

                   THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                   The Chance of a lifetime! 

“WHARTON, old chap——” 
  “Rats! Don’t bother!” 
  “I say, Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, sheer off!”
  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry rushed down the stairs, in the School House at Greyfriars. Billy Bunter had just time to jump out of the way, or he would certainly have been pushed over. Wharton and Bob disappeared at top speed, and Bunter blinked after them in astonishment through his big spectacles. 
  “What the dickens is on?” he ejaculated. “Hallo, Johnny Bull— I say, Johnny, old chap, it’s tea time, and—” 
  Johnny Bull did not stop to listen. He rushed past Bunter and vanished downstairs. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian junior, was following him, and Bunter caught the dusky youth by the arm. 
  “I say, Inky—” 
  “Leggo! The hurrifulness is terrific!” exclaimed Hurree Singh. 
  “ But what—yow!” 
  Hurree Singh shoved the fat junior back against the wall, and rushed on. As Bunter staggered, gasping, Frank Nugent came tearing down the stairs, and vanished. Billy Bunter opened his little round eyes bigger and rounder. Something was evidently “on,” to account for the hurry of the Famous Five of the Remove, but what it was, Bunter couldn’t guess. 
  There was no cricket going on—nothing unusual was happening at Greyfriars—and yet the juniors were dashing down the stairs and out of the House as if the building had been on fire. 
  “Well, my hat!” exclaimed Bunter. “What the deuce 
—here’s another! I say, Toddy—” 
  Peter Todd, who was Bunter’s study-mate, might have stopped to explain, if he had had time. But apparently hp hadn’t! At all events, he dodged Billy Bunter’s outstretched podgy hand, and sped down the stairs. 
  “I say, is there a fire?” roared Bunter. 
  But Todd did not reply; he was gone. Bunter slowly made his way upstairs, in a state of great astonishment and annoyance. It was tea time, and Bunter was hungry; and he was looking for someone to ask him to tea.  But, apparently, invitations to tea were off—and the Remove fellows were off 
too. Bunter had reached the top of the stairs when he heard Tom Brown shouting 
  “Come on, you fellows! We shall miss it!” 
  And Tom Brown, the New Zealander, cannoned into Bunter, and very nearly knocked him headlong down the stairs. 
  “You ass!” shouted Tom Brown, “Why don’t you look where you’re going! Yah!” 
  Bunter clung to the banisters and gasped for breath. 
  “Groo-hooh!’ Wharrer marrer——” 
  But the New Zealand junior did not reply. He rushed past Bunter, and Bulstrode and Hazeldene rushed after him. Then came Bolsover major, and Russell, and Micky Desmond, at top speed. Then came Fisher T. Fish, the American junior, his long, thin legs simply flying. Bunter made a clutch at him. 
  “I say, Fisher, old man—” 
  “Gerroff! I guess I’m not going to be left!” 
  “But what—” 
  But Fisher T. Fish was gone. 
  “Well, that beats it!” muttered Bunter, in amazement. 
“I think the whole blessed Form must be off their silly rockers. Here’s another of the maniacs.” 
  Vernon-Smith came racing along the passage, and bolted downstairs. Skinner and Snoop tore after him. They vanished in their turn. And, below, Bunter heard the deep voice of Coker of the Fifth: 
  “Come on, Potter! Come on, Greene! We can’t miss this!”
  And as Bunter stood blinking, Esmond and Stott, and Ogilvy, of the Remove, dashed past him, and tore downstairs. 
  “The silly asses!” muttered Bunter. “It’s tea-time—and they’re all going out! Todd’s gone out, the rotter—never caring whether I want my tea or not! And there’s nothing in the study cupboard—and I’m hungry! Beasts!”
  Then a fat grin overspread Billy Bunter’s visage, and his little round eyes twinkled behind his glasses. 
  “My hat! I’m jolly well going to have tea—what?” 
  And Bunter rolled into No. 1 Study. Tea was laid on the table for Wharton and Nugent, to whom the study belonged. Bunter smiled a beaming smile, and sat down to the prepared tea-table. In one second he was busy! There were eggs newly-boiled, there was ham, and there was a pot of jam, and a dish of toast. As Bunter piled into eggs and ham and toast, he heard a pattering of feet, in the passage. More juniors were rushing out—for what purpose he could not guess—and he did not care. The house was not on fire, anyway—and nothing short of a conflagration would have driven William George Bunter away from the well-spread table in No. 1 Study. 
  With his mouth full of ham, Bunter rolled to the study window, and blinked out. Fellows, seniors and juniors, were running across the Close towards the gates. He caught sight of Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth, simply racing. After them went Nugent minor, and a crowd of the Second. Tubb, of the Third, hatless, and with a bun in his hand, came tearing out of the house, and dashed off. Bunter returned to the teatable for a fresh supply, and with his mouth full stood at the study window watching that extraordinary exodus of Greyfriars fellows. 
  Something was evidently going on—somewhere—but little cared Billy Bunter. What was going on in No. 1 Study was of more interest to him. The study tea-table was well-spread when Billy Bunter started.  But In five minutes it was denuded.  Bunter left hardly a crumb—and, then, like Alexander of old, he sighed for new worlds to conquer. New worlds to conquer, in Bunter’s sense, were not far away. He rolled into the next study, which belonged to Bulstrode, and Brown, and Hazeldene. They had left in the middle of their tea. Bunter finished their tea for them, and left the table quite bare. Billy Bunter had an appetite that was equal to all demands. He was very hungry—and the looting of two studies had only whetted his appetite. Seldom or never had such an opportunity come Bunter’s way—and he was not the fellow to neglect it. From No. 2 he rolled on to No. 13, Bob Cherry’s study— Bob and Mark Linley, and Hurree Singh, and Wun Lung had been at tea—but the study was empty now. Bunter chuckled and sat down to feed. 
  By the time he had cleared the table in No. 13 the edge bad been taken off his Gargantuan appetite. Then he entered the next study, and cheerfully devoured the provisions Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish had left on the table. Vernon- Smith’s study was his next objective. Vernon-Smith had just begun tea when he was called away—but his study cupboard was always well supplied—the Bounder of Greyfriars did  himself remarkably well. Billy Bunter grinned ecstatically as he opened the cupboard door. 
  He did not trouble to convey the good things to the table. He stood at the cupboard, tucking in to ham and tongue, pudding and pie, his face growing redder and shinier with every mouthful. The cupboard was so well supplied that even Billy Bunter’s efforts began to slacken. 
  “By gum!” Bunter murmured. “What a chance—what a giddy opportunity! Fancy the silly asses all running out at tea-timp—and leaving me here! He, he, he!” 
  His active jaws were not still for a moment. Plentiful as the supply was, Billy Bunter contrived to “ scoff” it to the last article. 
  He felt somewhat uncomfortable as he moved away from the cupboard. A slightly-troubled sensation within worried him. 
  “Grooh!” he murmured. “ Perhaps—perhaps that last pot of jam was overdoing it!” 
  As that last pot had contained three pounds of jam, it was barely possible that Bunter had overdone it. 
  He moved slowly and painfully towards the door of the study. There was no sign yet of the return of the Removites; but Bunter did not want to risk being caught raiding. But he found it impossible to move quickly. He had a strange feeling as if he were on a Channel steamer in unusually rough weather. Decidedly, that last pot of jam had overdone it.  
  He rolled slowly and painfully into Dickie Desmond’s study. But the toast and eggs and cake on the table hardly tempted him now. He blinked at them, and slowly shook his head. The spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak. Billy Bunter had reached a point at which he could not eat any more. 
  But he took the cake under his arm as he left the study. And in spite of the growing qualms within, he visited several more studies, and appropriated cake and biscuits and jars of jam or honey, and tins of sardines. He was not hungry now, but he would be hungry again that evening; and Bunter believed in laying things by for a rainy day. 
  As he came out of the last study, with his pockets bulging with plunder, he paused, and leaned on the wall, his fat face going green, and his breath coming thick and fast. 
  “Ow!” he murmured. “Ow-ow! I—I do feel queer! I don’t believe that was good jam—ow ! Perhaps jam doesn’t go well with pickles—ow! Or it may have been the rabbit- pie along with the sardines ! Ow ! I—I do feel queer—Ow!” 
  Undoubtedly, Billy Bunter had overdone it. 
  He crawled into his own study, and collapsed into the armchair—and lay there, with his little fat legs spread out, and his fat face streaming with perspiration—and that troublous feeling growing sore and worse within, and his complexion gradually changing to all the hues of the rainbow one after another! If anyone had seen the Owl of the Remove at that moment, he would not have had the slightest doubt that Billy Bunter had overdone it! 

              	 THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                           Seeing the Fun! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo! We’re in time! Here they are!” 
  The Famous Five had dashed out of the school gates, and run all the way to Courtfield. 
  There was a great crowd in the street. All Courtfield and half the neighborhood seemed to have turned out.  The juniors were soon wedged in the crowd. There was a roar of voices, cheering, hooting, and yelling. Over the crowd in the High Street floated several torn and tattered banners. 
  On the banners that were not too torn for the inscriptions to be legible, words in large letters could be read; 

          	    “VOTES FOR WOMEN!” 
                 “WE DEMAND JUSTICE!” 
 “NO TAXATION WITHOUT REPRESENTION!” 
  Crash! Crash! Crash! Crash!” 
  “My hat! They’re going it!” exelaimed Harry Wharton, as the crash of breaking glass rang through the clamour of 
voices.
  “Going strong!” grinned Bob. “Jolly lucky we got herein time ! Hallo, hallo, hallo!  There’s Grimey!  He looks as if 
he’d been in the wars!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Inspector Grimes, who was well known to the juniors, appeared for a moment in a surge of the crowd.  His cap had been torn off, his nose was swollen, and his fat face was spattered with mud. 
  It was not surprising that the juniors had rushed out to see the fun. For the first time in its history, the quiet town of Courtfield was in the throes of a Suffragette demonstration. 
  Courtfield was a market town, and on market days it was thronged. On other days it had an appearance of going to sleep. To-day was a market-day—the occasion having been specially chosen by the determined lady who was the prime mover of the new suffrage society in the district. 
  That terrible lady, Miss Zenobia Boxer, a lady of uncertain years and extremely uncertain temper, had determined 
to address a meeting in the market square on market-day. The local authorities had promptly forbidden it, from the absurd notion that the market’s business could not very well he put off while Miss Boxer aired her grievances against the Government, the male sex, and the world generally. 
  But Miss Boxer was resolute. It needed only one glance at her square jaw to see how resolute she was. It was a bold man indeed who would have ventured to oppose Miss Boxer in anything. Perhaps that was one reason why she was still Miss Boxer. 
  A tremendous procession had halted in the square, and Miss Boxer proceeded to address the crowd. Upon which the policemen had chipped in, and attempted to move them on. Miss Boxer and her followers resolutely declined to move on. And trouble arose. And Fry of the Fourth, who happened to be in Courtfield on his bike, came tearing back to Greyfriars to report that the Suffragettes were “ going it.” hence the exodus of Greyfriars fellows which had so surprised Billy Bunter. 
  The Suffragettes certainly were going it.  Inspector Grimes and his two or three men had been severely handled. As they could not very well use their truncheons on the gentle sex, they were at a disadvantage. So far, Miss Boxer was holding her own, and her powerful voice could be still heard over the din of the crowd. Detached fragments of her speech came to the ears of the juniors: 
  “This cowardly Government—votes for women—franchise 
—votes—rights of a human being—this Government—broken pledges—votes—we demand—” 
  “Yah!” 
  “Go ‘ome!” 
  “Go an’ look arter yer ole man 
  “Who’ s mindin’ the bloomin’  baby?”
  “Yah!” 
  Crash! Crash! Crash! 
 They’re breaking the windows of the town-hall.” said Frank Nugent cheerfully. “ I suppose that’s a sort of accompaniment. The duffers! There will be a rush soon, and some of then will get hurt!”
  There was no doubt that the temper of the crowd was very much against the Suffragettes. 
  People who were at the market on business somehow or other did not want their business to be interrupted, even for the pleasure of hearing Miss Boxer’s dulcet tones. There had been some rushes already, and several banners had been torn up. The breaking of the town-hall windows was apparently intended to emphasise Miss Boxer’s remarks about the fitness of women in general, and herself and her followers in particular, to be entrusted with responsibility and a “whack” in whatever was going. 
  “Rush ‘em!” 
  “’Ave the ‘ole cat outer that there cart!” 
  “Duck ‘em!” 
  A shrieking lady was borne away in the arms of two exasperated policeman, struggling and scratching, towards the lock-up. 
  “By Jove! This is rotten!” said Harry, his brow clouding. 
  “Beastly!” agreed Bob. “But I suppose the poor old bobbies must do their duty! If that woman were a man, they’d be giving her the frog’s march. Hallo, hallo, hallo! There they go!” 
  The crowd swayed and roared and rushed. 
  There was a terrific uproar, and in the midst of it the remaining banner disappeared, the bunting being torn to fragments, and the poles smashed. The cart in which Miss Boxer was mounted was overturned, and the determined lady came to the ground. Her followers were scattered by the rush, and whirled in all directions. Half a dozen hooligans, glad of a chance of disorder, grasped Miss Boxer, and her hat was torn off, and her hair came down. There was a yell: 
  “Duck her!” 
  “Chuck her in the river!” 
  Unfortunately, the river was close at hand. Down River Street went the hooligans and Miss Boxer, with an excited crowd yelling round them. 
  “Phew!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “That’s too thick! They’re jolly well not going to duck the old donkey!”
  “Hold on, Bob!” 
  “Rats! Follow me!” 
  Bob Cherry rushed off with the crowd, and the Co. rushed after him. They elbowed their way freely, and reached the torn and dishevelled lady just as she was rushed down to the riverside. A half-intoxicated bargee and another rough fellow were about to pitch her into the water, when Wharton and Bob Cherry grasped the unlucky champion of feminine rights, and dragged her back. 
  “Hold on!” panted Wharton. “Don’t do that!” 
  “Let her go!” shouted Bob. 
  Get out of this!” roared the bargee. “Let go, you cheeky kids! Let go, or I’ll lam you!” 
  “Lam away!” said Johnny Bull, putting up his solid fists; and the bargee was as good as his words. 
  He rushed at Johnny Bull, and the sturdy junior stood up to him pluckily. Johnny got in one heavy drive, which made his bulky antagonist stagger, and then he was swept off his feet. Nugent and Hurree Singh rushed to his aid at once, and hurled back the bargee as he was about to use his boots on the fallen junior. 
  Fortunately, three or four policemen rushed at that moment, and rescued the tattered and almost fainting Miss Boxer. She was carried away, scratching her rescuers. But for the timely interference of the Greyfriars juniors, she would certainly have been ducked, and the Co.’s chivalrous chipping in had brought trouble upon themselves. The rough crowd closed round them, and closed in with threatening looks. 
  “Rush ‘em!” 
  “Duck ‘em!” 
  “Duck ‘em in!” 
  “Shoulder to shoulder!” exclaimed Harry Wharton; and the Famous Five stood together, like a British square facing the enemy, hitting out with all their force. 
  But the odds against them were too great. In a few moments they would have been rushed over, and very severely handled, had not help been at hand. 
  “Buck up! We’re backing you up!” shouted a voice they knew well; and Dick Trumper, of Courtfield Council School, the old rival of the Greyfriars Co., came running up, with half a dozen of his comrades at his heels. 
  “Rescue!” shouted Wharton. 
  “Shoulder to shoulder this time—what?” grinned Trumper, as he reached Wharton, and knocked down a rough who was swinging up a stick over the junior’s head. Pile in, you fellows. Get back to the square! There are bobbies there!” 
  Hand to hand the juniors fought their way back to the square. The Suffragette procession was flying in all directions now, and more police were arriving on the scene. Greyfriars fellows came up on all sides to back up the Co., and the roughs surged off, to look for easier victims. Harry Wharton clapped Trumper on the shoulder when they were left at last. 	
  “Thanks!” he gasped. “Those brutes would have been too many for us!” 
  Trumper chuckled. 
  “That’s all right. But what were you rowing with them for? You don’t belong to the Suffragette gang, surely?” 
  “No fear! Only we weren’t going to let them duck a woman!” 
  “Quite right! My hat?  What a nose you’ve got!”
  Wharton felt his nose. He had a feeling there as if his nose had been knocked off; but, as a matter of fact, it was there, and much larger than usual. He grinned faintly. 
  “I got a bony set of knuckles on it.” he said. “You’ve got a black eye, Trumper.” 
  “Never mind; all for the good of the cause!” said Trumper. “Jolly glad we got there in time to lend you a hand. This has been an afternoon, ad no mistake!” 
  The police were clearing the square now, and a surge of the crowd carried the juniors away. Harry Wharton & Co. escaped from the throng as soon as they could, and took their way back to Greyfriars. 
  On the road outside the town they looked at one another, and grinned ruefully. They had come out to see the fun, but the fun had turned out to be of a rather serious nature. Wharton’s nose was swollen, Bob Cherry had a black eye, Nugent had two, Johnny Bull had a cut on his forehead, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was mopping his nose with a handkerchief already crimson. Their collars and jackets had been torn, and they were smothered with mud and dust. 
  “Well, we do look a precious set of scarecrows, and no mistake!” said Bob Cherry. “ I hope we sha’n’t meet the head as we go in—what!” 
  “My hat! I hope not!” said Wharton. “But we’ve got to chance it. Come on!” 
  They hurried back to the school, perhaps a little repentant of their desire to see the fun in Courtfield. They reached the school gates, and Gosling, the porter, stared at them as they came in. 
  “My heye!” ejaculated Gosling. “ Wot’s ‘appened? ‘Wot I says is this ‘ere—” 
  “The Suffragettes have happened.” grinned Bob Cherry. And the juniors hurried on across the Close, their dilapidated appearance evoking loud laughter from all the fellows who saw them. They hoped to be able to slip into the house and up to the dormitory unseen, but their luck was out. As they mounted the steps of the School house, an awe inspiring figure in cap and gown stood before them, and they halted. It was the head of Greyfriars. 
                  THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
            	After the Feast, the Reckoning.

