpiy. “ Dp not crowd in here !
I assure you all that this matter shall be thcrrau%hly threshed
out. Ponsonby, I am loth to say it, but it really appears to
me that you have come here with a wicked and detestable
scheme in your mind for ruining the reputation of an
innocent lad I

* Nothing of the sort, sirl!™

“You [!jﬁ not. coine with the bankootes in your possession,
mntending to plzce ihem here, and declare that Dulstrode had
taken them 7

Certainly not ! T regard the guestion ns an insuit !

“Very woll, Then you have. no objection to being
searched by Goshing, to reveal whether any banknotes with
rumbers corresponding to the numbers you gave me arg
io be found in your pockets ¥

Fonsonby drew himself up in the true Higheliffe manner.

" The suggesiion of a search in my case 15 an insult ' ha
gaid. “ But to satizfy wou, I am willing to submit to it 1"

“Very well, Geshing

“Yes, sir?”

“You will go through Master Ponsonby's pockets as ven
have been through Bulstrode’s. Turn the contents out upon
the table!™

“Yeg, sir?”

Ponsorhy smiled in a disdainful wax., Where the bank-
notes were was a mystery to him; but be had no reason to
ithink that they wore in his own pockels—indeod, he would
have laughed at the idea. Ile felt that he had nothing to
fear from a search,

He threw his jacket open, and the Greyfrinrs porter went
sivwly and methodically threugh his pockets,

He turned out a cigarettc-case, and a purse containing
eeveral pieces of gold, and cther things that made the Grey-
friars fellaws open their eves.

Finally, from an inside pocket of the Jacket, Gosling
bronght to light & little square of folded; erisping paper,
e !i‘:[';mg sned restling as he fingored i,

ere was a munmnur from the junicrs.

That little wedpe of folded paper was a bankaote, or bank-
notes; there was not the slightest doubt en that subject.

Ponsonby looked at it, and his e3¢5 almest started from
his head. Woell he knew what it was; it looked oxactly the
same &z when he had placed 5t in the hning of Bulstrode's
g

He made a wild grasp ab it but Mr. Quelch struck his
hand aside 1 & second,

“ Btop that I said the Remove-master grimly.

(iocling laid the woedge of puper on the tabie.  The crowd
looked on with bated brmtil. Cadshy and Vavasour wero
gy white ns chalk,

What did # menn? How had it happencd? They could
not Hnagine. Was there such a thing as mapic? Wae it
Providenee? What was it7 The folded banknotes, which
they had seen Ponennby place in the lining of Bulstrodes
CHP, had1 just beon turned out of 1he inside ket of Pone-
renby’s Jacket, The mere thought of it made their houls
swim : they seemerd ta bo in & hoerd dveam,

Y Unfold these banknotes,”™ szid Mr. Quelch, arnd his voico
was like iron.

Y pasir I

Blowly Gosling unfolided the netes
rustled in s fineors.
the tuble. :

Mr. Quelch conghlted the paper =il in his hand—the FADCT
upan which Ponsonby had written dewn the nwnbers of the
OhISSINE nokes,

Eﬂ:{i}&nd out the numbers to me, Qosiing, from those bank.
0i Y{"Hﬁiil' !”

“Are they both five pound notos 7

“Yersle

“ And the numberg—-=*"

:: 'E:nc iz IJGHII'IISST‘EI'. ::;' r—®

ery pood ! And the other?™
" OD0135T8, sir"
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They erisped  and
He spread them out rustling viron
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Mr. Quelch's brow herdened.

“Yery good! They are the numbers you gave me, Pon-
sonby. The two banknotes, of which vou have given me the
numbers, and which you declare were iaken from your study
at_Highclilfe, have been found in your own pocket.”

Ponsonby was white as death.

H?thtned to speak, but his tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth, .

“ Have you anything to say?" asked Mr. Quelch icily.
“Can you now venture to deny that you brought thegra
banknotes here, intending to place them in Bulstrode's study,
to be found by a search, so that a totally false and wicked
accusation could be brought ageinst Bulstrode 1"

Ponsonby could not answer.

What was he to say? By some mysterions agency, which
he could not understand in the least, the banknotes had been
returned to his possession, and his whole wicked plot had
been discovered., He was amazed and terrified, and his
tongue refused to utter 8 word,  He stood dumb and
confounded.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Wan Lung Explalns,

HE silence in the study lasted a full mipnute. Ponsonby
could not speak; Gadsby and Vavasour did not know
what to say. The looks of the Removites grew more
threatening.

“ Ponsonby, have you anything to say 7"

Ponsonby broke silence at last, in a hoarse and unnatural
YO0,

M I—I ean't understand it," he aped.  “I—I certaind
didn’t know that the banknotes tﬁ'ﬂl'eg?npmj pocket.” Y

Mr. Queleh’s lip eurled.

“You admit that these are the banknotes you affected to
have missed, and of which you gave mo the numbersy"

* Ye-g-p8, sirl”’

“ As they were found in your own pocket, you admit fully
that Bulstrode could not possibly have stolen them at
Higheliffe v**

““T—1I suppose so, sir”

“ ¥ou withdraw, then, the wicked accusation yon huve
made againgt o  Greyfrinrs boy?” the Remove master
demanded, in his deepost and sternest tones.

“Ye-eos, sir,” faltered Ponsonby,

S Very well. Your headmaster will be made acquainted
with your base conduct, Ponsonby, and the matter will be
left to his disoretion. I think you ought to be sent to prison.
I have seldom encountesed a boy so utterly without moral
principle.”

“If you please, sir,” said Dulstrode,

* Certainly, Bulstrode 1™

“If—if you don’t mind, sir, would you—would you Jet off
Ponsonby, and—and not veport him to the master of High-
eliffo, sir¥"

“That is & very strange reguest from you, Dulsirode, I
um glad to seo that you can forgive an injury; Lut this
wretched boy must be punished.™

“1 was thinking of taking him inte the gym. on his way
oart, sir’

Mr. Quelch smiled involuntarily.

“T should be sorry to be the cause of makine trouhle
Letween the masters of two schools, sir, and least suid the
eoonest mended,” said Bulstrode.

The Remove-master hesitated a3 moment, and then he
nodded.

“ Yery well, Bulstrade, T will let the matter drop hore—
only expressing once more my utter deteststion of this
wretehed boy and his accomplices, Wharton, will you have
the kindness to see them out of Greyfriars? They arc not
fit to breathe the same air with decent boys,”

* Clortainly, sip!™

Mr. Queleh left the study. Ponsomby broke into a shout.

