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Complete Tale of
Harry Wharten & Co,
at
1 Greyiriars Schoal,

THE GREYFRIARS
| CHRISTMAS PARTY! | gieds, |

Frank

=-=g.—-_—-nu—_ #g; — acvoere o TP Eﬂ t}
BHE FIRST CHAPTER. thex'll promize not to kill and wolf the | said, “Quelchy’s all right. T respect

Al From Cwversess !

r* AN'T be did, ol zcout,” -aid
‘ utff, shaking lis  head
salemniy.

it was to Harey Wharton

that Squif—otherwise, and_ at greater
bpgth, Bampson Eimm:j IHey Field,
fromy New Scuth Waleg—spoke.

Harry looked guite worried. )

“RBut it's got te be done” he said.
“We can fix it up, I'm sure. I cant
tuke the whole erowd home with nie-
we don't want Fishy, anyway—but
there's plenty of remn for You and
Browney and Delarey, and we shall all
be pver 3o glad to have you with us, you
knmrll‘:l
v 080 be did,” repeated the Aus
krabian junior, skl ﬁh':'l.l’.i.ﬂﬁ: his  head.
“It's no end good of you, Wharton, and
I don't mind saving for all three of us
that there's nothing in the wide, wide
world we'd like better if things were
different. I!m_théu!gﬁ ave as things are,
and oyr plans are ali cut and dried.”

“Wheys the matfer with you twol"”
gelierd  Herbert Vernon-Smith,  whem
Greyfriars, éalled the DBounder, conung
mp to them. Yoz both lsok uncom-
‘monly .eecfpus.  Not guarreling, 1 bope

el .
“ﬁﬁ%ly, Smithy! But this chap
has just et on that quite a little ecrowd
of chags are spending Christioas herp—
at Creyfriate! Mimd, I'm pot 1unning
Grevitars down; but
the place to spend Christmas

“1 ghould say mnot" replied the
Pounder. _
“T've suzeested that Squiff and

Browney aml Delarey should come home
xith me,’" said Wharton. . ‘

“Jolly. good way of fixing it up, if
you aek me! There's another, 1]111;:51;;.
1f they'll trust themselves in my hands
~I'm not saying the pater and b are
the livehiest of company, but [ dare =ay
we can Bnd something to amuose them

ar

“Cen't be did,” said  Soniff again,
And this time be added, to make him-
gelf clearer: “There are the other

chaps.” I
_ “I{":"'hat other chaps?™ inguired the
Bounger:

#Wun Tang acd his minor, little

Belvester—and Fishy. Thew're all stay-|
CORR 1

hg.
E:‘WEH. T bar Fishys,' said the Bounder
Fa;uhlv. “ 71 dan’t think the pater :.-ny]::l
‘tand Fishy, and [ wouldn't L. e to bring
down the old chap’s bald head in sorrow
fo the grave. But you ean surely bury
Fishy, or send him to the workhouse.
or ledss him  here, with Gossy 2nd
Mimbls for company.”

“ And. Christnias can't meaw much to
the Chinezo chaps,” gdded Tfarry.

 And it sn't senac to. saceihoe yourt
pelf  for s kid like Brlvester,” the
Bonnder said. “For that. matier] I
don't a hit mind hine WNot a bad kid,
and b sha'n't corrupt his morals now;
Vve reformed. 'l Go further. Wun
Larg and Hop-Hi can come, as long a2

it ain't exactly
at, is 17

does. ™

“*You're, n brick, Smithy, and Wiae-

ton’s anotner!” easd Bquiff. " Bub it
can't be did.” :
- M Oh, bring Fishy along, then! He's
the absolite limai,  Bot 1 think the
pater may survive him., On  second
thoughtz, theyll probakly met along
together Bke a howse on fire.  They'll
talk busitesz. Fieh's notions of business
vyt to tickie the old man no end.”

“Bat there are the Bt Jium's chaps,”
Sepudlt said.

“What the merry dickens Ias any 3t
Jimt’'s chap to do with it¥”

“{th, of eourse, you haven't leard
. Holmes has written ta the Head
to say that four of their fellows have 1o
put in the holidays at 8t Jim's—thay js,
unless he ecan arrange to take them in
here, Promises o reduen the compli-
mefit some other hols, I gather. Our
Head zent for me and Threwney and
asked us what we thonght—quite a_com.
pliment, eh? We were on it hke birds—
the more the merrier, and we'd mude
tip our minds aleeady that we were
going to be merey.”

“Who are the BL
asked Harry.

“ Noble—[ shall be joily glad to see
more of him! And Dane—another of
the right sort. And there's that Iudian
chap—Koumi Raeo. And an Anerican=—
chap named Finn, | don't know maog-
thinz about him."

“Sounds all right,” the skipper of the
Femove remarked, U DB=nt sn’t there
another Colemal there? Oh, I remom-
ber now—Clive, of course, nite a use-
ful half,™ :

*He's spending half dbe holidays at
Levizon's plaee, amd the other hall at
Cardew's—=0 Nobls says. -Bo we sha'n't
have hin. But, as you fellows must zee
now, there's no use o areuinz. It's all
fixed up, @ud the Hexd Las elready
written to Dr. Holines.” ]

Wharton and he Boonder saw that at
was oven -as Squill sakl. And Squif
seemed @0 choeery about it that theré was
not really much cause for them to worgy.
It was extremely unlikely that the eleven
thus gathered together would have a dull
time. Protty miserable for any fellow
staying alone—not much better fer only
two or three—but with a number lihe
that a jolly enongh time éould be spent.

“Well, the Hezd's a decent obd sort”™
vemarked Harry., “I shanld think he
counld be quite joilly ab Chreistmesdime.
And Mrs. Locke's one of the veey best,
And there will be the givls, too—Niss
Rasy and Litle Molly: they'l help to
malee it all right.”

€ A8, they  won't,” answered Sgpnffs
“They're all going away.”’

“ Buk you chaps can’t be lefi here un
yoir awrs ' osaud the Boonder,

“Wea're not to be” Sl
“Proniva staving.”

“fit™ was afll Wharton feund to say
to-tnat.

Akt ba worse,” =iid the Bounder.
¥ Better Prouty than Hacker oy Capper.
Tetter than Queloby, I shonld say.®

“I don’t know abeut thet Squiff

Jim's wisibors?”

veplicd.

unebéss you worry D,

(Juelchy like anything. DBut I don't
mind admitting that 1 don't think him
a very heoliday zort of old bulier. DPer-
Bap+ Peoily will be better. He's got
more o i him when he is pgoing, and
when be ain't Le settles down with his
cigar and a paper and den’t worry you
¥es I think
Prouty will do.  OF couree, we shall
Elrﬂn:i'r[:z himy carefully; 1 shell look after
nat. :

“Well, as it's all et and doied,, we

can't  upset 11," azaid  the  Bounder
pleasantiy.
*I'm gE:uE vl R T '|J;|g ]uk:_.'.

If he !'ll“ koo that Koumi Rue waa
coming it mizht hove made him foel
that it was up to him to stop, ton.  Andd
we should miss Inky np emd. T wouldn't
be a real Christmas witheut his Jdusky
old fave an:d his superior brand (f
En$|i5h.” '

The Famous Five were all Eaoked 1o
spend the first fortuigot of the holida=s
at Wharton Lodge,

“Hizhy will be the flv n the eini-
moent,” the Bounder sand. “{an’t s.m
swop him for a uman box, B, o
give him awas?"”

“SBhould have to give a premium with
him. Want all the ca-h we've gor,  He
sides, he promises faithiolly to be on Lis
best behaviour and never to atfeinpr as
mnch as one single, solitary deal with
the. St Jim's chaps. Oh, 1 think Fi:hy
will be all serens.”

“Foure a2 confirmed oplinust, 5 uiff,
old top ™

“Well, T ¢lo rorken to kesp asmilisg.
I suppesa that’s about the same tling,
translazed into Euglish, ain'e ™

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Eunter's Geperous Offer!

i HEAR you are staying here for
Clistmas, Squedff,” sad Williaoy
{zzorge Bunter, rolling iute the
study which the Australian junior

shared with Johony Bull and Fishier T,

Fish.

*You do hear things, Bunter, no njs-
take!” replied Bguiff gravely.

“Yoi, | orather pride mvself on beines

better nformed than mest chaps," zig

the Owl of the Remove fatuouely.

Johony Bull, whoe was -1m-,:!~;ing ]
srunted.

‘AW, I notice vour Leotliees are tiod
up ! Bouiff  sad.

T 0h, really, B, var da talk ovot!

What's that saob 1o Jdo with Y™

Y Depencs upen wlere von L Ceny, ™
wrnnted -.]'!'-lhﬂ:‘lﬁ'. who woierstooed MO

f-‘.'il*ﬂ'!.' 1!1IE L‘m‘nﬂ':l|L'.-;H:|r:r-.-.|:]|1_‘_{.

*1 don't sen af, ut 1 sunpose it's

right, Squifl ¥ o

As Ball zavs o, 1 tlhiink
dopend upon if, Bunter.”

“But I don’t weean what Boll savs, |
con't take any notize of Bull!™ snid the

Owl loftily,

Johnny clanced to be on his kuees, and
tiiere . would be tine to flee if he
abiempted assault.

von Ny



Next Monday.

“What do wvou mean?” Soqulf n-
quired, ““Does this all lead up to a pro-
posal that I shall cash for you a postal-
order that has somehow gone wrong in
the post, through so many bloaters
having soft roes thean days, or the rise
in the price of matches and tea and
bhings, or—"

“Ahem! As a matter of fack—"

“Can't deal on that basis, Bunty.
Call it a mntter of fiction, and then we
shall be starting faie”

“Oh, don$ rot! Is it right that you're
staying here for the holidays?"

“It is. Ddn't invite mo to the marble
halls of your noble relitives, Bunty,
becausa I can’t come, and T should hate
to disappoint the Duke de Pawnshop

Bunter or the FEarl Bath-choieman
Bunter!™
“]—I— Oh, see .lmre, Sanif¥, we've

always been pals—

“First I've heard of it,” murmured
Souwilf.

“And—and oh, look here!”

“I'm lecking. I think I can stand it
filty seconds or so longer, But don't ask
Johnuy to look, too. It's too much for
& chap with lLis delicate constifution.”

Johnny grunted apgain,

“I'm not talking to Bull. In fact, I
may say that I am not in the lpast inter-
psted in DBull. The fact ts—-"

“Don’t  strain  yourself, Dunty!
Fiction’s easicst for a fellow with your
romantic imagination.”