DR LOCKE looked at the Famous Five, and the juniors 
looked at Dr. Locke. The expression upon the doctor’s face was growing terrific. For a few moments there was silence.  Harry Wharton put his hand over his swollen nose 
involuntarily, and Bob Cherry closed his black eye. 
  “Boys!” ejaculated the Head at last.
  “Yes, sir!” murmured Wharton.
  “How comes it that you are in this state?”
  “Ahem!” 
  “How comes it,” continued the Head, his voice deepening to a rumble like distant thunder, “that I see you entering the house in the state of hooligans and ruffians—torn, and bruised and dishevelled?” 
  “Ahem!”
  “Have you been fighting with one another?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “You hav been fighting with someone else?” 
  “Ye-es, sir!” 
  “With whom, pray?” 
  “Ahem! Some roughs at Courtfield, sir!” said Wharton reluctantly. 
  The Head’s expression relaxed a little. 
  “If you have been attacked by roughs, Wharton, and have only defended yourselves, I shall take that as an excuse, of course. I know there are some very rough characters there; though you should have avoided them. If you assure me that none of you began the conflict, I shall accept your word. 
  “Ahem!” 
  The juniors could hardly say that they had not begun it, when they had chipped in to save the unfortunate Suffragette leader from being ducked. They had certainly started the row with the toughs—though in a good cause. But that they could not very well explain to the Head. They did not wish to represent themselves in the light of heroic rescuers, for one thing. And they were pretty certain that the Head would not sympathize with their desire to “see the fun,” which had led them to rush down at top speed to Courtfield. He was more likely to issue an order “gating” the whole school on the dates of all Suffragette demonstrations in the future. 
  Dr. Locke’s brow grew sterner. 
  “You cannot say, then, that you were attacked in the first place?” he exclaimed. 
  “Well, sir, we—we didn’t really look for trouble, only—”     
  “Who struck the first blow?” 
  “I did, sir.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “That is enough. You will all follow me to my study. You must learn to avoid such disgraceful scenes as this. What would a Governor of the school think, do you suppose, if he should come here at this moment and see five Greyfriars boys in such a dilapidated and disgraceful state? Do you imagine that you are fit to be seen?” 
  “I— I suppose we look rather dusty, sir.” muttered Nugent.   “You look disgraceful—unspeakably disgraceful—in fact, revolting!” said the Head. “Follow me to my study at once. ” 
  The Head strode away majestically. The chums of the Remove exchanged a rueful glance, and followed in his footsteps. They were in for it. After their severe handling by the Courtfield roughs, they did not really feel inclined for further punishment—but there was no help for it. The Head was in a “ wax” there was no doubt about that. 
  Dr. Locke swept into hi study with rustling gown, and the unfortunate Removites followed him in. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, had just come in, looking a little less respectable than usual. There was a splash of mud on his cheek, and his hat was dented at the side. Evidently the Form-master had been in Courtfield. 
  He hurried after the juniors to the Head’s study. Dr. Locke was selecting his stoutest cane, when the Remove-master looked in. 
  “Ahem!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  Dr. Locke gave him a look. 
  “You wish to speak to me, Mr. Quelch!” He laid down the cane. “Pray come in! These boys can wait!” 
  Oh, crumbs!” muttered Bob Cherry, under his breath. “The old sport might as well get it over. It isn’t a giddy happy anticipation.” 
  “There is something I think I ought to mention to you, sir, with regard to these boys.” said Mr. Quelch. “I have just come from Courtfield, and was unfortunately caught in the crowd there. There has been a Suffragette demonstration and a riot!” 
  “I trust you were not hurt.” 
  “I was somewhat hustled in the crowd. I saw these boys engaged in a conflict with a gang of roughs, from a distance, being too far off to interfere.” 
  “I am about to punish them for their conduct, Mr. Quelch!” 
  “Punish them, sir?” 
  “Yes, most severely.  I am glad you have reported the matter to me: but, as a matter of fact, I met them coming into the House in this disgusting state! The Head took up the cane again. “Now, Wharton!”
  “One moment, sir.”said Mr. Quelch hastily. “I have not made myself clear. I did not intend to report these boys for punishment. ” 
  “Oh, good!” murmured Nugent. 
  “In, fact, I want to mention them to you, sir, because I thought that their conduct deserved commendation from the headmaster of their school Dr. Locke looked puzzled. 
  “I do not quite follow you.” he said. “What is there to commend in these boys having engaged in a struggle with a gang of roughs, of their own accord, and to return to Greyfriars in this state?” 
  “They have not told you the circumstances, then, sir!” 
  “Only that they begun the trouble.” said the Head. 
  “You should have told Dr. Locke all about it, Wharton. However, I approve of your disinclination to glorify your conduct.” said Mr. Quelch, with a kindly glance at the juniors. “The facts are these, sir. A foolish and excited woman insisted in addressing the crowd in spite of the police, and was seized by a body of roughs, who dragged her to the riverside to duck her in the water” 
  “Shocking!” exclaimed the Head. 
  “Wharton and the rest went to her aid, and succeeded in rescuing her until the police arrived on the scene. It is impossible to approve of the foolish woman’s conduct, but the boys acted very bravely in helping her, I think. It was a chivalrous action, and they seem to have suffered somewhat severely for it.” 
  Dr. Locke laid down the cane once more. 
  “I am glad you have told me this in time, Mr. Quelch. 
So these injuries were received in defence of a woman, Wharton?” 
  “Well yes, sir.” admitted Wharton. “ She was an awfully silly duffer, sir, but—but we couldn’t very well let those brutes duck her, sir.” 
  Dr. Locke smiled. 
  “You should have told me.” he said. “ I should certainly not punish you for fighting in such a cause. You have acted very nobly.  You may go!” 
  “Thank you, sir.” said Wharton, much relieved. “ Thank you, sir.” he added,to Mr. Quelch. “ It was very kind of you to speak up for us.” 
  And the juniors left the study, very satisfied with the way the matter had turned out, having suddenly been transformed from culprits into heroes. 
  “Quelchy is a giddy brick.” said Bob Cherry, as they went down the passage. “but It was jolly dccent of him to get us off that licking. And goodness knows we’ve been licked enough already. I feel as if I’d been through a mill.” 
  “Same here.” grunted Johnny Bull; and Hurree Singh remarked that the samefulness in his case was terrific. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to the Remove dormitory, where they changed their clothes, and removed as much as possible of the signs of the conflict. Black eyes and swoIlen noses and thick ears, however, could not be removed, and the juniors still looked much the worse for wear when they came down. They were very late for tea, and they were ravenously hungry. They hurried to their studies to make up for lost tine. 
  “By Jove! I could eat a giddy rocking-horse!” Nugent remarked, as he and Wharton entered No. 1 Study. “ Well, tea’s ready— Hallo! My hat! Where’s our tea?” 
  The two juniors gazed at the study table. 
  It was bare. 
  Hardly a crumb was left to indicate that there had been any tea there at all. They looked into the cupboard, but it was equally bare. 
  “Great Scott!” ejaculated Wharton. “What’s become of our tea?” 
  “Somebody’s raided it while we’ve been out!” roared Nugent. 
  “Oh, the rotter! I’m famished!” 
  “I’m perishing with hunger. Why, I’ll—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry looked into the study. 
“Do you know who’s been in my room? Somebody’s cleared off all my grub, and we’re as hungry as hunters.” 
  “You, too?” grinned Wharton. “Look at our table! We left our tea here!” 
  “There’s been some beastly cad raiding us while we’ve been out!” exclaimed Bob. “I thought all the fellows were out. Some unspeakable beast has stayed behind and scoffed our tommy.” 
  There was a yell along the passage, and the Bounder came dashing out of his study. 
  “Who’s been scoffing my grub?” he yelled. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You, too?” 
  Tom Brown came out of his study. 
  “Where’s the giddy joker who’s been scoffing my grub?” he demanded. 
  And half a dozen more voices were heard at the same time, all demanding to know who had “scoffed” their provisions during their absence. 
  “It’s a regular raid!” exclaimed Mark Linley. “Some beast has been in nearly all the studies, scoffing everything he could lay hands on.’’ 
  “I guess I’m going to scalp somebody!” roared Fisher T.  Fish.  “Where’s my grub—what?  What slabsided mugwump has been raiding my tuck?  Where are my saveloys?”
  “Where’s my cake?”
  “Where’s my jam?”
  “Who was it?”
   “Who was it?” hooted Johnny Bull. “Bunter, of course!” 
   “Bunter!” 
   “Of course.  Just like him to stay behind and wolf our grub!” Johnny Bull made a rush for Bunter’s study, and the angry Removites followed him.  Their tea-tables had been cleared, and it was hours too late for tea in Hall.  And they were very hungry.  After the feast generally comes the reckoning, and there was a big reckoning in store for the Owl of the Remove.
  An angry crowd of Removites burst into No. 7 study.  Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, who shared that study with Billy Bunter, were there, and they were gazing at Bunter, who was stretched in the armchair, with a green and yellow complexion, groaning faintly.  They looked round as the juniors swarmed in.
  “Here he is!” roared Johnny Bull.
  “Collar him!”
  “Bump him!”
  “Rag him!”
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Peter Todd.  “What’s the row?  Don’t touch Bunter; the fat bounder seems to be ill.”
  “Ill!” snorted Johnny bull.  “I should say he was rather ill, if he’s eaten all the grub he’s taken from our studies!”
  “Where’s my cake, Bunter?”
  “Where are my tarts?”
  “Where are my saveloys, you mugwump?”
  “Where’s my jam?”
  “Where’s my ham and eggs?”
  Billy Bunter groaned deeply. After his tremendous feed, he did not seem to be in a happy state.  Peter Todd whistled.
  “So that’s it?” he said.  “Have you been raiding the grub, Bunter?” 
  Groan.
  “What have you done with my tommy?” yelled Vernon-Smith.
  Groan.
  “Where are my pickles?”
  Groan.
  “If he’s got the jam, pickles, cake, saveloys, eggs, ham, toast, and the rest, inside him, he must be feeling rather bad, I should say!” remarked Nugent.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I’ll make him feel badder!” roared Bolsover major, grasping the fat junior and jerking him out of the armchair, and shaking him.” Why, my hat—look there!”
  At every shake, plunder jerked out of Bunter’s pockets.  The juniors swooped on him, and turned his pockets out, and discovered cakes and apples and nuts and biscuits, and all kinds of provender.  Bunter did not make any resistance.  He was too far gone to do anything but groan.  Bolsover major flung him back into the chair again, and Bunter collapsed there like a sack.
  “That’s proof enough that it was Bunter!” howled Fisher T. Fish.  “I guess we are going to make him wriggle, just a few!”
  “Bump him!”
  “Squelch him!”
  Peter Todd held up his hand.
  “Gentlemen—”
  “Oh, dry up!”
  “Ring off, Toddy!”
  “If you chip in, we’ll squash you, too!  Get away!”
  “Gentlemen!” said Peter Todd coolly, planting himself before Bunter, and keeping back the angry crowd of Removites.  “Gentlemen, Bunter is not in a state to be bumped, squashed, or ragged.  But he ought to be punished.  I think every gentleman present agrees that he ought to be punished.”
  “Yes, rather, you ass!”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific, my esteemed Toddy!”
  “Then leave it to me!” said Todd.  “As head of this study, it’s my business to keep Bunter in order.  Bunter has raided all the grub.  Bunter’s appetite is a danger to the community at large.”     
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Bunter must learn to keep his wolfish appetite in check.  I have a good idea for impressing upon Bunter that gorging can be carried too far.  Gentlemen, Bunter has eaten everything he could lay his hands on, and pocketed the rest.  I suggest that Bunter been made to eat all the rest of the grub he has looted.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Hold on,” exclaimed Bolsover major.  “he’s had enough of mine, and he’s jolly well not going to have any more.”
  “Gentlemen, there is an old saying that the punishment should be made to fit the crime.  I suggest that Bunter’s punishment be made to fit Bunter’s crime.  We will start with the cake!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  The idea caught on at once.  Certainly, in Bunter’s present state, there could be no severer punishment then being compelled to eat more.  Even Bolsover of major grinned, and gave face assent.  Peter Todd took the cake, and held it out to Bunter.
  “Eat!” he said.
  Bunter blinked at the cake with horror in his face.
  “I—I—c-c-can’t!” he gasped.
  “Eat!” roared Peter.
  And the raided Removites crowded round Billy Bunter with threatening gestures, and yelled in chorus.
  “Eat! Eat, you bounder!  Eat, you octopus!  Eat, you toad!”

           THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                    Forcible feeding.

BILLY BUNTER groaned, and closed his eyes.
  For once the fat junior could not eat.
  His resources in that line were great.  As a rule he could eat till further orders.  No meal had ever been known to satisfy Bunter.  What he was in funds, he would roll into the tuck shop immediately after an ample dinner, and eat till his funds were exhausted.  And then he was always ready for another feed, if he could induce anyone to pay for it.  His appetite was tremendous; his stowage capacity seems to be inexhaustable.  But for once, he had reached the limit—he had reached a state when to eat more was a horror and a torment.  Peter Todd’s idea of making the punishment fit the crime was very ingenious.
  Bunter’s unwillingness to be punished that way made some of the juniors open their eyes.  They had hardly credited that a moment could possibly come when Bunter would rather be licked than eat! But the moment had come!  Bunter turned away from the cake with horror and blowing.  Jam and pickles, sardines and saveloys, cake and apples, were disagreeing violently inside Bunter.  The mere thought of eating made his complexion turn greener and yellower.
  But the angry juniors were not to be denied.  Bunter had devoured the greater part of their provisions, underrated the rest.  It was a fitting punishment that he should be compelled to devour the lot.
  “Eat, you fat rotter!” 
  “Gorge, you boa-constrictor!”
  “Devour, you wolf!”
  “Scoff, you toad!”
  “I—I—c-c-can’t!” groaned Bunter.  “I—I don’t feel well!  It was that last pot of jam did it! Ow!  Lemme alone.”
  “Eat!”
  “I can’t!  I won’t!  Yarooop!  Lemme alone!  I’m ill!  Ow!”
  “In the case of the suffragettes, those who won’t eat have forcible feeding!” said Peter Todd.  “Do you want forcible feeding, Bunter?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I’ll open his jaws for him!” said Bolsover major.  “You shove the cake in, Toddy!”
  Bunter wriggled and groaned.
  “Groo! D-d-don’t!  Ow-yow-yow!”
  Bolsover major	grasped the fat junior by the nose and chin, and forced his mouth open.  Peter Todd jammed in the cake.
  “Eat!”
  “Groooh!”
  “I’ll squeeze your proboscis till you eat!” said Bolsover major, tweaking Bunter’s little fat nose.  “Say when!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow—ow! Grooh!  Leggo!  Led go by dose!” mumbled Bunter.  “I—I’ll try!” 
  “Pile in, then!”
  But Bunter groaned, and made an effort, and munched the cake.  The juniors watched him, grinning.  The peculiar changes in his face as he ate were entertaining.  It was really a very nice cake, and at any other time Bunter would have polished it off at top speed.  But now every mouthful seemed on the point of choking him.  But the cake vanished at last.
  “Now, the biscuits!” said Bob Cherry.  “Nice, sugary biscuits, Bunter!”
  Groan!
  “Let him have the sardines along with them!” said Fisher T. Fish.  
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “And dip ‘em in the pickles!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bunter shuddered. 
  “I—I say, you fellows, don’t be such awful beasts, you know. I—I think I’m dying! I’ve got an awful feeling inside. I—I—groo led go by dose!” 
  Bolsover major tweaked the fat nose till Bunter started munching the biscuits. The juniors watched him with keen interest. Bunter had raided several pounds of biscuits, and if he ate them all it would be marvellous where he found room to put them. Peter Todd fed him with biscuits, one after another, but mercifully refrained from dipping them in the pickles. Biscuit after biscuit vanished. 
  “My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, “Bunter must have a patent elastic inside, or else he’s descended from a boa-constrictor! Where is he putting ‘em?” 
  Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gerraway!” panted Bunter at last, his face changing from green and yellow to a sickly white.   
  “I—I c-can’t eat any more! I’m dying! Ow!”  
  “Eat!”
  “Say when!” said Bolsover major, beginning again on the fat nose. 
  “Grooh! Help!  Murder!” shrieked Bunter desperately.  “Help—help!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I think perhaps he’s reached the limit.” said Peter Todd, laying down the bag of biscuits. “Are you sorry, Bunter?” 
  “Groogh! Help! Fire!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  There was a heavy footstep in the passage, and Loder, of the Sixth, looked into the crowded study. Loder, the bully of the Sixth, was always on the lookout for a chance of catching the Remove fellows, so to speak. Loder took in the scene at a glance, and his eyes gleamed. 
  “What is all this?” he exclaimed, in his most bullying tones. “What are you doing to Bunter?   
  “Only feeding him.” said Peter Todd meekly. “ Bunter’s past feeding himself, so we’re feeding him. Nothing the matter.” 
  “ Ow! Grooh! help! Stop ‘em, Loder! Yow-ow!” 
  “I can see you are ragging him.” said Loder. “Forcing him to eat, are you? Disgusting!” 
  “Oh, rats!” said Harry Wharton angrily. “ Bunter’s raided all our grub, and we’re punishing him! It’s no business of yours!” 
  “Take fifty lines for impertinence, Wharton! If Bunter has stolen anything belonging to you, you can complain to me, as a prefect; but you must not take the law into your own hands, as you know very well.” 
  The juniors glared at Loder. That was just like Loder. Of course, Bunter’s raiding, exasperating as it was, did not come under the head of stealing nor had any fellow there the slightest desire to “sneak” to anyone in authority on the subject. But that was Loder’s way— to put the juniors in the wrong. It would have been a great pleasure to the 
Sixth Form bully to put Harry Wharton & Co. in the position of having sneaked about one of their Form fellows. 
  “Well?” said Loder. 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” 
  “I understand, Wharton, that you complain of Bunter’s having taken food belonging to you?” 
  “You don’t understand anything of the sort.” said Wharton savagely, “and you know you don’t! I explained to you why we were feeding Bunter, that’s all, and you know it.”
  “I shall punish Bunter, as you have informed me that he has taken your property!” said Loder calmly. “ Bunter, you will take a hundred lines, and you will pay Wharton for what you have taken of his!” 
  “No, he won’t!” said Wharton. “Mind your own business, Loder!” 
  “Another word of impertinence, Wharton, and I shall take you to your Form-master. You hear what I say, Bunter?” 
  “Grooh!” 
  “Every boy in this room will take a hundred lines, for bullying!” went on Loder. “I shall expect the lines to-night! This food, which you have been using for a disgusting purpose, will be confiscated and destroyed!”
  “What!” 
  Loder coolly gathered up the provisions on the table into a bundle. The juniors watched him, aghast. Loder was acting quite within his rights as a prefect; but the Remove fellows knew very well that the food was to be confiscated for Loder’s personal use, and not in the least to be destroyed. 
But resistance was impossible. The prefect had authority over them, and, in case of resistance, he had only to call upon their Form-master to support him. And, just and ingenious as was Todd’s idea of making the punishment fit the crime, it was pretty certain that Mr. Quelch would not approve of it. He was more likely to cane Bunter and all 
the other fellows all round, not sharing by any means the Removites’ sense of humour. 
  “Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Do you mean to say that you are going to bone all our grub, Loder?” 
  “Two hundred lines, Cherry!” 
  “You rotten, bullying beast!” howled Bolsover major. “Let my jam alone, you beast!” 
  “Two hundred lines, Bolsover!” 
  The other juniors held their tongues. It was not much use piling up lines and Loder had to be allowed to have his own way. The prefect gathered up his plunder, and left the study. 
  “No more ragging here, or I shall report the matter to your Form-master at once.” he said, as he left. 
  And the bully of the Sixth walked away laden—and grinning to himself. Loder had Carne and Walker of the Sixth coming to supper in his study that evening, and he was short of funds. The raid on the Remove quarters had supplied him with ample provisions at no cost to himself. 
  “Well, that takes the cake!” gasped Johnny Bull.     
“The beast has actually collared all the tommy!” 
  “It’s all Bunter’s fault!” growled Bolsover major. Bump the fat beast!” 
  “‘Nuff’s as good as a feast!” said Peter Todd. “ Gentlemen, Bunter’s performance is now over.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “What I have said, I have said!” retorted Peter Todd. “Buzz off!” 
  The juniors crowded out of the study. Bunter had exasperated them; but he had been punished, and it was not fair to visit Loder’s sins on his head. But the feelings of the Removites towards Loder of the Sixth were almost too deep for words. 

          THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

          A Good Time for Loder. 

BOB CHERRY groaned dismally.  He was seated in his study grinding out lines. Bob Cherry was not a great hand at lines, and two hundred was a big imposition. 
  But they had to be done, and Bob ground them 
out dismally. Mark Linley and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had finished their hundred each, and they were regarding their chum sympathetically. 
  “How many more, Bob?” asked Mark. 
  “I’ve done about ninety!” gruntet Bob. “Oh, the beast!” 
  “There ought to be a byelaw or something allowing juniors to scrag prefects!” 
  Mark smiled. 
  “I wish I could help you.’’ he said. “But Loder will look over them too carefully. No good being ordered to do the lot over again.” 
  “No good at all.” said Bob. “But we’ll make Loder sit up somehow for this. What is the beast always down on us for—nice boys like us. He would walk a mile to get a chance to jump on us. He doesn’t care twopence whether we feed Bunter forcibly or not. It was just his chance at us, and he took it.” 
  “And he took the grub, too, worse luck!” said Mark. 
  “And he’s going to devour it in his den.” said Bob ferociously. “It’s all bunkum about destroying it.  He’ll stand a feed to the other beasts in the Sixth with it. That’s his little game. It’s sheer burglary.” 
  “The sheerfulness is terrific!”
  “And we’ve got to supply him with lines, as well as grub.” growled Bob. “What good are the lines to him?  He can’t eat ‘em. He might be satisfied with the tarts and the cake, and the sardines and things. But that wouldn’t be Loder. He wants to make us sit up. We’ll jolly well make him sit up, that’s all!” 
  And Bb wired into his lines again, in a state of great depression of spirits. 
  Lines galore had to be taken in to Loder that evening. The juniors had gone to the school shop for their tea; and those who were short of funds had had a very frugal meal. 
  That was Bunter’s fault; but Bunter had been punished. The  lines that followed were Gerald Loder’s fault; and Loder had to be punished too, somehow. 
  But how it was not easy to determine. A prefect was not an easy person to tackle.  He was vested with authority. When Coker i,f the Filth was high-handed with the juniors— as he generally was—the juniors would rag Coker cheerfully. But it was out of the question to rag a prefect of the Sixth. If Wingate or Courtney, or any popular prefect, had punished them, the Removites would have taken it philosophically. But it was different with Loder. He was “down!” on them— and he had confiscated their good things for his own greedy use. 
  That was the unkindest cut of all. Wingate, or Courtney, or North would not have done that, but it was just Loder’s way. And the juniors, burning with indignation as they were, could not see any method of making Loder suffer for his sins.  It looked as if they would have to grin and bear it —or bear it, at all events, even if they did not grin. 
  Half an hour before bedtime a procession of juniors made their way to Gerald Loder’s study in the Sixth-Form passage, laden with lines. 
  The Famous Five arrived first in a body. Harry Wharton knocked at the door, and Loder’s voice growled to him to come in. 
  The juniors entered. Loder and Walker and Carne were at supper.  The table was well-spread. Identification, in the case of cakes and tarts and tins of sardines, was difficult; but the juniors knew very well that the table was spread with the plunder of the Remove. Loder grinned at them across the festive board; he knew that they recognised Remove property there, and he knew that they were helpless, so he was feeling very pleased. 
  “Our lines!” said Wharton, with an effort. 
  “Put them on my desk.” said Loder, with a wave of the hand. 
  “I hope you’re enjoying our grub!” said Johnny Bull sarcastically.    “Get out!” 
  The juniors got out. 
  In the passage, Bob Cherry clenched his big fists, and brandished them in the air. He found some slight solace in shaking them at Loder’s door. 
  “I’d give a term’s pocket-money to have that rotter in the Remove for a day or two!” said Bob vengefully. 
  Bolsover major came along the passage with his lines in his hands. 
  “Taken in your lines?” he asked. 
  “Yes. They’re scoffing our grub now!” 
  “If they’re scoffing mine they’ll hear from me!” growled Bolsover. “ Tain’t part of a prefect’s duty to eat our grub, that I know of.’’ 
  “Nothing to be done, though!” said Frank Nugent. 
  Bolsover grunted, and went into Loder’s study.  He glanced at the tea-table. 
  “Put ‘em on my desk.” said Loder. 
  “Where did you get that pot of jam?” demanded Bolsover, truculently. 
  Loder stared at him. 
  “Get out of my study!” he said. 
  “That’s my pot of jam!” said Bolsover doggedly. “I’d know it again anywhere. I know that smudge on the label.” 
  Carne and Walker grinned, and Loder frowned.  He rose to his feet, and pointed to the door. 
  Bolsover major was a tremendously big and powerful fellow for a junior, and Loder was not so keen to rag or cuff him as in the case of smaller fags. 
  “Get out!” he said.
  “I’m not going without my jam!” said Bolsover. 
  Loder made a sign to Carne and Walker, and they rose to the occasion. The three seniors closed on Bolsover, who had made a grab at the jam-jar. 
  “Chuck him out!” said Loder. 
  “Yah! Rotters! Thieves! howled Bolsover, struggling furiously.  But, powerful as he was, the burly Removite could not hold his own against three of the Sixth. He was swung off his feet and tossed into the passage, where he landed with a bump, and Loder slammed the door after him.
  Bolsover picked himself up, and limped away, with a brow like thunder.  He was inclined to charge into Loder’s study like a bull, but he realised that it would not do.  
  “That awful beast’s bolting my jam!” he said, in a suffocated voice, as he joined the Famous Five at the end of the passage. “They chucked me out because I asked for it! And it’s my jam! I paid a bob for that jam!” said Bolsover, almost breathless with indignation. “ My own jam, you know—strawberry-jam!” 
  Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “It’s hard lines.” he agreed. “ But there’s nothing doing.” 
  “I’ll make him squirm for it, somehow!” snorted Bolsover, clenching his fists. “I’ve a jolly good mind to go to Quelch, and tell him Loder’s stolen my jam.” 
  “No good sneaking.” said Wharton. “ Besides, Loder would say it wasn’t your jam, and you can’t prove it was.  One pot of jam’s very like another. He’s got Johnny Bull’s sardines there, but we can’t prove they were Bull’s.” 
  “I guess I’m going to ask Loder for my saveloys,” said Fisher T. Fish, joining them. “I guess there is going to be trouble if I don’t get my saveloys back.” 
  “Oh rats!” growled Bolsover. 
  Fisher T. Fish was a great warrior with his tongue, but his fighting powers ended there. Fish sniffed, and went along to Loder’s study, and took in his lines.  He looked round for his saveloys, but they had already vanished. 
  “Well, what are you looking for!” snapped Loder. 
  “My saveloys, I guess.”  
  “Get out!” 
  “I calculate I want my property.” said the Yankee  
junior. “ I kinder guess I don’t spend my dollars in standing feeds for prefects, Loder. Not F. T. Fish, sir! I reckon you’ll hand over those saveloys, Loder, unless you want Quelchy on your neck!” 
  It would have been extremely difficult for Gerald Loder to hand over the saveloys, as they had been already eaten. But he did not waste words in argument with the Yankee junior. He rose to his feet, took Fisher T. Fish by the scruff of the neck, and pitched him bodily out of the doorway.
  Fisher T. Fish howled as he landed in the passage. He was hurt. 
  “Yow!  Ow! You—you mugwump! You slab-sided galoot from galootsville! I guess I’ll kinder come in and make potato-scrapings of you!” 
  Loder came out into the passage, and raised his boot. Fisher T. Fish changed his mind about making potato-scrapings of Loder.  He dashed along the passage, helped by a powerful kick behind from the prefect’s boot. Loder grinned and went into his study and closed the door. 
  “Well, did Loder give up the stolen goods?” queried Bob Cherry, as Fisher T. Fish joined the Removites, panting.
   “Ow!” groaned Fish. “I guess I’ll scalp him one of these days! The awful nerve, to kick a free American citizen!  In our country, sir, that sort of thing couldn’t happen. We’d make short work of Loder over there, by gum!” 
  “Go in and make short work of him now.” suggested Nugent. 
  Fish shook his head. 
  “I guess I despise him too much, ie remarked. “I guess I’m going to treat Loder with silent contempt. 
  And he did, which was very prudent of him. It was far safer to treat Loder with silent contempt than to attempt to make short work of him. Fisher T. Fish evidently believed that discretion was the better part of valour. 
  One after another the Removites took in their lines and came away burning with indignation from the sight of the feast in Loder’s study. And there were furious councils of war in the Remove studies, and in the junior common-room, but the general indignation seemed destined to burn itself out. Loder of the Sixth had had the best of it and Bob Cherry ruefully confessed that it seemed that there was no getting at him. The Removites went savagely to bed, and their only solace was the contemplation of Billy Bunter’s sickly fate. The Owl of the Remove had not yet quite recovered from the forcible feeding. 
            THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                   Wild Women! 
BANG! 
  Greyfriars was at morning lessons. 
  In the various Form-rooms, the fellows were at work as usual. 
  The old Close lay quiet and deserted in the fresh morning sunshine.  There was silence on the school, save for the occasional hum of voices in the Form-rooms. 
  The silence was suddenly broken by that terrific, deafening bang. 
  In the Remove room Mr. Quelch dropped his book, in his surprise, and opened his eyes wide. 
  The juniors jumped. 
  It was an explosion and close at hand. 
  What it could mean—what was the cause of it—was a mystery; but every fellow was excited at once. Never before had such an interruption to lessons occurred in the history of Greyfriars. 
  Bang!  rolled back in a thousand echo’s from every quarter of the buildings. 
  “My only hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.  “What the dickens——” 
  “Bless my soul!” ‘ exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “ That was— an explosion—an explosion of gunpowder ! Dear me! What can it possibly mean? Keep your places, boys.” 
  Mr. Quelch ran from the Form-room, his gown rustling behind him, to ascertain the cause of that extraordinary explosion. 
  There were footsteps in the passage already ; the Head and the other masters had come rushing out. 
  Mr. Quelch had told the Removites to keep their places, but under the circumstances, it was not likely that they would do so. The moment the Form-master was out of the room, the juniors were out of their places, and there was a buzz of excited voices. 
  “What’s happened?” 
  “What the deuce—” 
  “Begad! There’s something up, my dear fellows!” 
  “The upfulness is terrific!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It looks like the gunpowder plotfulness of the esteemed Guy Fawkes.” 
  Harry Wharton ran to the Form-room window, and mounted on a chair and looked out. Then he gave a shout. 
  “It’s the old tower— I can see the smoke!” 
  There was a rush of the juniors to the windows. And there was a babel of voices as they saw a volume of smoke pouring from the old tower in the distance. That ancient building was partly in ruins. It was one of the most antique portions of the Greyfriars buildings, the foundations dating from early Saxon times, the walls from the reign of Stephen. The upper part of the tower had been shattered by cannon in the parliamentary wars.  The remains of the old tower were a precious historical relic, and carefully preserved by the School authorities. Antiquaries sometimes game to Greyfriars to blink through large spectacles and wag bald heads over that interesting relic of ancient times. 
  The old tower was visible from the windows of the Remove Form-room, though at a considerable distance. From the doorway and the shattered old window apertures thick smoke was rolling in clouds. The explosion had taken place there— though how, and why, was an extraordinary mystery; for certainly no explosives of any sort were kept in the old place. 
  The juniors gazed in wonder. Distant as the tower was, they could see that part of the old wall had been blown out by the explosion, and there was a scattered heap of fragments on the ground. A new gap had been added to the many gaps in the ancient structure. 
  “My only hat!” exclaimed Nugent. “That beats the band! How on earth did that happen?” 
  “Must have been a jolly powerful explosive to do that!” said Vernon Smith. “Surely no idiot has been sticking gunpowder there for any reason!” 
  “It’s been done on purpose!” said Peter Todd. “ Some, lunatic, I suppose. The gunpowder couldn’t have got there by accident.’’ 
  “But who on earth would want to blow up our old tower?” 
  “Goodness knows!” 
  “There goes the Head!”  exclaimed Johnny Bull. Dr. Locke could be seen crossing the Close, with agitated steps, in the direction of the old tower. Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout and Mr. Capper were hurrying along with him. 
  Wingate of the Sixth followed, and then a number of other fellows, who had slipped out of their Form-rooms. “ I’m jolly well going, too!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I don’t see why we should stay here.  Quelchy can only give us lines, anyway!”
  “Come on!” exclaimed Vernon Smith. 
  “The come-onfulness is terrific!”
  The Remove rushed out in a crowd. They were intensely curious to know the why and the wherefore of that extra-ordinary happening. Their feelings were shared by the rest of Greyfriars. The masters having gone out, the boys were 
following. The Form-room passage was crowded with fellows, all running in the same direction. 
  An army of Greyfriars fellows, seniors and juniors, rushed off towards the old tower. The Famous Five were among the first on the scene. As they arrived at the old tower they could see that the damage was greater than it had appeared from a distance. A large portion of the wall had been blown out, and lay in shattered fragments. The Head was contemplating the ruin with an eye of anguish. That ancient building was dear to his heart. Mr. Quelch had picked up a large sheet of cardboard from the wreck.  He held it up, and all could read what had been scrawled upon it:
          “VOTES FOR WOMEN!”