“Mr. Quelch—sir—I clam protection! I—ooooh 17

A hand slapped over Ponsonby’s mouth and stoppoed him.
The juniors closed round him g:-iml;h _

“You're coming fo the gym.” said Harry Wharton,

“You're going to stund ap to Bulstrode, without gloves,
ton. (CCome on ™ "
iy

“T1—I won't!
ou walk, or shall wo carry

“May I say 3 word 7'

Wil

40 .
 Ponsonby decided to walk, Wun {.?11:1 grinned efter the
jmuiors as they crowded out of the study with the cads of
“'H!I'Fhﬂ:f u; thui}r; midst,

"“Tea leadee when you comee backee,™ he remarked.

i Rtgl_'u;-h.n, Wun Lﬂng!” Sachod
I]Tllllﬁf' unmrs; nmwd?‘& ]nyL iI]é’"ale as ashes, tho cads of

ighchifio were marched into the gym. Therc Bulstrode,
Wharton, and Bob Cherry took thuiﬁ?juuketa off. Ponsonhy,
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Gadsby, and Vavasour stood up to them in combat.
cads of Higheliffie didn't want to. But they
of that, or of bein
were fairly warn

The
had the choice
thrashed with a cricket-stump; and they
that if they did not put up a good Gght,

th%y would get the " lamming " all the same.
hey were fairly in for it; and they did their bost.  The
CGreyfriars Juniors received some hard knocks. But the

knocked the Highelifian: up and down and round and round,
till it seemad to Ponsonby & Co. that 3 series of dreadful
carthaguakes was ocourring, and at last the three voung
rascals lay on the foor, utterly knocked out and unable to
Fiag,

“That's better than reporting them to their masters,” said
Bulstrode, gasping a little, as he Pul: on his coat with Fish's
assistance. ' Now kick them out.”

And promptly enough the cads of Higheliffe were kicked
out of the pateway of Groyfriars, and left to crawl home
sore and sullen to their school.

In Bulstrode's study, quite a cheerful party assembled to
thut belated tea. Wun Lung had warmed up the things, and
a cheerful scent greeted the juniors as they came in. The
little Chines was grinning serenely.

“ Higheliffce lotters pone ™ he asked.

Bulstrode laughed,

* Wes—licked and kicked out,” he said.

“ Allee lightee. Me tellec now.”

“Eh? You'll tell what?"

“ Me workee wheezoe,”

The juniors looked attentively at Wun Lung. The prin on
the little Celostial's face showed that he hefl something to
communicata,

" What wheeze t" asked Harry Wharton. *What are you
getting at, you young bounder

“ Ma playee tlickee on Ponsonby,” grinned Wun Lune,
“Me watchee thlough keyhole, sce him puttee bankecnotes
in Bulstlode's cappee——"

“ What "

“My hat!"

“Then he leavee studee: me nippee in, takes potep,™
grinned Wuon Lung. * Me lushee quickes outes housss, lun

into  Ponsonby, and fall to the glound, pokee notee in
procket—"

'* What " roared the juniors.
» "“Me goodee conjurer,’” said Wun Lung complacently.
“ What youn callee sleightee-handee. Me puttee backee notoe

The juniors stared blankly at Wun Lu!‘i% They had not
been able guite to understand the affair before; but they
understood it now. Bulstrode turned quite white. Ha
realised the terrible position he would have been in, but for
the intervention of the little Chinee.

“(Creat Scott!” said Wharton. **Then that was why you
ran intos Ponsonby en the steps, and wouldn't let go him.’

Wun Lung chuckled.

“ What vou tinkee ™

“ And—and he had already put the notes in the lining of
my cap,’’ muttered Bulstrode. * You saw him?"

H Mo savvy !

“*That's why he was so astonished when they weren't
there,”” Bob Cherry exclaimed. *“ When he picked up the
cap, he certainly expected to find the notes in the Iiﬂiﬂﬁf+

My hat! I wonder what he felt like when they weren't
thera ™

L“Tha I,'mund!" exclaimed Wharton. ““But for Wun
ung—

“(#ood heavens!" saud Bulstrode hoarsely. ¥ But for Wun
Lung, the notes would have been found hidden in the lining
of my cap, and—and-—- 0Oh!"

His voico broke.

“It's horrible "' said Wharten, "My hat! We'll make
the Higheliffe ecads sguirm for this. Tﬂﬂsc chaps ought {o
be in a convict prison. Dot it's all ended all right, Bulstrode ;
there's nothing to worry about now."

The Remove ecaptain nodded without wreplying. Tha
narrowness of his escape from the dastardly plot had un-
perved him. He grasped Wun Lung by the hsnd, and
preszed it hard, without saying a word., The hittle Chines
grinned zerenely, ovidently very well pleased with himself.

“Tea leady !” he remarked.

The juniors sat down to tea.  Bulstrode recovered hiz
spirits snon, and was as meery as the rest, but sometimes a
t,_tnughtlul shade came over his face. The lion of the even-
ing, of course, was Wun Lung. Tt seemed as if the juniors
could not make enough of the little Chinee. And when the
Remoye generally knew the story afterwards, they joined in
making much of little Wun Lung—who had saved the captain
%:t' thle Femove from a disgrace that might have been life-
ong !

& THE END.
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE OF ABSORBING INTEREST!
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READ THIS FIRST

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter's wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese seas. While
on the journzy the engines break down, and Thurston and Horton the
diver, while waiting for the repairs to be completed, rescue a mad
castaway, who tells them a strange story, With the engines repaired
they restart on the search for the Crimson Hill, which is eventualiy
sighted. A party, headed by Thurston and incleding Ching-Leog,
g0 in search of and discover the entrance to th:e Crimson Hill. Here
they meet Farrers Lord, and Ivan Scaroff, the uncle and enemy of
Michael Scaroffi. During their absence, however, Prout dis-covers
that Rﬂlﬁﬁ. the castaway, is a traitor in the pay of Michael Scaroff,
and has him shot immadiafal;r on the return qta%hu:smn.

{Now go on with the skoiy.)
Ching.-Lung Dlscovers the Cook In a Strange Con-
dition, ond Makes a Good Thing Out of It—Prout has
a Fright, and the Hapless Monsleur Pierre again Gets
Into Hot Water.
Ching-Lung paused suddenly as he passed the palley daor,
and placed one sharp ear close to the keyhole. A mufficd

human velce was groaning out a strange medley of words.
T Mao¥eT LiBgARYT.—No., 176.
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After lislening for a good live miputes, the Chinese boy
hzard roinething like this:

* Please, saire, I am a pig, thow art a g, he is a pig!
Ah, sacre, I am smothaire! Oh, let me go, Mistaire Proul,
and I svaiee I o 1t nevaire once agam ! Yo are all zorry
he 15 a pig!  Mort de ma vie! I am strangle! Owm, ve
aire all sorry pigs, please, Mistaire FProut, ssire! Oh, mi,
I vas chalie! Bh, mi, mistaire sorry pig, [ svaire T hit you
no mose again vit a Aour-bag! Ah, I vill have r-revengn!
Please, zatre, lot us be pigs-pi-p-p-p !’ .