“Won't you ever stop rotting? Ol
really, Squiff, I'm serious! Look here,
I'll stay with vou, if you lile!"

It was out now. Jobnny Dull varied
hia comment. This time he snorted.

“What's the merry little game,
Bunter?" asked Squiff,

He knew that BDunter was always try.
ing to push himself into parties for the
holidays. But this was not an ordinary
holiday-party. No one could have ox-

scted even Bunter to be koen on

‘hristmas at school,

#I—=T—it ain't nice to think of you
here all alone, Soquiff!”

o !wa’]l:;' kind of vou, ald top! But,
youu zee. L sha'n't be alono. Tishy's
staying.”

“Fighy " echoed Bunter—if an echo
can be contemptuous., I should think
you'd rather have me than Fishy!”

“Dunne,” replicd Squilf,  *“Jobhnny,
which would be wour choice—amallpox
or chaolera?”

“Which is Bunter?” growled Johnny.
“Tell me that, and I'll choose the
pther !

“Thon there are Drown and Delaroy,”
went on Sguiff, “and Wun Lung and his
minor, and little Sylvester. They ain't
much, of course—compared with 2 scion
of the house of DBunter de Bunterpup.
But they'll be kind of company for me
it I got feeling lonely.”

“Well, I don't mind any of them
except Fishy,”™ said Dunter generously,
“I dare say it can be arranged, as yow're
g0 kean on it, Sguill.™

“Oh, ain't I keen on it—just!” mur-
mured Bquiff  rapturcusiy.  “I could
jump for joy!"

“1 don't know that anvthing neced be
said to the Head., T've heard that he's
going away,” continued the fatuous Owl.

Prouty, or whoever is in charge, won't
know ¢that I'm staying—er—out of
sharity, as one might say, and not Le-
sawse I have to.  Ahd the little I eat
won't ba noticed.™

“ Notk likely [ said Beguiff, with a shake
of his heed. * You won't get anything

jo eat, you see—not what you would call

I'll bet they |

m‘y'l:hlng.’

*Eh? Oh, rot, Squiff! I’
o you jolly well! The Hoad's sure to
give orders for that. And you don't
odtch old Prouty going short, either,”
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E' The visitors for St. Jim's ] (See Chapter 9.) ,

“You can't have heard of the experi-
ment, Bunter.”

“What experiment?” asked Bunter,
with eyes almost goggling out of his
head behind his big glasses.

“¥ou know thaxt Pronty’'s a patriot?”

“I know he makes out he 15"
answored the Owl cautionsly.

“Well, then, have vou heard about the
new condensed rations?”

“Oh, what rot! Nobody wanis to be
rationed—especially at Christmas, And
as for condensed rations I like to feel
what I've eaten inside me.” ~ ]

“And to awell wisibly after it,” said
Sguiff. *1 know, old thing! Well, it
can’t be done with these rations. One of
their chief features is that they are so
nasty that the biggest pig going——"

“Bunter, {'rinstanca!” put in Johnny
Bull.

“That even you, Buniy, couldn’t eat
moro than a few mouthfuls. DBuet, having
gob it down, and kept it down—I may
add that that has been found djl’ﬁnultﬁy
some of the oxperimenters—having
rorged it and not been ill, I saye——m"

“Ugh! It sounds Dbeastly!”
Bunter, shuddering.

“ Tt nourishes a chap no end—simply no
errd,” Bquiff said solemnly. * There you
are! OF course, a fellow would not choose
to have his turkey condensed and tasting
like a mixture of senna-tea and euca
lyptus; but a chap's patriotic or he isn't

atriotic, and there you are! When

‘routy leads the way, who can refuse to
follow '

“ But vou don't mean o say

“] don't mean to say another word.
Strickly speaking, 1 ought not to have
told you anything about it. We're not
talking. Just to go threugh with it like
patriots, and not brag—that's the game!
I do think you ought to be in it. You're
a particularly eligible sort to experiment
upon. It isn't to be expected that you
can keep all your fat; but it won't hurt
vou to lose a few stones. And while we
akinny chaps may starve—only through
difficulty in keeping the stuff down, you
know—thers ain’t any doubt about its
nourishing propertiea if you once get it

sa1d

"

faicly stoewed in the hold. You'd be all
right, anyway. You could live on your
reserve stock—like the giddy canmeel, you

know, Bunty!"”

“¥ou'll all bas like comels,” said
Johrmy Bull; “far you'll all jolly well
have the hump, that's a dead cert!”

~ Johnny spoke as if he knew all about
it, and any lingering doubls Bunter may
have haod were dispelled, Dunter should
ave had doubts, for all Greyfriars knew
what an inveterate spoofer Squiff was.
But tha Owl had at times & capacity
ior belief even more wonderful than his
capacity for food.

“I—IL don't think I could stand that,
Souiff,” he said dolorousty,

*“Oh, don't say that, Bunter! Tt would
be easier for you than for the rest of us,™
- “Look here, I'll bet Fishy ain't gnEﬂE
in for any blessed experiment like that!?

“Tll admit that Fish doesn’t know
that he is,” Bquiff said calmly. “ But
that's no odds. Since the United States
came into the war, running on the high
speed, with their tails up and the fags
Aying, Fishy's position has changed some,
I rather gueszs an’ calenlate. He’s no
longer a ‘nootral.” When the War
Office and Mr, Prout give orders, Fishy's
just got to buck up and lock shippy. I
nin’'t saying ho must look pleasant,
becatse we don’t ask impossibalities of
any chap. Would you like to sample the
stufl now, Bunty?"

“Yeg—no—vyos, I meant™

Bunter had special roasons of his awn
for preferring Groyfriars to home. The
stuff might not be so bad, after all. Ha
might even like it. And if the rest
didn't—why, so much the more for
William George Bunfer!

To Johnony Bull's surprise Squiff pro.
duced from his pocket pa slahq{:-l' a-:-?'na-
thing which bere a resemblance in look
to tolfee.

Bunter {ooked at it doubtfully. Coer
tainly it might be nasty—on the other
hand, it might not. It had a slight smell
in no way, like toffee, and not in the

leaat etising.
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“Don't take a biyg bite, Bunty, There's
two dave' rations lere, ™ aid Squff.

s I—;—v J.ook Jin:n‘-, Johnny old
chap, will you try it?” .

“No, thanks! T'mi going home with
Wharton. Don't want to be measured
for a wooden suit direetiy T get there |

“It's not poiscn,” said Squilf. " You
shouldn't exaggerate, old zcout. T don't
say the flavoor's wnice, Dbut at's not
poisoncus. In [act, I don’t know that
ou can keep it down Iﬂ}:g‘ enough to
i’;urt you even if I it was

“[t doesn't sounmd mnice,” remarked
Johnny. « “Good enough for Bunter,
though, 1 dare say.” . ) :

“Take a nibble, Bunty:™ =aild Squilf,
holding out the stuff in an encouruging

way. h
G ]—— Lot me have a look :1}% it,
Squill! Let me take it in my hand.’ :
“That's where your reputation’s

amainst you, old chap. You——"

o Well, 1 seppose ' not pig enough
.tu rr

“Yeou may know the limits of %'cur
own piggishuess, We den't. We have
never yet found them.”

“They don’t exist!™ suid Johuny Dull
very positively. _ _

Hut it appeared that Johnny was
wrong, There weve bounds to the grecd
of Bunter.

He did not want two mouthiuls of the
daff proffored him,

Te did not ewallow even ihe one he
hael taken, 1le pot vid of it with greater
despateh than poiitopess,

COw-yow ! Warenel !, Vou heast,
Bouiff ! Ow! I's thﬁrrmﬁ:iﬂ&b—-——_” ‘
“You reaily don't think yveu'd like it
at three meals o dav. then, Boepter 27

“¥ah! 1 don't Leliove it] It's all a
pack of lies! Yon aven’t coing to grub
an that! Bo: T don’t eave ! T wounida't

stay with you now, not if you asked me o
on vour bowled vyes, with trars in your
kneeg !

And Bunter holted,

“Unsay them worde, ernel fair one, or
see me fall lifeless ot vour foet ! called
Squiff after hin.

Wi hat was the stufl, Squill ¥ asked
Johnry Dull.

“Only vesin. T don't beliewe iCs so
bad as afl that, either.”

“But you hadn't gol it to eat ¥

“Well, hardly. Only for the strings of
my fiddle, ™ _

U1 didn’t know vou could play the
fiddle,” Johnny sand, '

“ 1 don't know swhether T ean or not.
You see, I've never tried yot,” replicd
Squiff.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Sammy Bunier is Hartl

IIE coldlulness of the estegmesd
weather s dispusting '™ said
Hurrco Joamsct Ram Singh,

T

Nabob of Bhavipur, in his
weird and wonderiul Enghish,
Mo one else scemed to be fnding fanlt

with the weather, At worst it was
seasonakle. The frost had !w%un some
days earlier; but it had pariially given,
and #hore had been 2 heavy Tall of snow.
MNow 1t was freezings hard arain, while
the snow was still piled in great drifis,
and all the trees wore a rafnes:t of white,

The frost had not been intense enough
to allow of skating G that dav. And oof
that duy most of . the fellows at Grey.
friars had no thouzhe of shatiug, for thes
were off home for the holidays,

IMome for the helldars!

The four simple words speak volumes to
the srimr:ul‘uﬂ%;

And what better halidars than those at
Chritmas? The long sumuier hreak has
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its charms—thé seaside or the river, the
camp or the caravan tour, cricket, tenms,
long, hot duys. DBut think of all that
Christmas means—the family reunion, the
festive board, partics, charades, or even
amateur  theatricals, ﬂmtmf: footer,
hockey, a day or two with the rabbifs,
presents, On the whole, one fancies the
votes of the majority go for Christmas!

Aready somo of the home-goers had de-
parted. But these were oniy the fellows
who had such long distances to go that
they myst tumble cut of hed while yet the
day 1'133 not even begun to dawn, and get
down t¢ the special carly breakfast pre-
pared for the first irain boys. For the
rest there was no rieiug-hefyl, and break-
fast was af nine; but, of course, most of
them, since they were allowed to stay in
bed longer, didn’t want to. Even Billy
Bunter arisen with the lark—if the
lark arises about 7.30 in December—
and had gone in_to breakfast with the
first-train hoys, It is true that he was
not travelling by the first train, and that
he was to be seen in his seat again at nine
o'clock ; but these are mere details.

