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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ready to Celebrate.
LD TIIE[LE P said Huarry Wharton, with a great deal of

aatisfaction. I think that will do!™
“ 0, ripping ! said Frank Nugent.

Ancd DBob Cherry said:

" Btunning 1"

Te eortainly did look very nice.

 No. 1 Study, in the Remove passage, had beon made quita
lidv—newly swept and gurnished, so to speak. The fender
was bright, and the windows were clean, and the mantelpicee
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was dusted. The fender had been bright before, corvtainly,
and the windows were frequently clean, and the duster was
not unknown on the mantelpicce. But it waz very seldom
that they all bappened at once, as Nugent put it. No. 1
Study shone resplendent; and—crowning plory of all—theee
were fresh fowers in the milk-juy on the windowsill, and a
bunch of red rosea in the sulmorp-tin on the bookcase. Neo
wonder the chums of the Remove locked at the study with
pirle in their glance,

And that was not all. The table was laid—laid for a fecd—
and a feed of unusual magnificence. Ham and cges wero
common enough, so wore sardines, 0 were sced and curvant-
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eake. But a cold chicken, and a whole pineapple, gave dis-
tinction to the study table; and then thgre. H]'-:.E-l:t?ﬂ"ﬁ?ringucﬂ
and jum-puffs, and filberts and orangos,

It was guite an unusual celebration for Ne. 1 Study, and
fellows passing ulong the passage had looked in and inquired,
with surprise, what it was all sbour. Few guessed correetly.

" Marjorie coming over from CHf House!” John Bull
azked, as he paused in the passage and looked in,

Wharton shook his head,

L] H'}.jl

* Anybtdy’s birthday ™

“ Not that I know of.”

*LCome into a fortune?

* Mo, said Harry, laughing.

*“ Form-master coming fo tea?”’

“ My hat! Neo™

" Head dropping in by any chance?’

“ Not at all.™
" Then what on earth’s vp® demanded John Bull, stand-
ing in the doorway with his hands in his pockets—his usual
attitude—and surveying the study,

" Bulstrode's coming back 7

* Bulstrode 17

Y ?Ps.?.

“Well," said John Bull slowly, * 'm blowed 1™

Bull ought roally to have said that he was blown, if he made
e remurk ot all 3 but he was too surprised to be sramimatical,

Bulsirede, the captain of the Remove—the Lower Fourth at
Greyfrinrs—was not eminently popular, and especially in
No. 1 Study.  Bulstrode hed always besn tho bully of the
Remove, and he had become captain of the Form in che place
of Harry Wharton, by means that he was net disposed to
bosxst uhout. But it was noticeable Lhat sinee he had -been
Formecaptain & change for the better had eome aver Bul.
stroge ; and it was a groab surprise to the Remeove to see how
well e pulled with the junior he had supplanied in the
captagey.

And Bulstrode had been through a very “ rocky ™ time of
lake.  His young brother was no more: and that rorrible blow
had seemed to crumple Bulsirode up, He had been away
from Greyiviurs a great deal sines it ’had happened, but now
he was coming back agzsin. The fact that he was coming
haek again did not seem to affect the Remove generally very
much, and it certainty left the rest of Greyiriars quite eald.
But in Harry's Wharton's study o welcome was preparing.

John Bull stated that he wus * blowed,” and then be
whistled.

5o you are celebrating Bulstrode’s coming beek, are you?
e dernded,

“¥es, Why not?”

Johm Bull langhed.

“* Under the cires., T shouldn't expect you to,”” he said.
“ Many of the chaps have been saying that while Bulerrode’s
away, it's a chance for you to get back into your old posi-
lion,"’

Wharton shook his head. .

“If T try to do that, I shall do it while Bulstrode's here,
not while he's away,” he said. “But T don't intend to try,
for this term at least. Bulstrode's welcome to be cuptain of
the Remaove,”

“O course, we all felt sorry for him about his brother,™
John Bull remarked. I dom't know that I should pet
wildly enthusiastic, though, about hiz coming back., I don's
know that 1 should have thought of celebrating it.”

“Youn've ot toM

“ Eh??

“¥You're coming to 1ea,” said Harry Wharton, *You're
on my bst. We're poing to Bl the study as Tull as it will
Lall, you see, and you're ona of the guests.”

John Bull grinned.

* (Oh, all serene; T'll come!™

And he walked down the passape with his hands in hisg
aokets, A minute later Ifisher T. Fish, the American junior,
loered in.

“1 guess you look extira QUK. this afternoon ™' he remarked.
* Anvihing ont"

. " Balstrode's coming back.
Loa—23ix, Sl}ﬂ.l‘J‘J p?

I guess I'll come.™

“ 71 sav, you fellows—"" .

Bally Dunter insinwated himself into the doorway of the
studv, and blinked in throwgh his big spectacles. Fisher T.
Fish zrinned and walked on, leaving the ficld to the Owl of
the Beomove. Bunter's eyes almost started from Ios head at
the sight of the feed spread upon the table,

“T1 zaw, you fellows, 1 zee you're moing to have a feed,”
he ssid. T suppose you haven't forgotten that I used to be
in this study? . .

* Painful recolicctions like that aren’t easily got rid of,™
satd Nugzont, with o shake of the head.

* Oh, really, Nugent- —""
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We wanl you to mect him ab

Harey Whartpn pointed with his forefinger into the passape.
Billy Bunter blinked in the direction indicsicd, and then
blinked back at Wharton.

" What do you mean, Wharton{'"

Ti ::J.;rﬂﬂ:‘?:fli;;

i v, you know—"

* Buez off 1 g

* But I'm coming to the food.”

* Your mistake,”” said Bob Cherry blandle,

“0Oh, really, Cherry—=""

 Beat !’

“We'te gerimng up a little celebration to welcnme Bul-
strode,” zaid Havry Wharten, ** We want to have a choerful

rty, ot an exhibition of the gorzing powers of Willlam

eorge Banter, You can go Iuﬁir on.”

** Look here-—"
u:‘ﬂ'rw-e him a tin of sardines, and let him bunk,” said Beb

ETRY,

1 say, vou fellows—"

“You can't come! Will you have the tin of sardines, or
W?JI?"h you?" asked Bob Cherrv, picking up the tin from the
rable.

*Oh, cevtainly! DBut look here, T know vou're joking, I
kitow what you're petting up this feed for. " IUs not fr.:-rbBuT-
sivade ; you den't lLike the beast any more than I do. You
Enow who's coming.”

“* Ehim

1 suppose you know there’'s a new chup eoming into the
Remove?”

* Yes, 1 believe I've heard it mentioned,”” said Wharton
carelessly, ' Chap named Belsaver, or something.”

“¥es, He's o friend of mine,” said Bunter importantly.
“ He's a big chap—bigzer than Bulstrode—gs bir as lots of
fellows in the Fifth here. He's a fighting-man, too, T can tell
vodz,  He will be able to lick any chap in the Remove, And
le's a very intimate friend of mine. His father is a partner
of my father's.”

(3o hon!™

“*1 was thinking of having a bit of a feed rendr for him,”
aaid Bunter. ' I'm expecting a postal-erder, but there’s been
some deluy i the post, and I haven't got it vet. He'll ba
here by the five train, so there's no time to lose. Can any
of vou fellows lend me & sovereign®?

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ten bhob would do—"

*“(Go hon !

* Look hers” said Bunter, “T'1 1el vou what. I'll come
to tea with vou, and bring him. How do you Nke the idea??

= Not o hitle bit,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “* Wa
don’t know Bolsover ;: but if be's an intimote friend of yours,
I shpuld say he coukin’t be much clusa’™

* Oh, really, Whari o'

“ And we don't want any sirange dows in the konnel on an
occasion ke thie™ said 3‘33 Cherry. =

“Well, I'm not so very particolar sbout Bolsover coming,
but I'd like t0 come, and I think-—7"

*Will you bave the sardines, and buze? Or will vou have
a thick ear, and buzz?" asked Frank Nugen:,

**Oh, really, Nuge 2

“Cateh " said Bob Cherry, raising the tin in the air,

T Gh1 ?EE-HH [T

“You're pot.”

| Rt

'“'—-—-
Billy Bunter eanght the tin of sardines on his chest, and
staggered out of the deorway. The tin clattered on the floor,
atid Bunter sut on the mat, Bob Cherry kicked the door shut,

“ O™ gasped Bunter.

He atogwered to his fect. With one hand he grasped the
sardine-iin, ready to run: with the other he opened the
study 1:11::l-=:ar.1 ; He blinked in furiously at the grinning juniors.

* Brasts "
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I  Crack!

The two juniors’ heads came together with a report that could be heard across the hall, They yelled
together and struggled wildly to escape, but Bolsover's grasp seemed to be of lron.

““Ha ha, ha!”
*"You wait till Bolsover comes, that's all!
git up! DBeasts!™

And Billy Bunter rolled away down the pasaige, leaving
the chums of the Remove to finish their preparations for the
reception of George Bulstrode.

A e——

THEZ SLCOND CHAPTER,
The Bully!
FTHIE the train for Greviriars?

He'll make you

Bulstrode locked up.
The burly Remove fellow was seated in a corner of
a carriage, 1n a train that had just stopped at Court-
field Junction. DBulstrode was coming back to Grovfriers aftor
his holiday, and he had becn sitling in the carriage in a
thoughtiudl mood, and he did not even know the train had
atopped. He was thinking of Greyfriars, and that fast sad
seene in the sick-room of his young brother, and the cloud
was deep and dark upon his brow. He started out of his
gloomy reverie as a face looked in at the carriage window,
and the loud, sharp voice addressed him.
“Eh? ejaculated Bulstrode.
The stranger stured at him. He was a fellow of about
Bulstrode’s own age, or a little older. Bulstrode was tall for
his age, but the stranger was taller and more broadly built,

Ty MacxeET Lisrany.—Nn. 182,
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with wide shoulders of great strength, and a deep, strong
chest. His neck was short, hia head round, and hias ex-
pression  euriously like that of a bulldog. He looked a
pugnacions fellow, peadvy enough to quarrel with anybody,
aqdh decidediy dangerous to whomsoever he should guarrel
with.

““1 asked vou if this was the train for Greyiriara¥' said the
boy, in an vnpleasant voice. ™ Asleep, c¢h?

“* No, I wasn’t asleep.'’

“Then why can't vou angweri”

“Yes, this is the train for Greyfriavs,” said Bulstrede
quietly. * You get down at Friardale; that's the next station
to Courtfield.”

Y Oh, zood I

The boy opened the carriaze door, and stepped in. He
tossed a travelling-rug and a bag on the seat, and then
looled out of the window.

** Portoy '

“ ¥z, sie!"

“ Put my box in."

* Yea, sirt”

The muscular youth zat down in the corner epposite Bul-
sirode and gave him a stare. Bulstrode had & reputation
for being willing to guarrel, as willi S anyone; but just
now he was feeling very subduﬂd.m?h turned his glance
away, and looked out of the window on the other side of the
carriage.

A Grand, Long, Complate Tale of an Amazing Jape at
Greyfriars School. By FRANK RICHARDS,
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The porter came along the train and looked inm at the
window. Bulstrode's feliow craveller stared at him.

*“I'va put the box in, sir,”” said the porter.

" Very good I’

The porter stared at the boy very peculiarly. The fellow

who was mng to Greyfriars stared at him, but made no
motion o oveér o tip.

“T've put the box in, sir,”* th2 porter repeated, as if he
had not spoken before.

* Very well!”

Tho man snorted and went down tho platform. The frain
began to move, and the stranger turned fo Bulstrode with
a Erin.

* Punny, ain't £ he remarked.

Bulstrode glanced round.

“ What's funny ™"

** That porter chap.
Yo i} h 1l f bo H
“A cha nera tips & rter for putting a box im,

eard Bulstir}mﬁ. e B P J

“Well, I don't if I can help it."”

Bulstrode nodded, and looked out of the window again.
He did not want to enter into talk with the other fellow,
There was something about him eo agpressive and un-
pleasant that Bulstrode felt that a tallk would lead to a
guarrel, and ho was not in a mood just then for a quarrel.

The other fellow stared at him.

“ You belong to Greyfriars?” he acked.

I don't see why I should {ip him, do

Yes™
“What's vour name
“ Bulsirode."

“"What's your Form ™

“The Remove—the Lower Fourth.”

“My hat! That's mine, too!"

“You're going into the Lower Fourth at Greyfriars?"”
atked Bulstrode, glancing at him with some interest now.

“That's s0. My name's Boleover.”

Fuletrede nodded, and looked out of the window again.

The new boy for Greyfriars {rowned, and leaned a little
forward.

*1 suppoze you think I'm a jolly big chap to go into the
Lower Fourth '’ he remarked unpleasantly.

1 suppose you are’ assenfed Bulsirode.
thinking about it, though.”

“Well, that's my Form,”

" All screne.’’

“I was in the Lower Fourth at my last sechool,” the new

“T wasn't

hoy euplained. “I wae in it for terms, and my pater's
taken me away.”

“ Has he "

“¥es. I dare say I chall get my Remove pretiy zoon at

Grevfriars.” :

“T hope £0," sard Bulstrode.

Bolsover scowled.

“Docs that mean that you don’t want me in the
Remove " he demanded.

“1 don’t care a rap whether you're in the Remove or
not ! said Bulstrode ifartly., ““Are you looking for
trouble 1

Bolsover laughed sneeringly.

“1I shouldn’t have much frouble with you,"” he said. *I
faney I cotild lick von with one fist.”

“You'd better not try.”

Bolsover jumped up.

“I jolly well will try, if you put it like that!” he
cxclaimed, “'1 was cock of the wallk in the Fourth in mv
Inst school, and I can tell you I'm going to keep it up at
Greyiriare. You savvy "

Bulstrede losked at him calmly,

“You won't get the Greyfriars Remove fo put up with
wny swank,” he said. “If yoo begin any cock-of-the-wallk
Lbizney with vs you'll get it in the neck sharp I

FEeolcover grinned.

" ¥You'd better begin now,” he said
it in the neek, if you can manage it.”

1 «don't want a row with you——"*

Smack !

Bolsover's open palm came upon Bulstrede's chesk with
a erack like that of a whip. The Remove fellow almost fell
from the seat. The next second he was upon his feet,
springing at the new boy.

Bolsover grinned as he closed with him.

“ Now then ! he exclaimed.

Bulstrede was o powerful fellow for hie age, and there
ware few fellows in the Greyfriars Remove who could stand
up ageinet him. Harry Wharion and John Bull and Mark
Linley—they were all. But Bulstrode felt like a child in
the hands of the burly Boleaver.

The latter swang him off his feet, whirled him round, and
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“I'm ready to have

‘The three Courtfield fellows looked on curiously.

plumped him down wupon the foor of the carriage.
Buletrode lay dazed, gasping for breath.

The new boy grinned down at him.

“ How do vou like that 7" he asked.

“Ow " gasped Bulstrode.

“You'll stay there till Friardale,” said Bolsover. *If
vou try to get up I'll knock you down apain—see ™"

Buistrode, his face flaming with rage, sprang up.
Bolsover's fist swept ont, and he was on the floor again in
a second, feeling as if a horse had kicked his chin, and with
his senses in g whirl,

* Going to stay there now 7

Bulstrode sat up dazedly. But he got no further. He
reahﬁﬂi very clearly that he had ne chance against the
new boy.
. The train ran into Friardale Station. Bulstrode was etill
sitting on the floor, and the new boy was sitting with his
Feet across the carriage, his boots resting on the oppesite
eeat and a mocking orin upon his feece.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Knocked Ount!

e ALLO 1™
H “PBeen in & railwa

: ‘;;.Eh'[}' only Uncle
e

Three youths greeted Bulstrode thus as he came out of
Friardale Station. Bulstrode certainly looked rather dusty,
and his nose was swollen, and there was a smear of red on
his face.

The three youths were Trumper, Grahame, and Solly
Lazarus, of Courtfield County Council Schocl. Rows were
of frequent oceurrcnce between the Courtfield fellows and
the Greyfriars juriors, and they seldom met without
i:-:.;dmagﬂ being exchanged—more or less politely; generally
£3s,

Bulstrode locked at them somewhat dazedly. He was still
feeling the effects of his tussle with the new junior in the
railway carriage.

“Been wiping up the platform with youreell 7' asked
Trumper.

“Ha, he, ha 1"

“I've been in a row,” said Bulstrode angrily., “and I'm
aite ready for another, if you fellows are looking for

trouble '
“ Peathe, my thons—peathe !" said Solly Lazarus. ** The
as been running

accident }*'
am ! He looks dusty, docan't

dear boy has had enough trouble. He
his nothe against something hard, I should thay.”

‘““Ha, he, ha!"

Bolsover followed Bulstrode out of the station.
followed him with his box.
unam:a.blg.

“ Put that thing on a cab, if there's one here,” he eaid.

“Yea, sir”’

Bolsover leoked disdainfully at the ancient Greyiriars
hack, Certainly it had scen itz best days.

““ 1z that the only cab here " he demanded.

“Yes, sir.”’
I'll walk.”

* Well, shove the box on it.

" Yes, gir.”

“You can carry mi rug, you fellow—Bulstrode, I think
your name is "' gaid the new boy loudly.

Bulstrode flushed red.

He had besn the bully of the Remove Form in his timé
end had fagzed younger fellows, but to be fagged himeelf
was a litile too ‘' thick.”

*{Oh, cheere it " he zaid savagely,

“Take my rug!"”

“ Rats I

Bolsover came towards him with a threatening expression.
The
vcould see that Bolsover was & new boy for Greyfriars, anﬁ
thai? wondered how Bulstrode would take his treatment.
Bulstrede did not look as if he would take it * lving down.”

b %re] vou going to take my rug ?"' demanded Bolsover.

Mg 1T

“ Then vou'll get a licking, I warn yvou.”

Bulstrode clenched his fists,

“ Come on!” he eaid desperately.

He knew that he had no chance, but he would have lot
himself be killed rather than have allowed the new boy
to fﬂf'- himn.

Bolsover tossed the rug over a railing and pushed back
his cuffs and took the Greyiriars fellow at hiz word. Ha
“eame on’ with a rush, hitting out, and Bulstrode was
driven back from the fierce attack. Bulstrode was a power-
ful fellow, and a fairly good hoxer, but he had no chance
against Bolsover. The burly fellow knocked him into the
road, and fellowed him ap, still hitting.

A porter
Bolsover looked round him

‘ L L1 ]
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“ My only Unele Tham !" exclaimed Solly Lazarus. * That
chap 18 a terror, and no mistake! How would you like to
take him in hand, Trumper, dear boy 1"

Trumper grinned, and shook hie head.

*I rather think I'll let him alone,” he said.

*Hame here,” grinned Grahame. “ He's rather above our
weight, Solly. I wonder if you could tackle him ?"'

Bolly chuckled his soft chuckle.

“1 think I could,” he spid. “1I wonder! DBut poor old
Bulstrode hasn't a dog's chance. I rather think—yeth,
rather I

Bulstrode rolled in the road under the hammering fists of

e new junior. Bolsover bent over him.

““ Are you going to carty my rug ?"" he demanded,

HNo!" pasped Bulstrode.

*“Then get up and have some more "

“I'm done "

* Get up I

“1—I can't!"

“Then I'll jolly well roll vou in the putter?” said
Bolsover. “I'm going to be cock of the walk in the Grey-
friars Remove, I can tell you that! I'll begin with you!
H?Fl':" are you going to carry my rug !

L

“Then you'll have a lively timol”

And the burly junior, stooping over Bulstrode, seized him
in his strong grasp, and rolled him towards the putter. The
guttor waz thick with =oft murd, and if Bulstrode had been
rolled into it his clothes would have been in an unenviable
atate afterwarda.

Trumper made a step towards the bully.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed. *Let him alone !

Bolsover looked round savagely.

“ Who are vou ¥’ he demanded.

“Me? Oh, I'm Trumper!”

“¥You belong to Greyfriars 7

“Wouldn't be found dead in Greyfriare ! said Trumner

cheerfully. “I'm a Courtfield chap--Courtfield County
Council.”

“0h, a Board.school bounder ™
#neor.

Trumpear nodded.

“ Exactly,” he said. “ Here's another Board-schaoel
bounder—8olly Lazarus. Solly, old son, knock some of the
conceit out of this rotter 1™

“Thertainly I eaid Solly.

“You'd better keep vour distance,” said Bahorer. * I'll

;*ipu"up the road with you if yon interfere, you blessed
aw i

SBolly’s black eves gleamed,

Heo I;uahe-d back his cuffs in a slow and deliberate manner,
and advanced towards the new junior. Sollv was more than
a head shorter than Bolsover, and he was much more slightly
built. It did not look s if he would have the ghost of a
chnpcﬂ against Bolsover. Tut Trumper and Grakame knew
their chum well. Solly was a wonderful boxer, and there
were few fellows within two or three years of his age who
could stand up to him.

“Very well, my dear boy,” said Solly. “ Wipe up the
road with me, pleathe, Aund take that for a start.”

_He pave the new Greyiriars boy a gentle sinack on the
side of the head. Bolsover gave a roar like o bull.

Ha quitted Bulstrode, who staggered dizzily to his feet.

gover rushed right at Holly Lazarus, attacking him -as
hoe had attacked Bulstrode. Tt seemed impossible that the
alightly-built Jewizh lad eonld hold hizs ewn againzt such a
tremendous attack, But Sclly did not seem in the least
disconcertad.
He gave ground befors Bolsover, retreating step by step,
but his puard was so pecfect that not one of Bolsover'a
furious blows reached his foee.

There was o quiet grin upon Solly’s face all the time,
which had 8 most exasperating cffect upon Bolsover.

He attacked harder amd harder, frying to break through
the Jewigh bt?"s guard; but it was as hard 1o get through
a3 o stone wall.

He paused at last, gasning for breath.

“Bail in, Bally ' yelled Trumper.

And Selly “aniled in.'

He came right at the breathless bully, and his Gsts rang
in hard postinan’s knocks upon the buﬁdu&; face,

Bolsover staggered back into the road, feebly defending,
Holly following him up fast, hitting harder and harder.

Bolsover stumbled in the puticr, and fell

Bump ! ;

He sat on the ground, starin _l;nlun]:'ly at Solly Lazarus.
Grahame ond Trumper wera yelling with langhter.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Brave, Solly ™

“M-my hat!" gasped DBolsover, . )

Solly rﬂgurdcd him with o calm and polite-smile,

“Would vou like any more, dear boy " he asked. “1I
am quite willing to obiige you if you would, you lknow.
Pleathe thay tho, you know.”
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said Bolsover, with a

NEXT
TUESDAY

(Sussy, ©he “IRaguet” one
iiﬂw !”

Bolsover still sat in the road. Soll
back on the pavement, grinning cheerfully.
“Thank you!” gaid Bulstrode. “1'm not feeling very
fit just now, or that cad wouldn't have had it all so easily
with me. Thanks!"
““Not at all, dear boy!
Solly cheerfully. i
And the Courtfield fellows strolled away, !aughmg. It
was pretty clear that the great Bolsover wanted nothing
mora to do with them, DBnlstirode pave the fallen bully a
look, and walked away towards Greyiriars. It was some
minutes before he collected himself sufficiently Lo follow,

Lazarus stepped

Very pleathed to chip in!" eaid

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Arrlves.

i ERE he is!
J—I " Here's Bulstrode 1™

“ Welcome home, my son!"

Quite & little crowd of juniors sfood ab the gates
of Greyfriars as Bulstrode came up. They shook hands
with him, and he walked in in the midst of them. Boet
they could not help looking at him curiously. He showed
maeny signs of wear and tear.

: %aing happened ¥ asked Harry Wharton.

Anyt
& ?%!
ashed Nugent

“Been fighting with a lawn-mower?”
s:rm&athati-:aliy.

“MNao. New boy.” )

“Phew! Ha iandled you like that?” ¢xclaimed Bob
Chérrey, in astonishment.

111 Y’ES\:I,‘ :

“ Vou didn't get the worst of it¥"” ¢xclaimed John Bull.

“Yes, I did.”

““My hat!”

“It's a new kid for the Remove—his name's B:Jlsnw;r,::
Bulstrode explained. * He came down in the samo tran.

“Ves; Bunter knows him,'" said Wharton. *IHe's a
friend of Bunter's; or Dunter says so, ot any rate. A
great fighting-man, I hear.”

Bulstrode grinned ruefully. . :

“Well, that much is right enough,” he said,

“Did you tackle him, or did he tuckle you?"” asked Tom
Brown.