It was the weary voice of Monsicur Pierre, still endeavour-
ing to reprat his apology, and quite 1gnorant in his terror
that his tormentor had vanished leng age. The dread in-
spired by the stoorsman’s threats to hurl the slove at him
{twonty inen could not have donce 1t} had kept him fromn
lifting a fincer. There was a brief silence, and then the
weird babbling began again,

“Ah, mistpire please pig!
I_":I

Ching-Lung grinned  an
cautiously into the galley.

sacre, I e, 1 cholke, pig,

unholy and  peoped

grim,

contalned In this wesk's
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* HiI'* he shouted.

. The weird figure, draped in the Hour-bag, zank upon ite
neas.

“0Oh; Mistaire Prond," wailed Monsisur Pierre, ‘*forgive
me and eot me free! Ah, oui, thon was a pig-—"’

Ching-Lung scented ﬁﬁmethin%warth having. He uttered
& terrible roar, imitating Tom Prout's bellow te perfection.
The horrified oook grovelled at his feet.

“What !"” yelled the Chinete boy. “ You dare to call me
a mfi? Oh, T'll throttle you "'

“"Merey, merey ! I am bewilder! I am dead!
not vat I epeak, saire ! Oh, forgive me, saire!”

Ching-Lung giggled, and performed & noiseless dance,
significant of huge delight.

“ All right,” he roared. “1'll let you off I )

“ Oh, t'ank vou—t'ank you !’ moaned Monsieur Plerre,

“Yeu just wait a bit!”" went on Ching-Lung. * ¥You have
called me & pig! That is an insult that can only be wiped
out—-"'

“Not in blood " moaned the shivering cook. *f Mercy,
Mistaire Prout! I no fightaire! Oh, mi! Oh, mi!"

“Not in bloed,’” reared Ching.-Lung; ‘*but in beef !”

“Yes, yee! Ah, oui, oui!” i )

“In beel, T tell you. You cook two big steaks with plenty
of 'taters at once. Don't let anyone know. Bmuggle them
into the swimming-bath, and put them on the diving-board
with twoa platea [f thoee steaks are tough, I'll come back
and murder you! I'll give you twenty minutes to <o "em.
When you hear the galley door close, count filty slowly, and
then you can taka off that bag !

Ching-Lung stole away, cloring the door violently after
lim, and ecught cut Eric Hagensen. Erie's grin grew wider
and wider a5 be listened to the story. . ]

“He do it not,” eaid the MNaorwegian boy, shaking his
head. s

Crafty Ching-Lung had dropped back into his pigeon-
English at once.

“You waitee bit, Elic?’ he squeaked. * If de steakees
not dere we makee him sitee u?. I wonde] what cle Thomas
Plout do to himee. He jabbel, jabhel allee de timee "Bout
pi We goee and takee a lise out of Tom now "

%ﬂ;{:ut. was in a vecant cabin, taking a well-earned rest.
His head ached terribly after the awful concoction he had
unconeciously drunk, and he was pale and shaky. His voice
had Jest all its lustinees when, in answer to a timid knock,
he shouted o feeble:

* Come in " " :

Ching-Lung opened the door, looking terribly grave and
sLlarmn.

" Mr. Plout, I plesume?" he said,

The etrersman stared.

“Oh?" he gasped. " You presume, Jo you, Chingt
Great pip, what's happened? Don't you know me?”

Ching-Lung waved one yellow hand contemptucusly.

“Oncen "pon & time,”’ suid Ching-Lung sadly, I honoul
you wid my acquaintanee. 1 iink you a genelum. Dat allea
paet 1"

“*What are you driving at?’

e ‘iéf'hat. have 1 done?"” j
hing-Lung sighed wearily, and wagred his pigtail.

“You ackes 5&1‘.? Oh, j&ﬂ:llﬂﬂ-, shamee ! F tink you a
penelum, and I mistook. Falewell! Hencefolth we are
stlangers I

Choking back a hitter seb, Ching-Lung glided towards the
door. Tom Prout wae very ill indeed, but he could not
stard thie. He seized the Chinese boy by the pigtail, and
jerked him back vielently.

““Here,” he bellowed fiercely, “you just talk straight,
and explain yourself ! What's yer game I”

Ching-Lung buried his face in the handkerchief with the
border of pink dragons, and wept bitterly.

g '1']*1’1'::}1 are a cowald,” he sobbed, "*and—arnd & badee ole
Ul .

** Hi," gasped the astonished steereman, *dror it mild '

" ¥eu goee and bully a pool lily Flench chapee not halfee
voul size !”

Tromn Prout began to see,

“Whv, Ching,” he roared, “you ain’t poin’ back on me
for & bit"of a joke like that, are you? I jest axed him for
a bit of grub and a eplash of rum, and he banged me over
the kead with a bag and cureed me cruel. 1 only made him
apologise and find the tuck. Oh, goodness, I wish I'd never
tasted that rum! It's made me bad ™

Ching-Lung began to see now. With a look of horror on
Iig fuce he let Eall the handkerchief,

" Let me smell your breff I'* he gasped.

"E’.“.nfﬂ for 7 y gasp

“0h, don't askee me,” eaid Ching-Lung, wringine hi
I‘:ﬁ{‘pﬁa—“ -ﬂﬂﬂ’ti askoe me! Let m:d amElIg-E. ]ﬁ Blg s

‘he amazed steersman  open 13 enormous :
Ching-Lung staggered back u!;a*h a etiffed ecream. g

“You poisoned!” he moaned. “You deadee! Qle
Bovlil swore fo do ft! You not lives two days!”
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Prout’s eves dilated with horror.

“I knowed there was something wrong with the rum all
t[w tizne ! he howled. * I never felt s-::rg)ad in my life. If
I've got to peg out, I'll kill that mossoo fust! Get ocut of
my way "

He made a mad rush for the door, but Ching-Lung waved

him baclk,

M ¥ou waitee lily bit, Thomas. Ole Bovlil him ragin
wildée. Him tellible chapee when him in a lage. He iﬁ}&%
you insultes him, and him going to muldel you. He look-
mg now fol you in the fo'¢'s'le wid tlee pistols and a gleat
big sxe. You lie low, and I talkee him ovel. 1 got somes
ting dat stopee de poisonee you takes. Dlink it off I

Tom Prout looked doubtful as Ching-Lung held up a little
%}_ﬂ-’ﬁﬂ bottle filled with some jet-black fHuid, oneieur

ierre's ﬁfﬂ.ﬁs of rum hed utterly shattered his strong

4

nerves. His disordered imagination pictured the chef t
ing round: the ship in search of h o 5 the. tasth,

like some famous fire-eater of old.