Neither Bunter nor his miner Sammy,
of the Becond, Iooked very jovful, Some-
thing bad happened to cast a damper aver
their home-going. But no one know
what that something was, and no ane
asked. No one, in fact, was taking much
notice of Billy and Sammy, -

A long slide—a slide sach as is seldom
scen=—hod been made in the playground,
and ‘down this a long row of fellows went
whizeing, to run back again to the start-
ing-point when they reached the ond.

“Come along, Wingate, old sport!™
cried Bob Cherry,

_Bliding would have been beneath the
dignity of George Wingate, captain of
Greylriars, at an ordinary time. Not
that Wingate stood excessively on his dig-
nity., Butb there aro some things a Sixth-
Former, and, sbove all, the captain, doca
not do.

But to-day was a day like no other day,
and Wingate joined in, and went carcer-
ing down the slide with all the joyous
abandon of a junior. -

Courtney and Gwynne followed him,
and even Walker and Valence, after a
moment’s  hesitation, joined up. But
Loder and Carne stood by with sneering
faces.

ITurree Bingh aleo stood by, though not
sneering, rosty weather did not suic
]:nkg.r. He could be happy in the dog-
daysy but his .Iﬂgmta had rather a ten-
deney to fall with the thermometor,

Eagxmyl B}i:nter stood by, toeo, blue-
noaed and shivering, The other fags
called to him in vain &

“Come along, Hammy, you shiverin
tadpole 1" yelled Dicly Iﬂugent. P&

“He's afraid ! scoffed Gatty.

“Leave the mugwump alonel” said
Tubb of the Third authoritatively.
“He'd only mess things up if he tried to
Join an it .

“Do you think we're taking orders
from you, Tubby ! retorted Dicky, “1f
vou dom’t coine, Samivel, I'm coming to
feiicl% jrm:T!’?L ,

"Yow! Lemme alone! I don't want
to slide | burbled the fat fag.

But, of course, Dicky did not lst him
alone. Ile came behind, and canght
Sammy E{y the coliar; he rushed him on
to the slide, regardless of the éonvenience
of these behind, and pave him a lusty
shove,

Sammy started with his face in the
right direction, of course. But it would
not stay so. SBammy did what the ner-
vous and hesitating elider so often docs,
He began to slow round, -

And as ho slewed round he howled.
The rest were pressing behind him—too
fast for poor Sammy, Dicky Nugent,
Gatty, Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, Rake,
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Wingate Courtney,  Vernon-Smith,
Harry Wharton, all came on, and behind
thom wora more. and ¢ver more,

“Yow-ow! Don't! 7T shall be over '™
wailled SBammy, faced ri{'iht round now.

“ Easy behind, there }” yelled .Johnuy
Bull, “'We don't wa m .

“GZet on, you fathead " ghrilled Dicky
Nugent, ]

Sammy would have got on if he could,
though he would have preferred to gek
off. But he was helpless,

And now came the crash!

“Yooop !"” howled Dicky.

“Wow [ sang out I}a.ltgg._

“Oh, my hat!” growled Johnny Bull,

“Hallo, ha—" '

Bob did nct finish. He was down, cn
top of Johnny, who, in turn, was pressing
down Gatty, whose face had smitten the
back of Dieky Nugent's head with =&
mighty smite, and Sammy was under
Phcky |

And now theze behind were piling
themselves aon the top of the heap. ake
came, and Wingate and Courtney. But
the Bounder was warned im time, and
threw himself aside, and those behind
him did likewise, though not all of them
kept their fect as ho and Harry did.

Dicky Nugent was a light-weight.
Fven the addition of Gatty was no more
than Bammy could have borne. Ie bad
been buried under more in many a Form-
room rough-and-tumble,

But Johnny Bull was selid, and Bob
wag not exactly a feather-weight. Rake
helped to add some few stones, and Win-
gate—a man in size—and Courtney con-
tributed liberally, though not wi ingly.
1t really looked as though Sammy was in
grave peril, '

He was not yet dead, howover. That
much was evident by the cries that pros
ceeded from the bottom of the heap,

“Yaroooch! Yon're squ-squ-squashin
me! Gerroff ! I'll bite you if you dﬂﬂ%
gerroff, Nugent minor, you beastly kid 1

“Better for you you don’t, you [at
worm! Woooocop! Gatty, you silly
chum L

“Chump yourself! Ow-yow! They're
all on top of ma! Bull, you beast—*"

“What the merry dickens arc yon
doing, Bob, you idiot '

* Look here, Rake——"

“Yowl 1 say, Wingale, you're
heavy 1
Courtney struggled wup, laughing.

Wingate rose to his feet, and Rake and
Bob and Jobnny and Gatty and Nugent
minor lost no time in doing likewise,
But Sammy did not arise, He lay there,
gaspmg_‘ and gurgling, and making &
fetermmed attempt to go black in the
noe,

“0h, dear! I'm injured inside—I'm
dying ! he wailed.

]-:._”Elurruh.'” shouted the tnsympaihetio
icky.

“T say, though, the kid may be hurt,”
said Wingate, wi g}:z&am CONeern.
“Clear ont of the war, Nugent mingnl
Now, then, young Bunter, where are you
hurt 1 i

" Here—it's horrible !” pasped Sammy,
putting his right hand on an cxceed-
mgly tight waisteoat.

* Everybody knows that!"” said Gatty.
“ Bunter minor's tummy is a disgrace to
the Form!™

HChut wp!™ snapped Wingate, down
on hiz knees now, and sorry that he had
vielded to the teraptation to slide. “Can

vou get up, kid?”

“Nun-na!™ Hammy gasped pathedi-
cally. I ean't stir—I think I'm all
hrnﬁen, Wingate !

“Rubhish! Just you try! It's only

the wind knocked out of you!”
“1—T1 thirk I onght to have something
to got my strength up first, Wingata l”
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“Brandy, do vou mean? I don"t sup-
pose anyone here has got brandy.”

‘But Wingate directed: an inquiring
glance at Loder. It was st least possible
that Loder’s pocket held a fiask, and that
the ﬂusk-heldp apirits of some kind.

“MWunno! I don’t like brandy—ex-
cept on plum-pudding. I think I could
eat 2 ham-sandwich, Wingate—a big
eno!"

“You gorging little toad:™ roaved
Wingats, as he yanked the fat fag to his
feat.

Bammy went off snivelling. Possibly
be was hurt; but his internal injuries
could scarcely have been serious if the
medicing they called for was a ham
sandwich !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunler's Sétret !

% Bunter minor took his wailful
A way into the Schoolt iouse, his
major and Frank Nugent came

out topether.

They came out together in a manner
that looked, at firat sight, quite affec-
tionate, “Billy Bunter was clinging to
Frank's arm as if ke loved him. Perhaps
for the moment he believed that he did.
Bunter could feel affectionate when he
antertained hopes of gelting somelhing
out of somebody.

But the affection, if there, was very
ana-sided.  Frank did not in the least
love Bunter, and a second glance might
have revealed the fact that he was trying
to withdraw his arm from the grip of the
Owl,

He succeeded at the moment when
they met Sammy.

“What's the matter, Sammyz?" asked
Frank. He was by no means hard-
hearted, and he barred Sammy Bunter
rather less than he did ‘Billy, probably
bpeause he saw less of him. Thern was
lesa to soe, for the matter of that, but
only because Willlam George had had
the start, and new, when Bammy was
doing his lavel best to cateh up, the war
had come along to spoil his chances,

“I—I'm all sguashed inside, Nugent—
horrible!” replied Sammy dolorously.

"';[:Thal: sounds bad. How did it hap-

Tl

“Oh, really, Nugent! I can't think
why vou go troubling about that silly
kid when I'm talking to you! As I was
anying—-"

“8illy kid woursell!' barked Sammy.
1t you'd had what I have you'd have
shammed death till you'd wangled some-
thing out of somebody, I know [

It was likely. Promiging as Sammy
was, he had not yet achieved the heights
of wangling upon which William George
gat enthroned. When he had tried to
persuade Greyfriars that he had lost his
memory, the Second had seen through it
on the instant. Billy had apoofe
whole achool.

And Bammy had not even managed so
little a3 a ham-sandwich out of the much
E‘_IiﬂI'E roal catastrophe which had befallen

.
“Well, what have you had?” inquired
Nugent, “You do look a trifle squashy,
but you're all there still.*

“T'wve been over on a alide with half

the school on top of me!™ said Sammy,
with a gulp of zeli-pity. It waa your
minor'a fault, and—— Oh, dry up, Dilly,

vou fat beast! T'm talking to Nugent!”

“{fo and eat coke, vou cheeky littls
prize porkeri” snapped the Owi. “As 1
was saving, Nugent "

:j"fc}ur bLrother Dicky did it, Nugent,
.'_'H'I _._-_'!J

“Wharton thinks ne end of you, and
oguite richt, too! Yon and I ara really
his beat ¢he~+ Do you remember what

the.
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vipping times we used to have when we
werg all in No. 1 together? If you were
to tell him that ydu particularly want me
to be ncluded in his party 2

“But that would be a lie!"
Frank. “I don't like telling lies!”

“0Oh, really, what does a lie or two—1
mean, it wouldo't really be anything of
the szort, because at heart—at heart, 1
say—you're really quite pally with me!”

“¥ah! Trying to get out of Aunt
Becky !” sneered that unpleasant young
person, Bunter minor., ‘“I'll tell her!™

It was a Parthian shot. Sammy had
given up hope of inducing Frank to starid
anything as o consolation for the ill-
domg of his minor:; and now he went in
haste, thinking it best to get speedily
ocut of reach of his brother.

“All right! Just you waik till I get
hold of yon, Bammy!™

“¥ah! You're too fat to run!" came
the anawar.

“What's it all abount, Bunty?” asked
Nugent, his curiosity aroused.

“I'll tell you, Frank, as you're my best
pal—next to Wharton, of course. I
haven't told anyone, thuugh Todd was
very inquisittve about ik, Buat I don't
like inguisitiveness—I think it'as bad
form, don't yvou?”

“Perhaps, Buntor! But I shouldn't
have thought you'd have zeen that!"