“Ho tackled me” , s ;

“Weo all know what a nice, quizat, inoffensive chap Bul-
strode is,” Hazeldene remarked, with a grin. And there
was a chuckl? from the juniora.

Bulstrode reddened. _ . .

© T yasn't bullying him, if that is what you mean!” he
exclaimed. ““He picked a row with me without the
alightest canse. He's a big chap—big ¢nouzh to be in the
Fifth—nearly as big as Coker"”

" Phow ™

“ And he licked me hollow,” confessed Bulstrode, ™X
should have had 2 horrid time if some of the Courtfield
chaps hadn't interfered. Bolsover says Le is going to be
cock of the walk in the Remove."

Harry Wharton's face set grimly.

“He will have to wallk over some of us first, 'lheni" ha
remarked. *“ He won't get us to etand any of his rot.”

“1 guess not!"” said Fisher T. Fish emphatically. 1
gucss ['1l show him how we box over there, if we have any
of his side."”

“Yes, rather!" . -

“(‘ome in, Dulstrode, old son,” said Harry. *I'm sorry
this should have happencd on the day youw've come back..
We've got a bit of EF'EFEd ready for youw.'

“You're very good!: .

“You chaps Jl’r:urn up about six, and you'll find it ready,”
said Wharton.

* Right you are!™

And Wharfon linked arms with Bulstrode, and walked
him off. Bulstrode was certainly very much in need of a
wash and brush-down. S,

follows remained at the gates oy were
Ealg-ftﬁ?fg.:imthq new boy who had handled the burly
Removite so easily. The fellow whe had licked l?u!;tmdﬂ
hollow was likely to be something of a “terror™ in the
fistical line, and if he turned out to be'a bully, it meant
rough times for soms e:-fjthe Remove.

“1 say, vou fellows——" '

"I-Ia]fa,}rhnlla, hallo "' exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Here's
I hear that the new chap is a friend of yours,

““ And you'd better Eha

i

Bunter !
Bunty " .
# Yoz, rather!” said Bunter.

d, Long, Complate Tala of an Amazing Jape at
A Grand, e Sohool. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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¢ivil to kim, too. Hwu evunld lick any chap in the Remove
quite easily. Look here—"

“Oh, shut wp !

"I tell

““Oh, kick him somebody ! said Nugent.

There was a fiendish yell from Bunter, proving that some-
body had dene so. The fat junicr rolled away, The
fellows looked out into the road, and there was a shout as

the new boy was sighted. He had not been very far behind
Bulstrode.

" Here's the new kid 1"

“ Hallo, halle, halio!”

Bolsover came up. He was not looking in 2 good temper.
He was dusty, and his nose was swollen, and his lip was
cet. His encounter with Bolly Lazarus had thrown him
inte the worst of tempers, in fact, and he was scowling as
be came into the school gatewary.

. He looked st the Greyirfars juniors, and the Grevfriars
juniors Jooked at him.

“ Well, here you are!” said Bob Cherry.

“Yea; here I am,” said Bolsover.

“MNice afternoon, ain’t it?"

“ Yes,'"" said Bolsover, looking & little puzzled.

“8Bo glad to see you ! said John Bull.

“Thank you!™

“Not at all. Any friend of Buntes's is a friend of
of eourse 1" said Bull. 1 T
“ 0Ok, Bunter!”

i %untﬁiﬁ”ﬂsnid Bolsover,

“"¥es; William George Bunter, of that ilk,”™ sai ilvy.
" The fat bounder s-u:.ragt.hat he knows you ! e Oslivy

£ %E, I know hil;n!"

“Then you won't be lending him i
r&mnrhﬂdﬁl g any money,” Nugent

"*Ha, ha, ha!"

" You r:haéga belong to the Remove ! asked Bolsover.

““Yes, rather!™
‘ ;‘”E-ﬂznn a fellow come in—Bulstrode, I think his name
is f

wE Y"-‘E-”

::Did he look nice?"

Oh, ke always does! Bulstrode is the beauty of the
family,” said Skinner.

“ Well, I think I've spoiled his beauty for him a little”
ﬁ:“él PnIﬂ??ﬁr, \';nl_i..h a gn::l i‘ He ﬂhf&u:}]:ﬁdf mI_rf iy tihkﬁ train,
nm put him throu 1. wWas oo ¥ 1
ot ot o et hgmi." of the walk in the

“Really 7" za1d Bob Cherry.

“¥ez; and it's going to Ec the same here,’” said Bol-
sover. “If you've got a chap who can stand up fo me,
produce him, and X'l knock him inte a cocked hat,
Otherwise, you'd better lie low. That's & warning.”

The juniors looked at one another. They had soon
varieties of swank at Greyfriars. Bulstrode himself was
a littla given that way, and Fisher T. Fish was a past-
master of it. But the swank of the new Removite was
something more then they had ever experienced before.

“That’s_s warning, is 1t said Bob Cherry.

“Yes. I don't mean to have any rot.™

“You're going to keep us in order 7" suggested Bob, with
& dangerous gleam in his eyes. “ If we’re not nice, you are
going to whack usi®

U Just eo ™

“I—=I—1'm tremblin
of you hold me while

#* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, chut up ! enid Bolsgver.

L I":h?”

"Bhut up; that's what T said.™

““Blessed if I ever saw a chap looking for trouble like
thizs before!” said Bob Cherry. “And the Greyfriars
iR&mLm;ﬁ is Just the place to find trouble, if you're looking
or Ll

“ Faith, and ye're right ! said Micky Desmond.

Bolsover held out hiz rug.

“Corrry this tn for me!’ he said.

Bob Cherry stored at the rug, and then at Bolsover. He
-did not quite beliove his ears at first. That a new follow,
who had not even set foot In the school yet, ehould think of
fagging him, was guite incredible,

“Eh? What did you sayi” Bob Cherry ejaculated.
“Carry my rug!”
"U:r,rr; your rug?"

il 'E!'.h. +

*“ Why should 17"

" Because I tell you t0,"”" said Bolsover, in his most trucu-
lent tone. * Now then, lock sharp!™

“Well, my only hat!™ ,

“ Are vou going to carry my rug ™

“ No fear !F‘iﬂ §

“ Then I'll jolly well-—"

Tur MaaNET immar.—l’i’a. 182.

e

M murmured Tom Brown., * Some

tremhble, Qw 1™

“Hold on ! said Bob Cherry.
band it over!"

Dalsover grioned as he handed over his rug. The other
fellows stared at Bob Cherry in amazement. It ecemed to
them impossible that the hero of the Remove mesnt to let
the new boy ride the high borse in this way.

Bob Cherry took the rug quite gravely, and placed it
on his arm. The juniors were silent and mystified.

“ Anything else?” asked Bob politely, “Can I carry
yvour hat, too?”

Y No," said Bolsover.
alive over 1t 1"

“I'd really like to carry your hat, too."'

“ Buzz off with that rug?

“ But can't I really have your hat, too?"

YN0 roared Bolsover.

““ Look here, I regard it as an honour to carry things f_ﬂr
you. Won't you let me carry your hat, too, as a special
favour ™

ik N'I:I;. E'EI:- t}ﬂ Ell

“h, very well 1 )

Bob Cherry marched off with the travelling rug over his
arm. He turned from the gravel paih, and Bolsover, who
was following, shouted to him.

“"That's not the way, ass! Carry it mto the hoogse !

““This is my way '’ zaid Bob Cherry cheerfully.

““ Look here—"

" MNa, vou loak "' said Bob.

Bob had reached a place where the late rain had left =
large muddy puddle in the Close. He calmly procecded to
lay the travelling rug in if, It was rather an expensive
rug, and there were many colours in it. The colours were
speedily all reduced to one, as Bob Cherry trampled on the
rug, trampling it down mmto the water and mud., The

movites burst into 2 roar. They understood now.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha !’

Balsover stood transfixed with rage for a moment. Then,
with a shout, he rushed at Bob Cherry, and grasped him
round the neck. In a moment he had Bob’s head in
chancery, and was pommelling him furiously,

“On socond thoughts,

" Just carry that rug in, and look

e — —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a VYaluable Suggdestion,

OB CHERRY closed with the bully, and they

B struggled, both of them now trampling on the

drencied rug. There wae more mud than rug about

it now. Bolsover seemed to have forgotten it, in his

intense desire to revenge himself upon the Greyfrizre

junior. The other fellows gathered round in a ring,
cheering on Bob Cherry,

“Go it, Beb I

“* Pile in 1"

“ Give the cad socks!™ :

Boh Cherry «id his best. But Bolsover was bigger, and
Bolsover was stronger. He seemed to have the strength
af a .man rather than of a boy. Bob was athletic, but he
was no mateh for Boleover. The new boy gripped him with
hiz laft arm, keeping his head in chancery, and punched
ki unmercifully.

“My hat!” murmured Nugent.
worst of that ! . _ : :

“J guess he is," said Fisher T. Fish. “0f course, it
wouldn't be fair to interfere, or I'd show the guy how
we box over there!”

“(Oh, rats 1™

i I EIIEES_“ ] 5 a

“I'm jolly well going to interfere!™ said John Bull
determinedly. '* Bob isn’t going to be punched like that!”

Bull grasped the bully by the shoulder, and swung him
back. ‘Bob Cherry tore his head loose. He was looking
dazed, almost stupefied, and his nose was bleeding, and his
eyes discolonred. ]

Balsover leoked furiously at John Ball,

“ Hands off I'" he exclaimed.

“ Let him alone, then!” -

“Yeu can take his place if you like,” said Boleover, with
& sneer,

“ I'm ready,” said John Bull instantly.

“ Then come on!” A =

John Bull put up his hands. The juniors locked on
breathlessly. John Bull was the best fighting man in the
Remove, with the exception of Harry Wharton and Mark
Linley, and they fully expected him to lick the arrogant

“Bab is getting the

stranger. ] ]
But £ were disappeinted.
John Bull attacked pluckily enough, but he staggered

back from heavy drives from right and left. The new boy's
size gave him a great advantage, and he was much longer

: 11 i k's *GEM"” Lib :
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Solly's right met Dolsover's chin with a crash and the Remove Bully crashed to the Tioor, and did not
even attempt to rise again. He was licked, and Solly was Cock of the Walkl

in the reach. Bull staggered inte Nugent's arms, and
Frank caught him and supported him.

“ My word " gazsped Bu'i!. . L

¢ T guess he's pretty slick,” Fisher T. Fish remarked.

“ Bovs, what does this meant”’

The juniors looked round as Mr. Queleh. the master of
the Remove, came upon the scene, with rustling gown, The
Remove-master was looking very angry. The row had
taken place in full sight of his study windows, and of those
of the Head, too. ; ;

“*What do vou mean by quarrelling here in the Close?"
exclaimed the Remove-master. * Who 15 this? Are wow
the new bor Bolsover?”

“¥es zir,V said Balsover,

 Then vou will have to learn hetter behaviour here,”
satd Mr. Queleh. 1 trust that thiz i3 not a ragging
inflicted upon a new boy, Cherry ¥

“ | feel as if I've had most of the ragzing, anyway, sir!”
murmurcd Bob Cherry, rubbing his nose ruefully.

“YWho bexan this fighting, Nugent ™’

Frank was silent.

* He shoved my rug in the puddle. sir," 32id Bolsorer, “ s0
I punched him.”

“Indeed! Why did you do that, Cherry?"

“ Because [-—J—"

“What vou would call a Iark. T said  Mr.

THE Magxer LicrArt.—No. 182,
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supinwe,”

Quelch severely. “There is no humour in damaging
property, Cherry. You will take hfty lines! IDNow go in!:

And Mr. Quelch strode away. ; :

The juniors looked at one another with feelings too deep
for words., The new fellow was not only a bully: he was
apparently o sneak as well. Snoop. of the Remove, wae a
sneal, and he was often rapged for it. DBut it would be &
maore difficult matter ragping Bolsover, that was pretty clear.

“Well, of all the cads ! said Ogilvy.

“Of all the cure—"'

“Of all the rotten sneaks—""

“ Pick up that rug ! zaid Bolsover.

" What ™

“* Pick up that rug, and wring it ouf, and take it in!"
said Bolsover.

Bab Cherry gave him one look, and then turned away
and walked into the house. The other fellows followed ham,
lpaving Bolsover standing alone. The bully stood hesitating,
a little tnken aback.

“ 1 say, Bolsover, old man ™

It was a squeaky veice. Bolsover turned his head and
saw Billy Dunter. The fat junior came up with his most
ingratiating smile.

" You rememher me, Bolsover®” he said persuasively.

“Yes,'" said Bolsover, e Jdid not show any cothueigsm
over the rememnbrance.

A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of an Amaz|

“E Japa at
Greyfriars School. By FRANK RICHARDS.



®  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY P~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 8 LIBRARY. "

“T'm jolly glad to sce yon here, Dolsover, said Bunter
oonfidentially. "I was g:vuing to stand you a femd to
welcome you kere, you know.'

‘:Uﬂnd " said Rolsover.

“Only the funds ran oot, vou know, and I was dis
appoinfed about a postal-order. I was cxpecting a postal-
{:r“&ﬁﬂilﬂlﬁtmurnmg, and it hasn't eome, so—"

. ",":.F'gtrlr:. ! But Pm jolly glad to see you, Bolsaver. Look
m. if1§'ﬂn would care to have o f;e&u-a. really good
PR

“Well, I'm hungry after mv jou ** anj "
suppose there's tea il-"“ hall, isi'i thr;?e}l‘:'" et St

nter turned wp Lis fat Jittle nose.

M Yes; weak tes and doorsteps I he said. “ Yom don't
want that. Look here, there is a fred goi joily good
Lﬂlll‘-g LEEMEIHEE. ttmdfsulﬂmn. and cold chicken, and ham

w4 sor » i LEr

1 Gug&.! Wh&m% ot cake, and a giddy pineapple!

** Chap named Bulstrode is coming back to-day, and some

follows are getts i im"
ey getting the feed ready for him,” Bunter

lsover grinned.
“I've nret him—and licked him !
“You're licked Bulstrode 1
& m
“"Good! Then you will be able to hamdle an
others,” eaid Bunter. “I should like to éeem I:;T-:};E lt'hm}?
Wharton, and I'm sure you could. He's s cock cad, and

he never does anvbody a oy
come fo the feed.™ ¥ a good He refused to let me

* Whera is the fead 1V

“In Wharton’s study. Look here, why shouldn't we have

itf" 5[||-i'd. BHMIEr_ '{‘Yﬂ'“ t’d. k ,
cocked hat if you tried !” oou nock Wharton into =

“I've no doabt I eonld,*
“You're older and higgor thao

move. You ought to be in
Ow! Leggo!™ € e

_ Bolsover shook the fat junior sav - Bunter had un-
intentionally touched upon a weak a;ﬁlr lsover was vg:ly
sensitive about being so low down in the school, in spite
of his age and size. It suited him to be cock of the walk
Ea‘::rﬁ __"i’DufTIE,'ET la.;is,ﬂ?ut at ﬁha 1:;1::1& time, he did not
iRe any reierence to the fact that he was old en
in etgﬂ rEhl:!]l urﬁjh% Fifth. P E e
“Ow ! gasp unter. * Whaddyer mean? Chuck it!
Ow! If you ssshake me like that you'll m-m-make my
?]nﬁ%ﬁ!s fall off, and if they get broken you'll have to pay

ar them. Yow!"
said Bolsover,

v other chap in the
“ifth, really, and—

S Then no more of your little jokes 1™
giving the fab junior a whirl that made him sit down on
the muddy rug with a equelch,

0wl 1T wasn't joking !

“ Y¥ou can pick 1{? that rug for me, and wash it out !
f;nld Bolsover, as Billy Dunter staggered dizzily to his foet.

It wants doing. But about that feed 3%

I’d. f‘::lrﬁ?“ t;ﬁ'ashthm;tft.he. :}ul witIh plﬁastiria, Bolsover,
r¢ than that for a Fellow T re ilee 1
Banter, “ But about that feed——" L

Bolsover grinned in anticipation.

“We'll have it," he said.
a::]ﬂmﬁl’l I'll show you the study, and I'll come in later,

“You can come in with me if you like.”

“I—I'll look in later, I think,” said Bunter. *I—I
thould only be in the way, you know, if there is trouble.”

“Oh, thore won't be much trouble I said Bolsover
nrmg‘anﬂ}y. “I mean to be cock of the walk here, I can
tell you.’ '

* This way,” san] Bunter.

And Belsover followed him into the house, Bunter CATTY-
mg the muddy rug. There was » grin of satisfaction upon
Bunter’s fat, shiny face, in spite of the shaking he had
had. Bunter had had many slights to suffer in the Remove,
tll due to his own meannese and caddishness, but painful
envugh, all the same, to the fat junior. With a fellow like
Bolsover to back him up, Bunter saw a chance of paving
ghff many tgt-ihﬂmrt-{eﬂ, and hﬁ.rc-jai-cndél ];Iq- showed Bolsover

o way e Remove passage, and they sto i
the i:IIa:mr of No, 1 ;Etud:_r.F i = hovd. Dhbeile

“ Here you are!”’ zaid Bunter, in 2 cautious whisp :
he Llinked in through the half-open door. *f Therp!;l;:‘m;:
Wharton there now; he’s cooking the eggs. Bmell nice
don’t they 7'’ ,

Bolsover smacked his lips: he was hungry.

“¥Yes, rather I he apreed.

“¥You'll have to lick Wharton.”

“E,Iasy anaugh."”

““Oh, ves; easy enough for a chap like vou I sai

Tuz MacNeT Linrany.—No. IE-T}E. . Sal. Runtex
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Aatteringly. T believe wou eonld lick Coker, of the Firth,
if you tried, I shouldn’t wonder if you'd have s chance
agamst Wingate, even 1™

“ (Oh, shat up !

“ Ahema ! Certainly! Buf——""

“I suppose there are 2 good many fellows coming to the
teed ¥* said Bolsover, moving along the passage so as to
speak to Dunter without being overheard in No. 1 Study.

“ Yea, I think so—five or six, enyway.”

“H'mi1” Bolsover's eyes gfeamed siddenly. ' Can you
get me & Tope?!

“A Tﬂpl!?" ]

* Yes. Aﬁir::g; rope—sfrong enough to tiechaps up with.™

Bunter grinned,

“{h, pes, rather!”

i Bu‘l:k “F:. ﬂlﬂn.ﬂ

R e ool T

* Stop your silly cackling, a up! SOVET.

“Ahera! Al zight!”

Bunter rolled a to his own study. He returned in a
couple of minules with a coil of rope 1n his hand., Bolsover
looped it over his arm, and walked towards No. 1 Study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Unlnvited Guest!

ARRY WHARTON was alope in Jus stady. He sad ki
Bulstrede in the Remove &am\ihBa;{, cleaning off the
traces of his encounter with sover oufside the
station in Friardale. It still wanted g quarter to six,
and none of the guests hed yet arrived. Wharton wes busy
poaching egl:?'s. n the days when Billy Bunter had been an
inmate of No, 1 Study, he had done most of the E
and, certainly, he was a betier cook than Harry. But
chums had been glad to get rid of him at any price. Bunter
was oot a pleasant companion under any circumstances.

Whasrton was turning the epgs out of the frying-pan, look.
ing very warm and ruddy, when the door was pushed wider
apen, and Bolsover came in.

Wharton planced round at him.

“Well?" he said.

“Well? said Bolsover.

4 E’ﬂ you want anything "' azked Harry, puzzled.

'™ ﬁu

a4 “:r'h_lsl- m?n

* Civility, first of 21l,”" said Bolsover, “¥f I dom’t get that
there will be trouble. In the next place, 'm hungry, and
want feeding.”

“You won't get fed here' zaid Wharton.

“1 rather think I will?”’

I wouldn’t mind asking wou to bes, as you're & new boy;
bit, under the eircs., it can’t be done,” said Wharton.
" Bulstrode is the puest of honour, and youw've just been
fighting with bim, so0 yon see—"'

“ Bulstrode can keep away."

Harcy Wharton laughed.

“T'm hardly likely fo axelnde the n:&mp we're geiiing up
the feed specially for, to have you instead,” he said,
* Besides, to sﬁeak plainly, I don't eare for your company.
I zaw all that happened in the Close from the window here,
and T think vou'vre & bully. The less I have to say to vou,
the better I shall like it. Bob Cherry iz a ehum of mine, and
I saw how you handled him. ¥You can get out.”

Balzover tneered.

“I shall please mycelf on that point,” he eaid.
cornn hero for a feed.™

“You won't get it."”

** At my old school I used to malke the Fourth feed me,”
eaid Bolsover. * They used fo get up a subseription, and
gtand me feeds, and if they weren't nice I ean tell you there
wero some thick ears afferwards.”’

Harry Wharton's lip curled.

“Wou won't find the Remove here much like that,” he
sadd. " Nobody here is likely to feed you. 1 suppose you
can use your fists, from the amount of side you put ﬁn;ﬁ:t
1 dare say we can produce somebody to walk over you, if
necessary.”’ '

** Perhaps you'd like to try it yourzelf #" Bolsover sug-
wested.

“ 1 shouldn't object.*

" Well, I'm ready.”

“1T'l meet you in the gym., after tea, if vou like,” said
Harry Wharton %uiﬂ-ﬂ'r. “T'm expecting puests in s few
minutes now, so I'll ask vou to get out.™

Balsover did not stir.

“ 1 suppose you don’t want to make a row here, just when
I'm standing a fead to a chap coming back from being away ™
said Wharton quietly.

Bolsover laughed snocringly.

[ I’m
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*I'm snre I'm not very particular about it,”* he said. “ I'm
coming to the feed, at all events™

“You're not!”

“I'm -here,”” said DBolsover. * Are you going {o shift me!"

Wharton laid down the frying-pan.

“Yes," he said, **if you don’t go!™

“*Well, I'in not going 1"

Harry Wharton pushed his cuffs back and step towards
the new boy. Bolsover stood with his hands in his pockets,
looking at him, o sneor upeon his face.

“Are you roing, Bolsover?'”

[ 11 '{:I !'l-:l- ik

Wharton said ne more. He put up his hands, and came
straight at the new boy., Bolsover backed away a pace or
two, and then hurled himself upon Wharton,

Harry Wharton was strong and athletic, dnd he had the
reputation of being the best fGehting-man in the Bemove.
And there was a %Tnt deal of highting dope in that Form at
Greviriars. But Bolsover came as a surprise to him. e
was more than a year older than Wharton, and very much
bigrer, and Harry had little move chance than e would have
had against a fellow in the Fifth.

Bolsover broke through his ruard, hitting out fiereely, and
closed with him. Harry wrestled hercely, striving to swing
nis adversary towards t rway.

They reached the door, and Bolsover kicked it shut with
his foot. Then he exerted his stremgth, his strong arms
closing round the Removite like bands of iron.

His bulldog face, with its mocking grir, looked down into
Wharton's.

““It won't be so easy,” he remarked.

“*You cad I™

“You are going to chuck me out, ain't you?’ grinned
Bolsover. * Well, Tim waiting for the chucking to begin.™

Wharton made a desperate effort, putting into it every
ounce of strength he powzessed ; and the burly fellow erashed
back against the door, Ha &lid to the foor, but his powerful
arms still held Wharton, and Harry went down with him.

They rolled on the floor; strugeling furiously.

Then Bolsover's strength and size told hopelessly against
the younger boy. He rolled Wharton over, and sat astride
of his chest., His heavy fist whirled in the air, and crashed
down inte Harry's face. The back of the junior's head
i‘-l]‘iluﬁﬂed on the floor, and the cowardly blow al]mc:st stunned

.

Y Now, wtll you give in?" shouted Bolsover.

““Oh, you coward!”

b you give in

' Nﬂ i

The bully rained blows upan the lad vnder him. Wharten
strove in vain to elude themn. His senses were swimming
under the brutal attack.

¥ Now, do you chuck it—eh?

Wharton did not reply. He could not. Bolsover grinned,
and dragged open the coil of rope. Wharton saw his inten-
tion, and stroggled, but it was wuseless. His wrists were
dragped tozether, and the rope wound round them, and in
spite of his resistance the muscular bully knotted it tightly,

Then he rose, gasping a little, and bound the junior's
ankles in the same way, Harry Wharton was helpless to ro-
sist mow, and he had to [ie quetly while an extra length of
rope was wound round his body, helding his arms down to
his sides. )

Bolsover grinned at the helpless lad.

“ Quite done?' he asked.

“¥ou cad!”

“¥aon can sit there,” said Bolsover. “T'Il entertain vour
?ﬁtﬁ* for you. My hat, this does look something like a

“ ¥ou hound ! shouted Wharton,

*“Not likely."