- :.:; E’ﬂ:*aaﬁn h::tra!_., ﬂi;ﬂ]g!" ha‘fai-rl. “T feel &0 mortal bad
wldn § fight a cat—just as if I wae poing to out. If

that etuff keeps the ps:-'}mn from Imwiiﬁg n%a uvﬁi}g I'l] talk

to the Frenchs to-morrow. Send the doctor round, like s

E‘ﬂ:?dﬁhﬁp. and keep mossco quiet. Have I to drink it all?”
Evely dlopee,” said Ching-Lung,

The steersman drained the bottle, turned black in the
face, burst into a fit of coughing, and then eat down. It was
thﬁ most horrible concoction that ever a man taeted,

U ¥ou feeles bettel aftel dat!" squeaked Ching-Lung,
“Mind you lockee de dool.”

Eric had been listening at the keyhole,

¥ What dot stuff in de bottle ™' he inquired. * Dot him
m?‘kg ]lmk fitrl:l.'rln%"] = : '

_Unly a lily harmless medicine of my ownee,” answered
Ching-Lung, with a grin. “It do him a lotee of 1. It
a mixtule o Epsomee ealts and gunpowdel, wid & lily dlop
of ink! Comee ‘lonpg! De eteaks getting coldee.”

They stole towa the dark swimming-bath, and Ching-
Lung lighted a stump of candle. Monsieur Pierre had kept
his promise, and the two plump steaks were delicion
tender. A pannikin of water from the fresh-water tnni
ﬁng'fe:d down the repast. Then Erie asked the usual ques-

“ What we do now 1"

mg-Lung was never at a loss. He wrinkled his fore
hea{{} Iprhn. moment.

“ 1 tinkwe not quitee finishee wid Mr, Plout yetes, Elie 1"
-lui: squeaked. ﬁ'l‘l'ﬂu waites at de galley dool, E;nd I go up

LESREE. &n FOU €68 mMe waves Hlippel, telles de
cool? chepes dat Mr. Holton wanteo li:?m ;ﬁp ﬂ::ca in de
saloon—savvy ¥ He, he, he! You going to laugh fites to
bust ! Oh, dis bigee blain of mine I'”

The haplesa steersman, with achin
head, ay moaning in his cabin. Buddenly, from outside, he
heard a bloodthirsty scraping of knives and the eocking of
pistol-triggers.  Ching-Lung made the terrifying seunds
with his throat,

‘" Oh, crumbs " moaned the steereman, in s cold perspiras
tien.  “It's the Frenchy ! He's scented me !

Aha " eried the cook’s voice. [ haf scent you !
cowur-rd ! Aha, villain—cochon—pig of an Englecsh
I vill swim in your coward 'I:.Im}r[lI}! I vill carve you to
eatisage-meat!  Fierre Bovrille is nevaire insult witout
r-revenge ! Come forth, r-raseal, and 1 glay you I"

There was another vicious seraping of knives, and Prout
moaned :

“* Put it off till to-marrer, do! T ain't fit to fight now ™

“ Aha, nig, you ehrink, you tremble! Aha, you Engleesh

dog! T will br-reak down ze door and slay you! Aha, son
of a fat vashervoman——"

'1‘}]1.3 Jast word was enough, and Tom Prout leapt from his
Wk,
" Washerwoman ' he roared, rushing towards the locked
door. ' Pl rn:mg!gr_}'er.’ If you'd got a bloomin' Maxim
un or & ton of lyddite out there, I'd mangle yor! Look out
or & hearthquake !'

_ Ching-Lung waved both arms frantically, and Eric rushed
into the galley. The message was ro urgent that monsieur
came abt a run just as the end of Ching-Lung's pigtail
vanished into the gloony fo’c’'s'le, and the unhappy cock ran
blindly into the enraged steersman’s armas.

“ Washerwomen [ hissed Tom Prout. * Oh, I've got yer
now, my beauty "

Biff] biff! bif! Cries of agony rayers in broken
English rang through the corridor. In the dark forecastle
Ching-Lung, with both hands pressed to his sides, danced a
fiendith dance, and choked with delight,
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im, armed to the teeth,

liver and throbbing

Aha,
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Shanghal at Last—Ching-Lung Visits His Cousin Fat-Fin-
Yow, Who Glves a Banquet in His Honour—Master and
Pupil--Tom Prout and Ben Maddock See Snakesz.

At midnight Forvers Lord donned his diving-suit, and dis-
appeared into the black waters s imysteriously as he had
emerged from them. He left Rupert no further orders, but
merely told him to be cautious. Though Rupert knew the
other vessel must be close at hand, he did nob catch a single
glimpse of her. All the millionaire's actiong were veiled in
an ageravating mystory. Thurston, from the saloon, watched
his lamp fude and dwindle until its feeble gieam vanished
from sight. .

“ Mystery  upon  mystery,”  he muttered, closing the
shutters. I wonder if I shall ever win his confidence?”

On the 24th the Lord of the Deep came to rest in sixteen
fathoms two miles outside Shanghai. The vessel was two
days bolore her time, and there were groans in the fo'c's'le
at the thought of forty-cight hours of inaction.

YT tell yer wot it is,”" said the bo’sun to Tom Prout.
"“I'm gottin’ sick o' this. Now, whon I signed that paper it
read : “And I salemnly swear not to go ashore at any civilised
port for two years after this date, except by special per-
mission.” Now, that's "of, ain't it? I'd give both cyes to
stretch my legs. By thunder, it's gettin' tinn™!™

Prout polished his bald heund, and nodded.

“ As vou say,” he roarcd, " it’s "ot—real torrid, Ben! DBut

ou must sec, my pal, it ain’t like it was when that brute

rethvick commanded. My, 'Orton is & real gent, and so's
Mre. Thurston—a reu'lar true blue. If you was to ax 'em
now—-—"

“Ax em verself!” snapped Maddock. M You're third
officer, ain't yer®'

The steorsman did not deny it, bat he shrank from the task.
Auddenly he had a bright inspiration.

“1'vp got an idea, Ben.”

“ Then ‘ang on ter it tight,"” growled the bo'sun, ** and don’t
let it escape. It's the fust ver ever ’ad, and if @ gets awey
yer might nover get another all yer life. Wot is it?”