“I'm misundorstoed., Therp nevor was
a chap more risunderstood than I am!”
said Bunter pathetically. * There's Aunt
Rebecea, now—she's father's sister. She
don’t lilke me a bit. Sneers at me because
she says I'm [fat—Dbeing as skinny as a
Maypole herself, she don't like people
who are—-er--well made and plump. But
ahe makes quite a favourite of Bammry,
and he's fatter than I am, the young
boast !*

“ And she's coming to stay with you for
Christmas, I suppose?” said Nugent.

“No, she ain't. She's there already,
and the mater says she don’t know when
she'll clear out. You ses, she lent the
pater money £

“Your mater did?”

“Wo, fathead! Aunt Becky. of course!
So she's planted herself on us to take
it out in board and lodging.”

“ Well, that ain’t unreasonable, if she
can't get it any other way.

“Oh, really, Nugent! What price

said

me

“It doesn’t make much difference to
1Q"mu. I suppoze. You don't have to pay
or her grub. ™

“PBut anybody might think she had
to pay for mine!” groancd Bunter.

“Perhapas she reckons she has™

“SBhe prudges me every mouthial I
eat. It's awful! T don't know what sort
of a Christmas dinner we shall have,
Lt T jolly well know one thing—I sha'n’t
get half as much as I want—no, ot &

uarter! She's worse than ffty Food
ontrollersi™

The tragedy of Bunter! Enowing
Bunter as he did, Frank Nuogent felt
some slight sympathy. But it was too
slight to have any eflect upon his actions.
Bunter was not wanted at Wharton
Lodge, and if Harry Wharton were aveak
onough to let him come—and Harry
had been weak in this way more than
once out of sheor kindnoss of haart—he
would only repent it later.

“1'N give you—"

£ Oh, thanks awfully, Wogent! I know
what a peneroug chap vou are!”

“ Some pood advice ! {inished Franl.

“0Oh!™ said Bunter dizsmally,

“Aake up to vour aunt. Boe polite to
her. Let her foel that she's an honoured
and weleamea guest, After all, she's partly
human, T supposs, even though she waa
born 2 Bunter!"

“% wu don't know Aunt Rebeceal!™ in-
terjece d the woeful Owl

‘more, Buntyi Thanks!

One Penny. b

“Restrain that greed of yonrs: After
all, T suppose you can enjoy yourself
without betng an absolute pg!"”

“Then you asuppose wrong, because I
can't! I mean, that’s all very well,
but-—-"

#raff said! You mar as well make
up yvour mihd that you're going home,
beczuse you certainly ain't coming with
us. There are five objectors to that, and
there ain’t one of them that objects more
strongly than I do. If I could get Whar-
ton to toke vou by & nod of the head
I'd sit in a draught till I got a giddy stiff
neck, for fear 1 might give the signal
by accident [

“¥ah! You're a beastly
Nugent !

“And you really don't love me any
Lizive my com-
ﬁlim;:mts to your Aunt Rebecca, and tell

er you need dieting—1I say so!"”

rolter,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Inky Is Renlly Hurf!

TT in the quad sliding was sl

O going on merrily. The fags had

gat to work to construct a rew

slide by the side of the first one,

and now that they had got it into some-

thing like going order they found the

rest using it—up one slide ard down the

other being much livelier than running
one way.

The Sixth-Formers had cleared out,
but the ranks of the sliders had been
reinforced by a contingent of Filth,
Shell, and Upper Fourth fellows, includ-
ing  the magnifcent Coker, the burly
Hohson, the musical Hosking, and the
lordly Temple, accompanied, of course,
by Dabney and Fry.

Temple went up and down the slides
like onie who is condescending ; but Coker
wag 28 keent as any fag, and as loud in
his keenness.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Come on,
Franky!" roured Bob Cherry.

“Wi:em have you been?"” asked Harry.

“Giving Bunter consolation and good
adviee,” roplied Frank, with a grin.

“What Bunter neads i3 exercise,” pro-
nounced Coker.  “Come along, you fat
eriminal "

“Oh, T'll come fast enough!" said the
Owl. *I bet I can beat you at sliding,
Coker! You're clumsy!”

“Wha-a-at?" gasped the great man of
the Fifth,

“Clamsy, I said! Oh, gerrout of the
way, Inky! He's after me!"

Hurrea Shgh had joined the sliders
now, and was no longer quite so chilly
a3 he had been. He allowed Bunter to
dodge round him, and refrained From
ein I{}Fing his agility in getting out ol
Coker's way. Bunter was Bunter, and
Inky did not love Lim: but Bunter was
of the Remove, aod, therefore, to be
backed up more or less az againat Coker.

Cthers saw the matter in the same
light, and Coker had to twist and twirl
frantically among apparéntly immovable
objects which had a few moments before
been active juniors. But Coker was
dogzed, and ho stuclk to the pursuit,

unter reached the end of the slide,
and ran on towards the gales. Coker
followed.

It really locked nz thongh Coker was
2 little bit clumsy. Bunter dodged back,
and cluded his cutstretched arm. Bunter
could not thus have dodged a Removite.

But Coker had the logs of Bunter. He
swning round, and gained fast on the
Cwl.

“Yoop! Ilelp, vou chapz!” Lowled
Buunter, .

Gut the rest wera all speeding down
the slide.
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There scemed nothing else for it,
though perhaps only Bunter would have
done so silly a in%

He burst right through the ranks of
the slidere, and Coker came after him.

Bunter gol through, bringing Ioky
with & crash to the ground.

Coker did not. He fell on top of Inky.

“Yah! Serve you right!" yelled
Bunter, sz the rest proceeded to pile
themselves to the number of ten or so
upon the prostrate two.

They could not help it. They had been
going down the slide with a rare swing
and rush, and were sprawling before they
realised what had happened.

Then down went the lordly Temple,
and down went Harry Wharton. On
Harry’s back fell Hobson, and his legs
lunged wildly, and one of his feet took
Tom Drown in the neck as Tom went
down, too—but net immediately on top
of Hohzon, for Hosking, groaning, was
sandwiched hetween them. Dabney was
down, and Beb Cherry and Potter and
Kippa.

They got up in haste, some of them
gl'uml:r]mg, some laughing. Kipps, who
ad been at the top of the heap, laughed

mosk.  Dob Cherry was quite’ cheerful,
and Hebson considered it 2 joke. Dut
Potter was unmistakably waxy, and

Hoskinas did not loock or sonnd cheery;

Temple was furious, and Colier was say-
ing things.

Horry Wharton alone had an inklin
of the .thing that had chanced. He ha
caught Inky’s low moan of pain, and he
knew that st was not for any shight hurt
Inky moaned.

“Get up, Coker, you axs!” he snapped.
“You've—"'

“Look here, wou cheeky fag, T may
consent to mix with your childizh games
at & seazon like this, but U'm not going
t: 18

“0Oh, vou mad idiot! Can't ven zee
you've amashed up poor old Inky? (let
off, do!"™ eried Harvry, tugging at the
Fil‘t%:if’ﬂl:m?r'ﬂl arm. - .

“My hat! say, though, not really i
gazped Coker.

“"You've done it now, Coker!” =aid
Bob Cherry bitterly.

For there was no doubt at all that
Hurree Singh was really hert,. His face
had gone a ghastly hue, and he had
fainted.

They wera down on their knees beside
him—hiz own chums and Coker, Coker
a9 honestly concerned as any of theom.
The rest crowded round, and Danter
came rolling back.

“Stand back a bit!” snapped Vernon-
Smith. “It's no gead stifling him. We'd
better get him indoors and send for the
doetor, Wharton.”

“You're right, Smithy! We must
Eet a form or something to carry him on,

supposa.™

“No, you won't. MNo use to waste
time,” said Coker. “I’H earry him in”

And, before anyone huad time to ve-
monstrate, the light body was picked up
in Coker's strong arms, ;

It was not a judicicus thing to do.-
Bones might be broken, or there might
be internal injuries which the being
carried thus would not improve,

But, so much granted, nothing more
could be said against the doing of it.
The manner was bevond reproach, No
one could have Jifted Inky morve gently
or have carried him more carefully than
the usually rough and clumey Cakor.

The great Horace was full of remorse,
At such a time the first thoupht of o
mean, selfish fellow i1z of himself—of the
blame that may fall upon him for what
he has done., Bunter, as divectly respon-
sible as Coker—though it s to he od-
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miticd that Coker was not obliged to
follow him' in his wild rush across the
glide—trembled like a blanemange, and
eould zeaveely stand up for fear. Bun-
ter was sorry for Inky—a little, But

‘Bunter was minch wore qorry for William

George DBunter, who was certain to be
blamed for the accident.

Coker, on the other hand, never
thought of Coker, Al his fear was lor
his victim.

And the rest saw it, and ceazed to
accuse Coker of hiz fault. Even Cecil
Reginald Temple cat short something lie
had started to say; and impulsive Dob
Cherry choked down angry words; and
Johnny DBull contented himself with a
growl without worda to it.

“TPoor old Inky! Poor little chap!™
murmured Coker. And Harry saw tears
uy the bold eves of Horace Coker.

A long procession  tailed after them.
Bunter came at the rear of it,

Mr. Proot, in Norlolk jacket ond
lenickers, with & gun acroza his shoulder,
met them at the door,

The TFifth Form master was going {o
shoot rabbits—or at rabhbits, the cotey
being notoriously a smaller mark than
the buffalp. Besides, the days when Mr.
Prout had shot buffaloes were a long way
back in the past. When Mr, Prout pulled
lrigger unow, there was consternation
among those within range, Possibly the
rabbits might be frightened to death by
the zight of him.

But hardly on that day. For Mr.
Prout, the goul of rood nature and kind-
liness fov all his pomposity, turned back
at once,

“Goodness  gracious!” he pufied
“Dear me! This is veally too unfortu-
nate, and cspectally at such a time. Wha
15 responsible for the condition in which
I see this poor lad?®”

“"I'm afraid I am, sir!™ answeied
Cloker, with unwonted humility. * But
it was entirely an accident.™

“Wazn't half as muoch wour fault as
Dinter’s,”  egauld  the Bounder bluntly.
“That fat asa knocked him dowsn, Yon
only fell en him—and you weren't the
only one, either!™ '

*0h, renlly, Smithy ! 1 hardly touched
him ! expostulated the Owl

The Remove generally had had vather
a notion that My, Proat barved Celer
The twoe had eften ecome into collizion,
and the master had move than ouwe ex-
pressed his opinion that Coker was the
stupidest boy in all Greyiviars,

Rut the hand that Mr. Preaat lzid el

Coker's shounlder then was & very friesuly
ong, and Mr. Prout could wnet have
spoken more kindly.