 

  “Oh, great pip!” gasped Bob Cherry.  “Votes for giddy women!” it’s the Suffragettes.
  “The Suffragettes!”
  “Great Scott!”
  The Greyfriars fellows simply gasped.
  They had read and heard, of course, of the peculiar activities of the gentle ladies who burned houses and blew up the churches by way of demonstrating their fitness for the franchise; but that anything of the kind would ever happen at Greyfriars they had never dreamed.  But it had happened.  
  Scattered about were a good many samples of the “literature” devoted to the great cause.  The fellows gathered them up with wondering exclamations.
  “Good heavens!” the Head was exclaiming.  Is it possible?  Can it be possible that anyone could be foolish and wicked enough—”
  Words failed the old gentleman.
  It was evidently possible.  While the school was at lessons some “wild woman” had crept into the old tower, and placed on explosives there.  Probably the intention was to blow the ancient structures to ruins.  But fortunately, as is usually the case with bombs placed by feminine hands, the result had not been worked out according to the intention.  Damage had been done, but the greater part of the old building was still intact.
  “Infamous!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
  “Shocking!”
  “Outrageous!”
  “Rotten!” growled Coker of the Fifth.  “What do they want to blow up our old tower for, the silly asses?  We can’t give ‘em any blessed votes!”
  “Haven’t a single one about me!” grinned Potter.  “No good coming here for them!  Don’t the Head look awfully cut up?”
  “It’s a beastly shame!” said Coker.  “I say, perhaps the idiot is still here!  Let’s look round.  P’rh’ps it’s a man, you know; and if it is, we’ll duck him in the fountain, and rag him baldheaded!”
   “Hooray!” 
  The suggestion was enough. The fellows scattered in all directions, looking for the author of the outrage. If it was a Suffragette, it was not quite clear what they could do, as they could not very well duck or rag a woman, however unreasonable and troublesome; but if it was a male Suffragist, they knew what they would do.
  There was a sudden yell from Temple of the Fourth:
  ‘This way! Gosling’s got her!” 
  The whole crowd rushed whooping in the direction of the gate. Gosling the porter had been alarmed by the explosion, and he had rushed out of his lodge just in time to 
intercept the angular female who was hurrying to the gate. 
Gosling had planted himself in her way, and the explosive Suffragette was stopped. Temple had announced that Gosling had “got her” : but a more correct statement would  have been that she had got Gosling, for the irate lady was brandishing a large umbrella, and driving the unfortunate school porter before her.
  “Miss Boxer!” roared Bob Cherry.
  Miss Zenobia Boxer swung round, and flourished the 
umbrella, and the fellows scattered back at once.  The umbrella looked dangerous, and Miss Boxer’s square chin 
and gleaming eye looked more dangerous still. 
  “My hat!” ejaculated Wharton. “Blessed if I’m not sorry 
we didn’t let them duck her now!  What have you been 
blowing us up for, ma’am?” 
  Miss Boxer did not reply. She charged at Gosling, and 
the unhappy porter squirmed out of her way under a shower of blows. 
  “Oh, my heye!” gasped Gosling. “ Wot I says is this ‘ere —if you was a man, ma’am, I’d wallop you till you could’nt 
‘owl! Oh, crumbs! Keep orf!” 
  Gosling fled into his lodge, and the leader of the local 
Suffragttes continued her triumphant march to the gateway. But she did not go out. She was looking round anxiously, and the fellows guessed that there was another enemy within the gates who had not yet escaped. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry. “ There he is! It’s a man! After him!” 
  A pale faced young man in glasses, with thin cheeks and light coloured hair, had run from behind the elms, and was making for the gates. And the Greyfriars fellows, glad of 
having a man to deal with, rushed to intercept him. The young man was evidently in a very nervous state, not at all having the resolute nature of the terrible Miss Boxer. He dodged as the Greyfriars fellows intercepted him, doubled like a hair, and raced away across the Close. 
  “After him!” shrieked Coker. 
  Like a pack of hounds in full cry fifty fellows dashed in pursuit of the accomplice of Miss Boxer. 
  “Joseph!” shrieked Miss Boxer, come here!” But Joseph did not come there.  Joseph was running as fast as his long, thin legs could carry him. He was headed for the gates, and he did not feel inclined to attempt charging through the pursuing crowd. 
  “So there were two of them, and one’s a man.” chuckled Bob Cherry. “We can’t rag the Boxer bird, but we can rag the chap—what?” 
  “What-ho!” 
  “The ragfulness will be terrific!” 
  The Head was calling out in the distance, but in the roar 
of voices his words could not be distinguished. Nor did 
the juniors want to hear what he was saying. It was no time 
for law and order. If the enemy had taken the law into 
their own hands, there was no reason why the Greyfriars 
fellows shouldn’t do the same. Miss Boxer was protected by 
her sex; but the fellow meant to give Joseph the time of his life. 
  The unhappy Joseph, white with terror, and panting for 
breath, doubled round the school buildings; but there he was headed off by a fresh party, and he doubled back—right into 
the arms of the Famous Five. 
  And their hands closed upon him at once. 
 “Yarooh!” roared Joseph, struggling wildly. “ Let me go! 
Oh, dear!” 
  “Got him!” 

               THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                      Bob Cherry’s idea. 

“GOT him!”
  “Hooray!” 
  “Bump him! Bump him!” 
  Joseph wriggled in the grasp of the juniors, rather than struggled.  He did not seem to have a struggle in him.  Joseph was a great man in his way. He was the editor of “Rebel Woman,” a weekly paper, and no end of suffragist tracts and pamphlets had come from Joseph’s gifted hand.
  Joseph had a large and powerful brain, which, to judge by the shape of his forehead, was in perpetual danger of bulging out into view.  But at “scrapping” Joseph was simply no good.
  The pen is said to be mightier than the sword, and with the pen Joseph was a mighty warrior.  But in a commonplace “scrap” he was nowhere.  Any one of the Famous Five could have handled him without the slightest difficulty.  Joseph had no more chance now than a rat in the jaws of a terrier.
  “Got the beast!” said Bob Cherry grimly. “Now, you 
pink-eyed rat, what have you been blowing up our old tower 
for?” 
  “Oh, dear!” 
  “What did you do it for, you putty-coloured beetle?”  
  “Grooh!  Help! Police!” shrieked Joseph. 
  “Well, that’s cool!” grinned Nugent. “You’re up against 
the police, my son, and it’s not playing the game to call for them to help you out. And there aren’t any bobbies here. We don’t keep a police force ready in the school to protect lunatics who come here blowing the place up!”!‘‘ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Help!  Police! Lemme go!” 
  “Got him!” roared Coker of the Fifth, arriving breathless on the scene. Hand him over! I’ll handle him!”
  “You sheer off, Coker!” exclaimed Wharton indignantly.  “It’s ours!  We caught it, and it belongs to us!”
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific, my esteemed Coker.” 
  “Look here, you hand him over.” exclaimed Coker wrathfully. I’m going to duck the thing in the fountain.” 
  “Rats! We’re going to duck it!” 
  “Look here, Wharton—” 
  “Look here, Coker—” 
  The rival claimants to the unfortunate Joseph were too excited for argument. Horace Coker grasped Joseph by the shoulders to yank him away, and the Famous Five grasped him by the legs and arms. In the tug-of-war that ensued, Joseph seemed to suffer considerably, judging by his wild howls. His glasses had fallen off, and he was blinking wildly ; his pale-coloured hair was riffled and tousled, his collar was torn out, and his black coat was split up the back. The excited disputants seemed to have forgotten that Joseph was alive at all—and indeed, it did not seem likely that he should be alive long if the struggle for the possession of him continued. 
  Coker wound Joseph’s head under his arm in order to get 
a better grip on him. But the juniors had his arms and legs, 
and they held on manfully. They had caught Joseph, and they were going to duck him; they were evidently quite within their rights.  But Coker of the Fifth was always high- handed.
  “Let go, you young rotters!” 
  “Let go, you silly ass!”
  “Halves!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Groooohooooh!” came faintly from Joseph’s head, tucked under Coker’s powerful arm.  “Groooh!” Lemme go! Murder! Police! Ow!”
  More and more fellows were crowding on the scene, and all of them were anxious to get a grip on Joseph.  But there was a sudden yell of alarm.
  “Look out! Here comes Boxer!”
  

  “Yow!  Keep that umbrella away!”
  “Yarooh!”
  Swipe, swipe, swipe!
  Miss Boxer was coming to the rescue of her unfortunate confederate.  A big and powerful lady armed with a heavy umbrella was not an antagonist to be despised.  A rain of blows descended up on Coker and the juniors, and they had to let go Joseph.  Joseph fell in a tattered and tumbled heep to the ground, and lay squirming and gasping.  Miss Boxer stood over him and brandished her umbrella, and the fellows stood up and in a furious crowd, yelling.
  “Duck her, too!” yelled Bolsover are major, who was holding his head in both hands, where the umbrella had smitten him.
  “No, no!” exclaimed Wharton. “ Miss Boxer, will you be good enough to clear off? We are going to duck that cad!” 
  “Ow, ow, ow!” groaned Joseph. 
  “My poor, dear Joseph!” said Miss Boxer, picking up the squirming figure and taking no notice of the crowd. “Have they hurt you?  Come with me!” 
  “Ow, ow, ow!” 
  Miss Boxer led the gasping Joseph away. But that was too much. The crowd made a sudden rush, and they were torn apart. Coker and Bob Cherry seized Joseph and he was the rushed away towards the fountain in the middle of the Close. There was a mighty splash as Joseph was tossed bodily into the big granite basin. 
  Splash! 
  “Groocoogh!” 
  The Greyfriars fellows yelled with laughter as a drenched and dripping figure crawled out of the fountain. Joseph took to his heels, fleeing for the gates, and the crowd yelled on his track once more. But fear lent Joseph wings. He ran like the wind, and vanished out of gates, leaving a track of water behind him. Miss Boxer followed him, with a last defiant flourish of her umbrella. 
  The masters had been too busy examining the damage done to the old tower to interfere—or perhaps they were not un- willing to let Joseph suffer for his sins.  But now the prefects shepherded the fellows back into the School House. The Removites returned to their Form-room. 
  But lessons were merely a farce for the remainder of the morning. The fellows were too excited to settle down to work. 
  And when the school was dismissed at last, there was only one topic at Greyfriars—the Suffragette raid, and the exciting incidents that had followed.  The visit of “wild women” to the old school had shaken up Greyfriars as had never been shaken up before. And while the Famous Five were discussing the matter over refreshing ginger-beer in the school tuckshop Bob Cherry gave a sudden yell. 
  “Ha, ha, ha! I’ve got it!” 
  “Eh?  ”
  “I’ve got it! Got the giddy wheeze! Got the scheme!” This is where Loder gets it in the neck!” 
  “Ass!” said Wharton politely. “ Leave off gassing, and tell us what you’ve got in your silly napper!”
  Bob Cherry chuckled gleefully. 
  “I’ve got the idea!” He lowered his voice cautiously. 
“Miss Boxer put it into my head.” 
  “Miss Boxer?” 
  “Exactly. The Suffragettes have been here—well, why shouldn’t they come again?” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder if they did.” said Wharton. “The head is going to have the place guarded. The gates are going to be kept locked.  They won’t find it so easy to get in next time. But what—” 
  “Easy enough to get in.” said Bob serenely. “My idea is that two or three Suffragettes should come here and rag Loder.” 
  Bob’s chums stared at him in blank amazement.
  “I jolly wish they would!” said Nugent.  “we can’t rag the beast—but the Suffragettes could if they wanted to. But why should they want to?  ”
  “Well, Loder’s got an uncle who’s a Member of Parliament.” said Bob. “That a good reason, ain’t it, Loder’s 
uncle won’t hand out any votes, so they come and rag Loder. That’s a good reason —as good a reason as the Suffragettes give for anything they do, anyway. ”
  “Quite so, but they won’t come!”
  “It’s rot!” said Johnny Bull. “Why should they pick out Loder to rag, just to please us?” 
  Bob Cherry smiled a pitying smile. 
  “Have you fellows never heard of an institution called the Remove Dramatic Society?” he asked. 
  “What the deuce?  ” 
  “We can make ourselves up at Hamlet and Othello and Macbeth, and Jack Sheppard—why can’t we make ourselves up as Suffragettes?” 
  “Wh-a-a-at? ” 
  “My hat!” 
  “Oh, crumbs!”
  For a moment or two the chums of the Remove simply gasped. Then they gave a whoop of joy as Bob Cherry’s 
beautiful scheme dawned upon their minds. They rushed 
upon Bob and fairly hugged him.  As Bob had a glass of 
ginger-beer in his hand, that demonstration of appreciation came at rather an awkward moment.  The ginger-beer was deposited upon Bob Cherry’s waistcoat, and Bob gave a roar!” 
  “Yow-ow! Gerroff! Chuck it! Yah!” 
  “Hurrah!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, ripping!” gasped Wharton.  “Topping!  Tophole!  Sublime!” 
  “The sublimefulness is terrific!” chortled Hurrec Jamset 
Ram Singh. “The esteemed Bob has all the brainfulness of the Co.”
  Bob Cherry mopped the ginger-beer from his waistcoat. 
  “But keep it dark!” he chuckled. “ Keep it very dark. It won’t do for Loder to have a single suspish—not till the Suffragettes dawn on him, and rag him bald-headed because his uncle won’t give them any votes.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the Famous five finished their ginger-beer in a state of supreme satisfaction. With the unintentional assistance of Miss Boxer, they had at last hit upon a scheme for paying off all old scores against Loder of the Sixth—with interest. 

             	  	THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                      Getting Ready for Loder. 

HARRY WHARTON & Co. wore cheerful looks at lessons that afternoon. The excitement caused by the raid of the Suffragettes had died away, and the norma1 quiet and calm reigned at Greyfriars. 
  The Head had taken measures, so far as was in his power, 
to prevent a repetition of the occurrence. The school gates 
were to be kept locked, so long as the wild women were active in the vicinity. The police had been informed of the outrage, and the Head had sent for his solicitor to consider the advisability of taking legal action against the aggressors. 
But as legal action would probably be followed by a regular 
epidemic of suffragette raids on the school, Dr. Locke would have preferred to let the natter drop if he could have been assured of peace in the future. 
  The curious thing was that the head, whose elder daughter belonged to one of the milder Suffrage societies, was in favour of the franchise for women, and had been so for many years; but since the explosion in the tower his views on the subject were modifying. The peculiar policy of the militant suffragettes, in attacking friends as well as foes, had its natural effect.  How any cause on earth could be served by burning a house or a church, or blowing up an old tower, was a question that it would have been exceedingly difficult to answer.  Hitherto the head’s views on the subject had been calm and judicial, as militancy had never come into the neighborhood before. But it was hardly possible to be calm and judicial when dangerous explosives were used instead of arguments. 
  The Head fervently hoped that the excitable ladies would be satisfied with the damage done, and turn their peculiar activities in some other direction. His feelings were not wholly shared by the boys, however. They were by no means averse to the excitement of an interruption of lessons and a chase of Suffragists.  They only hoped that if there were more raids masculine suffragists would come instead of the female variety.  As Bob Cherry remarked, choosing Joseph was worth giving up any amount of grinding Latin in the Form-room.  But all the fellows had to confess but if Miss Boxer came they would not know how to deal with her.  A lady who assumed the manners and customs of the roughest part of the masculine sex, and at the same time claimed all the privileges of the gentler sex, was indeed a difficult person to deal with.
  But whether the militant society of Courtfield gave Greyfriars any further attention or not, there was going to be another suffragette raid that day, as Harry Wharton and Co. knew for certain. And Loder of the Sixth was going to be the object of it. And the locked gate s would not keep out a gang of Suffragettes who started from No.1 Study, the headquarters of the Remove Dramatic Society. 
  The Co. were very anxious for lessons to be over that day.  They were very keen to get to work. Some of the Remove who could fully trusted to keep the secret, were taken into the scheme after lessons.
  Tom Brown and Bolsover major, Linley and Penfield under Vernon-Smith accompanied the Famous Five to No.1 study, and over tea the details of the scheme were planned out.
  Tea was quickly disposed of, and then the juniors set to work. 
  “How many giddy damsels? That’s the first question.” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “We want enough to deal with Loder, but not a crowd.” said Wharton thoughtfully. “Three. I should say.” 
  “Three of us, of course?” remarked Nugent. 
  “Ahem! I think we’d better make Bolsover a suffragette!” said Harry.  “You see, he’s the biggest chap in the Remove— and the bigger the better whn we’re handling a chap like Loder.  Bolsover is nearly as big as Miss Boxer herself, and nearly as strong, and he would make up beautifully as a Suffragette.” 
  “I’m on!” grinned Bolsover.
  “Yes, but I was thinking—” began Nugent. 
  Nugent had anticipated a great deal of pleasure in ragging Loder in his study. 
  Wharton shook his head. 
  “No good, Franky. You’re too good looking for the part. Bolsover will make a topping Suffragette, with his face.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bolsover turned red. He was not beautiful, certainly, but he did not like being selected for a part simply for that reason. 
  “Look here, you let my face alone!” he exclaimed. 
  “My good chap, I wouldn’t touch it with a barge-pole!” 
Wharton assured him politely.  “Now, don’t let’s have any 
personalities: let’s get to bizney. Balsover won’t want much making up—he looks the part already. A square jaw, a prominent nose, a bullying manner—that’s practically all that’s wanted!”
  “Look here—” 
  “Bob is the next selection.” went on the captain of the Remove, without heeding Bolsover major’s interruption. “It was Bob’s idea, and he has a right to be in it. Besides, he’s got jolly big feet.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Never mind my feet!” growled Bob. “ I know I can do the bizney all right, and that’s enough.” 
  “Quite enough! You don’t look the part so much as Bolsover, but with your feet you’ll do. And I’m the third 
man—I real woman.” 
  “And what are your qualifations for the party?” snorted Bolsover major. 
  “Brains, my son. Brains are needed, as well as square jaws and big feet.” 
  “Rats! Real suffragettes don’t have any brains.” 
  “Granted : But we’re not real Suffragettes, so there you are. Now, the sooner we three make up the better.” 
  “Where do I come in?” inquired Johnny Bull. 
  “Can’t have a crowd, old chap. Besides, your feet are not big enough, and your face doesn’t look us if a lawn-mower has gone over it—” 
  “Look here—” roared Bolsover major, exasperated. “I—” 
  This is where we get to work,” said Wharton briskly. “All you fellows who ain’t Suffragettes must be on the scene as soon as the fun starts, in case you’re wanted. Loder isn’t very bright, but he might possibly a spot cause: and then there will be trouble.  Besides, you must try to keep people from interfering. Not that I see how we can be interfered with; as we shall be women—wild women— we can do as we like. Fellows can’t punch women, you know. I dare say Loder will be ready to punch anybody—man or woman— when he’s started on; but we shall be three to one, so he won’ t have much chance. We’ll make him sorry he wolfed our grub yesterday.’’ 
  “The sorrowfulness will be terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  The Removites lost no time. 
  The property—box in No. 1 Study was well supplied. The Remove amateur actors had recently and made purchases of striking costumes for a forthcoming comedy they were planning, entitled “The Char-Ladies!” The costumes intended for the adornment of several juniors as char-ladies came in very handy now. In order to increase their bulk the three Removites kept on their own clothes under those which they donned for their new characters. In blue skirts, somewhat tight round the ankles, red blouses, and green belts, they looked somewhat stout figures, and certainly very unlike Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Bolsovr major of the Remove. 
  Nugent, who was a master in the art of make-up, started work on their faces. He did not trouble to make them good— looking. That, as the juniors agreed, would he quite out of place.  He gave them sallow complexions, dark bushy eyebrows, and reddish noses. He skilfully shaded the hint of a moustache upon their upper lips. Then he blanked out some of their front teeth, and the effect was very striking. The three juniors scarcely knew themselves as they looked in the glass. 
  “My only hat!” chuckled Tom Brown. “Mind you don’t crack the glass, Bolsover!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you needn’t have made me such a horror!” said Bolsover major rather resentfully. “No need to be so ugly as all that!”
  “Quite necessary.” said Nugent. “I made you as like Miss Boxer as I could. Of course, I couldn’t make you quite like her.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What about the mops?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Plenty to choose from,” said Wharton, turning a variety of wigs out of the box. “Stick ‘em on, Franky—and mind you stick ‘em tight. We may have to handle Loder, and we don’t want our hair to come off.” 
  Nugent selected a greyish short wig for Wharton, and fastened it on.  It was the last touch to the disguise, and it was perfect. A gingery wig made Bolsover major the last 
word in ugliness. Bob Cherry, who was made up to look younger than the others, was given a curly flaxen head of here. 
  The juniors grinned at their reflections in the glass. 
  “Well, our best beloved uncles wouldn’t know us now.” Bob Cherry remarked. “I wonder what Aunt Jemima would say if she could see me now!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Now, we’ll wait here till the coast is clear.” said Wharton. 
“You clear off and report, Tommy. 
  The New Zealand Junior departed grinning; and returned in a few minutes to report that the coast was clear. 
  The three disguised juniors left No. 1 Study. The hour had come for the Suffragette raid on Gerald Loder’s quarters. 