“I—-I'll smash you ™

““Ha, ha, ha!  You look like amashing anvbody, don't
voul"” grinned Bolsover.

Wharton ground his teeth., His eyes were burning with
rage. He had been defeated. There was no disgrace in heing
beatan in a strugele with a fellow much older and bigrer
than himself; bat Wharton felt his ition keenly. It was
ridiculous to be sittinog there bound hand and foot when Lis
fruests arrived.

And he was helpless, Even when he was let loose again,
he knew that he would have no chance of punishing Bel-
sovar. He was no match for the new bully of the Remove.

Bolsover laughed as he watched his faco. He sat down in
a chair at the table, and leoked over the good things spread
there. The door was opened and Bob Cherry came in, and
Bolsover jumped ap.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Quiie a Collection!

i IRST in the field—eh?” said Bolb Cherry cheerfully.
Bob Cherry was always cheerful, though two black
eves and a swollen nose were not really condueive to
cheerfulness, “I'l lend a hand—why—what—how—

tho dickens!"

Bols Cherry broke off, staring in blank amazement at the
strange scene in the study, Harry Wharton was erimson with
rage and shame,

“Haryy! What the—how the—="

“Thut cad has tied me up like this " snid arrey, between
his teeth, ** Get me loose, Bob, old man, and we'll chuck
him ot before the other fellows come!™

“What-ho!”

Bolby Cherry stepped-towards Harry Wharton.
into the way,

“ No, you don’t!” he said

“Heep baclk, vou ecad

“ No fear " :

Bolsover laid hands upon Bob,  Beb knew by experience
that he Lad litthe chance: but he put up a good fght.
Bolsover was very busy with him for twe or three minutes
before he finally ot him down.

Then Bob Cherrv still strogeled.  But with Bolsover's
heavy knee planted upon his chest, grinding him down, he
liad Iittla chance.

“1 think I've got you?

“Ow! Rotter '

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

* You—you ead!" - :

“T'm going to tie vou up, myv buck, like a giddy prize-
turleew,” said Bolsover. *Got aoything to say against it?”

“ Help!" shouted Bob Cherry.  ** Rescue! Hemove !™

“ Ha, ha, hat” c . ]

Bolsaver dragged Bol's hands together, in spite of his re.
sistanee, amd tied his  wrists, hen he tied his ankles
together, ) .

“Thera!" he pasped. *T think that will do.”

“ ¥ou hound!™

“ Go it,” =aid Balsover coolly. * You can blow off vour
breath in faney nanes if vou like. T don’t mind a bit.’

* ¥You worm [’

“*Pile it wn."”

“You utter cad!”

“ Keep it np!’”

“*You—you unspeakallo toad!™

* Ha, ha, ha!" ]

Bob Cherry stopped. Tt was evidently useless to * slang ™
Bolsover. He roaved with laughter at the fancy names
Cherry applied to him. The bully evidently rogarded tho
whole affair as a first-rate joke. [t cortainly was funny from

Bolzover ran

¥

erinngd Dolsover.

his point of view; but the chums: of the Remove could sece
nothing comio in it

There was a sound of footsteps in the passape. Bolsover
closed the door. Harry Wharlon gave a zhout.

i RESI."'I:'I.E 1

The door opened, and Frank Nugent came in. He had o

Iag under his arm, containing jame-pufis, and he laid it on
the table before he perccived the state of the ‘eccupants of
the study.

“Why, what—what—"" he exclaimed.

“Halle! Are vou another of them?" asked Bolsover, shut-
ting the door.  * Very well! T'H add you to the collection.'

*Tackle him, Franky " roaved Dob Cherry.

HWhat-ho ! said Nogent, and he ran right at Dolsover.
He was met by a powerlul right-hander on the chest, which
sent him stagpening across Harry Wharton, and he fell with
a crash to the floor,

Bolsover's koce was on his chest the next minute.

“What are vou up to?' pasped Nugent, as Dolsover began
f{:l bind a leneth of rope round him, pinning his arms to his
sides.

“Tying vou up,”” said Bolsover cheeriully

“Why, you checky cad——""

“ Eeep stall 1"

“1 won't!

“You'll et hurt if von don't,” said Dolsover, clenching
his fiat.

“Will vou hit a ehap when he's down, von horrible cad®
suid Frank.

“ Yes, if rou don't keep quiet.”

Nugent's wrists were tied together. Bolsover grinmed as
he rose bo his feet, and soeveyved his thoee prisoncrs with
great satisfaction.

The Greyfriars chums writhed with vage. I{ thev had
heen loose there were cnough of them to cat Dolsover, but
they were bound and helpless.

L)
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i {grrr_m-m coming ' gsked Bolsover coolly.

* Rotter [

" Beast '

“Ha, ha, ha! roared Bolsover. *“I've been called oll

se mice names before, and some others, too; but they
don't break any bones, you know.”

“ Let us gol”

“ No fear!"

“T—I—T"ll pulverise you—'

“Yes, you look like it! Hg, ha, ha!**

. "“Hallo! What's the row?’ asked Tom Brown, looking
mto the study. 1 can hear you all along the passage.
What the—— My hat!”

“Lock out!” shricked Nugent.

But it was too lute. Bolsover's strong grasp was upon the
New Zealand junior, and he was dregged nto the study,
Bolsover kicking the door shut behinﬁ him. "Tom Brown
struggled, but he was down in & minute; he was taken by
surprise, and he had not the ghost of a chance.

In a minute or less he was bound and placed in a sittin
posture on tho floor with the others, so dazed and hnwildnmﬁ
that I]e wondered whether he was dreaming.

* What—what—what's the little game? he stuttored.

Bolsover chuckled.

“It's & nmice little treat for you,” he explained. “T'm
coming to the feed hare; but the company don’t seem to like
the wheeze, so I'm tying up the compuny fivst—asoe?

“Why, you cheeky rotter—-"

" Any more coming in*" asked Bulstrode.

My hat,"” said Nugent, ¥ 1 wish two or three wonld come
in together ™

The door opened, and Bulstrode eame in. Dulstrode was
newly washed and brushed, but his face showed only too
visible traces of the hammering he bad had at the hands
of the new junior.

“ Roeady?” ho asked. "Whi,‘. what——"

Bolsover’'s grasp was upon him.

U Here, chuck it!" exclaimed Bulsteode.  “What's the
little pame? What are you up to? My ouly lhat! What
the—-""

H Down you go ! said Bolsover.

Bump !

. Bulstrade sprawled upon the floer, with the Lully sprawl.
mg over him.  In spite of his strogeles, his hands weree bound
down to hiz sides with the coiling rope.  Bolsover knotted
it round him with preat and especin] eare.

Bulstrode was so amuzed that he hardly know whether he
wes on hig head ov his heels. e stared at the new boy, and
he stared at Harry Wharton & Co., gasping for becath.
Bolsover was grinning, but Harry Wharton & Co. looked
ghum cnough.

“What—what does Bulstrode
*1g ik a2 lark s

“Yoea, it's a lavk of that cad’s!” said Harry, gritiing his
tocth, “He's got ws, Bulstrode, old man, L ean’t holp it
He's going to scoff the feml”

“You—you chaps have let him tie you up like this'™
cxelaimed Eul&tm;ﬂ:.

“Ho took us ono at ot

“*¥Yea, but—"

“ Ha's tied you up, too, hasn't he?™ exclaimed Bob Cherey.

"Well, wes.™

“Any more coming do the fecd? asked Dolsover. © I'vo
got plenty of rope left--yards and yards of it. And I don't
object to an sudience when T fecd—notb at «ll 1"

LT3 c:ﬂ-d !JJ

“Rottor [V

“ Brute!™

*Ha, ha, ha!"' yolled Dolsover.

Thove were footsteps in the passage. The chums of the
Remove had hittle doubt that they belonzed (o snother follow
coming to the feed. They exchanged 2 look, and then all
shouted at onen:

“ Lol out !

John DBull opened the door and came o, Bolsover stood
behind the door as it opened, so that he was ahle 1o tulie
Bull from behind by surprise.
u:#fullﬂ " said Bull, " What 15 there to look out for?

He stagprored forwaerd, with Bolsover's powerful grip an his
shouldors hehind. He was bumped down upon his face, gl
the bully's knee was grinding into the small of s baek
before he could strugple or realise what was happening,  His
hands were dragged up behind him and bound togethor.

“M-m-m-my word 7 gasoed Bull,

Bolsover ralled him over into a sitting position, and John
Bull blinked at the other juniors.  They blinked back glumly.

“Twook here, T don't ke this!” rowred Bull,

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Tue Miexer Liprary.—No. 182,

this mican? stammered,

“Tf thiz iz the way you receive yout guests, Wharton——="

“0h, don't be an ass!” saapped Wharton,  “ Can't you see
I'm tied up in the sume way? The beast tock us one at s
time, #'s too strong for us'

“My hat!™

* I ruther think I'm too strong for the lot of vou!™ grinned
Bolsover, “ My hat, this 13 the joke of the sesson, I think!
Won't the whole blessed school roar when they hear of 161
But I'm hungry. Any more guests coming? I wanot to get
te the grub.”

“Fish and Hazeldene are coming topether,” snid John
Bull, looking at Wharton. * The cad won't be ahle to tackle
the two of them."

“Good luck !

“They were coming down the passaze when I came in.
Ah, here they are!™

Hazeldene and Fisher T. Fish came into the siudy as John
Bull was speaking. They stopped on the threshold, staving
in blank amazement at the astounding scene before them.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
“Nof a Finger!™
o REAT snakes!
"My oward !
“T puess thiz takes the hull biscuit factory !" said
Fisher ' Fish. = What =ort of a bizney do you call
this, anyway '™

“What's the game” aszked Hazeldene,
tied up for, vou fellows®’

“ Do vou think s becavse we like it¥ howled Nugent.
“That beast hos dowe i, He's foo strong for us”

“Twea strong for half 2 dozon of you?” exelaimed Hazel-
den.

“Ha took us ence ot & time,” sant Bob Cherry.

Y0 I spet™

“1 guess ke can't take uz one at a time,™ said Fisher T.
Fish, nud he poimded o bean forefinger at the new boy, *“You
just antio those chapz!  You hear me?”

“T hear vou.'' agveed DBolsover.

“Then you'd Detter htstle”

*“Oh, collar him!” exeloimed Havey Wharton, * You're
not much m the fighting hine, cither of you, but the two
of vou ouzhr to be zhle to manage him.™

“ Pile in ! exelaimed John Dall.

I puess 1 could show him how we box over there, if ha
docsn’t muckle under in short arder,” enid Fisher T, Fish,
“CAre von poing to untie those guvs, Bolsovert”

ot mauch

“Then 1 poess I do it

Baolsover chiellod.

“1 puess vonr wou't,” he said.

*You hold hm olf, Haweldens, wlile T untic them," 2104
Fisher T, Fish.

Hazeldene eyed the bully denbifully. o did not very
much faney the task of “holding off ™ o follow head and
shoulders tallor than bimselfean follow who hod  overcomn
all the fizhong-men of the Hemove o feene Hazel could use
s hends, and he had sorme coveape, bt e hod pever been
a Fgrhtog-nan,

“ Look Leve, U antic them while vou keep him off,” Lo
sald.

Baolzsover chackied azamn. e ecame vound to the stidy
tloor amdd focked it He did nof want to run the visk of meorn
feliows: arviving while he was tackhing two ot o (e, e
had plenty of confidence in dis great steonpth, bot he did nos
wish to ran the vidk of the fabivs boing turned wpon lim,
He could guess what kimd of o reggimp he would wel 6f
Havry Wharton & Co. should get Lanse stal have hio to thojn-
elves in the stady,

Hazeldene and Wisher 7. Fish locked of one another, anud
then they looked at Bolsovee, wnd then 2t the bound juors
on the Boor.

Bolsover looked very dungereus to fackle, and it was very
doubtful if they eounld get Havey Wharton & Co. untied in
timte to help. Certainly one ef them might have ongapgred
Bolsover while the other sfavtod work on the eords:; but
neither was anxious for the tashk of engaging Bolsover.

1 ouess }'ﬂ}l'il_ betlor untwe 1hese cords, Bolsover,”™ suid
the Amencan jumnr,

“Yon've guessed wrong, then,” sauxl Bolsover,

“ 1 kirud of russ 1 shell lick you if vou don't.™

“Nermip=—1"m  readye.’

Y lome on, Hazel, lei’s tackle him,™ zaid Fish, "1 Jou's
foel inelined for a scrap on a hot effernoon; but we cun i
it e as ho's tied the others un™

“Good! Thore's plenty of rone heve,
Huazeldene.

“What are zou

anyway,”” said
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“Come on, then!™

“ All right! You begin.”

_Bolsover laughed, and there was an angry roar from the
ticd-up juniors on the floor.

“Go for him !

“ Bump him over!'

. I guess I'm just going to begin. You'll get left, Bolsover,
if :mil t':l““:t untie those guys,” said Figher ‘L. Fish, * Jevver
get left?

“ Buck up, vou silly asses!” shouted John Buil.

“I guess I'm bucking up. Look here, Hozel, why ain't
you coming on "

“Well, why don’t you come on, if you come to that?”
Huzeldene retorted.

“1 guess I'm waiting for you.™

YAnd I'm waiting for youw.™

“Now, I guess—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bolsover. “If you're not going to
hpﬁm, I think I will. Now then, both of you at once!”

e rushed at the two juniors,

Fisher T. Fish dodged round the table and escaped for the
moment.. Hazeldene tried to dodge, and stumbled over Bob
Chorry's long legs, and fell to the Hoor. Bolsover was upon
him in a moment, his knee planted upon him till he yelled,

“Ow! Chuck !
““Are you poing to take it quictly 7 chuckled Bolsover.
“Ow! Yes!

“Help him, Fishy I" roared Bob Cherry.
white-livered son o
can't you?"

YI—T gucss so! I—"

“Reseua ! howled Hareldens.

“EBhut up!” seid Dolsover, knocking hia head agaiﬂst the

. Y ¥ou blessed
a Chicago potted beef tin, help him,

floor, “"Dry up! Now, arc you going to yelp again?
“Ow! No! ¥Yow! Oh, no!™
* Good 1

Bolsover bound Hazeldens's wrists, Lkespine au eve on the
American junior all the time. Fisher T.
Fish made a rush at him. Bolsover half
rose, and the American scuitled round the
tabic again.

“You'd—you'd better stop that, Bol-
sover, I guess ! exelaimed IMisher T. Fish
thl‘ﬂatﬂ'ﬂlhg-[:r. “When I get my mad
up, I'm dangerous! You hear me!”

“Yes, I hear.”

“You let Hazeldene alone! You untie
him immadiately! You hear? I puess
I'll knock you mto the middle of next
Janunry if you don't let up—some !

“Go for him, you ass!"" howled Bob
Cherry.

" Buck up, Fishy 1"

“ Bquash him "

HI-I'm geing to!" gasped Fish, “ 1—
T'm just going to begin! Wait a minute
till I've taken my jacket off I'

“ Blow T::-u:: jacket! Ge for him!"

“ Well, lot me push my cuffs back. and—and—"

“Wah! VYou're afraid!™ bellowed John Dull,

“I—I guess I'm not afraid of anything your old 1sland can
produce,” said Fisher T, Fish,  * You'll see in a minute— -

“(Go for him I

“ You should sec me box over thera!" said Fisher T. Fish.
“I've knocked out bigger gurs than that chap, and—"

“Yah! Coward!

 What's that "

“Coward !'" yelled Bob Cherry.

1 guess I refuse to Hght the chap now.'' said Fisher T.
Fish, with a great deal of dignity. *f Mobody is going to call
e a coward, and expect me to help him, T utterly decline to
lay a linger on Bolsover now.”

he juniors, in spite of thew rage, could hardiy help grin-
ning. There coertainly wasa't any chance of F;.shat‘ T. ¥ish
laying a hinger on Bolsover, Lt his way of getting out of the
digicult_n; was certainly comic enougin,

Bolsover finished tving Hazcldene's hands, and sat him in
the row with the rest. Then he advanced towards the
American junior.

Fisher T. Fish backed away round the table. :

“1 guess I'm not going to loy a fnger on you,” he said

“1 gucss you're not,’ agreed Bolsover. 1 gucss rou
haven't the pluck to lay a finger on a white rabbit, if he tried
to hite. Ha, ha, ha ™™

“ ook here——" .

“ Come away from that deor!" roared Bolsover, as Fisher
T. Fish made a rush in that divection.

The American junior lalted. :

“(h, c-cortainly ™ he exelaimed, “I—I don’t mind!
Anvthing to oblige! Mind I'm not going to lay a finger on
vou, Bolzover, I was going to pulverize you- to simply kneck
vou into a squashed melon, but I won't now ™

“1 know you won't! Hold out your hands!"

# What for?™
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“ For me to tie them.™

“I--1 gucss not ! You sce—"
“I'll []::- v well bump you over if you don’t!" said Bolsover.
“Well, I"ve said that I won't lay a finger on you, so I

really don’t know what I'm to do,” said Fisher T. Fish, * [—
I'd rather not, you know. If any chap proposed to tie me up,
as a rule, I should sail in and koock him into tiny pieces.
But I've said that T won't lay a finger on you, and I'm &
fellow of my word.”

“*{Zive me your paws.''

* Weil, t.hﬂrﬁ vou are.  As I've said, I won't lay a finger on
you,

“Oh, ring off !

Bolsover fied Fisher T. Fish's wrists together. Fish was
the only one whoe had surrendered without a :5':.1'ug,'g:|c',i bat
certainly it would have been all the same if he had resisted.
He would have had no chance against the burly Dolsover.

Bolsover shoved Fisher T. Fish down in a sitting postore
with the rvest of the juniors, and chuckled aloud.

“Well, you look 2 jolly row,'”” he remarked.
think it's time I had my tea”

The juniors did not speal.

—_—

B Now 1

Their feclings were too docp

for words. They watched the Lully in silence as he a2t down
at the table and began upon the good things.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Fres Feeds.

CLSOVER had, apparently, & gpood appetite, i
He * wired in,” and scon made a considerable differ-
ence with the good things that were piled upon the
tabla.

The cold chicken vanished as if by magic, and the ham and
oggs followed, Bolsover helping himsalf
in the most liberal way. He grinned at
the silent and furious juniors as he pro-
ceeded with his repast.

“T must say this is joll d!" he re-
marked. "1 hope we E{IE.I often have
little feeds like thiz in this siudy. Ha,

ha, ha!”

The juniors glared. ,

To =it there, tied up like so many
chickens, and look on at the feed—the
feed they had prepared for themselves,
and which the bully was devouring—was
intolerable, .

But they had no ]‘LEIE for it. .

The only thing to do was to grin and
bear it—te bear it, at all events, even if
they could not grin.

They bhore it,

Inwardly they _
foarful vows of vengeance. Bolsover grinned at
the table

There came a ta
ment of hope at the thought of rescue.
door was tried, but Bolsover had locked it.

“ Resewe I'" shouted Nugent. ;

“T gay, you fcllows——'' cume a squeaky voice through
the keyhole.

Bob Cherry grunted.

“ No good; it's only Bunter™

“ 1 zay, Bolsover—'"

“ Hallo !"

““ Have von licked Wharton "

“ Yes,"” grinned Bolzaver.

“ Are vou feeding?"

T Yos.h , - . .

“ Well, vou might lot a fellow in,' said Billy Bunter, 1o an
injured ;ﬂice. e suppusi:'r_ tlmm'i more than enough for
one; and I put you on to this, you know.’

Polzover Eurs% into a laugh. He¢ unlocked the stqdy door,
and opened it, and tie Owl of the Remove came in. Billy
Tlunter stopped short as he caught sight of the row of bound
juniors on the Hoor, and gasped.

“ Great Scott ! Wh-what—-"

“Shut the door,” said Bolsover,

“ But—but how did you do it?" gasped Bunter.

“Oh, Tdid it !'" said Bolsover airnily.

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“ Ston that cackling, you fat duffer!” said Bob Cherry.

“ Look here, I'll stand you a big fecd if you'll call Mark
Lintev, and tell him what's going on.”

e that ercak &

“ Chuele that eroaking, vou ass.

“He, he, kal” gigglfd Bunter. **Oh, dear! Ha, ha, hat
This is funny | T say, you fellows, how do you like it ?

* Oh, ring off t" e s

“] warned you what Bolsover was like ! grinned Euntﬁ.

registered all sorta of
them across

at the door. The juniors made a move-
The handle of the

. Long, Compleis Tale of an Amazing Jape at
A G, L ool By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“ He, he, he! Vou're going to have a lively time in the
Remove! He, he, he!™

Spoop and Skinner loocked 1n at the door, which had been
left unlocked. They stared ar Haery Wharton & Co. in
astonishment, and giggled oo,

“Is thiz an exhibish " arked Skinner.

Bolsover waved his hand to the tahle. He relocked the
door. He had taken the measzure of Skinner and Snoop ab &
glanee. :

“I'm standing a feed,” he said, * These chaps are simply
sudicnce. Yon can pile inof vou like™ - a

Akinper and Bnoop needed no second 1nvifation.
drew chairs up to the table, and piled in

Bunter was Ersﬁ, however., He didn't trouble about a chair.
He stood at the table, and fed. Bolsover had already made
a deep inroad into the most tasty delicacies on the table. Dut
the fecd was a libera! one, intended for seven or cight fellows,
and g0 thers were ample supplice. Bunter’s fat fuce was soon
glistening from his exertions, But he did not slacken thom.

Enoop and Skinner did full justice to the feed, too. 1t was
ecldom that they had such a tireat for nothing. DBolsover
demolished a few more farts end meringues, and then sat
and watched the othere, with a gvin. He did not want any of
the fead left.

Harry Wharton & Co. watehed too.

They could not interfere, and it was useless for them to
raise verbal ohjections. Thev coula only tzke 1t queetly,
with all the patience they could muster
_ Billy Bunter blinked round at them presently. The fat
junior wag cnjoying the siiuation as much as he was enjoying
the feed. He had never taken what he considered az his
rightful place in the Greyfriars Remove.  Dut  under
Bolsover's wing, he felt that there were new times cotmng
for him, It behoved fcilows to be civil ta a chap who could
call in the aid of the cock of the walk at any time,

“1 say, vou fellows, I suppose vou don't mind this?" he
remarked., ‘' He, he, he!” .

“Oh, go ahead ! growled Harry Wharton, “ You may as
wall have it as the other cads [

“Oh, reaily, Wharton——" P

“T'll give the fat beast a jelly good licking, all the sawme,
presently,” growled Frank Nwgont.

Billy Bunter blinkad at him,

“You'd betier not,” he said.
after me, ain't you, Bolsover¥™"

“ Certatnly,” snid Bolsover loftily. “ Donter’s under my
protecticn. Anvbody who Jaxs a finger on Bunter will have
te i?Tﬂg: out for mc.:; .

“ There vou are, Sugent !’ ]

“Yaou'll ::g-ct more than a finger, all the same,” said Frank,
“You'll get a whole fist!™

* (th, really——-"*

“ And a whole foot, too,” said Dob Chervy.

Billy DBunter picked up a jum-tard, and rolled towards
Nugent. He blinked down at the round junior.

“Where will you have 1t 7" he asked.

i E'h '_il”

“Where will yvou have it ?" repeated Bunter.

“ You—you fut rotter ! Kecp it away ! )

“ Mot unless vou anologize.' said Bunter, in- his haughticst
tone.  * If you like to say you ara sorry

“You fat cad "

“ There ‘yﬂu are, then!™

Squelch ! ' r ’

The jam-tart crushed and crumbled en Nugent’s face. Tle
gazped and snorted as the jum filled Lis nose and mouth. The
tart remained sticking to his face, till, by working lis
features, ho succecded n gotting vid of it. Then most of the
jam remained. i

0w 1" gasped Nugent. Oh !

Bolsover reared.

" Ha, ha, hal” _ 5

Harry Wharton & Co. were silent after thet. Whatever
they intended to do in the future ro the spoilers of the feed
they kept to themselves. There were plenty of jam-tavis to
go round, and Billy Bunter was only too willing to take
advantage of o fellow who was helpless.

The feed finished at Jast, Skinner and Snoop rose from
the table, Billv- Bunter was paciing filberts and orangos
and biscuits info his pockets. He bad ecaten il he conid,
and there was a bright shininess in his complexion amd a
slow heaviness in kis movements which showed how much
he had overdone it

“ Finished " asled Dolwover,

v Yps,? snid Skinner,  © Thanks! I've seldom had a more
ripping feed! 8o kind of you, Bolsover:™

“ Jollv decent ! said Sneop. It was ripping !