“There, there, Coker ! he said. “Yan
must not take too much blawe npon
yourself for an accident. [ am yuite
sure that you wonld not wilfully damage
o bov so much smaller than yeurself.
Bring him along this way. Detter nof
to take him upstairs.™

Y le—I—oh, [ say, sir, would vou mimd
putting that pun down?” nsked Caolior,
ir alarm. “If you shot lim 8 nupht
put the ld on the whele alair, yon
know, sir!”

“Much better shoot Bunter. il there's
o be any shooting at all,” spole =
vaice that sounded like Delarev's,

“There iz no danger whatever,” =aicl
Mr., Prout stifily. DBut Coker had ot
heon the only one who had fancied there
mizht be, I{dr. Frout hod a fashion of
carrying a gun which was, to say the
least of it eingulur in a perfect Nimrad.

He put the gun down now, and gidered
most of the crowd hack. Only Coker,
Harry Wharton, and Johnny Bull were
allowed to pass along to the Heads
stucdy, which had been placed - My,
Prout’s disposal during the I ..dovs,
Do Cherry and Frank  Nuogent

= mean

ErH L R R
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grombled, Bob loudly; but Mr,, Prouk
would not relent.

A tejephone call fortunately found
Dr. Bhort at home, and he was at Grey-
frizva tn a very brief spoce,

Johnny Bull came forth with o very
long face. It was not easy for Johuny
to «draw a long face, his countenancs
having a natural tendency to equavencss ;
but he drew one then.

He and his chums had missed the {rain
by which they had meant to travel. Ho
hac forty or Hilty others, whe would not
o until they had heard how serious the
mauatter was.

Most of the Hemove left thus far hadd
stayed.  Skinner, Stolt, and Enoap had
S]L:Iﬂkl off, though Skinner had the
shortest journey of all to cover, as he
was poing lo stay with friends a nule
or two besond Courtheld. Those three
cared nothing for Inky.

But Bob and Frank, Rake and Bul-
strode, Wibley and Kipps, Mauly and
Sir Jimmy, Petor Todd and the Bounder,
Tom Dutton and Hussell, were pll there,
Ogilvy and Mark Linley had been among
those wha head fi{t[,]ﬂi'r.Ed by the st
train—the Seot for his H':ghlaml haoine,
and Mark for Lancashirae,

And Temple & Co. were there, and
Mobson and Heoskins, and Potter aud
Greene—good fellows all at heart, they
coubd not bave gone off hightly m igno-
vance of the best or the worst. And
Billy Bunter had stayed, Banimv bhad
tried to et him away; but it was all ro
ro, so Sammy, locking very discontented,
had stayed, too.

“Don't look like that, Bull! Anyone
would tisink there was no hope for lum 1™
snapred Tenple, whose nerves had not
stond the strain too well,

LY, |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
More Nobility From Bunier!

WY T ain't =0 bad as all that,” said
I Johnny; “but it's pretty rotton.
i right ankle has had 2 na-ty
wrench that sprained it pretiy
badly, and something seems to be haek
insidde him, The old sawbones mi's
sure what, but he says nething viwal
He's forbidden him to travel for at least
ten davs, thoueh, That speils thinges for
5. ot that it matters about us—1I
floir't mean I'm sueh o pig as Lo thirk
of that—but it’s bheastly all round!®

It was not often Johony Buoll epobn
Like that, All could see that he w4
stronzgly moved. Inky and Johuny i
drawn very closely together since the
day when the Bounder had healed theie
foud i his own strapge way.

I'he Bounder spoke now,

“Cheer up, old sport!” he
“After all, 1t might be waoree!”

“All very well for you, Smithy;: huat
we shall muiss old Tnky no end,” s.id
Baly, his sunny face unusually elowdel.
* And the poor old chap having to stay
too! That's rotten!®

“Teven that ain't se bad as it mighd
be. Bob ™ sud Sguiff cheernily. *Wo'll
look after him  nll serene-—soothe bis
hours of melancholy, and promate puldy
mirth as soon as his Highness is fit for
it=—eh, vou fellows?"

“ Rather ' saud Tom Brown and Piet
Delarey  together.

“ Jernsalem corickets
Fisher T. Fish, moved
ness for once,

Y I Eag for him,” saad little Sylvester.
“Dou't you worry, Cherry! lnky's a
rood sort, and I don’t mind stayinge
with him wlen the other chaps want to
go out, 't

*MMa loopkee aftel Hullee Singhee”
announced Wen Lung, the Chinese mem-
ber of the Remove, “ Nobodee elre wolly
about him at ailee. Me and Hop Hi,
we lookee aftel him.”

aa .l

ves 1" chimed

out of hia selfi-h-
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“Oh, lathel! said Ilop Hi, Wun
Luong's minor. Hop i meanr * Oh,
rather!™ but he had the same dificulty
svith his " ¢'s" as his brother had. .

Bob and Johinny and Frank were <is-
tinctly bucked up. Afker all, Inky would E
not be so badly off at Greyiriavs. But
they would mriss him sorely at Wharton
Lodle.

“Well, T don't suppose we shall be
allowed to szee him i we stay longer,”
saidd Temple. “Will any of wou fellows
shat see him tell him how sorry we all
are, and wish him as merry & Chriatmas
asz can be expected under the circum-
grtances?”

There was quite 2 hum of assent. For
onee Cecil Reginald had said the fight
thing, and evervbody there was in agree.
meant with him, It did not often hap-
pen to ‘Temple.

He and Dabuney and Fry cleared out
for the station. Pobier and Greene

s P L
waited for Coker, who came before long T

i rather a depressed state, and obviously
not likely to stand slanging. But lus
chums diel not try to slang him. He
was feeling it enough without that.

The rest dribhl away by dezrees.
Bt Bob and Frank and Johuny waited
for Harry Wharton to come and- tell
thiem they wers allowed to go dlong and
say good-bye to Inky; and the Bounder
ard Bunter waited, too, and a very dis-
i;rtml,;lmi' Sammy, caring little about
nky, but monech about missmng his tram,
waited with them.

Harry came at last. 5

“Ie's all comfartable now,” he snl;d.

andd quite chirpy., ¥ou can come lor
g minute eor tweo, Prouty sava, I say,
thongh, 1 hope old Coler wasn'ta
chipped? He's feeling it no end.™

Bob shook hiz head.

“No one had spimit enough to clhip
Coler,” he zald mournfully. * We're
freling it a bit. too, Harry, you know.”
HT!m;.r filodd through the corcidors after

ATV,

“Heve, T =ay, It ain’t any use gon
O, HH];;!” sald SHammy.

“IT'm gommg, Don't be such o young
idiot ! Of course I'm going 1™

“iWell, I'=ha™n't. wy may call vou
o murderer for what you dud, and 1
don’'t want to be called a murderer’s
brother—so there! DBesides, wo  shall
misa another train.”

“1 don't cave a scrap if we miss them

all!” replied Billy Bunter peevishly.
ooand i they didn't blame that ass
Cober, they rcan't blame me. 1 was

much more his fault than mine.”

“All right, then! * Go and look at
wiat you've done, and be proud of it!
'in going to the stabion, and T hope
Hurree Singh will give it to you hot.
If I was lum I'd jolly well bite you—
tlimre 1™

Sammy volled off in one direction and
liis majer in the other.

The rest had pgone some distance
aliead. But Dunter knew his way.

Flo blinked into the Head's stods.

My, Pront was mot there.  He had
realized that Ins  presence  wasn't re-
graved,

Iaky lay on the couch, and Buunter
was relieved 1o see that he was amiling.
Dol Cheery knelt by him. and Harry
aned Jolwny and Frank stood on the
niher side, A littla apart stood the
Bounder, with a very grave face., Ter-
haps he felt in that moment of highly-
strung feeling that he was uot guite one
of them, though he owed them all much,
and would have done much for any of
tien. .

It was his own fault if he stood a httle
outside the brotherhood; and he knew
it—none knew it better. What perhap-:
he did pot know was how warm a place
he lad 1o the hearts of all five. The
Bounder’s own heart was rather a cold
one, and he liked to say that his pater

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

was the only person in the world for
whom he cared a4 rap. Buol it was not
guite trne; and he Lnew that now—ievar
better than now! .

Bunter bustled in. Inky's smile had
guite reaszured Bunter, and., smre any
strain e had felt was the result of fears
for himself, it passed at once. A feliow
who smiled like that wasn't going to peg
out, and, anyway, it was an acculent.
Moregver, it might be made to fit in
with Bunter's schemes.

“Gerrout!”  growled Jolbnny Bull,
perceiving him. " Inky doesn’t want to
sea you. If it hadn't been for you ne
woukin't have been Iving here, We
should al]l have been in the train before
now if it hado’t been for you !

“Oh, really, Bull——"

“Let him come in,
Harry Wharton.

Inky had not spoken, but Harry ander-
stood.

“But I want to see Inlky alone.” said
Bunter.

“Like wvour

Johnny,"” said

blessed cheel, too!™

—_—

s e

| Chucked out and left behind ! (See Chapter 16.) |
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Tukyw smiled wanly, and sheok Tus head,

“Your Aunt Bebecea 15 a holy terror,
isn't she, Bunter?” said Frank,

The rest started. I'erhaps in all Cirey-
irinrs only Sauiff would have tumbled on
the instant, and he had something to go
upon.  dJohuny Ball, who heard
Bunter's earlier noble offer, was not ag
quick as Squilf,

But now he saw. Tt was as though a
Hond of light had broken in upon him.

“T'wve got 1t!" he cried. * Buntet
doesn't want to go home at any price. Ho
it's an aunt, is it? Serve you right,
porpoisal 1 wish there were ffty of
them !™

Mre. Prout looked in, and they had to
go. Inky had Temple's message, which
was also the message for somoe forty
othors, all right, and it pleased him. Ha
escaped Bunter's appeals to be allowed
the post of sicknurze, and perhaps that
escape pleazed him  foo.

But of six fellows whe departed in
rather downcast mood the saddest of all
was William Ceorge Bunter, across whose

anapped Bob., "1 suppose vou want to
finish off the job you've begun—eh*™

“I don’t understand you, Clierry 1™

“You haven't gquite maneged o
him by your idiotic clumsiness, so=——

“Oh, dey up, Bob! Anvthing vou've
got to =ov, Bunter. sou say before us,
understand that!” Harey said Gemly.
“"He mustn’t be talked to much, and, of
course, he knows vouw're sorry "

“1 think it’s Coker who ought to ba
sorry. not me !” said Bunter protestingly.