               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                   More Wild Women. 

LODER of the Sixth was at tea in his  study, with his chums Carne and Walker. Loder was in cheerful spirits. His recent triumph over his old enemies in the Remove cheered him.  The tea table was spread with what remained of the plunder of the juniors. The talk of the three seniors ran on horses, races, and odds—that being the direction in which their tastes lay. They were thinking of anything but the Suffragettes. 
  “What’s all that doocid row about?” Walker exclaimed, as a buzz of voices became audible in the distance, mingled with loud laughter. 
  “Some of the fags, I suppose.” said Loder indifferently. “Now, about Bonnie Boy’s chances for the summer handicap, what I think is——” 
  “Seems to be a row of some sort.” said Carne, rising. “I wonder if it’s some more of the giddy Suffragettes?” 
  “Can’t be.” said Loder. “The gates are kept locked now.” 
  “Well, those enterprising females get into lots of places that are locked up.” remarked Carne. It would be no joke if they started blowing up the School House while we’re in it, instead of the old tower.’’ 
  “Oh, they wouldn’t do that! They picked the tower because there’s nobody there. “They always do that.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar down the passage. “ This ‘way, ladies! Loder’s study as in this passage.  Ha, ha, ha!” 
The three Sixth-Formers looked at one another in surprise. 
  “Ladies to see you, Loder, it seems.” Walker remarked. 
   “Oh, rot!” said Loder. 
  But he rose and opened the door of his study and looked 
out into the passage. There was a crowd there, following 
three feminine forms that strode along tripping a little in 
their skirts.  The crowd was composed mostly of juniors, 
and they were all laughing. There was a yell as they caught 
sight of Loder looking out of his study. 
  “There’s Loder!” 
  “Visitors for you, Loder.” 
  Wingate looked out of his study, which was next to Loder’s The captain of Greyfriars wore an angry frown. 
  “What’s all this row about?” he exclaimed sharply. “Why, my hat, who—who are you?” he stared at the three females. 
  The leading lady, who was of very large proportions, glared at him. 
  “Are you Loder?” she demanded, in a deep voice, “ Gerald Loder?” 
  “Nunno; I’m Wingate!” 
  “Then we do not want to see you. Where is Gerald Loder, the nephew of Major Loder, Member of Parliament for Slumpton!” 
  “There he is, ma’am!”  yelled Temple of the Fourth. “There’s Loder!” 
  The big lady strode on towards Gerald Loder, who stared at her in amazement. 
  “You are Loder?” she demanded. 
  “Ye-es!” stammered Loder, taken aback. “ What’s wanted?  ” 
  “You are!” 
  “Yes, rather!” said another of the ladies. “ I—I mean, yes, indeed! We want you.” 
  “Who are you?” ejaculated Loder. “ And what the deuce do you want?” 
  The big lady snorted. 
  “I am Miss Bunkhurst, of the Woman’s Property Smashing League!” she had announced. “ This is Miss Puncher, and this is Miss Jorkins. You know us now!” 
  “Blessed if I know you!” said Loder. “ I’ve never heard of you. Who are you, and where did you get those faces?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Your despised uncle, then, the associate of the tyrants of Westminster, has never mentioned us to you!” exclaimed Miss Bunkhurst.  “You are the nephew of Major Loder, the Member for Slumpton?”
  “Yes.”
  “Very well!  But as members of the Woman’s Property Smashing League, it is our duty to punish all the miscreants who deny the vote to woman, and all their relations.  Now do you understand!”
  “Suffragettes, by jingo!” exclaimed Loder.
  “Scratch him!” yelled Miss Puncher.
  “Here, I say, hold on!” exclaimed Loder, jumping back.  “Draw it mild!  What do you want to scratch me for?”
  “Your uncle’s too well guarded by the base slaves of the law!” said Miss Bunkhurst scornfully.  “Therefore we have come to you!”
  “My hat! For goodness’ sake get out!” exclaimed the alarmed Loder.  “I believe in votes for women—I assure you I do.  If I ever become Prime Minister, I’ll give everyone a vote, or half a dozen votes, if you like.  Sheer off!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Go for him, old lady!”
  “Scratch him!”
  “Pile in!”
  Loder retreated into his study, in a state of great alarm.  He backed round the tea table, and put up his hands.  Carne and Walker dashed away.
  “Look here, if you touch me, I shall hit out!” Loder exclaimed desperately.
 

  “Hark to the coward, the Poltroon!” shrieked Miss Bunkhurst.  “The coward who will strike a woman!  Bah! Scratch him!”
  The three Suffragettes made a rush at Loder.
  The prefect dodged round Carne and Walker.
  “Stand by me, you chaps!” he panted.
  “Scratch them!” shrieked Miss Jorkins.
  Miss Bunkhurst grasped the tongs from the grate, and rushed to the attack.  Carne and Walker promptly bolted from the study, thankful at the moment that they were not nephew’s to a Member of Parliament who denied votes to women.  Loder would gladly have followed them, but the three wild women piled on him and dragged him back.  Loder struggled in their grasp, yelling for help.
  “Bump him—I mean scratch him!” panted Miss Puncher.
  “Loder began to hit out furiously.  Chivalry was all very well; but it had its limits, and chivalry did not require a fellow to submit quietly to being bumped and scratched.  Loder put up a good fight, but the three Suffragettes were too many for him.  Miss Puncher and Miss Jorkins soon had him down on the carpet, and Miss Bunkhurst, flourishing the tongs, kept back the fellows who crowded the passage outside the doorway.  Not that they want to enter.  They were mostly juniors, and they were not averse to seeing Loder ragged— by Suffragettes or by anybody.  They had come there to enjoy the fun, and they were enjoying it.  There were loud yells to the Suffragettes to “go it.” But the three wild women did not need encouragement. They were going it. 
  “Hold the unmanly ruffian the ruffian who would strike women!” panted Miss Bunkhurst.  “Hold him!” 
  “We’ve got him, Bob— ahem Miss Bunkurst! We’ve got him!”
  “Bump his head on the floor if he struggles!” 
  Bump! Bump! 
  “Ow, ow!” yelled Loder. 
  Miss Bunkhurst cleared the table of butter, jam, pickles, and other sticky delicacies and jammed them over Loder’s face and hair, and he wriggled in the grasp of his captors. 
  The prefect shrieked and gasped, but there was no escape for him. 
  The juniors outside yelled with delight.  It was seldom that they had enjoyed such a treat. 
  “Give him the marmalade, old lady!” 
  “Let him have some ink!”
  “And some soot!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Miss Bunkhurst took that kindly advice. Loder, almost suffocated, looked a horrible object under that fearful compound that was jammed on his face and hair and collar.  He was almost unrecognisable by this time. But he had ceased to struggle. Every struggle led to his head being bumped on the floor, and Loder found it painful. 
  Miss Puncher was sitting on his chest, and Miss Jerkins was standing on his legs. The prefect wriggled, but he could not get away
  “Ow, ow, ow! Lemme alone! Gerroff! ‘Taint my fault!  Leave off! Groogh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Smash! Crash! Smash, smash, smash! 
  Miss Bunkhurst was making a clearance of the crockery now. She hurled plates and cups and saucers in all directions in the study, and they fell in fragments on the floor. The glass over the mantelpiece was shivered by the impact of the teapot, and the teapot fell in a hundred pieces.  The table was overturned, and hurled into a corner, the bookcase dragged away from the wall and hurled upon it. The study carpet was dragged up and added to the heap. Loder’s study began to look as if it had been struck by a cyclone. Miss Bunkhurst turned out the cupboard, and all the articles contained therein were hurled about the study. Then she looked with a fiery eye, as if in search of fresh damage to be done. 
  There was a surge of the closely packed juniors in the passage and Mr. Quelch came striding into view. The Remove-master looked into the study with a thunderous frown. 
  “What does this mean?” he shouted. “How dare you come here, you—you female hooligans? ” 
  “Ow! Help!” groaned Loder. 
  Mr. Quelch strode into the study. He strode back again in a great hurry as Miss Bunkhurst flourished the tongs within an inch of his nose. 
  “Take care, madam!” he stuttered. “You—you will do some—some damage!” 
  “Back ! Don’t dare to interfere with members of the Woman’s Property-Smashing League, engaged in doing their duty!” thundered Miss Bunkhurst. 
  “My dear madam—oh—pray keep those tongs away! You 
—you must really not come here!” gasped Mr. Quelch, backing out of the study. “You—you must release that boy. I insist upon it—at once!” 
  Miss Bunkhurst charged at him with the tongs, and Mr. Queech skipped into the passage. 
  “Good—goodness gracious!” ejaculated the Form-master. “What—whatever is to be done? This is—is intolerable!  Woman! If you do not instantly leave this house, I shall telephone for the police!” 
  “Telephone and be blowed!” was the unladylike retort of Miss Bunkhurst. “Let the base slaves of the law come— they will find us ready!” 
  “Walker’s gone on his bike for the police, sir!” said a voice from the passage. 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Miss Puncher. “Then it’s time we cleared!” 
  “They—they shall be arrested!” panted Mr. Quelch. “They shall be punished! Bless my soul! This is—is unparalleled!” 
  “Give us the vote, then!” howled Miss Bunkhurst. 
  “My good woman, I cannot possibly give you the vote.” said the distressed Form-master. “The power to do so is
not—ahem—vested in my hands! I beg you leave this place.” 
  “Bah!” 
  “You are liable to imprisonment for this conduct—” 
  “Bah-hah! Imprison us—fine us—and we shall go on! We shall continue till there is no property unsmashed in the kingdom! Let the tyrant Man tremble! The Woman’s Property- Smashing League is on his track! Let him tremble !”
  “Dear me! I assure you—” said Mr. Quelch feebly. 
  
  “Away!” Miss Bunkhurst made a lunge at the Form-master with the tongs, and Mr. Quelch sprang back. “ Base tyrant! Away!” 
  “Bless my soul!” 
  “Smash up the room!” roared Miss Bunkhurst. “ Smash everything! This is a great day for the women of England! Let the tyrant Asquith hear of it, and tremble! Let Lloyd George learn of it, and shiver in his shoes! Bah!” 
  Crash! Crash! Crash! 
  Pane after pane flew out of the window under the slashes of the tongs, in Miss Bunkhurst’s powerful hand. 
  “Oh, crumbs!”muttered Miss Puncher. “Draw it mild, old man—I mean old girl! You mustn’t destroy the school property.” 
  Crash! Crash! Crash! If Miss Bunkhurst had been a real and genuine Suffragette of the most redhot militant variety, she could not have been more thorough. There was a sudden shout from the passage. 
  “Here comes Tozer!” 
  As if Loder of the Sixth had suddenly become red-hot, Miss Puncher and Miss Jorkins let him go, and made a bound for the door. The portly form of P. C. Tozer had been sighted entering the school gates; the majesty of the Law was about to appear on the scene. Miss Bunkhurst followed the other two. The fellows in the passage crowded back to give the three wild women room to pass. They did not care for a persona1 encounter with three such muscular members of the Woman’s Property-smashing League. 
  Loder of the Sixth staggered to his feet. Jam and marmalade and pickles and soot and ink were mixed upon his face, and he was gasping and snorting wildly. He gouged the horrible mixture out of his eyes, and glared with fury. 
  “Arrest them!” he gurgled. “ Have ‘em taken to prison! I’ll prosecute ‘em! I’ll have ‘em locked up! Ow, ow! Groogh! Ow!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The crowd of Greyfriars fellows followed on the track of the Suffragettes. They were curious to see how P.C. Tozer would handle them. Certainly the three raiders did not look easy to handle. 
  But some of the Removites were looking grave—those who knew the real identity of the three members of the Woman’s Property-Smashing League. The arrival of Mr. Tozer on the scene had not been foreseen by the jokers of the Remove and Miss Bunkhurst & Co. realised that they were in a dangerous position. For, excellent as that jape undoubtedly was, and richly as Loder of the Sixth deserved his punishment, there was no doubt that the head would take the severest possible view of the matter, if the facts came to light and very little doubt that Wharton and Bob Cherry and Bolsover major would be flogged, and most likely expelled from Greyfriars. 

          	       THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                          A Narrow Escape. 