“Glad you liked 1t 1”7 said Bolsover.

He untocked the door. and Skinner and Snoop and Buuter,
with mocking prins at the boued juniors, quitted the study.
Bolsover turncd in the doorway to ook at then.
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They

“ Bolsover is going to look

“hren !

“Well, T think you've had your lesson,”” he said. * Thanks
for the feed; it was nice! And now I think ;,ruu'll admit
that I'm cock of the walk in the Remove—ech ¥

* Dh, po and eat coke !

**Ha, ha, hat™

Bolsover closed the study door behind bim, and went
down the passapge whistling.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Too Previous.

ABRRY WHARTON & CO. reinained as they were.

They were bound too tightly to have any chance of
getting loose, and it was evidently not Holsover's
intention to zef them free.

Their limbs were growing cramped with the bonds, and
their tempers were getting exasperated to a most dangerous
(roint.

Bob Cherry was the caly one who retained any good-
humour. The here of the Remove scemed to be able to
preserve his good femper upder any creumsiances. He
srinned round at the scowling faces of the other fellows.

“Well, this is a zo ! he exelatined.

“Jlang that fellow ! prowled llazeldene.

“1 guess he's shick,”” said Fisher T. Fish delefully.
“ There ain't any Hics on that sport, you bet !

i II'&-“E him !!'! '

* IMlow him IV

“The beast !

“Thoe ead!™

“*The rank cutsider 1™

“ That's right—blow off stearm ! snid Bob Cherry approv-
ingly. ** It will make yon feel hettor.” :

“0Oh, shut up ! growled Nugent. “Ow! My face is
Beastly sticlky ! '] skin DBunter ! It tickles hike anything "

“*Poor old Franky I

“Thoere's o beastly fly crawling on my nose!™ said
Nugent distressfully. **Ow! Can't sonebody rub him off 17

The hot afternoon sun was streaming in at the study
window. The jam on Nupgent's face was 1.'erﬁ' attractive
to the flies. IFlies were bugzing over the tea-table, and fies
were buzzing over Nugent. Onc fly had erawied on his nose
to cat the jamn, and had his leps stuck in it. His efiorts
to extricate himself were decidedly irritating to the helpless
junior.

Nugent rolled over, and rubbed his nose against the floor,
with fatal results to the fly. But as scon as he sat up
avain, pasping, flies came round to call. They scemned to
like Nugent very wmch.

“ We—we must get out of this fix " said Harry Wharton,
who had been straining at his bonds till his joints almost
cracked.,  *Can't any of yvou fellows get loose ¥

“1 pacss I can't?”’

“I've been trying,” said John Bull, who was as red as a
Lestroot in the face with exertion, T can't !

I can't!” said Tom Brown. “The horrid cad has tied
us up too well, My armws are aching fearfully.™

“ 8o are mine.”

“RBamp here”

“AWell, we're in a giddy fix, and no mistake ' said Bob
Cherey.  **The only thing is to vell. Somebody will come
anil lot us loose. I heliove Marky 13 in his studs,””

“ITold on ! said Farey Whaston heastily, as Bob Cherry
opened his mouth fo yell.

Bob paused.

“AWhat's the row ' he asked.

“Tron't be in a hurry ! We don’t want the fellows to
comeo erowding in, and secing us like this!” said [arry,
red with mortification. . )

= E;I’m!” satd Bob. * There's sowething in that! Dot

“T don't see any other way out of it, Wharton," said
Joehn Buell

't some of you get laose ¥ .

There was o genctal straining at the rope agamm.  Buot
thev had fried that before. b was useless; and one afier
avother thoy gave it up. They could pot get loose, and
thev sat pasping painfully from their efforts.

“an't be done ! saild Nuvent,

CAVe shall Bave to voll” remarked Bob.
make up vour mind fo it, Haree”

I euess it all O K" sap: Fishey T, Fish, * There's no
disorace in being done in, one ot a time, vou know.  As for
me, I had no cnaiee. as I had sxid that T woulde’s lay a
finzer on the fellow, and-—-*

Y Rats 1

L gucss——" . o i 5

““ Dh, shut up. Fish " zaid Wharton irritably.  * We don't
want avny swank pow ! If voo had gat up a decent fight,
this wouldn't hnve ]mnlwrl['-:i- I AU PHPOEE we shall have to
vill for the fellows Go it "

“May as well

the spectal new story arthe “THE INVENTOR'S RIVAL” ™ YReVon Sale " Frrce ta



?;lﬁ 'Lﬂpemantei burst into a simuitanecus yell :

elp!

There was no reply at first. PBut by the time that they
had welled half a dozen times in succession there was a
sound of footstepa in the passage. Mark Linley, of the
Remove, opened the door and loolked in.

Linley was a very quiet and composed lad, hut as he saw
the strange sight in the study his jaw dropped, and his eves
opened wide, and he stared at them blankly, locking o
great deal like a fish fresh from the water.

“* Marky, old man—**

" Why, what—what has happened 7'’

“*We've been tied up !" said Harry lamely.

The Lancashire lad smiled, He could see that for himself,
But he did not waste time in asking questions. He took s
knife from the table, and went from one junior to another,
cubtmg the ropes.

Glad enough were Harry Wharton & Co. to rise and
stretch their c¢ramped limbs. They stretched and twisc
themselves to get the stiffness out of their joints, and there
were muffled exelamations as attacks of “* pins and needles ™
chmea Oon.

. Bob Cherry hopped on one leg, with his face twisted up
nto a most extraordinary expression.

“Ow!" he gasped. “Yow! 1've got it

Tt will pass off in o minute, Bob [

“ Yow-ow-vow

Mark finished his work and laid down the knife. Hs
could not help smiling & little. The whole thing was utterly
gbhsurd, and no one could fesl the absurdity more than
Bolsover's victims themsélves.

“ ¥You've had a rough time,” Mark Linley said sympathetic-
ally, but with a glimmer in his eyes. * How did the fellow
manage it? Who was it ?"

“ It was Bolsover I

“ The new boy " i

“ Yes. He tackled us one at o bime, excepting Hazel and
Fish. He took them togoether, but Fish couldn’t put up a

“1 gpuess—""

“Oh, rats! Look here, you fellows, we shall never hear
the end of this,”" said Fl'ﬁl-l‘rj' Wharton restlessly. “ The

move will roar over it, and the wheole school will get
i_mldituf it and chuckle! We've got to make Bolsover sit up
ur "FT

“ Rag him !'" said Hazeldene.

“Gaood! Rag the cad ! said Fisher T. Fish. "I guess

that's about the right caper!”

Wharton shook his head hesitatingly.

“1 den't know about that” he zaid. * Rapging iz all
vnr_l';; well, but—hut—— Well, it will look jelly %ﬂc{: to ragz
a chap we can’t tackle single-handed. If it were a fellow
ofie of us could stand up to, it would be all right. But it
would look bad if he were able to say we set on him five or
six at a time, because we couldn't talte him on singly. I
don't like the idea !

"I dan't, either, for that matter,” said Bob Cherry. “ But
what are we to do? We can't let him go on like this!"™

“IL suppose not.”

*“And we can't lick him.”

“Wa can try.”"
“"Haven't we tried?” said Bob. “I've tried, and he
Bulstrode tried, and was walked

simply walked over me!
over "

I had no chanee,” said Bulstrede. ““How did vou find
him, Wharton ¢*

Wharton eoloured.

“Wall, I hadn't much of a show.” he said: “but then T
didn't know how big a job it was, and I wasn't quite ready
for it. 1 think it might turn out differently, with gloves
on, in the gym., and everything in order for a ropular mali.
And if I can't lick him, I think Marky had better come
next.”’

The Lanecashire lad nodded.

“I'm quite willing,” he said. *"If the chap's a bully,
and he has to be taken down, I'm willing to do my best. I
don't know if I can do it, that's all; but I'll try 1"

“If Marky can't, nobody can, and the rotter will b

cock of the wall, just as he said!” said Bob Cherry
Y o T Gl show i R o h
wens | aould show im how we bo rar t I PR
H DE. ring off, Fishy 1" + oer e
““Let us go down and see the cad!™ said Harry, “T'm

going to make him come into the gym., and have it out now,
We shall sco how it turns out.™

“Good enough!™

The juniors crowded out of the study, only Frank Nugent
remaining behind to wash the jam off his face. Billy Bunter
was on the stairs, slowly ascending—very slowly. That feed
was telling on the fat junior,

He caught sight of the juniors coming down, and gave
a gasp of alarm. There was vengeance in their lools as they
gaw him. Bunter turned and ran, and lost his footing on
the stairs, and rolled to the bottom, He lay on the mab
gasping.
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2. “INKY MINOR!”

TUESDAY ;

RVERY o " ONE
TUESDAY, tm u‘“nz_.a_a{ltt PEMNEY.
“Ow! Ow! TLeaveoff!” he yelled. *Yow! Stop it!"
The juniors had not touched him yet—they had not cven

reached him. But Bunter was roaring as if he were bein
slaughtered., Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, open

his study door and came out. Bunter heard his footstep,
and roared louder, imagining that the juniors were closa

upan him,
Y“hﬂ:ﬁ! Help! Murder! Yarooh! Ow! Chuck it!
81l .
Me. %uelch stopped, and stared down at the fat junior.
H?‘ -.ﬁq:lnt-:srgd whether Bunter had taken lcave of his senses.
NEEr———
“Ow! Yow! Yaroch!"

“ Bunter I'" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oht! %p.spe:! Bunter, recognising the vouwe; and he sab
;! 3 TITI-}! blinked at the Form-master. “Ow! Oh, sir! I

ﬁ L

“ What do you mean, Bunter, by rolling on the Hoor, and
uttering those ridiculous eries?” Mr. Quelch exclaimed
severely.

“1If vou pleass, sir—"

“I think you must be mad, Bunter! I have never heard
of such an utterly ridiculous and unaccountable proceeding I™
gaid Mr. Quelch, exazperated. Ik is 8 ridiculous tricl,
Bunter—a deliberate intention to annoy and alarm your
Form-master "'

Ok, sir, T P

“ Follow me into my study, BDunter.”

“Oh, sir, L w

“ Follow me!" almost shouted Mr. Quelch, " Since you
choose to ory oub in an alarming manner, Bunter, and alarm
the house, I shall give you something to cry out for”

* But, sir—" 1

Mr. Quelch interrupted him. He laid an iron grasp upon
Billy Bunter's collar, and marched him into his stady. From
the closed door s swishing sound was heard, and waila of
anguizh from the Owl of the Remove. o

arry Wharton & Co. went on their way grinning. Thoy
had not touched Bunter, but the ¢ad of the Eemovs had had
his punishment all the same. Billy Bunter came out of the
Form-master’s study snorting and I_frunr.in‘s; and com resﬁlnﬁ
hia fat hands under his arms. arry ¥ harton & Co. ha
gone into the junior common-rcom to look for Bolaover.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
A Fight to a Finizgh,

OLSOVER was there, :
The new junior was holding quite s court.
The story of the happenings in No. 1 Study in the
Bemove passage had apread. Sncop and Skinner hed
taken carc of that.

The whole Remove had chuckled over it slready, and
fellows of the other Formas were getting hold of k. Even
Wharton's own friends, fellows who would never have hacked
up Bolsover against him, ¢ven Bulstrode's own chums,
langhed over the story. They could not help it. It was a
deadly blow to Balstrode’s prestige as captain of the Remave,
and it afforded many of the juniors secret sotisfaction as
regarded Wharton, For Harry, many fine qualities as he
had, was locked upon as being given to * riding the high
horae™ at times, and a fall for Wharton afforded gratification
Ew_.rf:n te many fellows who were on the best of torms with

i,

The junior common-room was crowded, and the fellows
were all laughing. They laughed more than ever as Harry
Wharton & Uo. came in. The new-comers did not need o
be bold what they were laughing at.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, scemed to
be enjoying the joke as much as any.

Fags of the Second and Third Form, Dicky Nugent, and
Giatty, and Tubb, and the rest, chuckled over it without end.
They burst into a yell as the Hemoviies came in, and Sammy
Bunter, of the Becond, yelled:

“ Bee the conquering heroes come 1"

And there was a roar of laughter,

dlarry Whartem & Co. walked in with crimson faces.
Really, there was no shame in what they had suffered ; they
had been taken one at a titne, and there was no disgrace
in a follow being overpowsred by another fellow strongoer
than himself. It was rrue, but they folt ridiculous, and they
could net help feeling that thero was something ominently
ridiculous in the position they had been in.

The Remove seemed to think so, anyway. Bome of the
fellows ware laughing till the tears ran down their cheeks.

Bolsover was the centre of a crowd. Fellows like Snoop
and Skioner regarded him as an excellent person to make
friends with. And, under the circumstances, nobody was
inclined to quarrel with him. The fellow who was big encugh

1

mazing Jape at

A Grand, Long, ¢0n]1:p!eta Tale of an ICHARDS

Grayfriars Schoel. By FRANK
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TO ALL MY READERS!

Anxious that as many
British boys as possible may
read Sidney Drew’s wonderful
serial story, " BEYOND THE
ETERNAL ICE!" from the first
chapter to the last, I am
taking this opportunity of
making a personal appeal to
all my friends who are
regular readers of " THE
| MAGNET " Library.

It is not often I ask a
favour of my friends; but
now that "THE MAGNET" Library
is bounding ahead in popu-
larity as a story-book, I ask
every regular reader to get
a new subscriber this week!

Request a non-reader to
peruse this number you hold
in your hands, and when he—
or she!—has read "THE COCK
OF THE WALK, " by Frank
Richards, and the opening
instalment te Sidney Drew?®s
amazing adventure story,
"BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!" I
have very little doubt
that your friend will place
a regular order with his
newsagent and become a
staunch reader of "THE
MAGNET" Library.

Will YOU get a new sub-
scriber?

THE EDITCR.
"The Magnet" Library.
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snd strong cncugh to handle Harry Wharton & Co. as
Bolsover had done, was not & persen to be hghily tackled.

Wharton came straipht up to Belsover. Snoop and Bkinnep
drew behind the buiﬁr : but Wharton took no notice of them.
He was not after the small fry. Bolsover met him with
an msolent grim.

“ You've got out, then?” he ashed.

“¥oes," said Wharton.

** Must_have been a nice sight, I think,” remarked Temple,
af the Upper Fourth, in his bland tene. “1 wizsh 1 had
been there with my camera.”™

“(h, rather ! said Dabney.

'“Ha, ha, haI?

Wharton did not oven look at the Fourth-Formers.  His
eyes were fixed upon Bolsover,

Bolsover stood with his hands in his trouvsers’ pockets, n
a carclessly lounging attitude.

It was perfectly plein that he did not carc two straws for
Wharton, or for a.n;,rthin that he might say or do.

“I've zot to settle with vou,” SELidE Harry.

“(Eo ahead !

“Will you come into the gym. "

“ What for "

“To stand up to me with the gloves on™

Boilzover laughed.

;o Em‘m’t. you had encugh yet!" he asked.

i ﬁ"’

“(h, I don’t mind giving yvou another licking. DBut yeu'd
better keep off the grass; you haven't an earbhih,'.”'

“Wa ghall gee about that.”

“Well, T'll come; I'm ready.”

“Follow me, then™

Everybody in ihe room followed Wharton, If the cham-
pion ﬁﬁ{ ting-man of the Remove was to tackle the cock of
the walk, the fight was certain to be interesting. Wharton's
determined character was well known; he would not give
in sa long as he could stand up.

It would be o fght to o finish, and the Removites woro
very keen on encounters of that sort. Almost all the Lower
Bchool crowded info the gyinnasium after Wharton and
Balsover.

**Shall [ be vour zecond, Wharlton 7" asked Bulstrode,

“ Thanks !’

“1 guess if he licks you I'll take hitm om,” said Fisher T,
Figh. " The guy will have to be token down a pep some-

w.'

“8hut up ! rowrved the juniors.

“Put I ras—""

“ Ring off I"

The Removites were * fed up "' with tho American junior's
swank, after the pitiful exhibition he hod mode in No. 1
Stucdy. No one but Fisher T. IFish would have continued to
swank in the seme way, for o time at least; but Fish weos
never known to coasc.

- Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain of Groyiriers, paused
in the doorway of the gym., and locked at the crowd of
Lower Bchaool. fellows streaming in. A muoch less keen fellow
than Wingate would not have seen that something way * on.”

“Wharton ! he called out.

Harry turned round,

“What's going on?"" asked Wingate.

“We are,”” said Bob Cherry. And lie went on.

Wingate langhed. He was a good-humoured fellow, ss he
nr]r'd{!d to be to keep his temper with the Removites, as o
rule.

“It's only a row, Winpate," sanl Hu,rr:.r,

“VYou and the new boy "

::?leu

“ Fighting already—and again?' said Wingate, with a
fromwn at the new Hemovite,

Bolsover gave o shrop.

“1 don’t particularly want to fght,” he said, * but thia
chap is looking for trouble, and I'm going to wipe up tha
floor with him, if he likes™

*Gloves on, mmd,” said Wingate.

“0h, yes," =said Marry,; “ihat's all right.”

Y“Very well, then”

Wingate walked away., So long as the vsual gloves were
used, ho had ne ohjection te a mill naw and then among the
juniors, though fighting with bare lists was always frowned
upon.

The juniors forimed 2 ring in the gym., and Bob Cherry
brought a bkasin of water and & sponge. DBob was locking
unusually grave now, Ile had a fecling that Wharton would
get the worst of the cncounter, and he <id not like the pro-
spect. Wharton was not so confident as uanal himself, buot
he meant ta Beght till he fell

The two combatants stripped off their jackets and rolled
up their euffs, and doaned the gloves, Bolsover swaggerced
forward to face Wharton.

“Two wmwinute roundz, and cne minute reste,' zaid John
Bull. 1 suppose that's agveeable, l=mt it 2"

k]
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Bolsover picked up the big dumb-bells and began to go
up in bed watching him.

through his exercises, while the Remove juniors sat

Bolsover grinnoed.

“¥es, unless Wharton would prefor one minute rounds,
and two minute rests,”” he sad. " 1 dare say he'll like it like
that before I get through with him.”

“ Bwanker ! said Bob Cherry.

“" Do you want a thick ¢ar?” azked Bolsover threateningly.

(11 R&u !FF

Tho bully made a movement towards Bob, and Harry
Wharton stepped between. Wharlon's face was very quiet
and set, but his eyes were Hushing.

"Hold on!” he said guietly. You
haven't finished with me yet.

“1'Il soon fnish with vou,"

“I'm ready.”

Time!” said Temple, of the Upper Fourth, who had
apptgiiinted himself timekocper, chiefly beeause he had & gold
watbch,

And the ight began.

Harry Wharton was strong and steady, and he was a first.
closs boxer for his age. But in the first round he realised
how little chance he had apamst a follow whoe was taller and
longer in the reach, whose strength was enormous, and whose
condition was perfecr.

iBolsover, too, boxed very well He had not made much
of o show in his tussle with Sclly Lazarus in Iriavdale: but
Solly was not an ordinary boy. e could have exhibited
himself as a juvenile boxer in a fair, and diawn zreat crowds.
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“One at a time!

spid Bolsover angrily.

DBolsover had not the shghtest uncasiness in facing Harry
Wharton ; and he was right.

Tha first round brought Harry scvere punizshinent, but he
stood it gallantly until the call of time. But for the gloves,
he would have been badly mmuled. Bven as it was, his face
showed traces only too plainly of the hennnering Bolsover
had given him in the course of the two minutes.

Wharton sank on the knee Bulzstrode made for him, and
Bob Cherry sponged his heated face. Bob was grim and
sitent. Wharton looked at his friends with o foveed smile.
Thera was bitter chagrin in his heart. He saw that they
did not believe that he would win; he did not believe so
himself. It was a new position for the fellow who lid been
ﬁi:m.mpiun of the Remove, und 1f came as 8 bilter blow to

i,

The next round began, and Wkarton prossed the Gghting,
Regardless of the punishment hie received, and it was heavy
enough, he attacked zall the time, and seversl tinmes iz blows
came deftly home, and the round ended with the fall of the
bully. Bolsaver caught an upper-cut on the point of the
chin, staggered back, and fell with a erash to the floor,

He lay Eilﬂ]plm and dazed il lus zecond nicked him up.
There was a roar of cheering from the Greyfriavs fellows
They were intensely anxzious to sce Wharton win, and now
their hopes began to rise.

“* Hurrah !"

¥ Bravo, Wharton "

“ Hurrah! Give him another like that 1”
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“Go i, Harey!”

Bolsover's face was evil and dark as hesat on his sccond’s
knce. Skinner was his second, and Skinner had been grin-
E;Dai very cheerfully; but now he had become ﬂuddgeniy

e,

Bolsover read the expression of his face, and sneered.

“Do you think I'm licked? he said savagely. “One
swallow doesn’t make a summer. I'm going to smash him
in the next round.™

“I hope you will," said Skinner, quite sincorely.

“Ho do I, by jingo !" muttersd Bnoop.

Thoe cad of the Remove certainly meant . A fear had
ecome upon them that they had been a little too hesty in
backing :E the new boy, that it might turn out that they
had backed the wrong horse, o to speak.

But when the third round commonced, they dreow comfort
from it. Belsover put into the fight oll the strength he had,
all he knew of boxing. e pressed Harry Wharton hard,
and harder, and the junior wasz badly punished. The bigger
lad showed no mercy; his heavy fists came home again and
again; and although Wharton put in several telling blows,
they did not secmn to affect Bolsover much, He seemed to
bo made of iron, and able to endure almost any punishment,

Crashing blows full in the face, which would have felled
any fellow in the Remove, only made Bolsover shake his
head, and then come on again. One of his oves was dis-

coloured, and his nose was looking e little sideways, but he
did not seem to mind.

Crash !

A terrific right-hander from Bolsover caught Harry

Wharton fnll en the jaw,

The junior went backwards as if he had been shot, and
crashed on the floor, and did not move again. Temple began
o count.

Bolsover stood ready te knock Wharton down again if he
attempted to rise. According to the rules, he had won the
fight if ten were counted before Wharton renewed the con-
test. Tomple's voice droned on steadily.

* One, two, three, four, five, sixg—"" _

Wharton's friends were locking at him anxiously. He had
bean half-stunned by that terrific blow, and though he made
a faint metion to rise, he sank back agaim. uﬁoh Cherry
gritted his reeth.

“He's done!™ he mutterced,

And Nugent nodded ﬁ!wmjly. Even if Harry could get
Epﬂ and continue the fight, there was no doubt that he was

One,

*F Beven, eight, nine——"

Harry Wharton pulled himself torether and leaped up.
Bolsover’s fist swept out, and he crashed to the floor again.
This time he did not rise. Temple counted once more, amid
breathless silence.

IF'rom one to eight, and Wharton did not stir.

L 11 Hine___m!‘!‘

.ﬁg!ight movement, that was all.

44 H.t !I'-

Temple put hia watch into his pocket, Skinner and Snoop
chuckled. Harry Wharton sat up dazedly, and Bob Cherry
helped him to his feet.

“ Never mind, old chap,” he whispered.
good fight, anyway."

Wharton did not speak.

*You put up a

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mark Does Hls Best.

OME of the romove fellows and the fags cheered the
victor. But they were fow. Most of the fellows wers
sorry to gee Wharton licked. 1t was not only that they
knew him, and that the victor wus s stranger. But the

iatter wae a bully, too; and he had been utterly ungenerous
in the fight. He had taken no advantage that he was not
entitled to teke by the rules; but it was elear that such a
thought az chivalry had never entered his head. Wharton
showed no resentment. He stoed gquictly, passively, while Bob
Cherry wiped his faed, and Nugent helped him on with his
1acket, and Bulstrode handed him his tie. Dut the Jad was
deeply wounded. The ocutward hurts he would sson recover
from, but the wound te his pride waes deeper, It was not
a3 if he had been beaten by a fellow he could have liked or
reapactod—a fellow like John Bull or Tom Brown, or like
Trumper or Solly Lazerus of Couartfield. Bat te be hepe-
lessly licked by o fellow he disliked and despised, that was

what cut deep.

Bolsover was swagpraring now mors than ever, [He had a
right to swaggoer, if e liked. He had licked the champion
of the HRemove. And there were few fellows inclined to
interfere with his Swag ering.

He came over to Wharton with his hands in his pockets
and an insolent grin on his face.
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Wharton looked at him q“iﬂt!?}' and steadily.

“ 80 vou've had enough, hey?" said Bolsover.

“Yes," said Harry quietly.