“Well, he is. If yvou were half as
sorry 2s old Coker it would be easier to
forgive you,” replied Trank. ,

“I am, But my naturve 13 a modest
ana, amnd I do nob show my fﬂl,-l:'u‘;;-:,'“
said the Owl, blhinking. “It was my
modesty that led me to ask to.ses Inky
alone. DBut what [ am going to proposo
will prove to you all that I am not only
gorry, but alse ready to make a =zacrifice
which Coker wouldn't make. I'm going
to stay heore and nurze Inky!”

He looked round to sce the eliect of
Lis noble speech, Strange £o say, Frank
Nugent was  giggling,  Vernon-Bemath
looked grim, Bob and Harry pussizd, and
Jolinny angry.

kill

path there was thrown the dread shadow
of —an  extremely unpleasant Aung
Haobeeea !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Going to Mest the Visitors !
@ T3 o great  vespomsibility, ot
course,” aaid Squiff. Y But the
Head says I'm to take it on, and
what the Head says goes. Undac
Prouty I'm in command, and Prouty wa
stiall not have always with us—at laaat,
I shkould jolly well hope not!"

“I ecaleulate it doesn't cut any ice with
ma, Squiff,” observed Fisher T. Fish
coolly, *“ You may let on that the Head
put you in as boss, Lut he dide’t tell ma
an. Nope. siree!”

“And you don't
Fighy ¥

“ Nope!"

“And you're going bo do just as you
dars please—eh?

“Yap!"

“Bump lam!" ordered Sguilf,

They wora oll there—the Crayfrirs

Tee Macwsr Lapeany — No, 513,
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juniors who were staying for Chrisbmas,
gave for tho latest and most unexpected
addition, Hurree Singh. Tom Brown and
Delarey, Wun Lung and Hop Hi, and
little Sylvester of the Third, had all come
along with Squiff to welcomea the visitors
from &t. Jim's at the station,

PFishy had come, too, but in no very
pleasant mood. Twenty-four  hours
earlier he had been quite amiable, and
had promised Squiff afresh that the
morrow would find him on his best
behaviour, Mot that Fishy saw anythin
the matter with his ordinary standard o
behaviour; but it appea that Squilf
had the bad taste to object to certain
features of it. Squiff had insisted that
no attempt was te be made to do down
tho visitors, and this, of course, would
cut Fishy out of his beloved deals
entirely—it was impossible to imagine
Ki in a2 deal which was in the least
likely to advantage the other party.

Eqﬁuiﬂ‘ had hinted, too, that bragging
wauld not be welcome. There was an
American in the 3t Jim's contingent,
and i Fishy started bra%ging it would

robably set him off on the same game.

o of them would be more than the
gathering could stand, Squiff thought:

Fishy was not guite such a braggart
now as he had been when he firat sighted
Greyiriars, He had “got left "—in his
ownr choice idiom—eo many times that
some of the steam had been taken out
of him, But he wasz still apt to break
out.

Squiff’s injunction seemed to him to be
designed to give Buck Finn unlimitéed—
and unfair—opportunitica of talking big
talk without a rival, And Finn camse
from the West—from Arizona—and no
New Yorker likes the 1des of being out-
done or out-talked by a man from those
wild and woolly regions.

" 8o Fisher T. Fish had soured on his
romize, as ke himseli might have put
it; and Squff's annountement that Dr,
Locke had made him Mr. Prout's first
lieutenant roused him to revolt.

Tom Brown might have objected. He
had been at Greyiriars before Squilf, and
stood at least equal with him in’ the
estimation of the Form. But Tom and
Squilf were the best of chums, and there
was no objection from the New Zea-
lander. * On the whole, he preferred to
have SBquifi as leader.

Delarey felt the same. The two
Chinese boys and the Third-Former did
not love Fish at all.

Therefors it was fairl
Squiff’s order to bump Fishy would be
obeyed at once.

And it was., Ten hands seized the
Ametican junior in Arm grip.

Fishy was quite surprised. He had
€0 d on maost of the others backin
hiy wp. Fishy's idea of a really goo

overnment was one which ellowed a
ellaw to do what—and, incidentally,
whom—he liked. The rest must be jays
and mugwumps if they failed to agree.

certain that

“Hyer, drop it!" he welled *I
reckon——
“¥Yeq, drop it!" said Squiff, prinning.

~ He put an emphasis on the two-
letterad word which the five understood.
Fisky, though net IT, was for the time
being 4t

They dropped Fishy to the snowy road,
picked him up again, dropped him again,
f)iﬂked him. up once more, and then let
wm drop and stay there.

“0h, you mugwumps!" hooted Fisher
T. Fich. "' Hyer, stop! I'm coming!”

But the six did not stop. They held on
their way, Fishy trotted after them,
meaning and groeaning. He wanted to
be there to greet Buck Finn, though
there was ne special [riendliness in his
desire,
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Temple & Co., and the rest who had left
Greyiriars at the same time as théy, had
just caught a train which they supposed
to have gone long before.

The heavy snowfall and military re-
quirements had combined to hamper
traffic, and no one could say when a
train might be expected.

Sammy Bunter had been a faw minutes
too late. The party found SBammy on the

latform, blue-nosed and misemz]e, tey-
ing to extract chocolate which was not
there out of an sutomatic machine, with-
out pennies,

“¥Fou don't look over and above
cheery, young porpoise!” said Squiff.

“1 ain’t,” confessed Sammy. “Look
hErE.LEq]uiﬁ’, ‘tain’t fair! This beastly
machine won't work "

“What are you trying to get out of

1?7 inquired the Australian, * Matchea?"

“ Matches! Whe wants matches? You
can't eat matches!™ grunted Sammy.

“Weil, the other compartments are all
empty, and i1t's pretty nearly a miracle
that there are any matches there, con-
sidering how scarce they are just now.
How many times have you tried?”

“Five or six,” said Sammy ruefully.

Heo did not add that the attempts %m:l
been made with discs of cardboard cut to
the shape and size of a penny; but as he

n%m to the ground, and the keen ayes
of Piet Delarey nuugi}t sight of it.

Squiff failed to see. _

“Rough luck, kid!” he said. “Come
along with me, and we'll see if Uncle
Clegg has any. chocalate !”

1 “Egiuil_l‘tg does?” asked Bammy, blink-
mg suspiciously yo at the Removitae

" What a chiselling little beast it is!™
said  Bquiff &Iﬂnd-temperﬂdly. “VYes,
g:;%arﬁ does, though you don't deserve
it.

Sammy trotted off with Squiff to Uncle
Clegg’s shop, not far from the litile
station. Delarey picked up the diec. He
grinned, but said nothing. It would be
a bit of a score against Bquiff when told;
and ‘though Sammy was undoubtediy a
little. rat, he was a miserable little rat
'tltrsg then, and Piet felt some pity for

I,

“Try it in the match contraption,”

spoke a voice behind him.  And he
turned, to see Fishy.

“Try what?” asked Delarey.

“That hyer sheezick you just picked

up. Oh, 1 was dn to Master Sammy’s
game, you bet!"

“Yeou would be!” said Piet, contem-
plating the lean, hatchet face of Fishy
without enthusiasm. ‘'There's one ob-
jection to my trying yvoung Bunter's
game, though, T happen to be honest!™

“{Gee-whiz! You can’t swindle an
antomatic. machine, I guess[”

“TI'm not going to try!”

“YWaal, vou are & galoot! Let me have
o go. Matchez are dear just now, I
calculate 1"

“They always are i1f you pget them
from these machines.™

“Then I caleulate that's one good
reazon for getting them for nix when you
can. Hand over, Rebel !**

“T'Il hand over a thick ear if you don't
clear out!” answered Ilelarey. He put
the disc m his pocket, and followed
Bquiff and Sammy to Uncle Clegg's. As
far as they could make out, no train on
cither line-wag likely to be along for the
next half-hour. Buat the stationmaester,
in telling them this, made it clear that
he rather expected the unexpected to
happen, since that was the way things
were going just now.

Homa of the mizery had faded from the
face of Bammy. ¢ was putting down
some hob diink, and there were crumbs
round his peevish young mouth.

sﬁpokﬂ one of them fell from hiz numbed |

“I'll have the chocolate now, Bquiff,”
he said, setting down his glass.

“Oh, will you, SBamivel? Wasn't it
nnderstood that yon had that little lot
instead of the chocolate?”

“Yes3, 1 suppose so. But I think now
the choe would have done me mora
good,” answered Bammy, making eyes
at a glass care on the counter.

“Try Uncle Clegg with some of there,
Sammy 1" paid the Rebel

Uncle Clegg snorted.  Soquiff look ¢uri-
cusly at the dise. 8o did Sammy. And,
having- Iooked, Sammy, whose love of
t.rt_ldt-h wag about as great as his major’s,
said:

" Fdon't know what the thing is. What
ig it, Delareyi”

“It's what young roitters try to get
chocolate out of an automatic machine
with!” sard Piet pointedly.

“Oh! Did you get any, Delareyi™
asked the innecent Sammy.

“You'll live to be hanged, you young
gwindler ! said Bquiff. " You ought to
be }[;I:}mmelled for imposing on my sym-
pathy ! But I'll lat you off this time!"”

“And am I having the choel” whined

HSammy.

“You—are—not!” szaid Squfl, very
distinctly. ““Have anything, Rebel?
Not that there's much fo have!”

“Nao, thanks, old fellow,” said
Delarey.

.. Then T might se well have it,” put
m Sammy, vieibly hrightenirllg.

“Have what?" asked Bquift.

“What Delarey don’t want.”

“Well, he doesn’t seemn to want any-
thing here.”

“That's all right! I can mop it all
up!” said Bunter minor kindly.

At that moment hie affectionate major
rolled in, William George had realised
ut last that he was n*:r;dsﬂing to stay at
Greyfriars, and had made tracks for the
station.

“Oh, T say! Btanding treat, SBouiff?”
he asked, with much interest.

“1 have been! I amy not open to fur-
ther proposals. Veur minor hus done
me down,” said E:}uxﬂ.

“I don't see—-~7~ .

“Shut up, Bammy! You're a disgiace
to the family! I say, you fellows, you
aren't going, are you?"'

“We are,"” replied Delarey.