“We'll get Ching to ax Ben. He'll do it like a shot: Why,
*fara he 15! Hi, Ching "’

Ching-Lung entered the conning-tower head downwards,
having mounted the steps on his hands. He turned a somer-
sault, and fell with his full weight on Ben Maddock’s itoes.
Though the bo'sun experienced a deal of pauin, he
beamed upon Ching-Lung. for to offend the Chinese boy
then wu}ulﬁm’{- been fatal,

“'Ere, Ching " roared Prout. * I've got a cigar for you "
2 :‘ And 'ere's a fow o' them cigarettes yer likes,™ said the

o'sun.

Ching-Lung giggled as he pocketed the gifts, but he was
not dc-fni\rc-dnsb:.r tiuis lavish outburst of genercasity. He kissed
the top of the stecrsman’s shiny head, and then, placing an
unlighted cigarette close to that same gentloman's rather
ruddy nose, puffed out a cloud of smoke. Maddock screamed
with laughter.

“Why, Tom,"” he said, “ yer nose must be red-"ot! Why,
*o's lighted "is cigarette at it!"”

“ Not z0 "ot as your 'air!" roared Prout. 'It's a wonder
it don’t set the ship afire. Listen to me, Chingy!™

He explained to the Chinese boy that he and Maddock
wished to go ashove for a bit of fun.

“You wantee mo askee Mr. Thulston——ch?  Allee
lightee, you no wolly "bout it. I goee wid vou, and show
vou loundee. I tlot off at oncee and axce him. Solly I
havee to go likee dis, but I gotee colns on bofe feets. Good-
bye, my loved ones!” . . .

Ching-Lung calmly turned himself upside-down, blew a kiss
to asch, and vanished down the ladder on his hands.

Thurston was sitting with his feet on the table, studying
the codesignal book, when a strange apparition appeared in

doorway.

It was a cloud of smoke, from which protruded two hands
and two naked feet. The feet were uppermost, but if the
weird vision possessed a body at all, the veil of smoke, which
in some mysterious manner ¢clung about it, hid it from sight.
The horrible thin%} waddled forward, and the right foot laid
.2 sorap of paper before the commander of the Lovrd of the
De-e% On the paper was scrawled in a schoolboy hand:

** Plaze, s1r, me want to go to ¢ mi kuzzen, Fat-Fin-Yow.—
With luv.™ ]

“ Laok here, Ching-Lung,” said Rupert sternly, ‘ that is
certainly a very clever trick—perhaps the cleverest I've ever
seen : but the forecastle 15 the place for it. I don't want the
saloon poisoned with your vile tobacea!™

“Mea velly solly, sil™ sgueaked Ching-Lung, as he
emerged from his smoky mantle. * Dat mighty smalt trick,
and takee long timee to lealn. He, he, he! Excuse me !

Rupert glanced at the paper.

2 'lpsu’m a fAne chap to spell,” he said, with an amused
laugh. ** What does all this mean®”

era was & cigar-box on the table, and Ching.-Lung
TaHE Maower LisrarT.—No. 176.
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drawn his head through the eollar of his blouse,

cautiously stretched out hiz hand. A cigar crawled like a
living thing out of the box and disappeared up his slecve,
followad by two more in quick suceessinn.

“(Jh, datee mean me wantee go ashole, and see my
cousin, Fat-Fin-Yow," answered the Chinesa boy blandly.
““ Him velly lich and fatee. Him a melchant and & mandalin,
and tladee in bilds"-nests fol making soup. Mae boan Shanghai
Iots and lots of timees, Mr. Plout and Mr, Maddock wantee
zo wid me, please, sil.  Me not zes darling ole Fat-Fin fol
ninety-tlee yeals. You not sayee no®’ A

Hupert only wished he could pay the town a visit himself;
but he was afraid to leave the Hﬁi[‘r, far at any momont a
message might arrive from Ferrers Lord. He know, from
the seanty news Lord had given him concerning the state of
affairs in China, that Shanghai was quiet,

“Well, Ching,” he said, T will sprak to Mr. Horton, and
if he has no objection, neither have I. Both Maddock and
Prout deserve a short holiday. If Mr. Horton gives his
consent, remomber the two men are in your charge, and if
anything happens to them I will never forgive you. ¥ou
must not be away more than six hours.”

Ching-Lung beamed with delight, for he felt sure Ned
Horton would give his permission. In his joy, he decided to
call upon Monsieur Pierve in the galley. The cook was peel-
ing potatozs, and humming a little French song. There was
a horrible crash :::utsjc:lent,ile door, which made Pierre leap
into the air.

“ Mer-rey I" gasped the Frenchman, “ Here go all my
lates! A r-f zay vill all be smash! Oh, my! Vat has
Ea pen?’ )

Ei couple of huge piles of plates had been placed outside

the door ready for arransement on the shelves. Monsicur
Pierre rushed out, wringing his hands in dismay. The whoio
corridor was littered with crockery, and in the midst lay
something that made Monsicur Picrre's eyes bulge out liico

a anail's ] o o
“Quel horreur? ho shrieked. * Vat i3 it dat it 187 Oh,
my, oh, my1 Itisa led cortpae!"
ﬁ looked like a mangled corpes, certainly. A ghastly knifa

lay beside the body, and the body wes headless, and twisted
in{-& the most horrible shape. The Frenchman, in the semi-
darkness of the corridor, saw the bloodstained neck from
which the head had besn severed. He did not look round for
the head. Chill with horror, he fled back into the galley
?nd ]ﬁhﬁd the door. Then he began to dance about and ,wki
or aid,

“Oh, my—oh, my! Zey haf mur-rderer Ching-Lung!
Holp—help® Ze ha¥ chop off ze head of him! orrour !
Vat a crime! giu:*—rder-r! Oh, my! Bend for ze police-
mana! I am zeeck—T faint! Oh, my! Mur-r-der-r! Halp!”

The moment the terrified cook began to dance and shrielk,
the twisted corpse in the corridor jerked itself into a very
lively attitude, and Ching-Lung sat up with a grin. He had
tied & piece of red flannel over his coiled pugtail, B,n:ld thi{;n

n tna
half-light of the corridor the red flennel had looked tervibly
rhastly, and the bloodstained knife had added wonderfully to
the whole gruesome reality of the trick,

“ Me bettel slingee my hook,” murmured Ching-Lung, *“ and
leavoe ole Flﬂncﬁ}' chap to explainee, He, he, he! DPletty
smalt to knockee allee dat clockely ovel, and not bleakee a
ting."”

I.'L!I-Dlh, my """ shrieked Pierre's agonised voice. ' Zey hall
mur-r-det-r Ching-Lung! Zsy haf chop him all up to mince-
meat! Zey haf cut off ze hands and 2ze face of him! Bend
for ze fire-stations—I mean ¢ police-stations and zo escapca!’

Ching-Lung executed a series of rapid catherine-wheels.