POLICE.CONSTABLE TOZER came across the Close with a majestic tread, that solemn and heavy tread of the police force, which, as a humourist once remarked, is so useful to burglars, as a hint that it is time to pack up and be gone. Walker had met Mr. Tozer on his rounds, and brought him promptly to the school; but Mr. Tozer himself had no very clear idea of how he was to deal with the trouble there. Mr. Tozer certainly had his own views on the Suffragette question—his view being that all Suffragettes ought to be  “drownded.” But as that drastic measure was not within the bounds of possibility, his course of action was very doubtful. He could not use his truncheon against women, and how he was to deal with three unreasonable and infuriated females, unarmed, was a mystery. Unless he could quell them with the glance of his eye, as wild animals are said to be quelled, it was not at all clear of what use Mr. Tozer would be. And what would members of the Woman’s Property Smashing League care for the terror of his glance ? Not much, probably. So Mr. Tozer’s steps were slow, as well as stately, as he crossed the Close. “
  From the School House doorway three wild women came dashing out. One of them, hampered by her tight skirt, stumbled and fell, amid a roar of laughter. She picked herself up at once, murmuring something emphatically on the subject of tight skirts, and the intelligence of the sex that invented them. 
  The alarm of the three Suffragettes at the arrival of Mr. Tozer surprised the Greyfriars fellows. Such wild and irresponsible persons might have been expected to care nothing for the police. But it was not of Mr. Tozer himself that the Suffragettes were afraid. They were afraid of their real identity coming to light. If they should be “ run in” by Mr. Tozer the game would be up. Hunger strikes were not in their line. 
  “Go for him, girl!”  yelled Coker of the Fifth. “He’s more afraid of you than you are of him. Have his helmet!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “My word!” gasped Mr. Tozer, and he stopped dead at the sight of the three wild women, and wished that he was anywhere else in the world at that moment. 
  The Suffragettes paused, too. They did not know what to do. The original intention had been to slip out of gates, and get the disguises off in the wood, after the raid on Lodc’r’s study. But the arrival of the representative of law and order spoiled the scheme. Mr. Tozer had to be dealt with now. 
  “Take them in charge, Mr. Tozer!” shouted Mr. Quelch, hurrying out of the house. “I give them into custody on a charge of wilful damage and assault.” 
  “Yesssir,” murmured Mr. Tozer, eyeing the Suffragettes uneasily. “Now, you come alonger me, ladies, and I won’t ‘urt you.” 
  Mr. Tozer spoke in his most persuasive tones. But the Suffragettes had no intention whatever of going along with Mr. Tozer, if they could help it. 
  “Stand back, and let us pass, base slave of a cowardly Government!” exclaimed Miss Puncher. “ Our duty is done. We will go!” 
  “You ‘eard wot Mr. Quelch said,” replied Mr. Tozer. 
I gotter take you in charge.” 
  “Take them into custody, Tozer! I will accompany you to the station.’’ cried Mr. Quelch. 
  “You ‘ear that, ladies! Now, come along quietly.” 
  “Charge him over, and run for it!” whispered Miss Puncher, otherwise Harry Wharton. 
  Matters were growing serious. All Greyfriars had 
gathered round them, and the Head could be seen looking out of his study window. 
  Mr. Tozer backed away a 1ittle. He did not like the looks of the Suffragettes.  He glanced round at the grinning crowd. 
  “Which I calls upon you in the name of the lor to ‘elp me seize these ‘ere lor-breakers!” he exclaimed “It’s your 
dooty to ‘elp an officer of the lor when called upon. I calls 
on you, Master Coker, Master Wingate, Master Walker— I calls on all of you, in the name of the lor!” 
  The Greyfriars fellows looked serious at that. Certainly they were bound by the law of the land to help a policeman if called upon to assist him in the execution of his duty. 
  “Dash it all.” exclaimed Wingate, “I’m not going to fight with women, Tozer!” 
  “No jolly fear!” said Coker. “Trot out a man Suffragette, and I’ll smash him! But I ain’t fighting women!” 
  “I calls on you in the name of the lor!” yelled Mr. Tozer, as the three Suffragettes, having decided upon their plan of action, charged at him. 
  “You must help Mr. Tozer!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “ I command you! You must help Tozer in the execution of his duty.” 
  Thus commanded, the fellows had to obey. But they advanced reluctantly. It was a critical moment for the three heroes of the Remove, for if they had been seized and made prisoners, it would not have taken long for their identity to transpire. 
  But they were desperate now, and Mr. Tozer was not built to withstand a desperate charge. He whirled over as the three Suffragettes rushed upon him, and bumped down on his back, with his helmet knocked over his eye. 
  “Huh—huh! Groogh!” gurgled Mr. Tozer, making vain endeavours to get his head out of his jammed helmet, as the three Suffragettes made a wild break for the gates. 
  The crowd of Greyfriars fellows rushed after them; but they had a start, and they ran well, though impeded by their skirts. In the gateway, Miss Puncher stumbled and fell, but jumped up and ran on, with a burst skirt. The Greyfriars fellows stopped in the gateway, and the three Suffragettes raced on down the road. Mr. Tozer, with a battered helmet, came puffing out into the road, feeling much braver now that the enemy were in full flight, and there was little prospect of overtaking them. 
  “After ‘em, Tozer!” grinned Coker of the Fifth. Your prisoners are getting away, old chap.” 
  “Which I ‘ope they will!” groaned Mr. Tozer, as he stepped out in pursuit. 
  “Ha, ha, ha! Go it, Tozer! Put it on!” but
  Down the road went the three Suffragettes at top speed. Bob Cherry looked back over his shoulder, and saw Mr. Tozer lumbering heavily in pursuit. 
  “He won’t catch us!” Bob gasped. “ My hat! That was a nkrrow escape! I can’t run in this beastly skirt. What do the idiots wear tight skirts for, I wonder!” 
  “To show their superior intelligence, and fitness for the 
vote, I suppose.” growled Wharton. “I’ve been over half a 
A dozen times it this fatheaded thing! If Tozer could run 
he would have us now.” 
  “Put it on.” panted Bolsover. “My hat! What would happen if the Head found us out?” 
  “The sack, I fancy!” grinned Bb. 
  The three disguised juniors ran on as fast as the absurd skirts would allow, and cleared the stile in the lane, and dashed into the wood. There they were safe from Mr. Tozer. That stout gentleman was hot likely to seek them any further. 
  In a deep glade in the wood they removed their disguises, and washed the make-up from their faces in a stream. Glad enough were the practical jokers to get rid of their encumbrances. The joke on Loder had been first class, no doubt, but the risk it entailed was extremely serious, and the juniors were much relieved to have finished with Miss Bunkhurst, Miss Puncher, and Miss Jorkins. 
  “Glad to be out of that.” gasped Bob, as he flung down the troublesome skirt. “ If they ask me for votes, I won’t let ‘em have any till they stop wearing those fool things!” 
  The disguises were made up into a bundle, and concealed in a hollow tree, to be taken away at some future date. Then the three juniors, restored to their own proper persons once more, strolled back towards Greyfriars. In the lane they encountered P.C. Tozer, mopping his red and perspiring face with a handkerchief. 
  “Good afternoon, Mr. Tozer!” said Wharton politely. ‘‘ Warm weather—what?” 
  “‘Orrid warm!” said Mr. Tozer. “ ‘Orrid warm weather for running. I s’pose you young gents ain’t seed anything of three werry ugly and ill-tempered-looking females about 
‘ere?”
  “Friends of yours!” asked Bob Cherry innocently.
  Mr. Tozer snorted. 
  “No, they ain’t.” he replied. “They’re Suffragettes, and they been doing some more damage at Greyfriars. Broken nearly all the winders in the ‘ouse, and assaulted Mr. Quelch with a pair of tongs.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Which it ain’t a laughing matter, young gentlemen.” said Mr. Tozer, with asperity. “I’m looking for them shemales to take ‘em into custody, and if you’ve seed ‘em, it’s your dooty to tell me so.” 
  “What were they like?” grinned Wharton, wondering what Mr. Tozer would think if he could have guessed that he was talking to those three identical “ shemales.” 
  “One was a ‘orrid-looking brute, about your size, Master Bolsover, as hugly as hugly could be!” said Mr. Tozer. 
  “Oh, rubbish!” growled Bolsover, and he strode away. 
Mr. Tozer glanced after him in surprise. He did not see anything in his remark to make Bolsover angry. 
  “And one was a cross-looking ‘orror, about as tall as you. Master Wharton, with a nose like yours, or huglier, if possible—” 
  Wharton’s nose, still swollen from the fight in Courtfield, was not a thing of beauty at that moment, certainly. But Mr. Tozer’s remark was not pleasing. 
  “Oh, rats!” he said. 
  “And the huther, Master Cherry, was an angular-lookin’ she-cat, with enormous feet—” 
  “Ass!” said Bob Cherry. 
  The juniors walked on, leaving Mr. Tozer considerably astonished. He did not see anything for them to be angry about in his description of the three objectionable females. 
  “Lucky Tozer didn’t know us, anyway.” grinned Bob, as they walked on to the school. “The make-up didn’t quite cover my damaged optics, I think. But we’ve come through it all right; and all’s well that ends well. I’m anxious to see Loder again!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The three juniors sauntered in carelessly at the school gates. 
  “Hallo, you fellows been out!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish, meeting them in the Close. “I guess you’ve missed all the fun.’’ 
  “Anything happened?” asked Wharton. 
  “I guess so—more Suffragettes! They came here and ragged Loder because he’s the nephew of a Member of Parliament.” chuckled Fisher T. Fish. “You should have seen him ! He was a picture, I calculate. Old Quelchy’s got his hair off. He started ragging Gosling for letting the women in, but Gossy swears they never came in at the gates. Must have climbed over the wall, I guess.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yes! It’s funny, ain’t it?” grinned Fish. “ Nice state of things going on in this old island—what? I guess we wouldn’t allow it over there—not in the Yewnited States, sir. I kinder guess—” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  Harry Wharton and his comrades entered the School House. They found the house in a buzz of excited talk on the subject of the Suffragette raid. But they could not see Loder. The bully of the Sixth was still engaged in scrubbing off the fearful mixture with which Miss Bunkhurst and Miss Puncher and Miss Jorkins had anointed him. 
  Loder had very little sympathy—and none at all from the Remove. All the Remove grinned over that raid on Loder—— but in No. 1 Study the merriment was greatest. The Famous Five had scored, and the only drawback to their enjoyment was the fact that they could not tell Loder the real identity of Miss Bunkhurst & Co. But that, of course, would never have done. 

            THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                         Pie for Two! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he came into No. 13 Study a few days later. “At it again—what?” 
  Billy Bunter swung round from the study cupbard, and blinked at Bob in alarm through his big glasses. Bob had just come in from the cricket-field is, and the Owl of the Remove was taken by surprise. 
  “I—I say, I—I just looked in to see you, you know!” murmured Bunter, keeping a wary eye on Bob. “I—I want to speak to you very particularly, Cherry, old chap.” 
  “And you were looking for me in the cupboard?  But ” said Bob sarcastically. 
  “Ahem! I— I was just admiring that pie, that’s all.” said Bunter. “That’s a beautiful pie you’ve got there. I’ll come
to tea if you like. What are you looking for, Bob, old chap!” 
  Bob Cherry was glancing round the study as if in search of something. 
  “I’m looking for a cricket stump!” said Bob.
  “Wh-wh-what for?”
  “You’ll see in a minute.”
  Bob Cherry strode to a corner and seized a cricket stump.  Bunter guessed only too easily what it was for, and he made a bound for the door.
  Whack!
  “Yarooh!”
  But Bunter bounded into the passage with a yell.  There was another yell in the passage, as he came into contact with Wun Lung, the little Chinee, who was just coming into the study.  The impact of Billy Bunter’s weighty person hurled Wun Lung across the passage, and he staggered against the opposite wall, and sat down on the floor, gasping.  Bunter fled down the passage.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob, coming out of the study and helping Wun Lung to his feet by means of his pigtail.  “You shouldn’t get into the way of a charging porpoise, kid. Damaged?”
  “Ow!” groaned Wun Lung.  “Velly much knocked over.  No bleath left!”
  Bob Cherry kindly patted him on the back.  Bob was always a little heavy handed, and his pats on the back resembled the delicate attentions of a steam hammer.  Wun Lung squirmed away into the study, and dodged round the table.
  “No hittee!” he roared.
  “You young ass!  I was helping you get your breath back!”
  “No helpee!” Too much hurtee.  All lightee now.  Bunter been here!” said Wun Lung, looking towards the study cupboard.
  “Yes.  I just found him at the cupboard, and cleared him off!” said Bob.  “He wants some more forcible feeding, I suppose, and he’ll get it if he doesn’t leave our tommy alone.  Is that pip yours, kid?  I haven’t seen it before!”
  “Yes; me buyee of Mrs. Mimblee.”
  “Well, I’ve rescued it for you!” grinned Bob Cherry.  “An other five minutes, and that pie would have been inside Bunter.”
  “Bob Cherry great donkey.”
  “What!”
  “Awfully gleat donkey.” said Wun Lung.  Me wantee Buntee steelee pie!”
  Bob Cherry stared at the little Chinee.
  “What on earth do you want Bunter to steal your pie for, you young ass!” he demanded.  “If you want Bunter to have the pie, why can’t you give it to him?”
  The little Celestial shook his head.
  “Buntee smellee mousee if gave pie.  Wantee Buntee steelee.  Velly nice pie—specially preparee for Buntee.  Likee eatee—no likee aftee eatee.  Savvy?”  
  Bob Cherry grinned.  He savvied.
  “Oh, I see!  Sorry I interrupted the performance, then.”
  “Buntee takee Wun Lung’s tartee—cakee—other tings.  Punchee Wun Lungs head when callee names.  Wun Lung preparee pie for Bunter steelee.” grinned the little Celestial.  “Givee Buntee great painee in inside after eatee.  What you tinkee?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Bob Chelly keepee way flom studee—givee Buntee chancee.”
  “What-ho!” grinned Bob; and he left the study, grinning.
  At the end of the passage he passed Billy Bunter, who was hovering about, evidently waiting for him to go out.  Billy Bunter was looking for supplies again, and Bunter was never particular whom the supplies belonged; all was grist that came to Bunter’s mill.  The fat junior watched Bob Cherry go out of the School House, and join Mark Linley in the Close.  Then he returned cautiously towards No. 13 Study.
  Wun Lung was curled up in the armchair there, and blinked sleepily at Bunter with his almond eyes as the fat junior looked in.
  “Hallo, Wun Lung!” said Bunter genially.  “I say, Wharton wants to speak to you!”
  “Whatee wantee?”
  “He wants you particularly.  He’s in the tuckshop, standing treat!” said Bunter.  Wharton was on the cricket field, as a matter of fact; but Billy Bunter was never particular about little prevarications like that.
  Wun Lung rose to his feet with alacrity.
  “Allee light!” Tankee!”
  And the little Chinee scudded out of the study.
  Billy Bunter grinned gleefully.  The little Chinese disappeared downstairs, and Bunter rolled into the study.  The next moment he was at the cupboard, and the pie was before his gloating eyes.  It was really a handsome pie—with a nicely browned crust, and Bunter knew that such pies cost two shillings each at Mrs. Mimble’s tuckshop, and were very nice indeed.  Whether the pie belonged to Wun Lung, or Bob Cherry, or Mark Linley, or Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was quite immaterial to Bunter.  It belonged to Bunter as soon as he had his fat hands upon it.  With the pie in his grasp, Bunter rolled hurriedly out of the study.
  “Hallo!  Where did you get that pie!” asked Bolsover major, meeting him in the passage.
  Bunter backed away nervously.  The bully of the Remove was the last person he wished to meet, while he had the coveted pie in his hands.
  “I—I bought it!” he stammered. “Look here, Bolsover, this is my pie, and I’m jolly well not going to whack it out!” I’m hungry.  Lemme pass!”
  Bolsover major shook his head, and planted himself in Bunter’s way. Bolsover happened to be short of funds that day, and it was tea time.  Bunter had come along with a pie just in the nick of time, from Bolsover’s point of view.
  “My belief is that you’ve stolen that pie!” said Bolsover.
  “Oh, really, you know—”
  “Well, if it’s yours, you’re going to whack it out!” said Bolsover.  “You raided my grub the other day.  This is where you make restitution, see?  And if you say a word, I’ll take the whole pie, and give you a licking into the bargain!”
  Billy Bunter groaned.  There was no arguing with the bully of the Remove.  Bolsover was already clenching his big fists.
  “I—I say, Bolsover, but I—I was really going to ask you to share this pie with me.” said Bunter, with a sickly smile.  That was what I really meant.”
  “Good!” said Bolsover grimly. “Bring it into my study.  I’ll stand some coffee, and you can stand the pie.”
  “I—I’ll follow you in—”
  “No, you won’t; you’ll go in first!” grinned Bolsover major.  “I know you, you fat spoofer! None if you’re sliding off with that pie!”
  “Oh, really, Bolsover—”
  “Get in with it!” roared Bolsover, with a threatening gesture.
  And Bunter groaned, and carried the purloined pie into Bolsover’s study.
  Bolsover major closed the door with a grin.
  “All serene!” he said “Now, you make the coffee, while I carve the pie.  You ought to be glad to be allowed to have any at all!”
  “It’s my pie, ain’t it!” yelled Bunter.  Billy Bunter was fully convinced by that time that it was his pie.
  “Ours, you mean!” said Bolsover.  “Are you going to make that coffee, or shall I have to help you with the cricket stump?”
  “I—I’m just going to, Bolsover.” 
  “Buck up, then, and not so much jaw.”
  Billy Bunter, his little round eyes gleaming behind his spectacles, made the coffee.  Meanwhile, Bolsover carved the pie.  He gave himself a liberal helping, and Billy Bunter a small one.  Bunter sat down to the table, and his helping vanished in record time.
  “By Jove, this is a jolly good pie!” said Bolsover, taking another helping.  “Mrs. Mimble can make jolly good pies, but this is better than usual.  It’s got quite a new flavour, don’t you think so?”
  “Yes; some sort of spice!” said Bunter. “ I haven’t tasted a pie just like this before.  I’ll have some more!”
  “No you won’t!” said Bolsover, helping himself to what was left of the pie.  “You over-eat yourself, Bunter.  It will do you good to go a little short.  You must think of your health, you know!”
  “Look here—”
  “Pour out the coffee, and shut up!”
  Billy Bunter, glowering with rage, poured out the coffee, and shut up.  He had not eaten more than a third of the pie, which was hard lines, as it all belonged to him, by right of theft.  Bolsover major smacked his lips over the last morsel.  It had certainly been a very nice pie, with a spicy flavor all its own.
  Bolsover major drank his coffee in high good humour.  Billy Bunter, having finished his coffee, made a movement towards the door.
  “Hold on!” said Bolsover, raising his hand magisterially.  “It’s occurred to me, Bunter, that you didn’t come honestly by that pie.  I know, you see.  Where did you get it?  The truth, mind!” If you tell me a whopper I’ll whale you!”  Press     
  “I bought it at the tuckshop.” growled Bunter.
  Bolsover major pushed back his cuffs, and Bunter hurriedly added;
  “I—I mean I got it out of Bob Cherry’s study.  It’s all right, you know.  Bob is my old pal, and he wouldn’t mind.” 
  “Stealing grub again—eh!” said Bolsover grimly.  “And you’ve practically made me a confederate by whacking out the pie with me.  What do you mean by it?”
  “You—you rotter! You made me whack it out!”
  “None of your cheek!” said Bolsover, in his most bullying
manner. “I’m going to stop this trick of yours of sneaking other fellows’ grub. I’m going to give you fifty lines!”
  “What?” 
  “Fifty lines of Virgil!” said Bolsover coolly. “ And you’ll write them here under my eyes, while I smoke a cigarette.” 
  Bunter glared at him speechlessly.  Bolsover major was a bully, but he had never assumed the air of a prefect of the Sixth before. To give a member of his own Form lines was something new, even for Bolsover. Bunter made a jump towards the door. Bolsover made a jump, too, and caught him by the collar, and swung him back. 
  “Sit down at that table!” he commanded. 
  “Groogh! Leggo!” 
  “And write fifty lines, and make the handwriting like mine. There’s a copy! Now pile in, or I’ll skin you!” 
  Billy Bunter gasped with rage.  He understood now the meaning of Bolsover’s new idea of giving him lines. Bolsover had an imposition to do, and this was his way of getting it done. But there was no help for the unfortunate Bunter. Hp sat down at the table, and, with a copy of Bolsover’s sprawling handwriting before him, began to do the lines. Bolsover major reclined at ease in the armchair, and smoked a cigarette, and then another, and another. He watched Bunter with an amused grin. But gradually the grin faded from his face, and a worried expression took its place. He threw his last cigarette half-smoked into the grate. 
  Billy Bunter also had a troubled expression as he wrote. But his trouble did not seem so great as Bolover’s. He had not had so much of the pie. 
  “I—I say, I’m feeling rather queer!” muttered Bolsover. 
“I suppose it those beastly cigarettes. Fool trick to smoke, anyway. Jolly queer, though. They generally make you feel seedy, but this time I’ve got shooting pains. Ow!” 
  “S-s-so have I!” muttered Bunter, laying down the pen. “Nasty pain in my tummy. Ow! I—I wonder if the rabbit 
in that pie was quite fresh?” 
  “The pie! Of course, it was the pie!” Bolsovcr rose to his feet, and sat down again with a gasp. “ Ow, ow! This is horrid! It’s getting worse.” 
  Grooh!” 
  “What’s the matter with you, you fat idiot?” 
  “Wow! I’ve got a pain!”  
  “Well, shut up! Don’t make that row in my study. Yaroooh !” suddenly roared Bolsover, clasping both hands to his waistcoat. “Groogh! Yah! Oh, my hat! There was something awfully wrong with that pie! I feel as if I’d been poisoned.” 
  “Ow, ow, ow!” moaned Bunter. 
  “Groo-hooh-hooh!” 
  “Yow-ow!” 
  “Grrrrrrrr!” 

             THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                 Wun-Lung’s Little Joke. 

BOB CHERRY came cheerfully along the Remove passage, whistling. Bob Cherry had a loud and cheerful whistle, 
which sometimes made the other fellows throw things at him from the doorways of their studies. But as Bob 
passed Bolsover’s door his whistle suddenly stopped. From within the study came deep groans of anguish. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody ill?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. He knocked at the study door, and opened it, and started in surprise at the scene that met his gaze. 
  Bolsover major was sprawled in the armchair, with his long legs stretched out, and his face pale and perspiring. His features were twisted up in an expression of great anguish. Billy Bunter was standing, bent almost double, as if he were trying to fold himself up like pocket-knife. And both of them were groaning dismally.
  “ My hat!” ejaculated Bob, in amazement. “What’s the matter with you two?” 
  “Ow! I’ve been poisoned.” 
  “What!” 
  “Grooh! I’m dying!” 
  “Great Scott!” 
  Bob Cherry’s eyes roved round the study, and caught the empty pie-dish on the table. Then he understood, and grinned. It was the doctored pie that was the cause of the trouble. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “Have you been eating that pie, Bolsover?’’ 
  “ Ow!” Yes. I believe Bunter’s poisoned me because I made him whack out the pie!” said Bolsover feebly. “ I hope he’ll be hung! Ow!”
  “You made him whack it out!” roared Bob. “Ha, ha, ha! Serve you jolly well right for being a beastly bully, Bolsover ! Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Groan ! Groan!” 
  “What on earth’s the matter?” asked Harry Wharton, coming along the passage. A crowd of Remove fellows came roundthe doorway, attracted by Bob Cherry’s laughter, and the dismal groans proceeding from the study. 
  “Ha, ha, ha! Wun Lung doctored a pie for Bunter, and Bunter scoffed it, and Bolsover made him whack it out!” yelled Bob. “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Wun Lung!” gasped Bolsover, sitting upright in the armchair. “Ow!  That beastly heathen! Ow!  What did he put 
in the pie?” 
  “Only some stuff to make Bunter wriggle.” chuckled Bob. 
“Of course, there’s no danger. But you’ve got half Bunter’s pains, Bolsover. Serve you right!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow! How do you know it’s not dangerous?” groaned Bolsover. “ Yow ! I’ll scalp the little heathen beast! I feel as if I’m dying! Ow!” 
  “Wun Lung!” The little Chinee was among the grinning crowd, and his almond eyes were gleaming with great enjoy- ment as he looked into the study. “ What did you put in the pie, Wun Lung? Nothing dangerous?” 
  “No savvy!” 
  “What!” exclaimed Bob, his laughter suddenly ceasing.” You don’t know whether it was dangerous or not, you awful idiot!” 
  “No savvy!” 
  Bob grasped the little Celestial by the shoulder. 
  “Look here, you blithering little ass, I thought you’d put some harmless stuff into the pie to give Bunter a twist as you did Loder once. Now, what was it?” 
  “Lat poison.” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Rat-poison!” howled Bolsover major. “ Oh, crumbs! I’m dead! I’m dying! Send for a doctor! Send for the police! Ow-yow!”
  “Help!”gasped Bunter faintly. “Ow ! Help ! Murder !” The laughter had died away now. All the juniors were looking extremely serious. Wun Lung was so queer a fellow that there was no telling what he might or might not have done. Bob Cherry shook him vigorously. 
  “You little villain! Are you telling the truth?” 
  “No shakee Wun Lung.” 
  “What did you put in the pie?” roared Bob. 
  “Lat-poison. Samee Gosling usee for killy hats in stable.” 
  “Good heavens!” 
  “You—you awful young rascal!”
  “No killy Buntee,” said Wun Lung innocently. “ Lat poison killy lats. No killy Buntee. Me no knowee that lat- poison killy Buntee. No wantee killy Buntee; only wantee givee painee in inside.” 
  “By Jove! The young ass has done it now,” muttered Wharton, turning pale. 
  “Send for a doctor!” groaned Bolsover. 
  “Send for the police!” 
  “Ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Grooh-hooh-hooh!” 
  “No wantee killy Buntee,” murmured the little Chinee. “Wantee stoppee Buntee steallee glubb. But if Buntee killy, no stealee glub no more. Allee light.” 
  “All right!” gasped Bob. “Why, you’ll be arrested— you’ll be hung, you awful ass! Hadn’t you sense enough to know that rat poison would poison anybody? Great Scott!” 
  “No savvy.” 
  Billy Bunter collapsed upon the study carpet, groaning.     Bolsover major staggered to his feet. 
  “Lemme get at him!” he muttered wildly. “I’ll scalp him! I’ll slaughter him ! I’ll—I’ll —I’ll— Oh, crumbs!” Bolsover collapsed into the chair again as a new pain seized him. 
  The juniors were looking scared now. 
  “Better call Quelchy!” exclaimed Bob. “Cut off somebody, and call Quelch! They may be in danger—in fact, its pretty certain they re in danger, if they’ve been swallowing rat-poison.” 
  Nugent dashed away to call the on the scene. In a few minutes Mr. Quelch arrived, startled and shocked by the news. He looked in on the two groaning and squirming juniors. Then he fixed his penetrating eye on Wun Lung. 
The little Chinee looked very penitent. 
  “Wun Lung! I am told that you have given Bolsover and Bunter rat poison in a pie. Is it possible that you have done such a foolish and wicked thing?” 
  Wun Lung velly solly.” 
  “Tell me the truth. What have you given them?” 
  “Lat-poison in pie. My pie—Buntee no light to takee my pip. If he leavee pie alone, Buntee no takee lat-poison.” 
  “Goodness gracious! An emetic must he administered at once!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in alarm. Bear up, Bolsover ; it is not too late! Collect yourself, Bunter. As for this wretched boy, he shall be instantly sent away from the school.” 
  Wun Lung’s face fell. 
  ‘Sendee Wun Lung away!” he exclaimed. 
  “Yes, at once, you wretched boy ‘ 
“ Wun Lung velly solly. Wun Lung velly bad boy—no tellee tluth,’’ said Wun Lung meekly. “ No wantee makee handsome Mr. Quelch velly angly. Wun Lung tellee whoppee.” 
  “What!”
  “Not lat-poison!” said Wun Lung cheerfully. “ That a whoppee. Wun Lung sayee lat-poison to flighten Buntee. Teachee no stealee pie. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob Cherry. “The little villain was lying! We ought to have known that. He can’t tell the truth if he tries.” 
  “And he never tries!” grinned Nugent. 
  Mr. Quelch grasped the little Chinee by the shoulder and shook him. Wun Lung wriggled. 
  “Tell me the truth, you—you extraordinary boy! What was it that you have administered to these boys?” 
  “Little powdee—Chinee powdee!” stuttered Wun Lung. “ Not dangelous. Me takee sometimes. Allee light! No dangel. Givee painee if takee too much; passee off in timee. Allee light.’’ 
  “Then why did you state that it was rat-poison?” 
  “Wantee flighten Buntee.” 
  “You—you young rascal! Have you no idea of the truth at all?” thundered Mr Quelch, very much relieved, and at the same time very angry. 
  Wun Lung shook his head. 
  “Me velly bad boy—tellee whoppee.” he murmured. “All Chinee tellee whoppee! No tellee tluth like English boy. Allee samee in China. Wun Lung velly solly. No wantee mkee handsome Mr. Quelchee angly.” 
  “The—the boy is incorrigible!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Do you know that you will be punished for telling lies, Wun Lung?” 
  “Velly solly.” 
  “I—I feel better now.” gasped Bolsover major, sitting up in the armchair. “Of course, I didn’t really believe the young rotter was telling the truth. You fellows needn’t fancy that I was frightened.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Bunter, you are very properly punished for taking a pie that does not belong to you. Wun Lung, you must not play such tricks; and I shall punish you severely for telling untruths. Follow me to my study.” 
  “Velly pleasee follow handsome Mr. Quelch.” 
  The Remove-master strode away, and Wun Lung followed on his track. So long as the Form-master’s eye was upon him, Wun Lung had looked meek and penitent, but he was grinning now. The little Oriental was as tough as leather, and punishment did not affect him very much. He had often shown an insensibility to pain that astonished his Form-fellows. 
  But a few minutes later loud yells were heard proceeding from Mr. Quelch’s study, which seemed to indicate that Wun Lung’s feelings had been touched at last. From the terrific yelling, it might have been supposed that the Chinee was being massacred. 
  “My only hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Quelchy is giving it to him this time ! Serve him jolly well right, for telling lies ! But, by Jove. he is going through it!”
  Yell, yell, yell! 
  Then the Form-master’s door opened, and Wun Lung came out, almost doubled up. Harry Wharton & Co. gave him sympathetic looks. The caning that had elicited such terrific yelling from the tough little Chinee must have been very severe indeed, they thought. To their astonishment, Wun Lung grinned as he rejoined them. There was no sign f pain in the expression of his yellow face. 
  “Have you had it bad?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  “Not muchee.’’ 
  “Aren’t you hurt?” exclaimed Bob, in astonishment. 
  “No hurtee.” 
  “Then what was that frightful row about?” 
  Wun Lung chuckled. 
  “Makee Mr. Quelch leavee off.” he explained calmly. “ If Mr. Quelchee keepee on, he hurtee Wun Lung! Wun Lung makee low— flightful low, and Mr. Quelchee leavee off whackee. Allee light.” 
  And the little as Chinee ambled away, leaving the chums of the Remove almost overcome by that sample of the wiliness of the Oriental mind. But the young rascal did not wholly escape punishment. Bolsover major, relieved of his fears, was himself again. He had kicked Bunter out of the study— to go and groan somewhere else, as he explained it—and he was waiting for Wun Lung. Bolsover major was still suffering from internal panes, but he was thinking less of them than of vengeance. As Wun Lung came sidling along the Remove passage, Bolsover major rushed out on him and 
seized him. And before Bob Cherry and Mark Linley could rescue the little Chinee from the grasp of the bully of the Remove, Wun Lung had suffered severely. They pitched Bolsover back into his study, and bore Wun Lung away to No. 13 Study, where he sank into the armchair and groaned. 
  “Ow, ow, ow! Wun Lung hurtee velly bad! Ow, ow!” 
  “Serve you right.” said Mark unsympathetically. “You shouldn’t tell lies!” 
  But Wun Lung only grunted in reply to that. 
           THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                     The Last Straw. 

“LOOK at that! Who’s done this?” 
  “My hat!” 
  “What blessed villain—” 
  “What howling rotter—” 
  “What unspeakable Goth and Vandal—” 
  Words failed the chums of the Remove. They frowned and gritted their teeth and clenched their fists with wild wrath. 
It was a sudden shock to them. Their looks were almost homicidal as they gazed at the destruction before them, and glanced round in search of a victim. 
  It was Saturday afternoon, and that afternoon the Remove cricket eleven were to play the Upper Fourth. Before dinner the juniors had been down to the pitch, and had rolled it, a matter they generally attended to themselves. The stumps were to be pitched soon after dinner; and when Harry Wharton & Co. came out of the School House, they strolled down to the cricket-ground. There was a surprise awaiting them—a most painful surprise, which enraged them as they had seldom been enraged before. 
  While the school was at dinner, and the grounds were deserted, some wily intruder had evidently entered the precincts of Greyfriars, and had attended to the cricket-pitch for them. The turf had been hacked up in the cruelest manner. Several hands had probably been at work, ant choppers and rakes had seemingly been used. The pitch was a wreck. As much damage as could be done had been savagely done. And the juniors gazed at the spoiled cricket pitch with feelings almost too deep for words. 
  “What utter beast has done this?” gasped Wharton. “What awful rotter—” 
  “Look there!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Sticking to the front of the pavilion was a notice in large capital letters: 
               VOTES FOR WOMEN!”
  The juniors stared at it. For the moment they could 
hardly believe their eyes. That any stranger could be 
idiotic enough to sneak into the place, and cut up their cricket-pitch, for no object whatever, seemed incredible. But the placard on the pavilion told who were the authors of this outrage. Miss Boxer’s noble army of militant Suffragettes in Courtfield were responsible for it. 
  During the past few days Zenobia Boxer & Co. had been very busy. The public cricket-pitch on Courtfield Common had been cut up.  The Courtfield golf-links had been damaged. The windows of the town-hall and the police station had been broken, and the editor of the “ Courtfield Times” had been walloped in his office by a strong-minded and extremely strong-limbed lady in search of a vote. But as nobody at Greyfriars had ever by any chance done anything to draw down the wrath of the militant ladies, the fellows had supposed that Greyfriars would keep clear of them. The Head had allowed the attempt to blow up the old tower to fall into oblivion, instead of prosecuting. Perhaps the rough handling of Joseph by the Greyfriars fellows had exasperated the Boxerites. Perhaps they felt that they were bound to do something to keep before the public. Perhaps they were simply advertising their great demonstration planned for that afternoon by a new crop of foolish outrages. Whatever their reason, they had cut up the cricket-pitch on Little Side, and the junior Form match was very much ‘‘off.’’ 
  Wharton could almost have cried as he looked at the torn and mangled pitch. A new thought came into his mind as he hurried into the pavilion, which was not locked. The stumps and nets were there, amid some of the juniors’ bats. Wharton gave a yell of wrath as he strode in. One of the first objects that met his view was his own favourite bat, hacked by a chopper. 
  “Look at that!” 
  “And look at the stumps!” howled Bob Cherry.  “Smashed, by gum!” 
  “And the net—slashed to bits!” 
  “Oh, my hat! The rotters!” 
  “The rottesses!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh mournfully. My esteemed chums, we shall not be able to play cricketfully this afternoon.” 
  Bob Cherry clenched his big fists. 
  “If they were here now.” he muttered, I’d—I’d——” 
  “No, you wouldn’t.” said Wharton moodily. The rotters know they’re safe, because we can’t hit them. They’re beastly mean!” 
  “I’d jolly well hit them, if I could get at them!” growled Balustrade savagely. “What are we going to do? Look at my bat!” 
  “Look at mine!” 
  “The pavilion ought to have been locked.” said Mark Linley. “But, of course, we couldn’t foresee——” 
  “We’ll keep it locked after this.” said Peter Todd. “After the horse is stolen it’s the usual custom to lock the stable door. Oh, what rotten luck! I wonder if they’ve been on Big Side, too?” 
  “Phew! I wonder!” 
  The juniors ran out of the pavilion. The First Eleven were meeting a visiting team from Redclyffe that afternoon, and if the pitch had been cut up it would be a more serious matter than in the case of the juniors. There was an excited group of seniors on Big Side, exclaiming and gesticulating. The raiders had evidently been there. 
  Wingate of the Sixth, with a pale and distressed face, evidently very much moved by the disaster, called out to Wharton: 
  “Do you know who’s been doing this, kid?” 
 “The Suffragettes, I suppose.” said Harry. “They’ve been here on our side.’’ 
  “It’s a rotten, dirty trick!” said Wingate, almost with tears in his eye. “What the deuce are we going to do when Redclyffe get here? Oh, it’s sickening!” 
  “They ought to be mobbed!” howled Loder. “ By George, if I found ‘em doing it, I wouldn’t stand on ceremony with the blessed cats!” 
  The seniors’ ground was in even worse plight than the juniors’. And, as if by way of a joke, the turf had been hacked up in the form of large letters, reading 
                     VOTES FOR WOMEN ! 
  Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth arrived upon Little Side, but there was no cricket to be played just then. Nor 
were the juniors thinking so much of cricket as of schemes of punishment to be wreaked on the marauders. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. returned to the School House, with black brows. They were furious. The injury was cruel 
and so unprovoked that they could be excused for feeling vengefull. The Removites held a wrathful meeting in the Rag, and Bolsover major had a suggestion to make. 
  “They’re holding a big meeting in the Assembly Rooms at Courtfield this afternoon.” he said. “Let’s go! They’ve mucked up our cricket. Let’s go and muck up their meeting!”
  “Hear, hear!” chorused the juniors. 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “That’s the best idea so far!” he exclaimed. “ If we all go we can pretty well muck up the meeting, I should think. We’ll take pea-shooters and mouth-organs and whistles and things, and keep up a frightful row all the time.” 
  “And get chucked out on our necks!” growled Ogilvy. 
  “They won’t find it so jolly easy to chuck us out.” said Bob Cherry.  “Dash it all! They go to other people’s meetings and muck them up. Why shouldn’t they be served the same?” 
  “Yes, rather!”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific, my esteemed chums.” 
  “We’ll get a crowd of the Fourth and the Third to go with us, and some of the Fifth.” said Nugent eagerly. “We’ll plant a hundred chaps on them. A hundred fellows who mean business can muck up a meeting easily enough.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Oh, shut up, Bunter!” 
  “But I say, really, you know, I’ve got an idea.”
  “Go and boil it!” growled Bolsover major. 
  Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at Bolsover. Bunter really had an idea, and as he did not often have one he was anxious to air it. Billy Bunter dearly loved the limelight, and he had thought of a scheme of securing all the limelight for once, with the eyes of all the Form upon him.  But
   “I say, Wharton——” he persisted. 
  “Oh, cheese it!” said Harry. “Gather up all the Form, yo fellows, and we’ll march down to Courtfield. Get as many of the other fellows as you can.” 
  “What ho!” 
  “I say, you fellows!” bawled Bunter. “I tell you I’ve got an idea for mucking up the rotten meeting. I tell you I can do it.” 
  “Well, get it off your chest!” said Wharton impatiently. 
“I don’t suppose it’s worth anything, but get it out. Sharp’s the word!” 
  “Look here, you fellows know what a splendid ventriloquist I am———” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” 
  “You fat duffer!” roared Bob Cherry wrathfully. “Do you think we’ve got time to stand here listening to your gas now? Go and chop chips! Biff him, somebody!” 
  “But, I say—I mean, I—” 
 Space is press “Never mind Bunter. Come on!” said Wharton. “Hold on a tick!” exclaimed Peter Todd, while Bunter was making frantic attempts to get a hearing. “Perhaps Bunter’s got something to say. I think I can see what he’s driving at. Silence for Bunter! Give him a chance.” 
  Nobody was willing to listen to Bunter; but Peter Todd was a person of greater weight, and the excited juniors paused. Bunter panted for breath. 
  “Now, get it out, Bunty!” rapped out Todd. 
  “I was going to say, you fellows know that I’m a ripping ventriloquist—” 
  “We’ve heard all that. Cut the cackle and get to the hosses !” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “You know how I imitated old Mossoo’s voice and got you fellows out of a scrape once? You know I can imitate anybody’s chirp—” 
  “Get to the point!” howled Bob Cherry. 
  “How can I get to the point when you keep on interrupting me?” snorted Bunter. “My idea is for me to take the lead in this affair—” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Bosh!” 
  “Come off!” 
  “Go home!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I mean I’ll come along with you and help.” amended Bunter. “ Get me a seat near the platform—one of you fellows can pay for it—and I’ll give ‘em some ventriloquial tricks. They’ve got delegates from other fool societies coming to jaw with them at the meeting, and if I begin on ‘em, you’ll see—” 
  “By Jove!” exclaimed Wharton, understanding at last. “ It’s not a bad idea. After all, the fat idiot is a ripping ventriloquist, though he can’t do anything else.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton ! It’s a gift, and——” 
  “I know it’s a gift, Tubby. If it required brains, you couldn’t do it.” 
  “Look here——” 
  “It’s a topping wheeze!” exclaimed Peter Todd. “We’ll take Bunter, and get him a seat near the speechifying platform. All the rest of the fellows can be packed in the back of the hall, and we’ll wind up the proceedings with a general row. Before we come away we’ll smash up every blessed thing we can lay our hands on.” 
  “Hurrah!” 
  “Come on, Bunter!” 
  “Don’t you begin a row till I’ve had my chance.” said Bunter. “ I tell you I’m going to make them sit up——” 
  “‘Nuff said! Come on!” 
  A quarter of an hour later, quite an army of Greyfriars fellows were marching on Courtfield, bound for the Assembly Rooms. Nearly all the Remove and the Fourth, and a crowd of fags from the Third and Second Forms, and Coker & Co., and a contingent of the Fifth, and Hobson & Co. of the Shell, streamed off to take part in the Suffragette meeting —more than a hundred fellows in all. Suffragette meetings in Courtfield had been very exciting of late, but it was pretty certain that that afternoon’s meeting would be the most exciting of all in the history of the Courtfield Branch of the Feminine Franchise and Explosive Union. 

           THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                    An Excited Meeting. 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. and the rest of the Greyfriars crowd reached the Assembly Rooms in Courtfield half an hour before the time fixed for the meeting. There was already a crowd outside the hall, and a considerable amount of   booing. The public were admitted to the meeting, but they seemed to prefer remaining outside and booing the various members of the militant society as they arrived. There were a considerable number of men in the hall, but very few of the gentler sex, when Harry Wharton & Co. obtained admittance, and they had no difficulty in getting good seats. The seats on the platform were as yet unoccupied; but they were to be occupied later by various delegates from other parts of the country, who had come to cheer on their Courtfield comrades with stirring tales of deeds done in various quarters, of golf-links cut up, and cricket pavilions burned to the ground, and windows smashed, and Cabinet Ministers ragged, and meetings interrupted, and houses blown up. 
  It was a great day in the history of the Courtfield Branch. Outside the hall there were a number of policemen keeping order. The unfortunate men in blue—some of them still bearing scratches won at Miss Boxer’s last meeting—were there to keep the public from anything more forcible than booing. These slaves of a corrupt and cowardly Government, as Miss Boxer described them, had their use, after all, even from a Suffragette point of view, for, but for the sturdy men in blue Miss Boxer & Co. would certainly have been sadly ragged as they reached the hall. As it was, there were several ugly rushes as the cabs arrived one after another; and two or three of the speakers came in with their hats battered or their coats torn, and, naturally, in a state of great indignation. With a process of reasoning peculiar to the advanced woman, they resented any interruption of free speech, excepting when they were themselves the interrupters. 
  The hall gradually filled. There were women of all ages, and all enthusiastic, most of them dressed in weird colours, and all of them hampered in their movements by uncomfortably tight skirts—that last and crowning proof of the superiority of feminine intelligence. Men came in in twos or threes; but from their looks it appeared that they had come chiefly to be amused, and not to be convinced. But there was a sprinkling of male suffragists. The seats filled, and the hall was crowded at last, the late comers finding standing room only. Then the seats on the platform were filled, the great Miss Boxer taking the chair. 
  There was a buzz from the Greyfriars fellows as they recognised Joseph Juggins on the platform—the pale young man who had taken part in the first raid on Greyfriars, and who had suffered so severely in consequence. 
  Miss Boxer opened the proceedings, presenting Mrs. Clubbem, a formidable-looking lady, who made a fiery speech, telling of deeds of daring in the way of ragging Ministers of the Crown, and calling on the women of Courtfield to “rise.”
  “What they were to do when they had arisen Mrs. Clubbem did not explain; and she forgot to mention what especial purpose would be served by their rising. But upon one point she was very clear and emphatic indeed, and that was that they were to rise. 
  And there was frenzied applause from all quarters, mingled with booing and groaning from the mere men, when Mrs. Clubbem sat down, breathless and extremely well satisfied with herself. 
  Joseph was the next speaker. Mr. Juggins had a somewhat simpering manner of addressing the audience, which was very pleasing to the feminine part thereof, but made the mere masculine portion sniff. And Joseph was interrupted. 
  Two or three juniors had been nudging Bunter, as a sign that it was time to begin; and Billy Bunter cleared his fat little throat and prepared for business at last. He had carefully studied and memorised the gruff voice of Mrs. Clubbem, and was able to reproduce it without difficulty. 
  “And I think all present will agree with me,” Joseph was meandering on, “ that the tine has now arrived for the conferring of the franchise on women! There are some, my friends, who recommend universal suffrage, which would mean the franchise of all women and all men. Such is not the object of our soceity. Far from it! Far be it from us to recommend votes for all women. We demand representation for the feminine intelligence and capacity of the country but
—for the women who matter. In a word, for the members of our society.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Upon this point we are determined,” went on Joseph unctuously; and this afternoon we are here to talk——” 
  “ Nonsense!” 
  If that interruption had come from the body of the hall Joseph would have smiled indulgently and proceeded. But it came from his very elbow, and in a voice that there was no mistaking. Joseph’s mouth shut suddenly like a rat-trap, and he stared helplessly at Mrs. Clubbem ove	r his glasses.  If
  “My dear madam——” he said feebly. 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  “ M-m-my dear—” faltered Joseph. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Pray do not interrupt the speaker, Mrs. Clubbem!” said Miss Boxer, in surprise, and in a tone of great asperity. 
  Mrs. Clubbem stared at her. 
  “I—I did not interrupt!” 
  “Yes, you did, you old parrot!” came a voice so remarkably like Joseph’s that Joseph stared round in helpless bewilderment, and wondered for a moment whether he had indeed spoken. 
  Mrs. Clubbem jumped up, red with wrath. 
  “What?” she exclaimed. “What did you call me?” 
  “Silly old parrot! Go home!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the audience, surprised and delighted by this disagreement between the speakers. “Go it, Joseph! Speak Up! Give it to her!” 
  “Did I come here to be insulted?” roared Mrs. Clubbem, in a stentorian voice. “Why, you miserable, pale-faced apology for a man!”
  “M-m-my dear madam—” gasped Joseph. 
  “Order! Order, I beg!” exclaimed Mrs. Boxer. “Mr. Juggins, you must withdraw that remark!” 
  “I—I—I—” 
  “You have applied an opprobrious epithet to Mrs.Clubbem, our esteemed visitor and colleague in the great work of abolishing the tyranny of man.” 
  “But I—I—I—” 
  “You must withdraw it, Mr. Juggins.” 
  And Miss Boxer sat down majestically. But her voice, to her own great astonishment, went on: 
  “Of course she is a silly old parrot and a fat duffer; but you mustn’t tell her so here.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Miss Boxer,” shrieked Mrs. Clubbem, “you are insulting! From this moment I disclaim and disown any connection with the Courtfield branch! Cat!” 
  “Madam—” 
  “ Cat!” 
  That offensive epithet was not really uttered by Mrs. Clubbem; but Miss Boxer did not know that a ventriloquist
was at work, and she was naturally indignant. 
  “Silence, madam!” exclaimed Miss Boxer, with a crushing dignity. “If you have no sense of the proprieties———” 
  “ Shut up!” 
  “Mrs Clubbem, how dare you address me in such a manner! I command you to leave this platform!”
  “Or I will throw you out!” came Joseph’s thin, meek voice.
  And Mrs Clubbem turned upon him like a fury.
  “You will thrown me out, you—lath!” shouted the fat lady.
  “I—I did not speak, I assure you!” Oh, dear, I—I must be dreaming!  My dearest madam, I do assure you—Oh—ow!” 
  Joseph backed away and dodged round the platform seats as the excited and indignant Mrs. Clubbem rushed at him.  The big lady is who had defied cabinet ministers on their own golf greens was not likely to be intimidated by the unfortunate Joseph.  But the truculent temper which had not yielded to forcible feeding was hardly likely to stand such a threat from the miserable Joseph.  It was in vain that Mr. Juggins yelled out in terror that he had not spoken.  The infuriated Mrs Clubbem chased him round the platform, and Joseph had to jump down among the audience to escape.
  There were yells of laughter, and shouts of “Go it!” from all quarters of the hall.  The women were shrieking, and the men laughing.  Mrs. Clubbem stood panting on the platform, glaring after the victim who had narrowly escaped her powerful hands.  Miss Boxer was almost in despair.  This meeting, which was to have marked an epoch in the history of the Franchise and Explosive Society, seemed to be degenerating into a commonplace “row” among the speakers.
  Mrs. Clubbem, calm yourself, I beg—” gasped Miss Boxer.      
 And the Greyfriars ventriloquist went on in the same voice:
  “Or I will pull your hair down, you cat!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Pull my hair down!” shrieked Mrs Clubbem.  “Miss Boxer, you forget yourself! But at least my hair could be pulled down! Your own could not, for it is false!”
  “The latter part of that speech was due to the ventriloquist.  But it had touched Miss Boxer on the raw, and she shook a big fist in Mrs. Clubbem’s face.
  But all the members on the platform were on their feet now, all speaking at once.  But Miss Boxer and Mrs Clubbem had forgotten the meeting and the great cause and everything else, excepting their mutual disdain and rage.  There was no further need for ventriloquist to infuriate them.  They were  face to face now, red with rage, and hurling the most discourteous remarks at one another.
  “My hair false, you—you wretched woman?  What of your own teeth?”
  “You—you low person! Away, or I will box your ears!”
  “Go it!” roared the delighted audience, as Miss Boxer clawed at Mrs. Clubbem, and Mrs Clubbem clawed back.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Pile in!”
  “Go for her mop!”
  “Give her beans!”
  The hall was in a state of the wildest excitement now.  All the members on the platform rushed upon the two infuriated ladies to separate them, but it was no easy task.  Anger was rising on all sides, and two or three more excited ladies joined in the clawing.  The platform was soon an excited mass of struggling and dishevelled womankind.  Both Miss Boxer and Mrs. Clubbem were shrieking for the police; but the police did not seem anxious this to arrive on the scene—for which they could hardly be blamed.
   “Hurrah!” Go it!” roared Bob Cherry, in great delight.  “Bunter, old man, you’re a giddy jewel!  This is topping! Go it!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Play up, Boxer!”
  “On the ball, Clubbem!”
  “This is where the fun begins!” chuckled Bolsover major.  “We’ll serve their giddy hall the same as they’ve served our cricket pitch!”
  “Yes, rather!  Pile in!”
  Some of the audience were streaming out of the doors.  With such wild excitement raging on the platform the rest were free to do as they liked.  And the Greyfriars fellows had come there bent on mischief.
  And mischief was soon raging far and wide.
  If the policemen had wanted to come in, they could not have done so, with the excited and hysterical crowd pouring out of the doors.  The hall was half empty by this time, and those who remained were mostly masculine.  They stamped and shouted, and yelled, and pitched over the chairs, and soon the crashing of glass was added to the din.  Joseph Juggins was spotted attempting to sidle out of a door, and a horde of juniors rushed upon him and seized him.
  “Bump him!” roared Coker.
  “Ow!  Help!  Please—yow—don’t—yah—Oh, oh!” 
  Bump, bump, bump!
  Joseph broke away, and fled for the platform, and an excited crowd followed him there.  The male members of the Franchise and Explosive Society had succeeded in separating Miss Boxer from Mrs. Clubbem at last.  Mrs Clubbem was carried away in hysterics, and Miss Boxer, who was made of sterner stuff, made an attempt to rally their followers and restore order.  But the invasion of the platform came at the same moment, and Miss Boxer, with her hair streaming wildly over her shoulders, strove in vain to stem the tide.  
   “Order, order!” she shrieked.  “Throw these ruffians out!  Police!  Where are the police?” 
  “Looking after their scratches, ma’am!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.  “O—ow—yow!” he added, as Miss Boxer smote him.  “Yarooh!  Paws off!  Oh, my hat!”
  The male Suffragists lined up desperately, and strove to clear the platform.  But they were collared and bumped and ragged, and were soon glad to take to their heels.  Not so Miss Boxer.  That terrible lady laid about her with undiminished pluck and energy, and as the juniors did not feel inclined to hit back in her case, they scattered before her.  The chairs on the platform had been smashed, and nearly every one but Miss Boxer had fled, and the Greyfriars fellows considered it was time for them to go, too.
  “I think we’re about level now!” grinned Bob Cherry, as they made for the doors.  “But by Jove, I wish Miss Boxer was Mr. Boxer—”
  “So do I!” groaned Nugent, feeling his head to feel whether he had any hair left.  “The awful old cat has clawed me!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The police had gained an entrance at last, and they were clearing the hall.  Harry Wharton & Co. marched off, feeling quite satisfied with the afternoon’s entertainment.  The Greyfriars fellows streamed out of the hall, some of them in a somewhat damaged condition, but all feeling exhilarated and triumphant. They had avenged the damage to the cricket pitch at Greyfriars.
  Outside the hall a great crowd was booing and hissing.  The boos and hisses redoubled, and were mingled with yells of laughter as a cab drove away with the unfortunate Mrs. Clubbem in it—showing only too plainly the signs of her conflict with the president of the Courtfield Branch of the Feminine Franchise and Explosive Society.  And there were more yells as Miss Boxer was seen, with much evidence in her personal appearance of the prowess of Mrs. Clubbem.
  “Well, it has been a giddy afternoon!” grinned Bob Cherry, as the juniors tramped away for Greyfriars.  “Perhaps after this the idiotic and hysterical union, or whatever they call it, will leave our cricket pitch alone!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!  Perhaps!”
  The juniors returned to Greyfriars in great spirits. But the Head of Greyfriars did not look at the matter in the same light as the juniors.  When he heard of the scene in the assembly rooms, he imposed a hundred lines upon each of the fellows who had been present, and added a severe lecture, which the juniors bore as philosophically as they could.  
  “Never mind! It was worth it!” said Bob Cherry.  “And lines or no lines, if they go for us again, we’ll jolly well go for them, and we’ll see who gets tired first!”
  “Hear, hear!”
And
         *          *           *           *          *           * 
  But the Courtfield branch of the Franchise and Explosive Society did not “go for” Greyfriars again.   
  The public dispute between Miss Boxer had Mrs. Clubbem bore its fruits.  The branch split into two rival camps on the subject—and the Boxerites and the Clubbemites were too busy ragging one another, for a long time afterwards, to have any time to spare for ragging anybody else.
  For which the Greyfriars fellows were duly thankful.  And they were glad to hear shortly afterwards that Miss Zenobia Boxer, her influence being gone, had left Courtfield for other fields of activity; and after the departure of that tremendous lady, the Courtfield Suffragettes ceased to be actively militant.  And for that great benefit to the town of Courtfield, and the district generally, the heroes of the Remove took the credit to themselves, though Billy Bunter, with his usual modesty, declared that it was to himself, and to himself alone, that there was no longer any danger of wild woman at Greyfriars. 
THE END.  
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