“0Oh, really, come back! I—T1 could
do with some of those——-"

“1Y¥o with them, then! We're not

filling any more Bunters!” said Squiff,

Sam and Billy were left alone with
Uncle Clegp.  The elder bent forward
and whispered in the younger's ear:

“IHave you got your journey moacy,
Sammy " ) )

“¥es; and 'm Jolly well going to stick
to it!”

“Don't be & youn
tuck-in with it.
the seat!™

“I jolly well sha'n't! But if

idiot | Let's have a
ou can travel under

ot ik

to use yours, and travel under tho
sed f—"" _ )
“You silly voung fool! I might get

caught " bellowed Bunter major, and ho
rolled out. Tt was plam to him that
there was nothing doing.

Hammy, with one regretful glance at
E_nc!a legg’s counter, waddled alter
m,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Rescue !

& ALLO, Squift! There's tome-
hody wanta stalking ! said
Trelarey, as the two reachod

the plétform agmin.
Tom Brown and Sylvester and the twe
Chinese boys were in front of the wait-
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ing-room Fre, tallsh:xg to the skation-
master, ‘wlio scratched his grey head till
it began to look rather porcupine-like in
his efforts to get at what Wun Lung and
Hop Hi meant. Only TFisher T. Fish
wasg on the snow-covered platform.

He stood in front of the auntomatic
machine, too deeply engrossed in what
he was doing to be aware of their com-
ing. Aa they watched they saw him
extract a box of maftches and stuff it
into his pocket.

“Fetting readvy for ® corner in
matchea—what ?” chnickled Squilf.
“Yes, nnd adding to the profits by

petting his stock on the cheap!” replied
fhe Rebel. " Jusk you watch !

It was even so. Iish was much more
ingenious than Sammy Bunter, What-
ever difficulties Sammy had found in
making his disca work Fish had over-
vome. For hiz were working—and they
net have been made in a hurry, too.

Light-footed and silent, the two
Colonial boys approached him over the
snow, with never a crunch or a slip to
tell him of their coming. And just as
he was slipping in another dise Bouiff
seized him by the neck and Delarey col-
lared him by the arms pmning them
behind him.

HYaroop! Wharrer doing?” howled
Fishr.

“*Taking 2 rvascal in charge!” replied
Beyuift Igrsmiy, “Yon're no better than a
thief, Fiah!"

“Oh, rata! Don't be such a jay! This
ain't stealing.™

“What do you call it, then?”

“There ain't any steal aboul it, that’s
B dead sure thing! Thera are theo

matches, an’ anvbody who can make the |

machine work is entitled te ‘em. Waal,
I'm the antelope that can do it—vyep, sir!
No steal about that, I gpess an' caleu-
late !

Delarey forced open his fingers, and
took a dise from his unwilling hand.

“INo, 1V's not steel—it's lead, T think "’
he said. “Bammy’'s hadu't weight
enough, I suppose.”

“Hyer, Rebel, yvou give me that
back !

“Not so, Fishy—not 10! said Squiff.

Snow had begun to fall again, and it
whirled round them as they stood there.
Fish wriggled and squivmed, but he
could not free himself from the Rebel's
slrong grasn.

*Feel in his pockets, and collar all the
coppers he's gof, Bguift ™ spid the South
African.  **Might count the boxes of
matches, too!”

Through the snow there came fo their
¢ars a sound which was not that of a
train. WNo one noticed 1t particularly,
tiiough all heavd.

Fish -suddenly broke frer. Delarey
grabbed at him, buat he dodged. Noxt
moment, with a yell, he tumbled off the
platiorm, and fell right across the rails.

There came a piorcing shout.  Some-
thing, travelling fast, loomed up through
the suow, And just 1n time Squiff and
the Rebel saw Fishy's danger,

They jumped. Neither thonght of the
danger to himself. Tt was well that both
were 3o quick, that both went, for per-
haps neither could have dragged Fishy
elear in time.  But between them the
two just did it.

Only just! The wheel of the teolley
almost brushed his foot. If 1t had
brughed it, Iishy would have gone lame
for the rest of hia life.

‘The man on the trolley
ously, and jammed on his brake. Tha
stationmaster came rushing out, Squilt
and Delarey picked up Fishy, half dead
with fright, and carried him on to the
platform, round by the sloping end.

"What on earth—"

#Mad young fools!"

shouted Furi-
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“You silly galoots! Oh, you jays!
Perhaps this will teach you to leave——"

“It's alt right!” sard Squiff coolly.
“Glad I didn't have to tumble you off
the line to keep thia ass from gelting a
bit squashed!” he added, addressing the
man on the trolley.

“I'd war enough on me to have made
dead meat of the three of youl”
answered the ‘f]nl‘e]nycr-grufﬁy. “You
know that well enough. Ti they hadn’t
acted like rarve plucked ones, siv, that
voungster with the nose would have lost
the number of his mess. I may not be
the Flying Dutchman, but I'd have

[RL

smashed him !

“0Oh, really, Bquiff, you don't suopose
vou could have shoved the trolley off, do
vou I asked Billy Bunter fatuously.

“1 say, vou iwo, that was good—jolly
good I'" said Tom Brown, )

“Me tinkee not goodee at allee,”
observed Wun Lung. “Me  binkee
Fishee much bettel dead meatee.™

But no one took much notice of Wun
Lung. e was given io talking in this
rather bloodthirsty way about fellows he
disliked. The charitable ameong hia
schoolfellows assumed that he did =ot
mean it. But it is by po meauns certain
that they were right.

Fia?;ar T. Fish was by no means grate-
ful. Perhaps he might become so when
he had mote time te think over the
affair; but at present he appeared tn look
upen it as an attempt by Squiff and
Delarey—repented of just i Lme--{o

‘make away with him.

Five minutes later Billy Bunter found
him in the lamp-room, counting his boxes
of matches—and hiz coppers! Tha
coppers bad been forgotten in the excite-
ment, aud, after all, Fishy had got what
he had tried for. But he had pard dearly
for it in the fright he bad had.

“Halves!"” s=aid the high-principled
Bunter.

“Nope, sireel” replied Fish, with
decision,

“Ow-yow! Yaroooh!"” welled Bunter,

He had grabbed, and Fish had it out.
Next moment Bunter plunged out of the
lamp-room with a4 foot 1 a pointed
American shoe behind him,

“Fishy's himzelf again!" said Tom
Brown.
“Yes, But it's a fair guestion whether

he hadn't better be almost anvbody else,™
replicd the Rebel, with his half-crnical

smile,
“Mnch bettel Fishee deadee!™ said

YWun Lung, with great impresstvencss.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Hearty Welcome !
LRI she comes at last: "

Squiff.

The train which was to Lear

the Bunters away to the de-

lights of home and the smiles of their

cheery Aunt Bebecca was alse expected
to land the visiters from 5t Jimn's.

And, sure enough, as it rolled in
through the snow twe cheerful and
tanned faces were seen at a window, with
behind them a darker face that had black,
lastung eyes and white, flashing teeth.

“Noble and Dane and Koumi Rao,"
said Tom Brown., 1 don't see Finn,
though.™

“Well, if he's anything like Fish, it's
just as well that he has given us a mias,”
remarked the Rebel, “ Considering all
the ripping good Americans we know
there are, it's & hit rough on Greviriars
that we should be saddled with such a

apecimen,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ eoried DBob
Cherry.  The four and Vernon-Smith
had just appeared in time for the train,

*(#lacl to see you chapa, though it's a case

& aaud

e —

Cmm
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of “Hail and farewell '—for we're just

“Thanks, old fellow !” said Kangaroo—
otherwise IHarry Noble —grippmg his
hand,  * But where's IIurrce Singh?
Our man, Koumi Rao here, haz besn
wondering whether he'd get a glimpse of

him."

“More than  thal,” said Harty
Wharton, with 2 sigh. " IPoor old Inky's
crocked badly, and we've had to leave
him behind. He'll be ,]l.'l“]{ glad to have
oumi Rao's company; but I tell you
straight, we wouldn't have left him if
there had been any way of bringing him
along.” .

“I am sorry and glad at onee,” sad
Kommi Ruo, as he shock hands. ]

"M was not much like Tuky, in spite of
the duskiness which marked them both
out among the rest. Hie aquiline featoves
Lad 2 haughtiness that Inky's lacked ab
ordinary times; but the chums of IHurres
Jamset Ram Singh had scen zome such
look as that upon it now and then, when
he forget that he was a schoolboy in an
English school, and remembered only
that he was the Nabob of Bhanipur. a
prince of a Ia:uug line of warrior princes,
whoe command had meant life or death
to hundreds of thousands, and whese
word must net be doubted. :

And Koumi Rao did not talk like Juky.
ITo must have lacked the great advan-
tages that the Nabob of Bhanipur had
had, for his English was neither weird
nor wonderful, It only differed f[rom
that in vogue at 5t. Jiun's fem:rnil_ﬂ' n
heing less slangy and better chosen. _

“Where's the American merchant®”
asked Tom Brown. .

“On the train somewhere,” replied
Kangaroo, somewhat indifferently.  **We
got. rather fed up with him, and politcly
requested hing—---" )

“With a boot!”™ put in Dane.

# ¥ think that it was with three boots,™
said Koumi Rao, smaling.

“Right you are, Jaumpot! NYou're &
oner for aceuracy. We requested Buck
to buck-jump elsewhere. 1Ta ain’t en
tirely a bad sort; but he bucka tos much
and too often.” S

“ How dg von do, Noble?” said Rille
Bunter, extehding a fat and uncleanly
Irand.

*“Iow do vou do, Noble?” cchood
Sammy, holding ont one fully as fat for
its fize, and even more uneleanly.

“Do I know this chap?” asked Kan
garoo, ) )

“Ra-ther!™ said Dane. Y But we'ra
not cashing any postal-orders, Bunler,
Sorry to appear disobliging, butf it aip’t a
habit of onrs.”

“IIn, ha, ha!"” rveared the Greyiviar:
fellows, while Billy Bunter suiggerec
weakly. :

“ Huas he=-1 meap—— O, hang 1t all,
he can't have a son at ins age! Apd wet
that other—er—beautiful creature must

13

“Only his young brother, Noble,” saiud
Wharton, chuckling. *You don't know
Samivel. Yes, you do, though, really.”

“Evervbody whe knows Billy Bunter
knowa Bammy,” said Johany Bull
gravely.  “They're so exactly alike that
we none of us know which we bar most.™

*

“Bunter  majer,”  said  Nugent.
“More of him to bar!” ) _
“On the other hand,” sald Bquff,

“Bammy iz divtier.”