“Wall?" eried the steersman and bo'sun in a breath.

“Tt alles lightee,” replied Ching-Lung airily. * Mr,
Thulston have givee me pelmission to take bofe you lily
children ashole, and treat you to toffee. I expectee I have lo
takoe you in de pelambulater, and not folgetee youl feeding-
bottles. He, he, he! Hallo! Whateo dat?™

“ Mur-r-der-r!"”" The ery came faintly to their ears. * Oh,
my! Soend for ze police-courts!” ,

‘““ Ola Bovlil," said Ching-Lung, with a wink. * Yea should
watches him, Mr. Benjammy. o dlinking veili;‘ velly much

too muchee. He potee delelium tlemens. e saw dent
corning on longee ago. You better ﬁaee. Mr. Plout.”

“ Oh, my! Ze mangle cor-rpse! e all chop up!”’ wailed
the cook.

Prout and Maddock stared at one another, and then at
tha Chinese boy, but Ching was quita grave.

“He wvelly likely mincing a toughee chicken,"” murmured
Ching-Lung.

“ "Il mince him!"’ roared the stecrsman, ' Look here,
Chingy, you've boen too smart for us all the trip. You
played me up proper that night you said the Frenchy waa
going to murder me. I don't want to make a fool of mnyself
again, so if you've been larking, just say so.”

Ching-Lung gipgled. .

i W&%'I," he answered, “‘since you so polites, Thomas, I

tained In this week's
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tellce you. I did havee a lily joke wid ole Bovlil, but nuffing
to makee him hollel, I just letea him see me likee dat.™

In o twinkling Ching-Lung bad whipped gut knife and
flannel, and a headless, distorted body lay on the floor of the
conning-tower. It was so sudden and so realistic, even in the
stronger light, that for a moment both men stared aghast.
Then they held their sides, and shrieked with laughter.
B:] ’dﬂn’t- wonder he hollered!”” zaid Prout. ‘Do you,

n?

Maddock didn’t, but gave it as his opinion that, as the ship
wasn't a blessed monkey-cage, he'd etrell down and twiet
the cook’s head off. By the use of a good denl of strong
langunge and some violence, he managed to persuade the
cook that, as Ching-Lung was at that moment alive and
well in the conning-tower, it was rather unlikely that he
could be dead flive minutes before.

“ Zen 1t ves a vision " Eﬂﬁp&d the cook. " It terrify me—
il shock me to ze soul. Oh, my! Do not leafe me, suire,
until I shall recovaire! Aha-r-r! Ching-Lung, he is dead!
I tell vou vy ze poor lad is dead. Ze vision nevaire lie. Ven
‘0u see Somevun d in a vision zey sure to dic kveck.

clas! He shall not live for long!™

Maddock shook his big fist in Monsieur Pierre's face.

“ And that's another wision!” he bellowed. ' When you
pee that wision it means that if you talk any more of your
gilly tomfoolery you'll get hammered with this partic'lur
wiston. Tunder! Are you a man, or your own blessed
grandmother? Just get on with yer cookin’, or you'll see
etare instoad of wisions "

But monsieur was not convinced. 8in-Ho, Lord's Chinese
servant, whom Ching-Lung had ousted from the seloon, now
helped in the galley. Every five or ten minutes Monsieur
Picrre sent him out to see whether his rival was still alive,
:o cortain was he that poor Ching-Lung was doomed to meat
a sudden and vielent end. )

To the huge delight of Thomas Prout & Co., Ned Horton
saw no reason why they should not have a run on shore. It
was impoasible m{;-rin;; the vessel to the surface before dark.
on sccount of the risk of being seen, and the day seemed
terribly long, Neither of the men visited the iown, and
they questioned Ching-Lung about it, ‘

“ Oh, it allee lightee [ said Ching-Lung. ** Not a bad kind
of placce. I takee you to sce my cousinee, Fat-Fin-Yow.
You waitee bit, and den you know. He, be, he! Oh, de
lubly glub you getes at old Fat's house! Oh, it a lubly
tleat! You waites!” ; 4

To their disgust it was raining heavily when night came—
& straight, drenching rain, but luckily no wind. They took
the dinghy, and rowed tewards the clustering lights of the
town. %upert, thinking good-naturedly that there would be
little enjoyment in prowling round a foreign town at m ht,
hasd given a full twenty-four hours’ leave, and advised them
to o direct to the Wen-hi Sailors’ Home to sleep.

But Ching-Lung bhad other views. As he eent the bont
fying through the masses of thipping, he pointed forward.
'"I%a.t where old Fat livee,” he said.

A row of lighte flashed through the darkness,

“Why,” roared Prout disappointedly, " that's only a
blegsed {matl I thought we was going ashore I

 Ta-mollow, my sweetlips!”” chuckled the Chinese boy;
“but mot to-mightce, unless old Fut-Fin-Yow at homee in
‘ams palace. Sometimes he livee on de watel, sometimee on
de lund. It not safee for foleign debils to go in de townee
at nicht.”

“1 don’ mind,” growled the bo'sun,

ange.
GFPY?E: get dat allee lightee, you bet,"” squenked Ching-

ung. , .
LTc?m Prout’s look of disappointment wanished as the boat
drew alongeide the junk. It was not the miserable eraft he
had thought, but 2 huge, mastless sampan, loaded with
flowers, whose sweet scent reached him gyatefully. There
were soven glazed and curtained windows in the junk’s sid
through which s brilliant lizht poured. Ching-Lung 4
the painter of the boat to the mangway.

w ¥ u-dal-lal-lu-liety I he called,

A window above them opencd, and a head appeared.

“Good placious!” said a groff voice, ' Good glacions,
mussy L. ]

Cl'lg.lng-l'mng gabbled something in Chinese, and the head
was withdrawn. . _ .

“ (e Fat himee at hiome,” said the Chinese boy, turning
to his companions, ' ¥You bofe justee follel me mn, and I

inteljooce you.”
"He i the ladder, and the next moment Tom

“so long as I gets

ded .
P.E;St t;]i}:ii Mad“nck were shaking hands with Fat-Fin-Yow,

Exq. e was a little, fat Chinee, with a grest, flat, pood-
hu%muu&d face, and his moustache had two long ends that
came down to his waist. On his head he wore a very
battered white beaver hat. There was a hole in the crown,
through which his pigtail emerged and dangled behind him.
He had an eyerlass screwed into his left eye, and a mighty
wart on the side of his little snub-nose,
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“ Good glacious me!" he kept saying, as he danced round
them wrmgm,(.';] their hands—"" gpood glacious mussy '’

That was all the English Mr, Fat-Fin-Yow had ever
learned ; but acﬁnnaigﬂ further than words. When Ching-
Lung had said that Fat-Fin was a dealer in birds’-nestz he
had not told the whole truth. Fat had once been favourite
inggler to the fickle Empress, and was a master of his ert.
for some reason he had been banished fromn the Court at
Pekin: but he guickly gave the two sailors s sample ¢f his
shill. Clon-Lung had been his p-u;fi]:.