“1 suppose :J.fr:ru’re sarry you started now?"

f Not at all’”

“You've had a jolly good heking."

“That is true.” . .

* And you'll get anoiher if T have much of your lip1" said
Bolzsover. ‘* Remember that! I'm cock of the walk in this
Form! That's got to be remembered!" ]

“You won't be cook of the walk over me!™ said Hangf
Wharton steadily. * You are too much for me; but you will
have a fizht on your hands every time you try to lord it over
me, or over any fellow here who's worth his salt !

Bolsover knitted his brows.

1 see vou haven't had all the cheek knocked out of you!"”
he said. *" Mind, I don't want any of it! If I have any more
from you I'll clout you like 8 h‘%]! Beal"

And he swung out his open hand, as if he would have
carried out his threat. A sturdy form came Ween ad
Wharton stood gritting his teeth with rage. It was the lad
from Lancashire. ]

Bolsover glared at Mark Linley. He had not noticed the
Lancashire [ad before, as Mark stocd quietly in the ring of
spectators. .

*You won't do anything of that sort here!" ssid Mark.
;" ]'.']i:dhq{l!y but a cad would think of crowing over a fellow he'd
1 ! :

“I fancy I shall do just as I like!” mid Bolsover. “I'm
cock of the walk, my pippin! And if youn say or word
I'll give you what I've given Wharton!"” ;

“ ¥ou'll have a chance, then,' said Mark. “If it weren't
that ld)'ﬂu've been through n fight already, and are tired, I
would begin on you now [

Bolsover laughed sneeringly.

“You needn't mind that,” he sad. “I'm not too fagged
to lick you, or any other chap here, for that matter.”

“I'l wait, though—""' _

“You won't goet out of it so easily as that!™ sneered
Balsover. “If you don't fight me, after what you've said,
I'll thrash vou, anyway [""

Mark flushed, ;

“If you put it like that,” he said. “I'll fight you at onee!
I was only thinking of treating you decently; but I suppose
vou don't wnderstand.”

** Oh, come on!” : ;

Mark put on Wharton's gloves. The ring, which had been
breaking up, gathered again in greater riess than ever.
Mark Lanley came next to Wharton in the Remove in reputa-
bion as a champion with the gloves on; and if Bolsover could
tackle him, immedistely after defesting Harry, there was
little doubt ihat his claim was fully established to be cock of
the walk in the Remave,

Mark Linley's face was hard and set. He knew that he
had taken on a difficult task, but he meant to go through with
it and do hiz best to put the bully of the Remove in his
place. ) .

The two juniors faced one another with the gloves on, and
Temple took out his watch again.

@ Time ! he said.

And they started. . ] .

Holsover had been but little fatigued by the fght with

Wharton, Ile scemed to be made of iron. ) .
He sttacked Mark Linley from the start, pressing him hard,
The Lancashive lad stood his ground well, and put up a

splendid fizht.

But weight and zize were bound to tell,

Harry Wharton, with his face swelling from the demage he
had roceived, and dark circles forming about his eyes, stood
with the rest looking on. He would have given anything he
possessed to see.the Lancashire lad defeat the bully, But as
the first roungd progresscd, he felt that there was little hope.
There was no d];ubt that Bolsover was in splendid condition.
ANl that he had gone threugh seemed to make little or no
imprezsion upon him., He appeaved to be as fresh as paint.

* Time ™" zsaid Tempie. S

The first vound was over. DBoth the jumers were breath-
ing hard ; neither was very much hurt so far. :

*Go it, Marky, old man?" whispered Bob Cherry, fanning
the Lancashive lad with a cap as he rested. * Go it! You've
got a chance!” .

“I'm ,E;r:-ing to do my best " said Mark determinedly.

“ That's right, pile in! If you can't lick him, Marky, no-
bady ean !

“T Lelieve nobody can!” muttered Bulstrade. **He's o
bit out of the common, you know., It would take a regular
prizefighter to beat the brute!”

“* Marky's got a chance.”

“Well, I hope so." _

But Bulstrode did not speak in a very hopeful tone.
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““ Time " said Temple.

“Go it, Linley!” &ﬂutﬂd the Remove. as the combatants
toed the line again.

Time had been when the Lancashire lad—the scholarshi
boy who had worked in a factory—would have had littlo
sympathy from the Removites. But they looked upon Mark
Linley differently now. Heo was one of themselves, after all,
and he was fighting for Greyfriars against the swaggering
stranger, and they were ready to cheer cvery blow he struck.
If ho could have beaten the bully, Mavk Linley would have
become the idel of the Form. But could he?

Ha had strength and nerve, and unbounded pluck and reso-
lution. He would fight as long as he could stand, But that
could not avail him against ﬂver;rl‘mweriug strength,  Bolsgver
had everything on his side. Bullies, as a rule, are cowards;
but Bolsover was not o coward, he had courage, as well ag
unuswal strength and height and length of reach, and it was
glmost hopelesa to tackle ham.

Dut the Lancashive lud went grimly through four rounds,
though in_each his punichment grew heavier aod harder.
Many of his blows had gone home, and Bolsover was looking
much the worse for wear, as Bob Cherry put it.  But at the
end of the fourth round theve was little tj:}uht in the minds
of the spectators how the fight would end. And Skinner and
2noop, who had &.ﬁaiu been smitten with that uneasy fear
that they "might have backed the wrong hoves, cheered
Bolsover as the fifth round began in their rvelief at zceing
that he was certain to win, But, in the present mood of tho
spectators, that was not a judicious thing to do. Bavage looks
were turned upen the two cads of the Lower Fourth.

“*What are you chirping about, ¢h®’ demanded Ogilvy.
“ Looking for trouble? You'd better shut up, if vou know
when you've well off 1"

“Faith, and ye've rvight!" said Micky Desmend. “If I
hear any more ¢ irruping, sotcehody will pet a thick ear!”

And Snoop and Skinner ** moderuted their tramsports,” as
a aix-shilling novelist would say.

They did their rejowcing quietly after that. And, un-
fortunately, they were given somethine to rejoice about. The
fifth round was decisive. Mark Linley was knocked down
with a terrific left-hander that caught him under the nowe,
and he baraly eame up to time. The minute rest saved him,
and he stepped up for the sixth round; but it was clear to all
that it was only dogged pluck and determination that made
him able to face the hammering fists of the bually.

, Bolzover did not spare him. As the Lanecashire lad failed
in his cfforts, spent by the Jong, hard stenggle. the buile
hammered and hammered. Mark Linley staggercd back under
a shower of flerce and pitiless blows, and fell,

This time ho did not come up to the serateh.  He coukl net !
He made one strong effart, and reeled back, and Bob Cherry
caught him as he foll. Bolsover, standing firmly uwpon liw
feet, looked at him with a sneer.

“Done?™ he asked.

“ ¥Yes, done, hang you!” said Bob Cherey.

Bolsover langhed,

“Any more coming on?’ he asked.

There wags no reply. The bully’s challenge was heard hy
all, and it was not taken up. What was the use of the
fellows taking it up when their two best men had bheen de-
defeated in turn before their eyns?

Bolsover waited a fow moments for the veply that did not
come.  Then he threw off the gloves, and signed to Skinner
to help him on with his jacket. Skinner and Snoop busied
themselves about him most officiously.

“All aver, oh?’ zaid Bolsover. *Well, T don’t pund. T1%]
take on half o dozen of you in turn, if you liked; but I don't
care. I'm not a quarralsome chap. Only, I'm cock of the
walk 1in thiz Form, don’t any of vou forget that, or there wiil
be trouble. That's all "

And Dolsover put his hands into his trousers’ -poeckete and
awapgered out of the gym.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fags.
*4 EDTIME!™ said Wingate, looking into the junior eom-
IMOI-FOant,

B And there was a general movement,

Wingate looked curiously at Harry Wharton & Ce.
There had been rows galore in the Remove, at various times.
Signs of damage were not infrequent. Tut such a crop of
darlened eyes and swollen noses, and eut lips and beaised
cheeks had seldom been seen even in the Remove.

The Greyiriars captain grinned a little, buet Lo made no
r?nﬁ.@,rl{ on the circemstance. After sll, it was no businoss
of his.

Harry Wharton & Co. went up to the dormitory focling
sore, in & double seise. The swagrer that Bolsover put on
was one of the hardest things they had te bear. Thut
Bolsover was cock of the walk there could be no doubt: aud,
a3 Nugent remarked, he did not forget to sieat,

He strutted up the passage, and steutted up the stairs, and
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strutted into the Remove dormitory. And Trever, who fel
i behind him and strutted, too, and evoked & rear o
laughtor, was sorry for himeelf when Bolzover discovered
what he was doing. The bully smacked his ears with a forco
that made hiz head ring. Trever did not take it quictly.
He fought, and he was licked hollow in less than a nunute,
He wuy tossed, gasping, upon his bed, and DBolsover pro-
ceaded calmly to take lus bools off.

Trevor undressed without o word. He hod had enoughi.
Many of the fellows looked at the new boy with burning eyves.
But they did not speak.

Bolsover had taken off one boat, and was about to begin
on the other, when a thought appearcd to strike him.

“Btott ! he called out.

Btott looked round,

“Yes, Bolsover 7'" he said civilly.

“Take my boot off 1

“ ik, certainly 17 said Stolt.

He unlaced Bolsover’s rather Targo boot and took it off.
The other fellows looked on in disgust.

Bolsover yawned, and begoan to take off s jacket. 1la
gave i to Btott te fold up, and Stoti {folded it up.

Bob Cherry snorted.

“Ind you ever see such swank 7" he murmuared. ;

“I guess not!" said Fisher T. Fish, * For two pins T'd
wade Inoand wipse upr the dorm. with the gpuy—some [
“(ro ity then,” said Bob Choerry.

1 puess 'm too sleepy.”
*Broreor!”

“ Blessed if I'd fiyg for him ! said Nugent, “I'd be cot
in preces first ] But [ suppose Stott and Skinner & Co. will
fag as mueh as hoe Likes,” : .

“1 guess he'd Lelter not ask me!™ said Fisher T. Fish,
“I'd pat it to him in plain Amorican, in a way that would
miake hiz hair curl—s0me 1™

“Yee, I guoss you would " said John Bull, with a sniff.
“You'd put it to him in nice, polite language, I think, and
seev you'd be very pleasnd.”

"1 guess not D 1 only wish he'd tell me to do something,
and you'sl zee. We don't stand bullies over thers, 1 can tell
vent, I puesg—--7"

“ Fish 1*?

“ Hallo 1" sard Fisher T. Fish, starting ns Bolsover rapped
cut his namo.

“Open my box and get my dumb-bells out !

HEh YT

" Getting deaf ¥’ gshed Bolsover, lookin
as 1 1ell you, my zon. or you will get a thick car!”

The churns of the Remgve grinned.  Fisher T. Fish's faco
was a study for a moment. It was his useal way io get
himself into ¢ fix with his endless swank.

“Wall, I puess I might oblige the chap that far,” he
remarked. .

“1 guess you will, anyway," saud John Bull.

“* Well, you seo—""'

i ':“"l, soat 1" :

Fisher T. Fish went to Bolsover's box. He opencd it
amidl the grins of the Removitea, He fonnd a poav of dumb-
bells inside, so large apd heavy that it wes not withoul
r]]ﬁ'ihq:u]t:.r that he lifted them out. Fisher T. Fish was not an
athbede,

“ Bring them ovar here,”’ saud Bolsover.

“7 guess I dan’ inind doing that™

“ Dan’t drop them, fathead M

“Oh, all serenc™

LBump !

One of "the heavy dumb-bells foll to the floar. Tt made a
tervilic crash.  DBolsover uttercd an angry exclomation.

W e 11._|H:.r ::Immp ine .
F.“}Lnnk here, I guess vou'd better not call.me names," snid

ish.

“ 'Y eall vou whai I like

Oy, all 0K, Go ahead, then.
il doesn’t hurt.” L

“ Put the dumb-bolls on my bed, idiof ™

“Ahem! Heore you are”

* Now out off, you lTathead 1™

IFisher T, Figsh ent off willingly enough. The juuiors
tareed in, with the exception of Bolsover, who tool up the
i b-bells,  Wingate looked in al the donor.

ALl in ¥ he ashed.

Tle looked al Bolsover,

o to bod,” he soil.

Aud Bolsover looked ai biim,

* ' doing my exercizes,'”

“‘D‘D‘

at him.

I gucss ity all wiad, and

“¥eou can do thase in the gym."” said Wingate. " The
lurpyitary =11 {1he place, awd 1his 1sn't the time. U baxd-
timre now. '

cBut 1 owan to de my exercises,” said Bolsover. ‘;I

1
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nover miss if, Lknow.

ITer I'm bound to get through
with it."

Wingate's eves rleamoed, and he came fowards the juntor.
The Remove looked on with keen interest. Dolsover might
ba cock of the walk in the Lower Fourth, but if he came
into conflict with the captain of Greviriars he was likely to
bave o very rough timwe. And the Removites would cer
tainly have been delighted to see him lgve 2 rough time,
and the rougher 1t was the better they wonld imveﬁi!md ik.

* Put those dumbevells down ! said Wingate.

Bolsever lowered ihem, and hesttated.

“I give you one sccond to do as I tell you,” said the
captain of Greovirviavs, in a hard, grim tone.

Bolsover laid the dumb-bells dowa,

“ Now get into hed !

Bolsover got into hoed.

** Good-night, boys !’

“ Good-night, Wingate !

The Greyfriars captan switched off the olectrie light, and
left the dormitory, glostne the door.  There was a soft
chuckle from some of the beds. Bolsover had plainly had
it 10 his mind to defy the capiain of the achool, but had
quailed at the lazt moment.

The bully sat up in Led.

* Who's that eackling?” he asked.

There was no reply. The chuckles censed.

* If you think I'm not going through my exercises, you arse
m15tailzll:=n,” said Bolsover. “I'm going to do them all the
BRI,

He stepped ont of bed, groped his way neross to the door,
and turned the switeh of the olectrie hght. Then he came
back towards the beds.

* Better have o candle,” said 8kinmer, warningly. * The
electric light shows up from the windows into the Close,
and anybody looking out of his window would see that we
have the light en here. Better have & candle.”

“I suppose I can de as I like ! said Dolsover truculently,

“0Oh, yes—yes, certainly " said Skinner.

" Shut up, then !

Skinner obediently shut wp, Bolsover’s friends did not

seem likely to get much more politeness from him than his
gnemies.

Bolsover picked up the big dumb-hells and began to go
through his exercises. The juniors sat up in bed watching
him. There was no doubt that the new boy was possessed
of unusunl and enormous strength for his age. The dumb-
bells were very heave, and he handled them as if they were
fEﬂ-;‘Tﬂr“'(:ig'htﬁ. He seemoed to be a mass of masele from head
to foot.

“Cave !” excinimed Snoop suddenly.

Tho door opoencd, and Wingato came in a:'lg'r.'i]j. He came
straight towards: Bolsover, who faced him. still swinging the
dumb-bolls. The captain of Greviriars looked at him with
knitted brows and fashing eoves.

“ Ba you are up again ! he exclaimed.

“¥Yes. Looks like it, doesn't it ¥"

“"Put those dumb-bells dawn ™

“1 haven't finished my cxercises.”

Wingate strade towards him.
**Hands off " said Bolsover.
come too near to the dumb-bells™

“ My word ' murmyred Nugent,

Wingate took nob the shightest nobice of the new boy's
words. He came right on, and grasped the bully by the
shoulder. As he swung him over, the dumlb-bells erashed
to the Hoor with a deafening noise.

“Now then,” said Wmgote, " yo2 seem to be doing a
great deal of swankiong in your own Form, but you will have
to learn that it won't do with me”

“ Let me alone ! shouted Bolsover.

He struggled fiereely in the grasp of the Greyiriars eap-
tain. Powerful fellow and Sixth-Former as he was, Wingate
did not {ind him easy to handle. He had to oxert his
strenpgth, and thon he forced Bolsover over on the bed.

He held the new boy face downwards on the bed, and
wwished i the air the cane he had brought into the
dormitory.

Bwish—swish=—gwish !

Bolsover yelled with pain, Wingate lashed him with the
cane fill he howled for mercy. Then he left off,

“I hope that will be a lesson to you, my lad,” he said,
breathing hard, as he released the buily of the Romove.
“¥ou will get more than that if yvou don’t learn to obey
s prefiect. DMNow get into bed."

lgsover, quivering all over with rage and chagrin, pot
in. Wingate extinguizhed the light, and quitied the Remove
dormitory. From {he darkness came more than one chuckle:
but this time Bolsover did net inguire who it was, The
bully of the Remove had been tamed for a time.
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“You'll got hurt if vou

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hands Off!

OLSOVER was looking very ill-tempered when the Ree
move turned out in the morning at the clang of the
rising-bell.  His experience with the Greyiriars cap-
tain overnight had taught him some wisdom. He had

learned that there were some things that he could not do.
But he was extremely annoyed at being taken down in such
a way before the Form, and he was looking out for someone
to make a reference to it, in order to fall upon that some-
one and give him a tremendous licking, and so re-establish
his prestige to some extent. But no reference was made to
the incident. Mo one wanted to become the object of the
bully's anger.

Bolsover grunted angrily as he looked round. He was in
a2 mood for a quarrel, and quite anxious that sumeona
should give him an excuse to begin.

“ Do yvou fellows wash in cold water #*’ he asked.

“ Yes,” said Skinner.

“Oh! I want hot water!”

“Can’t be had.”

““ There'll be trouble for someone if [ can't have it," said

sover. ' You can go and find me sorme, Bunter.'

**Oh, really, Bolsover——"

“I'll wait two minutes for i, that’s all 1™

“ But, really—"

“ Time's going !

Billy Bunter picked up a jug and dizanpeared. He re.
turned in about three minufes with the jug full of hot water.
He had begged it in the kitchen.

“ Put it down there,” said Bolsover, “and take that for
being late I

Smack !

“Ow!" roarcd Bunter,

Crash ! .

The jug slipped from his hand—accidentally, or possibly
not accidentally. It smashed to pieces ot Bolsover’s feet,
and the hot water splashed over the buliv’s legs and anklea,
Bolsover gave a fearful yell

“Yarooh! Oh! ¥Yaroop ™

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites

“I=I say, I'm sincerely sorrv!” gasped Bunter. “I—T
— Ow! Yow! Leggo! Don't shake te like that, you
ass! Tf my glosses fall off and get broken, youw'll have to
pay tor them. Ow! Yow ! Oh!™

Smack, smack, smack!

Bolsover was simply furious. The water was not hot
enough to seald him, buk it was hot enough to be very pain-
ful. lsover was almeost dancing with pain, and he smacked
Bunter's ears till the fat junior daneced wicth pain, too.

“ Bhame !’ shouted several voices.

No one cared much for Bunter, and if he had his head
smacked sometimes, the general opinion was that it was no
more than he deserved. But Bolsover was going sltogether
too far. Harry Wharton ran towards them.

“Btop it!" he exclaimed.

Bolsover naused.

“ Are you going to interfere ¥ he shouted [uriously.

“ Yes, if vou don't stop it!”

“ Do you want another licking I

“ Lot Bunter alone !

Bmack, smack, smaclk !

Bolcover smacked away harder in sheer defiance. “Whar-
ton ran gt kim, hitting ot . .
Tiolsover let go Bunter, and put up his hands. A pillow

swept through the air, from the hands of Beb Cherry, and
caught the bully on the chest, and bowled him fairly over.
Bolsover sabt down on the dormitory floor with a shock that
jarred every bone in his body.

af ﬂ“a [”‘

‘“Ia. ha, ha!"'

¥ow " rroancd Bunter.,
sav, vou Tellows, keep him off !
Owe 177 ) ) .

Bolsover staggered up. His fzee was flaming with rage.

“By pum ! Ll make vou smart far that I he exclaimed.

W vou ?" said Bob Cherry, betweea his teeth, " T've
fought you fairly onee, you cad, and I can't stand up to
vou, Tut if vou think you're going io bully me because vou
can lick me, you're making a big mistake. Come on, if you
lilie '

Bob had cought up a cricket-stump. .

He stood with the stump in his hand. ready to vse it if the
bully of the Remove touched him, and Bolsover paused in
his rush.

“ Put that stump down " he shouted,

“7 put it down across your head if you come any
nearer " soid Bob Cherry.

i T—=I"ll pulverise vou ™

“Ow! T'm infured! Yah! T
Ho's o dangerous beast !
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'Ih‘he.wﬁil.ér was .gli:.i-i_n.g u{v;.-:,r, but ﬁc stopped suddm!y,gazmg ;,:-t ﬂhlﬁg-Lung's- bﬁck in astounded horror. i

—

—_—

Ching-Lung’s pigtail gradualty stiffened, rose inch by inch, until it was standing out straight llke a handle of a

e e e e

=Wl 'm owaiting

Boizover rusbhied st him savarelyv.,  The oricket staump
ewppt, throagh the air, aimed dircetly for Bolover’s hemd
Fle started baclk jost in time,

Y gue-vou rotter ! e gasped.

Bob Cherry Lougrled,

Il brain you if you come nearer ' he said.  Yon cnd !
You ought to be in the Fifth Form: a fellow of yvour age
omd size, nstead of cerewing over fellows in tho Lower
Fourth. Lf vou weren't as stupid o= vou are rotlen, you'd
be in the Fifth now. DBut if veu try to bully us becguse
you're bipgere, vou'll wet it in the neck, and that's dat "

Bolsover stood panting with rage.

Bul there was nothing to be done; Fob was evidently in
dendly enrnest, and the buily of the Hemove turned away
muttering 1o himsell. Bob threw the stwvp info a corner,
and clanecd roamd at the juniors,

“That's my advice to you all ! he gaid. * We can’t tackle
him—he's too big—and if he had a small spot of deeency,
he'd let cheps alone when they've given him best.  But he
wants to hull;.- ns, i my advice ig, if he touches any of you,
prick up the nearest thing and bash him.™

* Faith, and ve're right 17

Y Good epp 1M

Bolsover turned to his washetand.  He was beginning to
soa that biz reign in the Grevfriars Remove would not be
a peacrable one, powerful as he was. He was in a bitter
ragre a2 ho washed and dreszed hunzelf. When he had On-
ishied, he looked round ot Bob Cherry, Bob was silting on
his bed putting on his boots. The cricket-stump was not
near, atd the hully thought that he saw his opportunity.
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1 pump, and then the yellow bew began to dance up and down. : !
] Stelney Phrew's amasing adeenture slovy, *° Beyoned the Eternal Toe,” which sfarfs o prye ¥4 of this number, )

[ e T T

The walter fled, (See the opening instalment of

“ Look out, Bob " shouted Mark Linley, as Bolsover made
a sididen run at the hero of the Remove. .

Bob Cherey was looking out.  Tle had had his eye on
Jolsover alb the time. As the burly junior came st himn,
Bab’s hand swuoung iy, W ith a boot in it. Bob's boots were @
lerge size, amd they wore heavy,

3!

The heavy boot and Bolsover's chest came into wiclent
eollision. The bully of the Remove gave a gasp, and fell
back wpon the floor. Bob Cherry looked at him with a
erin, and flourished the boot.

o you want s=ome more ! ho asked, .

Appareutly, Bolsover did not. e picked himsell up and
fuitted tlee :?ﬁrmit{:r}' without another wored, and Bob Cherry
finished putting his boois on with perfect ealmness and
vheerfulnes:z,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Hard Huoocks.