* Drink, Ching?’ he asked in Chiness,

Ching-Lung nodded.

* Bmoke ™

Ching-Lung nodded agam.

“Good glacious ! said Fat-Fin-Yow.

He put his hund into his pocket and offered Ben Maoddock
a cigar. The bo'sun was about to take it, when suddenly the
cizur disappeared, and a whole box of cigars came in plave of
it. Maddock was stapgpered.

“Why you not havee one?’ sgqueaked Ching-Lung. ' Dey
allee Hghtee, Den you petee a dlink."

The bo'sun took one very gingerly, us ¥f he were alraid it
were going to explade. On the contrary, i wos an excellenk
cigar. 'The very next moment Fat-Iin-Yow made a wild
cluteh in the air, laid two glasses on a little straw-table, and
then, clutching Ching-Lung's pigtail, Eﬂinted Joyously to a
bottle of whisky dangling from the end of it,

** Oh, he a champion4" said Ching-Lung. *' Ole Fat mighty
clebber. He teacliee me allee my tlicks. You justec tly dat
R‘his!-r:;, swoethealts, Why, you potee nowherce to sitee

nwn“‘“

“*Good glacious mussy ' szaid Fat-Fin-Yow, when Ching-
Lung pointed out the lack of zitting accommodation.

“ ook outee ™ shouted Ching-Lang.

TProut and the bo'sun were not nmimble enough. T'at-Fin
waved his hand, and two short-legged, l&ather-mmi;ﬁ.u stools
came rushing through the air. One fell on Prout’s d, and
the second whizzed past and struck Mr. Benjamin Maddock
in the stomach and made him wrathful,

“ Look heove, Ching,” he bellowed, ™ I reckon this is a fine
show, but I sin't an Aunt Sally! You just tell old
flat-mug there to mind where he pitches the furniture, or Fil
raise lumps on his face, d’ye hesr?”’

Ching-Lung grinned, end translated the polite remark,
Fat-Fin locked horrified, and made abject apologies for his
clumsiness,

“* What does the old ape say?’ asked Prout, rubbing his
bald head.

08, him say him velly solly! It allee a laxident, De
spilites whatee obey Fat-Fin mistakeen de oldel. Dew t'ink
him meance fetehee de stool: and chuckee ‘em at de foleign
debhils. Ob, he tellible, olful, hallible, beastly solly, Ein't
you, Fat?™

" Good glacious mussy I said Fat-Fin-Yow,

His pigtail stood erect above the old white hat, and, as he
bowed his regrets, his eyeglass kept jumping from one eye
to the other.

“It's all right, old buck " roared Prout. ** You're a jolly
old bounder, you are! Try some whisky, Ben? My heye,
we've drop into strange company 1’

S0, with cigars alight and glasses filled, they sat down lo
enjoy the rest of the performance,

““Deo nextes t'ing on de ploglamme,” explained Ching-
Lung, "1s to showee you howeo we get dinne] Jehdy in China,
Dere will be no collection aftel dis, Are you leady, Fat-Fint
Nowee we off I

It was 8 most weird and amazing performance. Ching-Lung
waited as if ready to catch something, and an instant later
he clutched a tablecloth, wiich he sEread ont with a single
jertk on the carpeted floor. Then Fat-Fin kept him busy
Jugs, glasses, dishes, cups, plates,” and knives and forks, chop-
sticks, bread, and fruits were flun.g at him like lightning,
thﬂuﬁiz where they came from was a mystery.

“Ders yon am, pentlemanses,” said Ching-Lung calmly,
“dinnel leady. Bolly we suchee a long timee"

Prout and Maddock squaticd down and sniffed the savoury
stoam that rose from the varvious dishes, Soup came first, and
tha bo’sun swore he’d never tasted anything like it in his life.
As it happened to be made out of & puppy, doubtiess Ben-
jamin spoke the truth. After that came more soup, then
fowls stewed with rice, excellent fish, then sweet cakes and
fruit, and last of all coffes

Both the sailors did themselves more than justice, especiall
Mr. Prout. IHe got so festive at lost that he poked the 'mfiaji
Fat-Fin-Yow pgaily i the ribs, which made that gentleman
choke with !aug‘}hier_, and almost swallow his chopsticks. The
steersman cast longZing eyes on one covered dish, wondering
what dainty morsels were hidden there, but the dish was not
uncovered. At last Prout Glled his glass,
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# Ching., Ban, andd friomd Wat,” he roaaved, Y onnsed as [ am
to public zpeakin’, I rises now on one of the "appicst moments
of my lifo to ax you to drink the eavty 'ealth of ocur new
hut beloved pat Fat,  Tat, youw're a jouil " (Here he slapped
tho Chinaman on the back with terrthe foreo) " As [ savs,
Fat's a bit of orlrite. He ain’t rot a wery 'andzome kind of
a mug, but "3 'eark is theve.  LDirink!

Tom Prout sab down amid great applavse from Ching-Long
and Den Maddock, Fat-Fin seemed to realise the sitnation.
Tho steersman was reaciliing over fo  again thomp lam
encowcaginzly on the back, when Fuat-Fin bounced uap un-
ospectedly to reply. The conzequence was that Prout's fist
crashied down on the crown of the white hat, and knocked
it liard and Fast over Fat-FFin's vyes,

Ben Maddock shriclked with lauglter, bt the langhter died
on lhis lips. Fat-Fin, unable to see, rot hia feet entangled in
the tublecloth, and crashed at Full length into the very midst
of the plates and glasses. The cover of the mysterious dish
fell off, and a dozen wrigeling, lhissing snakes swarmed out.
Yealls of horror mingled w:th the hissing, and the lamp was
knocked down.

Muddeek and Prowt burrowed undor the tablecloth, and
ghrioked for help in agonisad tones. In the darkness, chuck-
ling softly, Fat-Fin-Yow and Ching-Lung crept away.

The Ball at the Russian Embassy — Rupert Thurston
Receives Two Shocks in Rapld Successlon.

The futal day, so long locked forward to, dawned at last
over the Yellow Sea, and still Rupert hod heard nothing
from Ferrers Lord, His orders were to meet the millionaire
on the twenty-sixth in Bhanghai, and nothing more. But
Bhanrhal is & huge town, and Ferrers Lord had mentioned
neither time nor place. Thurston paced thoughtfully up and
down the saloon, wondering what course he must take., The
orders were so vague it was dificult to decide.

He pressed the :-in-ing. and the shutters of the window fell
aside noiselessly. Rupert sprang forward. Fastened to the

ne outside was a piece of rubber, on which was written,
rerrera Lord's clear hand:

“Ball at Russinn Embassy tq«ight- nine o'clock. Show
your card, and you will be admitted, Bring six men armed
to escort you back at midnight. Evince surprise at nothing
vou se¢ or hear,—F. L."

Mystary ngain. Rupert was wearving of this everlasting
myatery. IHo was uneasy, too, for UCling-Lung, Prout, and

addock were still abzent, and their ferm of g&m-a had ex-

ired the previous night. He was afraid some accident had
]:nppnned to them, for he trosted them too well to think that
they woold break rules wilfully. :

Ha showed the message td Horton, and asked him what he
thought of ikt

“Well, eir,” said the
brawny diver, ‘it eavs aa
much as it wants to say, and
nothing more. You'ra to
aftend the ball, take six
men with you, and, if you
happen to see anything out
of the common, you've got
to keep a straight [ace.
You'll find out more when

u get there, Euess.

hristopher ! It's no good
worrying about 1it.  I'll
astay and look after the
ship, and if fhose thres
chaps turn up, and can't
give a excuse, ['ll have
thein Aogged.”

It was nearing o quarter-
past oicht when the launch
moved away from the Lord
aof the Deep.  Rupert wora
a dark macintosh over hia
avening <lothes, and the
men with him carried re-
volvers. Ten minutes brousht
thermr to the guay. At the
head of the oozy stens they
saw the Haszsh of carriage.
Jamps, and & man ap-
proached them. ¥ven in
*he gloom Rupert recognised
Farrers Lord’s livery.

“Mr. Thurston, I pre-
gume, sir "' said the man.
" Yes."

$r and his teeth clenched with
- e A snap.  Standing among
e the palms, and chatfing

T waz zent 2 meet vou with the carrlace. You nead not
tronble about your men. My, Fervers Lord bms made arrange-
ments. "

Rupert siepped into the careiage, on whose panals the
mitlionaive’s mwonogram was blazoned. The horses galloped
forward  throveh  the wparrow, garbage-strewn streets of
Shanghai. At last it passed between two tall gate-pillars, amd
the syualid gloom of the sircets was chan '\Eﬁ, as if by the
tonch of o magician, inte fairvland.

Lhey were in the beautiful gavdens of the Russian Embassy,
Clhinese lanterns, hanging like lustrous jewels fron every tres,
shed their soft light down vpon marble tables and laughing
Eroups of men and women, From the ball-voom came the
faint hum of musie and voices.

The carrage halted, and Rupert ascended the steps. Two
sentries armed with rifles were puardine the door.  Both
satuted as he passed, and, Feeling cortain that the face of one
of them was familiar, he shot a quick glance over his shouldor.
The man was Tom Prout.

Bupert had no time to speenlate upon the oddness of ths
thing. Before he knew it he was in the ball-room, marching
between two rows of merrymakoys,

' Monsieur Rupert Thurston " announced the footman.

Sparkling with jewels, the Countess Maraviteh, wiis of tha
Russian Ambassador, waited to receive him. Bhe was a hand-
come, dacl-haired woman, and she welcomed him in French.

“Lam charmed to zee you, M’sieur Thurston,” she said —
““charmed! Any friend of Prince Tu-Li-Hoan ts not only my
friend, but the friend of Russia. Ah, the dear prince, how
e must love vou! He called you his dear Bupert in his
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letter.  Of course, vou are tutor te his sweet boys. You
dnnf-i;, of course, and the prince told us on no account to waik
for him,  Woe shall begin in a moment. Let me introduce you

te Lady Viclet Leloraine—a fellow countrywoman.”

Thurston did not hear her last words as she bustled away.
Ha was too amazed and punzzled to listen.

By Jove," he muttered, *‘ this s a pretty mix-up! Hera
I am under falso colours, supposed to be the friend of soms
confounded Chinese prince, or his tutor, or both. Well, I'n
hanged! Let's see, what was it Lord said! Evince surpriza
at nothing you sec or hear. Wall, I'll try my best, but-——
Great Scott!™

The Countess Maravitch was advancing  towards  him,
accompanied by a tall, elegantly-dressed 'wf. Rupert set his
teeth, and dug his nails into the palms of his hands. The girl
was the Lady Vielet, niece of Ferrers Lord. Like a man in
dream, he heard the countess introduce lLim. A moment
later the music crashed out, and he was whirling down tha
ball-room with his arm round her ladyvship's waist. Fa
menaged to pull himself torsther.

“ How cool you are, Mr. Thuraton! T quite expected you
to spoil everything by locking amazed. By the way, when
we reach the corner, glance
into the alcove.”

Rupert turned

hiz  hend
and glanced

into an aleove,

ﬁ&i!y with the Countess
faravitch, wae [Michael
Scaroff. He lifted his blua
eyes and bowed mockingly
as Thurston and his partnee
whirled past.

“ What does it all mean ™
gasped Rupert. 1 shall
have a hard fight with my-
solf to keep my hands off
that fellow.”

“Perhaps you had better
be told,"” Lady Viclet an-
swered, “for you may not
be proof agsinst a thied
shock. We are almost the
only Engiish peaple hera ex-
cept a few gicls and harm-
less voung moen.  The rest
are Russiana and French
peaple, This 13 not a plea-
sure ball, but a conspiracy,
and we have been invited
merely as a bhind.™

= “ Barred by
mnewen— His People 1

Inour next week's
story is described the great
event of the Greyiriars
cricket season — namely,
the match with St. J:m's.
Bulstrode, the Ramove
crickst captain, Intends
to shine, but his hopes are
not realised. By a com-
bination of circumstances,
with which Billy Bunter is
not entirely nnconnected,
Bulstrode's father receives
a wrong impression, and
the one-time bully of the
ove is

¢ Barred by His People ™
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s anstalmeent of this aodvens
trere gerinl siexd wesk).
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ON

SALE !

3

New Additions to

“THE BOYS' FRIEND”

3d.

| COMPLETE LIBRARY.

Ask always for “The Boys’ Friend ” 3d. Complete Library 3

No. 1567 : “The Gypsy Earl?”
A Splendid, Long, Complete
Tale of Schoo! Life - - -
By David Goodwin.,

No.1568: “ The White King of
Africa.”” A Tale of Thr:limg
Adventure - - -
By Murray Graydun

No.169: "“The Voyage of the :

Vulcan.” A Magnificent, NEW,
Long, Complete Tale of Ad-
venture on Land and Sea -
By S. Clarke Hook.
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