IFisher T, Fish was holding forth in the passage
Bolspver was not in sight, or the Amori-
can jurior would have been a little less tallkative,
porlin s, t was a curious circumstance that, whatever
happened to Fishoer T. Fish, however much his swank was
cxposed and ridiculed, 18 made not the shghtest difference
to him. Az soon as he had recovered from one [all, he went
on in the same strain again, without end.
John Ball interrupted hiin, At other times the Removites
toolt the American junior's swank good-humouredly. But

s I GURESS—=""

downstairs.
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the coming of Bolsover made a difference. Tolsover had a
ord leritating effeet upon the tempers of the Removites.
ven I-?f:rhn Bull, the stout and study junior, who was usually
23 calm and placid as a summer sky, wus in a state of
m.z"m and exasperation.
. ﬂ'ﬂ'h- for goodness’ sake chuck dt, Fish!” he exclaimed
i; ;;EI}'. You know perfectly well that if Bolsover came
"I goess I'd tell him what I thouwl im, i
me any talk 10 snid Fioh, ought of him, if he gave
I{I-II.!E;PU know jolly well you'd tie up his boots if he told
“I guess nob! I guess—"'
ere was a chuckle from some of the juniors who wore
standing near. Bolsover had Just come -il!t at the door, but
;?d“i‘ﬁlﬁll" E‘id Ftlah::'rl'l'. Fish had their backs turned to
' ¥ could not see him. ¥4 . Fis -
wn'.'rtlmd i ?ii;gichuclaia. um. ¥isher T. Fish went on, un
guess Bolsover's not much, anyway, I've licked bipger
g E{?L :t'l*!}n ho is over thore. I guess he don't amuun%gtﬂ
Bolsover looked at the American juni '
| : imerican junior, and came quictl
%‘::il' towards him, In bliseful ignorance of his 1:-rﬂ'r?imitj"l:
wfa r:.%r I. Fish went on—rushing blindly to his doom, us it
“ Yo' big, I'll allow, but he can’
1 : ) 5 t- IJ-D:E—&I!& ] L‘!EES- I
could soek it to him, if T took the trouble. Hc-’aga big,

%ﬁﬁﬂr clumsy guy; that's what's the matter wit

** You'd better tell him so !

“Oh, I'd tell him fast enough, if T cared. I'd ns =oon

think of being afraid of Nugent minor's white rabbi
that hulking duffer. If he camo kSOt sow, T g
].Ltl"? what T thﬂught of him, sharp !I}’lﬂub TR0 O A
Ia, ha, he ' yelled the juniors.
."F!&:I_mr- "I: Fish glanced round in surprise.
¥here's the yoke 7 he asked. “I-—— Oh!’
He broke off as he saw Bolsover. :
The burly junior was standing guite clase to him, regard-

;Er:;;:}l with a mocking grin. His hands were in his

:‘ &:nll " he said.

fWewowell I pasped Fish,

“Go ahead 1 :

“Ehi"

“I'm waiting I

lw-vtr.:.vua i;ing for wow-what **

“ Waiting for you to tell me what von think of me ! said
Bolsover. **You were going to do that, you know. Co on
with 161" =

CIml=T pupss——=-=:"

T HEI.-, I'.I. [#5

a, ha!
*I'm waiting,” repeated Bolsover, * What do vou think
ﬂf“h]'l:ﬁ ':'I I[purticu-ll[ar! \;.;an!.. to know ! Go on v.-.ri'c.}:;r it !t;!unL
~l—1 guess 1--1 think you—rvou—youn—r-"
Well2? EL e
o I=1 think rou—yon are a jolly decent chap, vou know !
E:E:tifw E; :.lshvur T, Fish. “I—I think I like you iEuﬁmwely, s
_The juniors yelled with laughter. Fizher T, Fish's recanta-
tion, when he was brought up to the point, was decidedly
fuﬂn?' Bolgover laughad hunsell, he could not help it.
" Oh, so that's whai vou think of me, is it he asked,
gucss 2o, Yep!"
*You're gquite sure 1"
“Yep I
" You don't think I'm a hig, clumsy, shumbling duffer 77
“ Nope I
:: But you have just said so.”
» That was only my—my fun!” stammered Fisher T, Fish.
I—I was only joking, you know—just pulling Buall’s lep,
that was all. [—I'm an awfully funny chap, you know.”
“I think yvou must be,” agreed Bolsover. © Extremely
funny, indeed. But you will look funnier when I've done
with you !
4 ]=—I sav—
+ Bolsover grasped the American with his left hand. Ile
extended the right ot the smne time, and grasped John Bull.
The latter strugeled fiercely.
“ Let go ! he shouted.
Balaover grinned.
“ 8o I will, when I've knocked your heads together ! ha
raplied.
“*What "
“1 puess—-
Cracl!
) {}w !}F
i YU“’ !'ll
Crack!
The two juniors’ heads came together with a eraek that
Tur Macxer Linrary.—No, 1HZ

¥

could be heard neross the halll They yelled together, and
struggled wildly to escape.

But Bolsover's grasp seemed to be of iron. John Bull
was strong, very strong for his age, but he could not tear
himself loose from that powerful grasp.

Crack !

“Yowp I

&4 {}h !1?

“Boy! Bolsovor! What are you doing "

It was Mr. Quelch’s veice, ‘The Master of the Remove
had come suddenly upon the scene. Hig face was dark with
anger,

Holsover released Bull and I'ish instantly. The two jumors
stoud rubbing their heads. Bull was panting with rage. He
did not swank like Fish, and he was not inclined to take
things so quietly. In spite of the Form-master's presence, he
turned vpon Bolsover with his fists clenched.

" Ball, stand bacl: 1"

John Bull paused, hiz eves floming. Bolsover looked
I:‘-Li_i].ﬂll"lijr at the Remove.master. He could see that he was
*“in' for it; and all his physical powers could avail him
nothing when he came into confliet with the strong arm of
suthority.

" Bolsover, you eppear to be very strong —extraordinarily
strong for a lad of your age. But do you not know that it s
cowardly and mean to use your strength for the purpose of
huil_}j;!ng and ill-trenting lads who are less strong than vou
aro?

Bolaover scowled,

¥ Cowardly—mean ™ Form-master, with
biting emphasis.  * Desides that, you were doing a most
dangerous thing, Bolsover. A blow on the head is alwars
dangerous, You are given to bullying, I am afraid, Bol.
sover, and your unusual strepgth makes this all the more
unfortunate. I must see if I ean cure you. Follow me into
my study [’

Mr. Quelch went into his study. Bolsover
standing where he was, his face dark with rage.

* Beiter go in!" muttered Skinner wnrning] 3

% 0Oh, let him stay here!” said Trevor. ‘%Juel-:hy will
m:?ﬁ out and feteh him, and he'll get it all the warmer, the
COL

Bolsover did not stic till Mr. ?uel-c‘h looked out of his
study doorway, and then the burly junior hurriedly went
imnto the study. From within that dreaded apartment the
voice of the Remove-master could be clearly heard, and
the juniors listenod with great interost.

" Hold out your hand, Bolsover!”

Thwack!

H MNow the other hand 1™

Thwael: !

" Mow the first agpion !

Thwack !

“And now, Bolsover, T trust that the infliction of pain
upen yourself will teach vou a lesson to avoid inflicting it
upon others,” eaid Mr. Cueolch. * You may go; and T trust
you will take the lesson 1o heart, Bolsover. And remem-
ber that I shall have my eye upon you in the future,
Baolsover.”

The bully guitted the siudy.

A pgeneral grin met Lim as he come out. No one was
digposed fo sympathise with him. lEven the boys who had
made friends with lim were glad to see him unished.

Bolsover strode through the grinning erowd with a scowl
upon hiz brow. Billy ﬁunrer rolled after him, and made
onc hypocritical attempt at sympathy.

“1lard cheese, Bolsover, old man!
the tuckshon and—"

€ Fh!"

“I'm sincerely sorry, you know. Buot you shouldn't let
old Quelch catch you bullving, you know. Ile’s awfully
down on that sort of thing, and—"

Smack! DBunter gave a roar, and rolled down the stops,
03 Bolsover’s palin caught him across the ear. Dolsover
strode away, somewhat comforted, and the Owl of the
Remove zat up on the steps and blinked affer him in
amazement and anger.

renenicd  the

remained

I say, come over to

“Ow! Beast!” he muttered. *“When I was sympathis-
ing with him, toa! Ow! Why, he's an utter rotier! Ow!
Beast !™

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ripping !
" HAT'S to be done®"”

Frank Nugent propounded that question as if
it were a connndruin. He addreosssed five or six
fellows who sat round the tea-table in No. 1 Study

lute 1in the afternoon.
School was over at Greyiriars, and lessons that day had
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been & torment t¢ Harry Wharton & Co.  They were
aching, and they had ewollen noses that throbbed, and
black eycs that blinked and winked, and bruised jaws that
ached and ached. Mr. Quelch—who knew when to be con-
piderate—was very light upon them that day, and he had
allowad them to mumble, snd to forget, and to make mis-
takes, without pouring out the wvials of his wrath upon
them. It was kind of him, and the juniors appreciated it.
But after school they had a problem to face. What was
to ba done?

Wharton hed cailed his immediate friends together fo
tea in his study to consult about the matter.

Something had to be done! It was agreed on all hands
that Bolsover wasz intolerable, that he could not be stood—
ot ab any price. )

But what was fo be done? The fellows had tried their
hand in twren, and each had been sdefeated. What cham-
pion could they find to overcome the new boy, and put him
in his place? It was not that they bore malice; but the
position was unendurable.  Bolsover had announced him-
solf as cock of the walk, and he was making his boast. good.
He had declared that he was going to play in the ericket
eleven—though the slight exhibition bhe had given of
cricket was decidedly poor, If he were not allowed to
play in the Form team there would be trouble. He had in-
vited himself to become a member of the Hemove Amateur
Dramatic Bociety, and if & good part were not assigned to
‘him in the next play, the next play was likely to be roughly
mterrupted.

In & word, Bolsover wasg cock of the walk, and Bolsoven
was making things simply intolerable in the Remove
Form.

But the chums., met in council, could only look glumly
at one another. They did not know what was to be done.
Nugent repeated his ﬂuesti-m&, and Bob Cherry grunted.

“Is thet a riddle, Franky "

“If it is. I cant answer it," said John Bull. “I'm
blessad if !_;[P know what's to be done! What do you say,
Bulstrode "

‘Bulstrode rubbed hiz reddencd nose.

“1 say that we can’t stand Bolsower,” he replied. “I
don’t know that I've got anything else to say.”

“We can't stand him,” said Harry Wharton., * That's
agreed. DBut what'a to be done?™

“ He'zs pot to be licked somehow.™

“ Licked I said Tom Brown dolefully. * Haven't we all
tried ! Do you know that he slanged Coker of the Fifth
this affernooen?”

“What did Coker do?™

“ Looked at him, and walked away. Even Colker, of the
Tifth, didn't care about taking him on. And, you know,
ﬂnkfr could handle any two of us! What chance have we
got

“ None at all!”" zaid John Bull

" Then, what's to be done?”’

" Goodness knows [ ]

“T puess a ragging is about the proper caper,” said
Figsher T. Fish, “I'm not in my usual form, or I'd lick
him hollow——"

“0Oh, for goodness’ eake chucl that, Fish—we're fed up
with. it!” satd John Bull ecrossly, and rubbing his head
reminiscently. * We've pot to stand Bolsover, I suppose,
but wa'ra not called upon to stand your rot. Chuek 1!

“Well, T gucas mgf;ing’s the thing,” said Fish, un-
abashed. “"We can’t lick him, bul we can rag him, A
dozen fellows could take him and duck him in the foun-
tain, give him the frog’eanarch round the Clese, and bump
bim: till he squealed.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“I don't like tha idea,” he repbiad. *fAs I've said
before, it's rotten for a lot of fellows to set on_one because
they ean’t tacile him singly. The Fourth Form would
howl at us, toc. It can't be done

“Well, excepting as a last recsource, I shouldn't advise
it,” said Bob Cherry. “ But something’s got to be done!™

“The chap's got to be licked in a fair fight,” =aid Harry.
“That's the oniy thing that will bring him to his senses.”

“ But who's to do it

“ There's the rub !

“ My hat!” eoxelnimed Bulstrode. “ My only hat!™

The juntors all locked at him. Sudden excitemont had
flashed into Bulstrode’s discoloured face, and his eyes were
gleaming.

“ Where hove you got the paint® asked Bob Cherry.

“I've got an idea I

“"Well, get it off your chest! If it's an idea for faking
that unspeakable bounder down, I'll buy you a etick of
toffee 1

¥ Look here,” went on Bulstrode oxeitedly, without heed-
ing Bob Cherry, * Bolsover's pot fo be li.::l:ef%' licked hollow,
before the whole Form "

“Ves, but—"
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“There isn't a chap in the Remove who can do it, unfor-
tuqﬁ‘ateiy: But what about & chap outside the Remaove ¥

oA higher-Form fellow, do you mean? Coker, of the
Fifth, has baulked it already,” said Bob Cherry. *Be-
sides, it wouldn’t do 1"

::I wasn’t thinking of that,"” eaid Bulstrode.
“Then what the dickens wore you thinking of 1"
: One of the Courtfield chaps.’

‘ What !"

Ij Youn all know E-IJH}' Lazarus ' said ET.I]EH{:IJE', etiin
snimated. “ You all know what a little terror he isg I’Tﬁ
seen him lick & big rough—a chap six fest high. He's
sunply 2 marvel at boxing. He ought to be a pugilist ™

: S‘U]l}" LE.:EH.I‘!.:IE! But eould he louch Bglgqqgr?”

‘He's done it!" gaid Bulstrode. “The day the cad
came here-—you remember—yesterday—we had a row out-
:‘-i'é*:nmf l'Eiitnhm-:i' und tkﬂhﬂaufriﬁ{im -_E:}hapa interfered. Solly

THe 1w cad n a shake 2 il.*?

“hv hat] Did hapi 0 o nmoetul

“I aaw him do it 1’

" Hurrah ! shouted Bob Cherry. * Solly’s the man !

The juniors looked excited. 'True, ihey would rather
hm:a seen the bully licked by one of f,lm:;'rr own fellows,
But to see him licked-—that was the chief thing. And Bol-
sover could not, in reason, find any fault with the arrange-
ment. Bolly Lezarus was at least a year younger, and at
least a head shorter. The advantage, apparenily, at all
events, would be on Bolsover’s side. Nor would he want
to Lqm;d the conflict, probably. He had bulldeg courage of
A Ko,
at;;ﬁgyf h'%!'.!” ﬂj;.'jmmcdt Jt;:?hbn Bull. ‘I' Yﬁl;’re. hit it. Bul-

! The cad has i% s :
e Ko e put jn his place, and Solly's
* But will he 1" said Nugent doubtfully.

“I think so,” said Hurry Wharton, *“ Solly’s an obligin
chap, and he likes boxing; and, as a matter g:t‘ fact, I tEin
any Gourtfield chap would like to come here and lick the top
dox of the Remove.'

" Yeas, rather !

. Well, what do you say " asked Bulstrode. *I think
itz & ripping idea! What do vou fellows say to it "

* Passed unanimonsly I said Tom Brown.

“ Hear, hear!™

“Then I ﬁugi est that Dob Cherry poes over to Court-
field to see Solly and speak to him about it said Bul-

strode. ¥ Cherry’s on the best terms with him."
Bob Cherry nodded.

*I'm quite willing to go,” he said. “1 get on all right
with Solly, excepl when we're hﬂ,‘!,.'ing a.g:;:hgq}l rqw,mﬂ[
conrse. 1 beligve he'll come like anything!™

“ O aod !:l:l-

“And the sconer the guicker,” snid Nugent, * Buzz off
as soon as you've done your tea, Bob. Ge on your hike™

“ What-ho ! zaid Bob, rizsing from the table. *I'm done
now. I'll buzz !

And ha rushed out of the study full of the new ides.

He met Bolsover as he wheeled his bicyele down to the
school gates. The bully of the Remove glanced at the
machine,

“Going out for a ride 1 he asked.

“Yes!” snid Bob ehortly.

“ Your mistake,” said ﬁ-ﬂlﬁﬂ‘h‘ﬁr, with a grin. “You'ra
not—I am ! Hawnd that jigger over to me, please ™

“T'll sce you hanged gimt!” said Bob.

Bolsover clenched his fists.

* MNow, look here!” he eaid. * My bike ha:n't come down
to the school yet. It's coming on, and until it comes I'm
going fo borrow o machine. That looks a3 if it would suit
me, 50 hand 1t over 1™

“Rats 1"

“Then I'l jolly soon take it!"

Bolsover advanced towards the jumor. Bob Cherr
ewung the bike round, and ran 1t fairly into the burly Boel-
sover. The leatter gave a yell as he stapgered boack and
fcll. The next moment Bob Cherry was on the bicyele,
pedalling away for all he was worth.

Bol:over staggered to his feet.  He ran a_few paces after
the cyclist, and then, realising that é:;lrsmt was hopeless,
he stopped, and shook his fist after Bob Cherry.

“Come back!"” he roared.

Bob turned hiz head for a moment, and smiled.

" Gead-bye, Bluehell I he zang out.

“i—-ri—"

But the eyelist pedalled out of the gateway, and turned
inte the road to Courtheld, and Dolsover’s threats were
wasted upoen the desert gir, 21
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Solly Obliges!

e Y only Uncle Tham "
It was Solly Lazarus, of Courtfield County Council
School, who uttered that ejaculation. He was

sitting on the parden fence of his home in Court-
ficld, swinging his legs, and chatting with Trumper, when a
hurried cvelist came into  sight. The Courtfield boys
revognised Bob Cherry at onee.

“It’s Cherry, from Greyiriars,” said Trumper,

“And he's in o dooth of a hurey," zaid Solly, slipping off
the fenee. “ T rother thurmize that he's cominz to lir.:r:r for
trouble, my thon”

Trumper chuckled.

“Well, we can gmve him all the trouble he wants,” he
remarked.

“ ¥eth, rather”

The cychst came to a sudden halt, jumming on his brakes,
as he caught sight of tha chums of Courtfeld. He jumped
off the machine, and came up pamting bregthlessly.

“Halle, hallo, halle!" he exclaimed, jerking out the
words.

“ Hallo " zaid Trumper.

“1 eame over to see you chaps—"

“Woll, here we aee!™

* ¥eth, rather I**

“It was really Lazarus I wanted fo see,” Bob Cherry
nxﬁlali:lfﬂ. “We want him to do us a favour.”

“All therene, my thon,” said Bolly placably. *“ Go ahead !
What ith it ?”

MWl stand you a first-rate feed aftevwards,” said Bob
Cherey.  “It's vather a peculiar thing to ask; but it's just in
your line."

“* Got your nccounts mixed up, and want Solly to sort ‘em
out ¥ asked Trumper.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“No! You remember that new chap you met in Friar-
dale vesterday—chap named Bolsover—vou saw him punch-
tng Bulstrode, and Solly chipped in.”

* Yeoth, rather!™

ffHe's cock of the walk in the Remove now, and he's
giving us g rotten time,” said Bob Cherry. " We've been
put through it since he came, I can tell you.”

“ You look as if you had,” commented Trumper.

“Yeth, rather!” said Solly. * Why don't you lick him,
my thon "
“We've tried, and got licked instead.”

AN of ﬁtl?” rxclaim Trumper, in astonishment.

" Bulstrode, Linley, Wharton "
“The whole family,” saitdd Bob Cherry wuefuily. * That’s
why I've come over to ask Solly to stand by us. We want

Solly to come over to Greyfriars, and put the gloves on with
Bolsover in the gym.”

“My only Uncle Tham, and Aunt Thelina !"

“Will you do it, Solly "

The Courtfielder nodded.

* Thertainly, dear box.”

“Come on, then,” said Bob Clicrry.
back with rou.
this, you know."

* Not at all, dear boy,” said Solly, with a grin.
you think I can handle the rotter, dear hoy?
trying."”

“Oh, T know you can do it; besides, you tackled him in
Friardale, and vou had the bezt of it then.”

“¥eth, rather?"

Bob Cherry expatiated upon the wicked deeds of Balsaver,
as he walked back to Greyiriars with the Courtficld fellows.
Selly, in spite of his soft and quiet ways, was vory keen
unpon the eacourter at once, as Bob could sec. SBolly's powers
as & pugilist were too pgreat for any fellow to take on a
scombat with him willingly, and as Selly was nat at all inclined
to be a bully, he was very seldom in a fight at all—except n
the roupgh-and-tumble rows that sometimes accurred between
the Courtiielders and the Greylriar: juniors. To meet a
foeman worthy of his steel in a friendly vound with the gloves
WhE A pleasure to Solly, and he was always in the pnk of
condition. By the time Groviviars was reached, Solly was
kecner about the matter thaw Bob was, if possible.

Quite a crowd of juniors met the trio as they veached the
gates of the old school. The news of the new scheme had
gone round, and the Removites were cager to greet the
Courtfield champion. There was o cheer as he came in, and
a2 dozen fellows slapped him on the back.

“ Jolly glad to zec vou ! exclaimed Harry Wharten, It's
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“I'll wheel my bike
It's awfully good of you to take 1t on like

“ But do
I don't mind

awlully decent of vou to come over and help us like this,
Lazarus.”

““ All therene, dear boy,"” se2id Sollv, in his lazy tones.

“Faith, and it's a broth av a bov ye are,”’ sald Micky
Desmond. ** And that baste Bolsover—""

“Hallo! What's that "

It waz Bolsover's voice.

The bully of the Remove came up with a frowning brow,
Micky Desmond backed away.

“ Faith, and I was saving——""'

Bolsover's eyes foll upon Bob Clerry, and he strode
towards him.  Bob Cherry stood his ground; buat Zolly
Lazarus stepped between. Bolsover pauscd.

“Giet out of the way !'" he said.

“ Rats, dear boy!"

* Look here, you Jow cad—""

Smack |

Bolly’s palm came upon Belsover's cheek with a erack like
a whip, The burly junior staggered back.

* You—you hound ! he roared. * [—I-—*"

“Yeth, go on, pleathe,” said Solly cheerfully. * Porhaps
vou wouldn’t mind thtepping inte the gym., amd putting t
gloves on, dear boy. It would be more comfy.”

“I'll smash you—T——""

The juniors elosed round Belsover.

“You'll go into the gym.,” said Harry Wharton.

Y do as I like”

“Youwll do as we like on this occasion,” said Wharton
quictly.  “ Solly Larzarus hes come over to lick vou, and
we're going to see you licked.”

" Hurrah !*

“I don't choose to fight him, JI—"

" ¥You won't have any choice about that,"” said Wharton,
with a curl of the l|}|:r, “You've taken advantage of us
quite enough.  You’ll have to fight. Tf you don’t, we'll rag
ron. You'll fight Solly Lazarus, or you'll get a dormitory
icking to-night."

" Yeas, rather.”

“And if we l‘gg; vou, vou'll get it where the chicken got
tlm: il;ﬂ ‘.r[:rﬁr.” saitt Bob Cherry.” * And that's in the neck.”
* Look here——"'

“ Come into the gym.”

. Balsover scowled at the crowd. But the Removites were
in earnest. Bolsover had teken advantage of his size and
strength to make himself cock of the walk in the Lower
Fourth, Now that a champion had been found to meet him,
with a_good chance of success, the bully of Greyfriars wae
not to be allowed to escape without a combat.

He could not expect 1. Anyway, the Hemorites had made
u? their minds. The crowd pushed Bolsover in the direction
of the pymnasiuom, and he thought it better to go.

They crowded into the gym.

There was keen anticipation in all faces. Fellows of higher
Forms heard what was on, and came to “spectate,” as
Fisher T. Fish ealled it in his mysterious American language.
A thick crowd gathered round the ring that was formed for
the combatants.

Solly Lazarus still had his soft and sleepy look, but the
Greyiviars Juniors knew only too well how he could wake up
when it was required.

Bolsover gritted his tecth.

“I'll fight the cad, if vou like,” he said savagely, *and
whenﬂl”ve licked him, Il lick the fellow who brought him
oVeT,

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“1If vou can lick Solly vou're welvome to lick me till I'm
?lm:k; blue, and pink,” he said. “*But pet Solly licked
irsk.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I don't think I shall take long over the skinny little
rotter,”” sald Bolsover. " Give me the gloves!”

Skinner handed him the gloves, and he donned them.
Trumper was acting as Bolly's second; Bob Cherry brought
sponge and water. Solly took off his jacket and rolled un
his sleeves in his slow and deliberate way.

“Go in and win. Beolly,” murmured Trumper. * Bhow
thesa le-md Grreyiriars chaps how we box in Courtfield—
what '

And SBolly chuckled softly.

“ Yeth, rather, dear boy !™

“"I'm keeping time," said Temple, taking out his famous
gold watch. ' Now then, vou chaps, ready "

id Y{"!h !"‘J

“I'm ready,” growled Bolsover.

Y Time I

And then began a fight whirh was destined to be histordo
in the Greyiriars Remove.

“THE INVENTOR'S RIVAL,” ™™ “Howcon8ais ® Foioa a-r™"



THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Meets His Match.

OLLY looked soft and sleepy as he faced the burly junior,
S But as the sparring began he seemed to wake up
suddenly.

His black eves gleamed, his head was thrown back,
and every norve in his jace seemed to be tense and keen and
on the alert.

The Greyiriars juniors stood in an eager ring, watching.
From the call of tune all eyes were upon the two champions.

“Ga it, Solly 1"

' Buele up, Jerusalem !V

“ Pile it in, Shylock 1™

Solly only grinred at the peculiar names that were applied
to him. It waz easy to see upon which side was the
sympathy of the crowd.

laover bepan with his nsual tactics—attempting to
sweep away his opponent by a heavy and impetuous atisck.
1t seamed a3 if the slightly-built Courtfield lad could not
poseibly stand against his heavy rush.

But Solly did not attempt fo stand against it. He allowed
Bolsaver to drive him round the ring, contenting himself
with puarding every drive ;

Bolsover was soon panting with rage and exertion.

Twice round the ring he had driven Bolly, but not one
of hiz savage blows reached the cool, emiling face of the
youne pugilist,

Solly had given him a few tapy, as if to supgest what he
could do if he liked, and he contented himself with that.

“Lime !" said Temple. .

The first round was over. Bolly grinned serenely as he
retired. Bolsover was snorting with rege. : .

“Tt atn't a fight; it's a blessed foot-roce !” said SBkinner,
“You'll cateh i next time, Dolsover. You're bound to
win.'

YOF course | am 1 sald Bolsover, with an angry glave,

 H'm oo Jo Lo

“ Oh, shut up ! ]

Skinner shut up. Dolsover was evidently 1n an unreasen-
able meood, and that looked somewhat as if he already had
doubts about the result of the combat.

(1 TimE :]‘:- :

The champions stepped up again.  Bolsover pressed the
attack hard, but he could not get through the guard of the
Courtfield fellow, )

Solly's boxing was a picture to wateh. It was simply
pecfect. He never left a point unguarded, and his arms
seemed to be made of steel. -

His face remained calm, smiling, and emooth, while-
Bolsover's was convulied with growing rage. :

The second round was like the first. It was walking
exercise more than anvthing else. Bolsover had a i:a]]; o1
the nose which made him #niff, but that was the only blow
that reached home on either side. j

Temple grinned se he received Bolly Lazarus on his knee
after ithe round Harry Wharton laughed a: he sponged
the face of the Courtlicider.

“Jolly good ' he zald.

“ All therene ' zaid Solly.

"You'll wear him out, and then—""

“ Then he will be downed,” grinncd Tramper.

“ 1 hope the,” said Solly modestly.

The third round ran on the same hines. Baolsover by this
time was boiling with fury. His attempts to penetrate the
Courthelder’'s defence were quite in vain, and in his efforts to
do so he began to lay himzelf open to attack. At the end of
the round & swifi right-hander came from Solly Lazarus,
and Bolsover staggered back feeling as if a horee had
kicked him as the hard glove crashed upon his chin.

“Oh!" he gasped.

Bump !

Bolsover was down,

A wild vell of delight burst frona the Removites. Ralsover
was down, sprawiing upon the Roor, amd had it not been the
end of the round he would probabiy have been counted out.

Bkinner lifted him up and dragged him to his knee, not
very graciouslv. Skinner was [eeling once more that he had
bicked the wrong horse, and it looked almost certain to him
TR,

“ Are you going on?" he aslked, not very sweetly,

Balsaver grunted savagely.

“Going on? Of courec

“Oh, all right !

“1 ghall beat him."
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“ Don’t you think I shall®?

HHm!

Rolsover's eves blazed. ITe brought his ploved hand round
arw]l caught Skinver on the side of the head. The un-
fortunate second rolled on the floor with & yell.

;‘EIW !h T;:nwl_tl Whai-- --f“ 1

‘My hat! e's going for the piddy second !’ ejaculated
John Bull. “ Ha, ha, ha!” oy {
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Skinner rolled ont of Bolsover's reach and pick:d him-
zetf up. He shook his fist at his principal.

“You can joliy well whistle for a second!” he howled.
*1I'm done with you I

“Time 1" )

Bolsover stepped up again.  Solly’s exasperating tactics
confinued, and the nfuriated Balsover rushed upon him
furicusly, Buddenly, instead of backing away, Solly stood
hite pround,

Buolsover's fists were knocked upward, and under his help-
less hands came Solly’s blows in rapid * pestman's knocks™
—left, right—right, left.

Balsover stagrered back blindly.

Rap, rap, rap!

The blows were raining upon his face, and he staggeged
and fell heavily. Solly stepped back with a quaet grin.

Temple bepan to count,

Boleover staggered to his feet, Solly oould have knocked
him down as he rese, bat he did not. e stocd baek and
zave him a chance, and there wes & murmur of approval
fram the crowd.

“Good old Bolly I

Bolsover continued to feght, but he was evidently groggy.
He gasped with reliel at the call of time, and stocd pump-
ing in bresth, e had received severe punishment, and ié
wis telling upon him, ;

Round succeeded round. All the time Bolsover was grow-
ing more and more grogey, but he toed the line with a
desperate determination that won him a certain amount of
admiration.

Bolly was as coel as an iceberp all the time. He had
received some punishment, too, and his dusky face showed
the signs of it. But Bolsover was being hammered terribly,
and it was a wonder to the juniors that he stood up at all.

Round No. 7 found Bolsover stagpering as he put up his
hands, but he Fought on doggedly.

The juniors watched in tensze silence now. _ Solly had
dropped his delensive tacltics, and was attacking all the
time,

Hammer, hammer, hammer came his incessant blows, ﬂ;nd
the bully of the Remove was driven blindly round the ring
under & shower of them. Bolsover felt that all was over,
and he made one more effort. He gathered his strength, 88
it were, and made a desperate rush at Solly Lazarus, slog-
ging at him foriously. Baut it was fatal. His blind blows
were swept aside, and Solly's right came under his chin
with & erash, and then his left landed on Bolsover's nose.

. The Remove bully stagpered back and erazhed to the
Q0r.

He hardly moved after he fell.

Temple counted :

“———Nine, ten-—ocut

Boleover had not even attemnpted to rise.

The juniors gathered round the vietorious Solly, slapping
him on the bacl, shaking his hands, and ﬂnngratuiﬂ.ting' im.
The bullyeat up, blinking round him blindly. Not a glance
was cast at him. IHe reeled to his feet, and grasped blindly
intt h%s jacket, and moved unsteadily away without a helping

ahng,

He was heked !

The cock of the walk was cock of the walk ne longer. Ha
had met his master, and hiz fall had been swift and

siF

complete,

Belly wae breathing a little hard, but he was as cool as
aver, He received the congratulations of Harry
Wharton & Co. with his sleepy grin.

“Ii's all therene, dear boys,” be said—"quite all
therene ! It was a pood fight—a jolly pood fight! And the

chan lnowth how to put up his handth—he doth really 1

Bob Cherry took one of Scllv’s arms, and Wharton took
the other, and they marched him in frinmph out of the gym.,
followed by the cheering crowd of juniore,

“ ¢ Bee the conquering hero comes ! ™ chirped Bob Cherry.

And Solly and Trumper were marched into No. 1 Study,
followed by as many juniors as could find room in that
famous apartment; and the feed that [ollowed woes guite a
record, and Solly Lazarus, of course, was the guest of
honour and the hero 6f the hour. Harry Wharton roze with
a srlass charged with ginger-beer,

“Gentlamen, a toast —="

“IMear, hear ™ ...

“Ta Solly Lazarus— the Cock of the Walk ™

* Ha, ha 1"

‘“ Elear, hear !

And the toast was drunk with enthusiasm.

THE EXNT.

Another splendid, ooy, comelele sehonl-stiry of H@:}q Wharton & Co.
et weer, entitled; “JNEY MINORM by IFFronk fichards, Plecse
ordar gouy copy R adeanes, Procg Td.) 23
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«“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionaire, Chlog-Lung, and Rupert Thurston.
By SIDNEY DREW.
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W ln

The *Wide World” Club—A Siartling Speech and a Startling
Ofifer—“1 will take your het, Professor.”™

Carriage aftor carriage, motor after motor, halted under the
hissing arc lamps of the great ¢lub, sacred to the meeting of
travellors, explorers, and men of science. A wide strip of
crimapn carpet covered the marble steps, and attendants in
1diver3.r stood beneath the awning, ready to open the carriape

OOTE.

The waiting crowd cheered as they recognised well-known
faces. lidizon and Marconi arrived in the same brougham.
Thore was a roar as the slim fgure of Grahame {¥hite
appeared, a wilder roar as a Royal carriape, guarded by
cavalry. drew up, ang his Roval Highness the Prince of Wales
mounted the steps, hat in hand, bowing right and left.

Everyone of note seemed to have accepted the president's
invitation—soldiers, politicians, literary men, judges, great
lawyers, and wealthy merchants. Then the tide began to
slacken, and only a few stragglers noticed a lightly built
maui;hwhu walked briskly up the steps, a cigarette in his
IOHALER.

He did not enter the reception-room, but, removing his
coat and hat, sat down in & comfortable chair. His Dblack
hair was thinning at the temples, and was slightly grizzled.
His eyes, widely set apart, looked sometimes grey, and some-
times almost black. He began to draw fgures on the rich
carpet with & amall gold-mounted cane.

A crash of musioc came from the banqueting hall of the
famous club. Waiters rushed here and there, and there was
n buzz of voices that mingled with the music. The man
glanced at his watch impatiently, and then sprang up, hold-
ing out his hand.

* Welcome, your Highness! he said, in & mecllow voice.
“You are just two minutes late.”

The new-comer was s boyish, yeliow-faced Chines. Hao
wore the usual evening-dress and opera hat of the European

tleman, but a long Figtail foll from beoeath his hat, its
end - tied with a bow of yellow silk ribbon. To the amaze.
ment of the waiters, he uttered a wild squeak of delizht, and
clasped the speaker round the neck.
Y Good glacious, I jolly glad to see you, cle chappes ™ he
said. “ Lette me lookee at you. (Gleat Scottee! You not
altel a lille scalp. Givee me youl Aippel. He, he, he! Deal
ola I.El' Ellcrs Lold! Just tinkee, I not see you for one whols
veal !

I:‘lcégnrs Lord, the great inventor and owner of millions,

smiled,
- UI'm glad to ses vou, Ching-Lung,” he answered: * but
¥ou necd not make o scene, T fear the cares of State have
not improved you. You are just as wild and childish as
ever, dlow ia Kennedy? Waiter, two glasses of sherry and
bithera I

The waiter was gliding away, but he stopped suddenly,

azing at Ching-Lung's back in astounded horror. Ching-

ung's pigtail gradun.ili stiffcned, rose inch by inch, until it
was standing out straight like a handle of a pump, and then
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:,1?;3 yellow bow began to dance up and down, The waiter

“Ole Mike Kennedy, ne allee lightes !"
“&IE‘L dear fellow,” said the millionaire,

“ pray speak

Engh

Cﬁming-Lung smiled sweetly, and & gold cigarctte-case
sppeared mysteriously in his hand. It opened with a elick,
and a cigarette shot up towards the eeiling, circled like &
butterfly round an sro-lamp, and dropped into the prince's

mouth. It was burning, Ching-Lung puffed at it placidly.
“You would oblige me by deferring your juggling tri
for a more fitting occesion,” said Ferrers rd  good-

humouredly. *fOh, Ching, what is going to become of yout
Do be serious for five minutes 1"

Ching-Lung looked penitent at once.

- "I'm awfully sorry, old man,” he said, *“but I can’t help
it. What did you bring me from China for ¥’

“To help me. I've beon frightfully bored since we last
met in BKwai-hal. There has been nothing to do at all. I
went to Tibet for four months, and & wonderful ecountry
it 8. We'll pay it a visit some day. That, however, has
nothing to do with the present aub;ect. Why do you think
all these people are hore to-night ¥°

“To cab, 1 suppose,” answered Ching-Lung, with a grin.

“That i= pavtly their object, of course,” admitted Ferrers
Lord, **but not dquite all of it. If you have studied the
vewspapers and blue books I sent you, you must have noticed
that things are locking rather black. We acem to be lozing
much of our trade, and Amorice is taking a deal of it
They seem, as they say thomselves, to want the whals of it.
In fact, the guest of honour to-night, Professor Nat Hugley,
of Chicage, wants the North Pole.”

“To chop up for firewood, eh "' murmured Ching-Lung.

“ Wot exactly ; but he is cocksure of planting the Stars and
Stripes there. Personally, as the Amoricans are our courins,
I would rather see theit flag there than that of Germany or
Russia, but I would like to see the Union Jack there better.
Hugley has invented a very clever fiying meachine, and they
are raving aboub it everywhere, I dere say mm faw winds 1%
would be all right, but in a gale—"

He shrugeed his shoulders and took a sip from his glass.

“Then he means to y to the Pole ?"

“ Exactly! Heo iz a smart fellow, Ching, and he has un-
Limited money at his disposal. I know nothing against the
fellow, but I strongly object to a certain pentleman whe
intends to accompany him, Thurston will be here loter if
he can pet o special train from Drighton. Ah, there gors
the pong ! What is the numbor of vour placo at tha tabla ¥

“ Bightv-three.”

“ And mine is forty-six. Wait for me here afterwards.”

The dining-hall was one blaze of licht and eoloar. It was
cooled by earved pillars of ice resting in silver buckets, and
surrounded by flowers. The band, hidden behind a screen
of palms, was playing a lively march. The Prince of Wales
held the post of honour, the Prime Minister, the president,
and the guest of tho evening, Professor Nat Hugley, sitting
close to his Royal Highness,
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The professor was tall and burly, his hair lung and white.
As an mnventor of o flving machine, the wheole world ran
with his name. The details of his wonderful invention h
been kept a2 profound secret, .and thourh hali 2 dozen nations
had offered to buy the secret for fabulous sums, they had
received a Tn]ut-a ut firm refusal.

Clourso followed course, toast followed toast. At last the

banquet was over, and, amid & salvo of deafening cheers,
the professor mounted the platiorm. The nose gave placo
to silence. Professor Hugley bowed.
" ¥our Royal Highness, my lords, and gentlemen,” he
said, with & slight Yankee twang. "I feel deeply honoured
to find myself among you. Some eighty or ninety years aﬁb
an Englishman—the immeortal Stephenson—revolutionised the
world awi';hﬁ invention of the locomotive.

‘“ By that invention he conguered both sea and land. New
York iz almost as close to London now,. as Edinburgh was
in those days. Comparatively, Australia iz but a stone’s
throw, and a voyage round the world is thought as little of
now as a jourhey to Rome was then.

* But what is the conquest of land and sea to the conguest
of the boundless air? The secret of aerial ﬂ&?l%ﬂ.tlﬂ-‘l;l, except

tha clumsy and dangerous method of ballooning, and
flights in flimsily constructed acroplanes, has baffled ug for
a century. I do not wish to boast, but where thousands have
failed I have succeeded. It is my power to wreck the com-
bined navies of the world, to lay thizs great city n runs, to
make myself monarch of sll races of mankind. I hold the
world in the hollow of my hand.”

Ha paused, his oyes flashing strangely, and a hushed
murmur ran from hp to lip. ‘ ;

“ Luckily,” he said, 1 do not aim at Empire. T am a
man of scienca and a man of peace. The time will come, no
doubt, when the aerial fleets of great nations will grapple
for mastery in the skies. I do not wish to live to see that
day. As an American, I love my country. and I am proud
of her. England boasts of the first locomotive, your cousins
acresa the Atlantic boast of the first real arship. ;

“ Az you know, I am a great traveller. Twice I have fried
to reach the North Pole, and twice I have fziled. As I have
alroady stated, I intend to use my invention for peace, and
not for war. I have the utmost faith m my machine. I
cannot allow you to cxamune it, but I will show you what
it can do. Look! There ia the Clond-King!”

A large mohoguny case, clamped with heavy brass bands,
stood beside him on the platform. The professor bent and
touched a hidden spring. The doors opened, and a strange
buzzing sound flled the room, Then a wild shout broke
from a hundred throats.

A cone-shaped body sprang from the case, and soared up-
wards like a bird with heating wings. It was a model five
foet in length. Every eye was fixed on it as it circled slowly
round the table. The roar of voices grew louder and louder,
till it was a thunder of applause. The professor held up his
hand for silence. Silence came at last, except for the queer
droning of the aeronef*, as it swept in a curve above the
heads of the guests. ] _ .

“ Farewell to battleships "' muttered a white-haired old
admiral of the flect.

“Tt would annihilate an army ! murmured a general
“Wo could not strike a blow." . .

All at once the guests seemed to realise the horrible power
of the machine that could rain down death and devastation
from the skies. Their faces reflected their feelings. Ferrers’
Lord alone was calm and collected.  He sat zcribbling lazily
on. a mEnE‘l card, &hamila on his lips. The professor was
flushed with triu o

In a hush, & ﬁng man, faultlessly attived, entered the
room, and walked towards the platform.

‘* Professor, may I ask you & question?”

His voice broke the spell. He ecarried a long leather cese
in his hand. ]

““ A hundred if you wish.” . _

“Thank you,’’ eaid the young stranger, bowing. “Is it
true thet vou have so much confidence In your invention that
vou intend to meke & voyage in it to the North Pole "

“Tt ia true’” . ,

“Then may I ask what your airship can do aganst a

ale 7"

E The professor shrugged his shoulders.

““ An average gale,” he answered, ““goes at a speed of
forty miles an hour. The Cloud-King can held its own
against that. Even in a fifty mile wind it would make head-
Way.

'I}'rhu listeners gasped. 1t seemed incredible.

*“And gusts? A gust with a twenty mile force, for
ingtance? Could your model stand that

“ It could.”

The young man o]ioleneﬂ the leather case, and took out a
silver tube, fitted with a wooden stock. : .

“T have here a powerful air-gun,” he said, '* which at a
distance of thirty feet will give a force of air equal in weight
and pressure to the foroe of a gust at twenty miles an hour.

* A machino heavier than air which flies h;_ﬁ;ééhanic;ﬂ
power.—SIDNEY DREW.
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May I try it upon your medel? I give you my word of
honour that the gun 1s not capable of giving a greater force,
You may test it if yvou wish. Here, too, I3 an instrumentd
specially constructed for testing wind pressures. Will you
examine it 7"

He handed up a round dise of brass, to which a steel bar
fitting Into the tube was attached. It was an aerometer.
There was a stir of excitement among the guests, and Ferrers
Lord laughed sofily.

“* Thank you,” said the professor, somewhat uneasily; “I
will take wour word., 1 did not come here to expenment,
but you are welcome to make the trial, A gust may check
the machine, but only for & moment."

The young man bowed, and raised the gun to his shoulder.
Ehe I?Irﬂhl]} was moving towards him. They held their

reath.

“71 will fire at 1ts prow,” he zaid. .

“One moment !"" said a voice. ** There is no slug or shot
in that guni"

For answer the young man furned, levelled the gun at a
mirror, and pulled the trigger. A dull report followed, but
the polished glass was intact. )

“ Bir Charles,” he said, turning to a grizzled general, ** will
you kndly recharge this for me?" ]

The peneral bent back the stock, 2 powerful spri:"%’hfﬂmmg‘
the air into the chamber. Once again the little machine was
buzzing over the platform. It swept round, nose on, and
the young man glanced down the tube. Crack! .

The model went crashing into the wall, and fell with a
crasht to the ground, wrecked and shattered. For a moment
the professor stood dumb and silent, gazing at the wreck.
Then, with 2 savage cry, he hurled himself at the young
man. Strong arms seized him and held him back. He
groaned with rage. .

“ It was a trick,’”” he shrieked—*" & cruel trick! The gun
was loaded with slugs!” ) i

“You are mistaken," said the young man guietly. “ No
slugr has ever been fired out of the gun, as an expert can
wrove. My name is Rupert Thurston, and here is my cerd.
% object to being called a cheat and a trickster, even by
Professor Hugley. You can easily prove what I say by
reconstructing the model and making the experiment agam.
The gun ig at your service.”

“Let me go!" snarled the professor, i

They freed him, and he paced the platform like s mad-
Inan. p

“ After what has happened,” said Rupert Thurston drily,
“ vou will, T presume, abandon your dreams of reaching the

Pole ™
““ Naver! I have been tricked! I shall reach the Pole
and plant the Stars and Stripes there!"”

“ Will you make & wager that you will not find the Union
Jack there when you arrive?”

The professor laughed wildly. y - ]

T will wager anything that America wins!” he eried.
““ Where is the Briton who dares to cover my bet? Which
of you will race me to the North Pole? The stake is five
million dﬂ"amb_a Enilkinn pounds ! Where is the man who
will take my bet?’

It memedymn.dnessu A million pounds! They know that
the professor was rolling in wealth, but, alter all, it seemed
only boasting. Then a man stepped forward. N

T will tuﬁe vour bet, professor,” he said quietly. Your
million apainst mine—DBritain agninst America in the race
for the North Pale!™ .

It was Ferrers Lord. For a time the two men stood face
to face; there was unbroken silence. Then came a ringing
British * Hurrah !"" that rent the very air. .

Like wildfire the news reached the strcets, and a cheering
crowd gathered outside the elub,

It is To!d How OId Comrades Meet Again on Tarrah Island,
and How the Great Race Commenced.

All the world went mad over the story of the great wager.
Who was Ferrers Lord—this mysterious man of millona?
Fven the keenest of journalists were baffled. They knew that
he had a house in Park Lane, and that he seldom visited it,
To the majority of people his name was quite unfamilinr.
What was he like? Where did he live? How had he
obtained his enormous wealth ? i

The same string of guestions was on overy ];E, Most
people set him down as a luntatic, and deesided that the whole
affair was a colossal hoax., There was some chance that
Professor Hugley might reach the Pole, for hiz airship was
an established fact. Had Ferrers Lord also invented o
fAping-machine? Half the songs in London music-halls
contained some reference to the proposed race. And where
was Forrers Lord 7 5x

azing Jape at
A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of an .utﬁ& 1]
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A week had passed sinee the night of the wazger, and he

ad been neither seen nor heard of. A& New York paper
offered a thousand dellars to anyone who could interview
him. Not to be outdone, a London morning paper offered
twice that sum—~four hundred pounds—for the same thing.
Detectives and journalists searched high and low, but in
vain.

And where, too, was Professor Nat Hugley?  Like the man
he had challenged, he, too, had disappeared.

HBail-ho ! prowled a hoarse voice.

Ben Maddock deagged in a squirming rock-cod, unhooked
it, and, shading his cves. glanced over the tossing sea.
STGo hon, omas ! he gronted. © Can't yer tell the
difference between o sail and the smoke of a steamer?  Why
cblgn’t yer get yer oyes done up? That's the vacht, I'll be

und !

They were on the Istand of Tarrah, an almost barren rock, -

eighteen miles due east of the Faroe coast. Onee in a vear
g few hardy wild-fowlers and crg-hunters visited it, to
prey upon the swarming sca-birds; but at other times it
was desolate. Tom Prout and Ben Maddock had been there
for a fortnight, waiting for their master. The Lord of the
Deéep—Ferrers Lord's wonderful submarine-boat—lay snugly
at anchor in a guict cove. It had been a busy fortnight, but
now the work was done. A zquare platform had been erected
on the edge of the cliff above them, and behind that the
carponters had built o pretty wooden bungalow.

““8Bhe's mot some other craft in tow,” said Waddock,
whose evesight was excellent,  ** It's the yacht, for a month's
pay! We've knocked about a bit, Thomas; bul how do you
faney the Nerth Pole? We'll be sleeping with pelar bears
and chasin' them hororer-bory-what's-their-name things! I
should like to shoot one of them '™

Prout grinned. He had scrved on a whaling vessel long
ago, and he knew the aurora borealis wasn't & wild animal.

“We lived on one of the eritters a month.” he said, wink-
ing ot a defunct rock-cod, **My. and ain't they tough !

_ Y 8hoot it yerself?" ingquired fthe be'sun, with great
interest.

™ No; harpooned it!" answeréd Prout. “ You can't zleep
h? 1i‘t:{= varmints! They sit on the Pole all night, and 'owl
criul 1

Though Ben's knowledge of northern geography was
limited, he understood that the North Pole was nothiag like
a zeaffold-paole.

“Have a bit of fish®” he said. “¥er wants a bit of a
rofrosher after that! P'rlaps yvou'll "owl a bit now !

The rock-cod =sailed through the air, and wrapped its
clamimy body reund Prout's neek, Prout fired o volley of
stones after Maddook's retreating form, and then composed
himngalf to a2lumber in the sunzhine.

The steam-yocht came swiftly into sight. Bhe was fowing
a heavy bavge. but the weight did net seem to hamper her
specd. In half an hour the men on her deck could hie scen
plainly. Prouat sprang HS and harried along a narrow strip
of sand which. at low tide, edged the foot of the cliffs like
a thread of gald.

He blew o shrill blast on his whistle. As if by mazic
thirty armed men, dressed in white, swarmed out of the
grey, low-lying hull of the Lord of the Deep. and tumbled
into n counle of boats. Ther lined up on the sand. The
yacht was heading for the eove. Bhe ran in gracefully and
reversod her screws. The heavy barge slid past her. and
the anchor ehains rattled through the hawser-holes. Then =
Loat put ofl containing cight men.

Ferrers Lord sprang cut first, and the ¢rash of thicty rifles
woleomed him.

Prout's hand went mechanically to hiz eap, his jaw
dropped, and his oyes prew vacant and stony, Then a roar
came from his greut chest—a coar that would have made a
prize bull envious. Ile forgmot el discipline in the frenzied
jor of the moment.

* Chingy I he bellowed. “0Oh, Chingy !

Ie rushed forward. and Ching-Lung et him hall-way.
They huzred cach other. and laughed like a2 couple of
domented Weenchmen. For an instaat o shadow erossed the
millionaire’s stern face, but the frown melted into a smile
a5 he turned.

¥ Pismise I he said ronghly.  “ Follow me, gentlemen 17

Thurston stayed behind fo wring Prout’s hand again and
again, Then Maddock joined them, and thers was more
handshaking, lhugging, and langhter. There was no half-
heartedness about their greetings. They had faced perils
together o domen times, and there was a bond of true
aifection between them all. To the intense delight of the
snitors from the vacht, Ching-Lang turned inoumernble
handsprings, seized Prooul’s wateh and chain, tosaed it into
the sea, and then produced it from a box of cizars. which
apparently &umpe-‘] out of Maddock’s head. e handed the
pigats round,
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They then elimbed the winding path to the bungalew,

*“1 suppose that seaffolding is to founch the Yankee air
ship?" gaid Thurston. 1 thougzht sha could rise from the
ground 7

“8a she can. They're gzoing to put her together on that,
Hugley 53?3 they can do 1t in six hours.”

" Marvellous!'" said Bunert

#Oh, I don't know ; she's all in segrents, and there's not
much of her whon all's said and done. I rather like the
professor, Rupert. He's o bit exeitabie when he gets
roused. Tt wasn't bad of him to apolegise to you in publie
E:rr augmg vou cheated him. That feicnd of his is o beast,

wugh.”’

“You mean that Cuban—Paraira?”

EEL Hua‘!l.!"

Ching-Lung touched Rupert on the srm. A twist of the
steep path brought them face to face with the Cuban, Ha
sat on & boulder, twirling a cigarette betweon his fingers
with a skill that only a Cuban or Mexican can attain. He
Wiz Etl.'lll:m[‘.}lir handsome. broad-shouldered. muscuiar, vet lithe
as a oat. e shight curl of his black hair told of 'a touch
EE nt:gflnfhl od. cr]w:ﬂ Eor,@'idnr'!n hut he had the true

panish feafures, and the haughty maoner of one wh
been aceustomed to rule. T ¢ who had

" rg:l.'r.il:i we meet, amiges,” he =aid. “Caramba, T shiver
here! 1 fear I was not born to explore the lands of ice.
Do you gamble, senor?”

_“Eﬁl om,”" answered Rupert; *that is not one of my
vices.

* Your Highness, then, perhaps ! zaid the Cuban, with &
half-conceated sneer.

“ A lily bittee!” lisped Ching-Lang.
nutz sometimea.”’

" Not for money?"

“0Oh, no; dat veily bad chop!
You teachee me, and T tlyee”

Ching-Lung’s left eve closed slightly as a hint to Thurston
not to interfere. Paraira was not aware that the Chincae
Loy could speak anything but broken Enzlish. Tike all his
race, the Cuban was a born gambler. He knew that (hing-
Lung was rich, and he thought that he had foand an easy
victim, He whipped out a pack of cards at once.

'l teach you poker.” he said. “It'z very simple.”

Poker," murmured Ching-Lalng. * Me knowee him first
ch“.,ﬁ'. You jabee de file wid himee—ch? Showee me 1™

Ching-Lung’s eye closed again, and Thurston, stifling a
shuekle, strolled awax,

Ching-Lung listened with the most abjest ook of innocence
on his faee while Paraira explained the rules of the game.
A flab boulder served as o table. and the cards were dealt.
In ten minutes—for theyv were plavinz for high stakes—
E‘-hmgl;Lung had lest ten pounda. The stalies were doubled
and then trabled, and still Ching-Lung continued to lose.

As they played on, crowded boats moved from the vacht
to the shore. The barge was towed round to its position
under the eliffls. and a crane rigped on the platform. Slowly
buge black masses were hauled vp from the barge—slowly,
a3 the men tciled, a coneshaped monster began to form on
the platform. ITammers clanked as rivets were driven home,
and men swarmed like flies over the gigantic bull.

Eupert watched the scene in amazement. The monster
seemod to be growing under a magic spell, The growth was
slow, yet it seemed almost too rapid. he thought, to be the
work of human hands. Every man seemed to knew his duty.
Tli':lia_‘;.' never spoke to each other, and never paused for an
order. .

A second crane was dragzing up piles of stores. Thers was
no fuel, however, of any kind. The * Cloud-King " eould
dispense with that, for everysbeat of her mighty wings
could store away both light and heat in the shape of that
mysterious, miraculous, wonder-working fluid—eloetricity,

‘¥ou are needed, sir!™ said Prout’s veoice. * Dinner is
at six, sir! I’ve put your trunk in vour room, sir ™

The magnificence of the interior of the bungalow amazed
Rupert. The floors were thickly carpeted, and his own tiny
room woe luxuriously fitred. Awd vet, in a few brief houvrs
the bungalow would be left untenanted. Thore would be
no time to remave any of the furniture. All would be loft to
the mercy of the wind and the weather. or as plunder for
the hardy Faroe Island lshernen and wild-fowlers, Tt was
like Ferrers Lord.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Rupert looked round wish a start. Ching-Lung was Iying
on the couch, giggling and kicking,

%, EH:. 'l.l'u-u’lrc et

“I playee nap fol

Mot kaowees how muchoes,

aclk, Ching § <
U Might hundled poundee, and an 1. G, T, far anothel two
fifty I" giggled Ching-Lung rapturcusiv. “ He, he, he! Mes
askee that blacklesd face to fezches me more games at calds
to-mollow! He, he, he!” . — :
“ Vop've been cheating, vou little villain ! said Rupert
sternly.
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“0h, shamee to sayee dat ! said Ching-Lung. Then he
barst into u roar of laughter. and discarded his pidgin
Englizsh, I sav, Rupert,”" he went on, * you ocught to have
been there, I don't trast that man! e imagined that he
had got held of something to cheat; but he thinks better
of 1t now. OFf courge, I thought there nught not be enongh
asts in his poek, o I brought o few with me. Want some?"”

Ching-Lung jerked up his arms, ang & shower of aces
sbeoluteiy darkened the air, 2

“You scamp " eried Thurston, wiping his eves.
ha, hka, ha l—yon miserable little sharper ! :

 h, don't talk,’” said his Highness; I sha'n't keep his
<dirty mwoney, though it would serve ham right if I did! I
think he would have knifed me if Tom FProut hadn’t come to
ook on. Just get hold of my blouse in the middle, and give
it a pull I Leord asked me particularly to come to dinner 1n
my robes. Here, don't ti{:ll:pl.e, but pull ™ :

Rupert gave the blouse a pull, and both blouse and wide
trousers came away in s hand, revealing {.Jl:mf(-Lung in a
prineely purple eostume, embroidered with jewels, Nothing
that Ching-Lung did surprised Thurston in the least, now.

“Close on #ix ! said Thurston, glancing at his watch.
“ o you know, Ching, I'm bubbling over with excitement.
Just think of it. A race for a million pounds, the winnmg-
post the North Pole! T wonder if we shall ever veach it?
I have badgered Lord to toll me what he thinks, but he has
alwavs dismissed the subject by telling ine to wait and see.
1 don't even know when we start 1™ ] )

“ &t midnight, old chap, unless they decide anything
elea ' )

The dinner-gong boomed noisily. Rupert and Ching-Lung
were first in the dining-room, and though both were accus-
tomed to seones of luxury and magnificence, they paused with
exclamations of delight and admiration, The fable groancd
under its burden of chased gold. Ruby lights flashed softly
throuzh a sereen of wonderful Howers.  On either side of the
teble stood two high bowls of glittering silver, filled with
water, (n each floated a swan carved out of erysinl ice. Thewr
Lacke were helloewed out, showing the gilt necks of cham-
pagne bottles. The air was full of music, sofi, but ravishing,
and gorgeous botterflies fAlutterad from Aower to flower.

“ Wonderful 1" said Thursten, almost in a whisper.

“1 am glad vou are pleased, Rupert,” said the million-
sire’s mellow voice at his elbow., * Permit me io introduce
vou to two gentlemen, whose names yvou will konow—>3ir
Clement Morwith, and Mr. Richard Van Witter.”

Thurston bowed to the two men. Teo him their names
wore quite familiar. Sir Clement was president of the Royal
Yacht Club. and Van Witter was the finest yachisman
Awmerica had ever produced. Both were short and florid.

Thoy bowed again as Paraira and the professor entered.
Dinuer commenced, and servanis, wearing Ferrers Lord's
1ich livery, moved silently about. KFvery fresh course was
a revelation—a masterpicce of cookery; the wines were liko
nectar. It was a silent meal, however, until the coffve was
breueht and the cigars Lghted. Then the millionaire rose
lavily. .

“ Genilemen,” he zaid, * we have succeeded in giving the
world a new sensation Doth my fnpn;l]:; antagonist and
mysell ewe a debt of gratitude to both Sir Clement and Mr.
Van Witier. They have consented to act as judges in j:hm
rate. The stakes have already been paid-—Mr. Hugley's into
the Pank of England, and mine into the Bank of New York,
As this ie virtnally a friendly contest heiween Great Britain
snd Mmerics, to aveld any suspicion of unfairness Mr. Van
Witter will sail with me, while Sir Clement will accompany
the professor and the senor. Their judgment will be final
i every yespect, for there ave no two gentlomen in the world
better fitted to judge, and no truer wnd more honourable
portsinen.’”

“ Hear, hear " eried Ching-Lung. _ .

U Wal? drawled the ¥Yankee, standing up with his hnnc%s
in his pockets and & cigar in his mouth, T reckon I haven't
known Mr. Ferrers Lord very long, but it scemns to me he
can give o stap-up feed, and T guess he's a gentleman.  Of
course, for the =ake of the old Stars and Stripes, 1 want the
Cloud-Iing to got there first. We Yankees want the earth,
vem know, but I don't care a cent whether we go! it this
time or nol, if T see & good honest rage. Let the best man
win ! That's my motto, and here’s jolly good health and
Juzk 40 vou hoth.””

Van Witter's bluff, straightforwand spesch was greatly
applauded, Ching-Lung feit pleased that they were zomg to
Inve him for a travelling compamon. _

w@is Clement,” said Ferrers Lord, *"perhaps you will
chlize us by reading over the rulds of the race.”

s ertainly, sie ! enswered the baronet.

The rales were quite short and guite simple. The rival
virsels of =ca and air were to leave Tarrsh at midnight.
Sin wwrths only were allowed for the voyage out and home,
whother =uceessful or not.  Both vesscls were to return io
Tarrah within the apecificd time. If neither reachod the
Prle it was to he veted no race.  If, however, ane of the
vessols gained ity destination and found neither tlag now
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buoy to prove that the other had not been there before it,
it could cither watt for its rival or return. The decision of
the judges was absolute and irrevocable, and governcd the
result of the race. They pledged themselves o be utterly
unpartial, to zgive no advice and to take no share i the
handling of the vessel. Onee a day, all hands, excopt the
steersmat, were to be ordered below to give the Judges an
opportunity to secretly take the rechonings.

“"Thank you, 3ir Clement " said the millionoire, as the
baronet sat down. “ All we have to do is to sign !

A servant brought forward a silver inkstand, and Ferrers
Lord scrawled his signature across the paper. Professor
Hugley signed next in elear, finm handwriting, and then
Sir Cloment and Van Witter added their signotures. The
paper was handed to Paraiva, but he thruast it away.

“One moment, senors, what proof have I that vou mean
to act foirly 7°°

There was a stupelied silence, and Ferrers Lord's eves
grow hard.

" Explain vourself, senor ! he said priomly.

“Ah, ves ! sneered the Spanrard, ' 1 wiﬂ explain myself,
but 1 will sign first. There vou see it—' Gomez Paraira !
What are your rules worth? Esery man hazs his price, and
wo have two millionaires amongst us. Caramba, the word
of one judge is law, and honour is cheap! I could buy the
word of a saint that I had ceached the Pele for a thousand
dollars !™

A chair went over with o crash, and the Little Yankee was
on his feet, Ferrers Lord's eyes were gleaming strangely.

“Gentlenien,” «<drawled ithe Yankee, **1U'm Juf.-l:illdv not
passionate by natare, and, as I am a puest here, 1 <do not
meat to create a scene. Injuns are poison, and so are
Cubans in my experienca.  Both Sir Clement and 1 have
been grossly insulled.  We have been told in so many words
that we are capable of swearing away the race to the high-
est bidder. I om sorry for Professor Hugley—very sorry—
for he is a man of honour. Only that I know he is not
responsible for that fellow, T would resign at onee. Later
on, tfF I am spared, I shall have 4 seltlement with the sonor.
Mr. Ferrers Lord, T must ask you to order him out!"

The millianatre fixed his Aashing eyes on the Cuban's dark
face, and pointed to the door,

“Gol" he said,

“Hang you! Who are vou?" snarled the Cuban.

The blua muzzle of a revelver gleamed between the fingers
of the millionaire. With an outh, Paraire sprung up and
wout scowling from the room, shutting the door with o erasgh,
The professor’s head was pillowed in his arms.

“Iedis 111 1" eried the baronet,

HMugley raised his haggard face.

* Ask me nothing,” he said faintly.
gentlemen, that this should have happened.
aspologise !

Forrers Lovd moved from his chair, and gently Jaid his
hand upon the American's shoulder.

“ Come,"” ke said cheerfully ; *° we must not be dusqnnﬂcnt
to-night. A magmun of champagne here, at ouce.  Fill your
srlursos, my friends, to Dritain and Amorica, We are rivals
in trade, and rivals in gport, but we are brothers in blood.
And, if ever the duy comes when the nations rise against us,
John Bull and Sam, shoulder to shoulder, will shake the
whole world and eonguer it 1" - :

He waved his honds, wnd two flags fluttered, side by 5153-&,
over the table—the Star-spangled Banner, and the Union
Jack,

- - L] L] o

Boom !
A tonpue of ¢rimeon flame leapt from the throat of the

gun on the cliff, and a thunderous report rang weross the
pleeid soa-line, Lile somae gigantie bird of the night—the
S Clond-King,” her mighty pinions whirling and drening—
eoared from the platforme and dipped majestically, as if
about to plunge into the waves.

Below her, moving slowly seaward, was the Lord of the
Deep. Tom Prout, in her glazed conning tower, gripped the
wheel. Four men stood on the deck, looking upward, andd
waving their caps  Ferrers Lord, Thurston, Vap Witter, an:l
Ching-Tang,  Again the gun boomed, and a dazeling beam
of light darted fromn the submarine vessel towards the
aeroncel. Tt gleamed on the pale face and silvery hair of the
pmiofessar, and the dark, sullen features of Gowez Paraira.

The speed inercased, and the airship drew ahead. Then
the light went out, and the Lord of the Deep sank beneath
the waves. The race for a million pounds had begun!

*1 am heartbroken,
I can only

{.-1_".-|.H.1,=_|-' ,q;;l'-r-'.lr.ﬂi'f'if Ii.'.ll:.l teenl et l-:.lr e ,I':"F'-I'Ii'!r! wreennl ek ':Tﬂl'-“lflfh'l.l'.
fie weleich the fevther g o seibiures of * Ferrers Loed and his friends
fae he great woce to the North Pole, aoe chrondeled.) 27
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1t may be a ticklish job,” Ferrers Lord said.  *“I'm
thoroughly puszzled about 16, The vessel hoas been here for
nearly a week now, and yet we have secn nothing of her
excopt ane glimpse [ got when I destroyed the mines, Why
hasa't she bolibed up wnd put o few shells into my vessoel?
Before I took the precaution of mounfing those guns and The
four zearchlights she eould have done it with caze”

* Perhaps they are waiting for orders from Scaroff. Ther
would hardly care to damage the Lord of the Deep while
there was any chanca of taking her. Who commands the
boat, hy the wav—V¥Val—Val—what? Ie's rather a good
gsort, I t}anc:,-. I used to like him.”

A piant Mongol,” said the milhonaire, ** by name Tori
Vallazsar ™

Ching-Lung smoked pensively.

“Well,” sawd Lerd nonchalantly, *let’s get something to
cat, and tallz it over.”

The live-—Ching-Lung, Thurston, Gengral Yang, Kennedy,
and Ferrers Lord—dined in the saloon of the Lord of the
Deep.  Outzicde there was an ineezeant rattle of zhovels and
picks. The millionaire glanced at his watch, and now and
then he raised the receiver of the telephone to his car,

“Fill you zlasses, pentlonwen ™

(lasses were filled as the millienaire stoed up, A fow
whispered words had just come over the wire.

A Boast,” snid the mallionnire,  *f Sueeess

" Suceess M shouted the guests,

There wns o seraping sound, a gurgling rash of waier,
and 1he vessel begon to move swiltly, Thon came o plumee,
il o wilil chorws of elwoers from a thousand Chinese work -
mies, The Tord of the Deep waz altent., The door was
epene:l, and Prout appeared. He had managed the whols
alfatr, and they greeted him rapturousky.

*Come, Tom,” zaid Ching-Lung, ** you've gobt to make a
speech ! Here's Maddoek come to lston, Out withe i !

“Yer Iirhness, Mr. Ferrers Lord, and gentlemen,” said
Prout, his face a fiery red. 1 ain’t much o' a speaker,
and, really, o pore, reerant man like me "— No, no!
You're a brick """ ain’t ot no right “ere. All I can say 1=
a5 'ow it’s the proudest day o my lLife! T dide’t know 0l T
et yer all that there wis sich kind, true "carted gentlemen
in the world as yer 'Trhoess, Mr. Ferrers Lord, and Mr
Thurston, or sich trie pals as Ben and Old Mike, DMy
friend, Prince Ching.Lung, if T dare be impertinent enoush
to call “in =0 =" Uertaindy, old chap ! from Ching-Lung--
“las made us sit hup o bit with "is teicks and pranks, hﬁ‘ﬁﬁ
e ! but I°d sooner st up all me life than ‘ave ter leave
Yim Me="Tar, ‘ear ! from Maddoek. “That must bo,
‘owever, aod that we may all meet again, live long and die
‘appy, i the wish o' yor pore, ‘utible servant, Thomas
Prout—a Britisher bred and born, thank yore !

Tremendous cheers and handelaps greeted Prout’s speech.
Ferrers Lord acterally Iauphed, and rapped the table wirh
his lnueckles. Ching-Lung strove hard to keep the ball
rolling; but overvone had a saddeninz conviction that a
separation was close ai hand.

Then a bell rang.

“ Gentlermien,” said Ferrers Lord, ¥ the time has come.™

"They sprang from the table,

“ Now," said Terrers Lord.

He touched the indicator, and the vessel bezan fo move
down the river. Then the water hissed into her tasks, and
the great torpedo-nels fell over her plates,  Ching-Lung
worled the searchlights, and the millionaire was ab the
deedls machinery that workod the electric gun.

“ 1 hope we shall not have to sinle her,” said Ferrors Lozd.

“We all hope that™

“Yos; hat if the worst comes to thé worst, it must he
done. I ordered Horton 1o take upr his mines. IF Valkasear
dizcovers this he will try and malic a bBolt for i, IBut I do
not see how e can find oul—— Hallo !

_ Something biack shot past the conning-tower, 2lmost gras
ing the nets—a torpedo.

“Bhe's there I shouted Ching-Lung ™ Back her !”

The flashing scarchlight had found her out. The Teariisa
was moving slowly acrees the ebream, launching torpedoes
from her tubes. The ecrews were reversed, and the vessel

moved slowly back against the current, keeping her Yights
an the foe.

Ferrers Lord broke the tense silence. _ )

“7 could blow her out of the water!” he said grimly;
“but I have not the heart to do ™ .

“Why not?” asked Yang gutturadly. I should like to
see such o sight. Bah! Bhe 15 a foc !V

* Truea.™

Ferrers Lord touched a lover, raising the muzzle of the
terrible gun, which was fired in the bow, and worked in the
conning-tower.

His hand wandered towards ihe fatal button.

“J ecan’t I" he said, with a groan. * Fire for me, Yang !

The generz] had no such seruples. s fingrer was almost
on the button.

“Hold back! Hald back!™

The ery came from Ching-Lung's lips, as he flung tho
goeneral aside.

“ Great heavens ™ gasped Thurstan,  ** The Destroyer I

Bhe came racing out of the darkness like o spectee shap,
and the searchlights flashed on the awful face of the bronzed
statue that formwed the figurchead, The miglny sword was
pointed apstream.

“Bhe's going to ram her " said Prout hoarsciy.

The Destroyoer moved round, her lashing zcrews churning
the water like milk, and then dashed down upon her foe,

For a moment the onlookers were spelibound. Then
Ferrers Lord gripped Ching-Lung's hand,

* Lowk I he shoutedd, * He's capturved her ! Brave, Horton !

Then they understood, and cheered themselves hoarse as
the I}i::-}f.ru:,'{-r hq&ga:u to mmove towards thoe :-;Hrf:‘if'l_‘, Jil'tin:_:
her erippled foe with her.

At onea the tanks were empticd, and the Lord of the Deep
pscendad. In o fow momments ber decks were 'Eu:l;:]-:t'd with
prmoed men,  There, on the weonlit wators, lay the
Destroyer, her decks erowded, deagging her mainied foe
towards the shallowz. Cheer anawersd cheer as the Lord of
the Deop thrashed to hor pssislance.  Wire hawsaers wore
madde fazt, and thev towed the coptured vessel towards the
sandbank. In hall an hour she was safe in the channel dug
to refloat the Lord of the Deep, und Horton and Verrers
Lord wern shaking hands.

All the time, cxeept for the few forpedocs slie had fired,
the Tsaritaa might have conlained no livisg soul. Sasilors
with levelled rifles gathered round bher, amd at Jast a solitary
ligure appearcd in her conning-tower and steppod out, It
wias the oiant fizuore of Vallkassar,

COedy two men had stuck to the ship—V¥alkassar and one
engineer. Forrers Lol ran forwarvd, raisine his hat,

“May I have the pleasure, Mr. Valkasser,” he said in
Russian, ““of shalking hands with a brove man '

“Bah!"" the Monuel awvswered. 1 wmin booten, but T
Lear no malice. There's my hand, sie”

A week of busy toil was sufficient 1o repair the eaptured
vessel.

Then, secompanied by Thurston aid = sirene excorl, Forrers
Lord went to Pekin. There an answer to his moessapo to Lord
Salisbury was awaiting him. He wos weleoioed by the
cotmanders of the FEuropean forces, and all were highly
indigonaut at Secaroff’s ]]}ln-t to destroy the peinee. The
Russian Governimenl lelegraphed to London, denving that
the dead man had received any avthority from 1hem for
such o despicable netton. This was wircd on to Pelin, and
Ching-Lung wax safc.

And more than that. With Ching-Lang puarding the
northern border of China, all Russian hopes were dazhed
WAy,

The three submarine wezzels flogted on the stream, oo
behind the other. Ching-Lung's whole army was paraded
on the bank., The boat was waiting to tfake Ferrers Lord
and Lattle Tric aboard. Ching-Lung held Erie to his haart.

“ Good-bye, my lily sonee,” he said, lnpsinge into his
broken English, ** You talkee ¢ole of glakespealec Willyun.
and you notee folgetee old Ching-Luag.” i

* Uh, never, Ching—never—never " snid Freie tearfubly.

The millionsire’s eyes looked misty as he wrung ‘the
prince's hand.

* Good-bye—no, only au revoir, for weo shall meet aeain.
Heaven bless you, my lucky lad! Good-bye, Kennedy, aned
guard your prince as vou would vour Jife ! Coine. Frie 1™

The boat darted from the shore. At a signal from
Kennedy, five hundred rifles eracked, clieors rose from (e
crowded decks, and the band struck up “God Save {he
King." Then the decks were empty, and the three yvessels
sanl: below the rushing waters, homeward-bound,

Rennedy dashed his hand across his eyes.

“ Buck up, cld ' seid Ching-Lung kindly. * Wo

chap !
shall all meet again. Here, have a cizar ™
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