“T ain’t! I'm as clean as you ave,
Fiold—now then ! squeaked Samomy.

If the visitors had not already known
Bunter his schooliellows would not have
given him away thus.  But they did.
And it was really very difficalt to give
Bunter away to anyone; he usually made
g present of himeeli, so to speak, before
anyone &lga had a chance.

“Look out, young gentlemen! Train

Tre Macner LiBgaky.-—-No, b3
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starting in a minute I* the staticnmaster
warned thent

“Lemme got in burlbicd Bunier
major, trying to squecze into the com-
partment into which the four chums had
got. As there had alveady been four in
it, there really was not room fov the
Bunters.

“Yes, lot us get in, you beasts!™
squeaked Bunter minor, .

“Just you clear off and get in some-
where else, you little sweep!™ yelled
Bi]Ele." “You aren't wanted with my

a3

“Go and fnd "em ! growled Johnny
Bull.

“Find who "

[EL

"Whom, DBunty—whom!” corrected
Tom Brown. ]
“Your pale,” s=atd Jobuny., *If

thex're on the train, it secms a pity to
reb them of the pleasure of your socicty.”

“T1 mean vou chaps, of course !

“Oh! Are  we Bunter's
Wharton 1"

“Not likely, Johnny!?

“Aro wo Hunter's pals, Boby 77

“Wouldn't be seen dead with him ("

“Are we——"

“Now 1hen—now then!?
stationmaster.  “Tlis  way!
room for two here !

And he hustled the two Bunters into
the next compariment, where William
Georgs immediately inewrred the just
wrath of a stout lady with six children
—all present—by spanking the head of
Bammy.

“Hape you chaps will have the jolliest
of times!” shouted Squiff, as the train
pteamed oui, ** We mean o !

“Lock after our old Inky, won't you i™
yelled Wharton,

“Right-ho 1™ eried hall a dozen voices
together,

Amid volleys of good wishes the train
departed, and the last those on the plat.
form eaw of the Greyfriars contingent
which it carried was the cheery and
ruddy face of Bob Cherry at one window
and the peevish countenanes of Sammel
Funter at another. Sammy's major was
#till in hot argument with the stout
matron,

Bob waved a hand. Sammy put his
thumb to his nose and spread his fingers
out, Sammy Bunter was really not guite
a nice-minded voungster,

The. six boys from overseas turned.
They had just noted the fact that the
two nese  Juniors, Fizh, and little
Sylvester had taken no part in the fare-
wells,

The causze of this was soon obvious,

Mr. Buck Finn, from Arizona, was
that cause.

Buck stood in a straddling attitude,
with arms akimbo. An expression of
hnughtfv disdain sat upon his hatchet
face. It was not 2 countenance of quite
the samo type as Fishy's; there was less
mnning in it—though it had its share of
that—and more bufdncsa and opennesa,
But there was any amount of self-con-
ceit. It was plain that Mr. Buck Finn
had an exceedingly good opinion of Mr,
Buck Finn. :

It also appeared that Mr., Buck Finn
had no very high opinion of the great
Chincze nation,

He was  confomplating
Criental fontures of Wun
Hi with acute disfavour.

Fish grinned, for there was no love
lost Detween the two Chiness boys and
Fishor 'I'. Fizsh. Sylvester looked un-
comfortable. He was a very decent
little chap, and he liked the hrothers,

“"Whar I hait from,” said Buek, “we
cale’late a Chink -ain’t a heap better
than a rat. Wo shoot Chinks—shoot
them dead, by gosh 1™
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pals,

cried the
There's

the ealm
fun[{ and Hop

You shootteo many i inquired Wun
Lung blandly.

“"Lots ! I'vo shot threo before break-
fant some days, by gum I

“Then I t'imkec you bettel be hangee.
Hangeo Fishee, too! Hangee all
Amelicans  that blagee and  thinkee
themsclves so clevel 1M

“But notee Sylvestel 1" said Hop Hi,
cxtending a protecting hand over the
youngest of the three American boys
proesent.

“Bylvestel  alles lighter, Sylvestol
goodee. Amelican. But—-"
“What's this about?’ demanded

Kangaroo, catching Buck Finn by the
back of the neck in o strong grip.

~ “Drop it, you galoot! I reckon that
if T'd known that I'd geb to piz in with
Chinks 1'd have stayed away, by
crikey! Chinks! What the tarnation
this little old island’s coming to when a
raloot finds -Chinks acting as large as
life at a British school—- Yow-ow!
Wharrer deoing, Noble, you jay "

“If you don't likg the company, Finn,
vou can go back by the next trajn,” said
Kangaroo decisively, * Remember that
these chaps arce our hosts, Pleased to
to mect you again, Wun Lung! That
your young brother—eh? ‘ery hike
you, I must say.”

. " But bettel-locking,” murmured Hop
Hi, with a sly smile.

Noble released Buck Finn's nock to
shake hands with the two Chinese
juniors. Buck was glad to have the
grip taken off; but he wrinkled up his
noee, as one docs who smells a bad smell,
at what he saw., Buock Finn refused to
ronsider s Chinese ns anything buf an
inferior and an intruader.

“They ain’t exactly fond of Chinks in
Canada, Dane,” he muttered.

“They don't bar them any more than
they do the wrong sort from other
counntries, Finn; and you'ro behaving a
good  deal like - the wrong sort of
American now,” replied the Canadian.

And he shook hands, and Buck snorted
aloud. But he was a hit impressed
when Koumi Rao, with a friendly smile,
followed suit., The Indian might have a
dark skin; but he was a real live Jam,
which was all one with being a2 prince--
and Buck had the true Republican love
of titles, : :

“Wagl, I swow!”’ Frinned Fishor T.
Fish, *1 rather calculate you didn’t
got mueh chango out of that, Finn ™

“Call yourself an American, and go to
achool with Chinks " snorted Buck.

“Christopher Columbus! TI'm from
little old Moo York, I am——-"

“Now York, by gum! Now York
ain't America ! ]?:c"s a sink of aliens!

The real America is whar I hail from—

the rolling plaing of the mighty——""
“Better roll back there, hadn't you?”
obgerved Harry Noble, from ahead of
them.
arainst an American of the right sort-—-
there 'are heaps of them over heve now
come to help the war aleng. o'l
listen to you for ﬁftir seconds or thers-
abouts, and then he'll say: * Swat that
fily ¥ IHe'll swat—exit Buek Finn!”
“Finn seems o bit like our man Fish,”
remarked Tom Brown, ;
- “T den't know enough about Fish to
judge; but Finn has his points. He
ain’t really half a bad sord; but, though
I respect Old Glory no end, as every
decent chap does, it ain’t the only flag
that flica, and T don't want it flying n
my face too often, Moreover, 1 won't
have Finn heing rude to any of your
crowd—unless it's Fish, As they'ra
both Americans, they can sgquabble if
they want to. We haven't given the
lad hand to Chinese in Australia—
gquiff here knows that—but we uséd to
put up with Huns, who are a bundred
timos worse !

“Bome day, Buck, you'll run up |.

THE TENTH CHAFTER,
Mecting Skinner !

ik AAL, this 15 a little durned
old onc-hoss show !’ said
Buck Finn, wrinkling up his
nose to express his hagh con-
tempt for Courtfield.

It weas the day after the arrival of the
Sl Jim's band ab Greyiriars, and Fieh
and Finn had walked over to Courtheld.,

They were not exactly the best of pals,
but civcumnstances had combined to force
them togethor.

The circumslances in question were
BHoquilf and Kanparco, These two had
enfered inte a compael te keep the
juniors from acrosa tho Atlantic in
order. Whenever Finn offended by
brag, bombast, or rudeness, Noble
attended to him. When Fishy was the
culprit, Sqwl did likewiso by him.
Perhaps Squifl was a little less heavy-
handed than RKangaroo; but Fishy
offended more often than Finn, and
there were others to help Squiff, Tom
Brown and Fiet Delarey were nol gomg
tn have their chum overworked in
holiday-time.

S0 IMishy and Buck had come over to
Courtfield together. The three Colonials
of Greyiriers, with Kangaroo, Dane, the
two Chinese boys, and Bylvesier had all
zano ta the podl in the Priory Woods to
skate. Toumi Rao had stayed with
Hurree Singh, who was much better, but
still too lame to sct foot to ground, let
alone to skate,

Neither Fish nor Finon wanied to shkate,
It was ecasier to talk about the ecxtra
ardinary things they could do in that
line than to do them. Even that did not
work out very well, on account of the
attentions of Souiff and Kangaroo.

“Christopher Colombus ! What do you
expect in a silly little cld island lika
thiz hyer one!™ asked Fish. *“Tell you
what, Finn, it was na mistake us ever
coming hyer to be what theso British
jays call educated. Who's gefting
educated? I amn't! What's the usc of &
lot of Latin, and o on, to me? 1 guess
they don't teach a galoot to git the best
of a deal !” .

“1 guess you don't exncily require any
teaching about that, Fish,” said Duck.
It was impossible to tell whether ho
meant it as a corapliment, but Fish
chose to tale it as one. :

“Waal, I do allow that i[ you want
anyone to put a deal through right
sharp an’ slick, I'm your antelope !’ ho
said, “Hallo! here's Skinmer !
What-ho, Skinney ! _

The fellow he hailed was wi'ulklmg
glong the o ite pavement with twao
nldef boys. p}}fo}fa:.r id not look much
older; but Harold Skinner, with his
lean, orafty face, might have been taken
for cighteen, .

“Who's the galoot!”’ asked Finn,

“Skinner, of our Form."”

“The right sort?” s

“Vop—I mean nope! Waal, 1 swow
that depends on what you wint with
him. I ecaleulate he's got his oye-teoth
eut good, and if yow're in a deal with
him it's healthy to be on the same side
of the table. Dut he'll dust you down
even then if you give him a chance, I

uess |

“Waal, T reckon he wouldn't have mo
any ' said the soli-confident Buck.

kinner had not heard., Courtfield,
though Buck considered it such a *one-
hoss ® show, was really quite busy that
afternoon. People from the country
villagea all around were doing thoir
Christmas ehopping, and both pavements
bore . what Courtfield held a erowd.
Skinner and his two companions walked

-along with Ei%ﬂrﬂ.‘l&tﬂﬂ between ‘Lheir lipa

and emiles of conscioua superiority on
their faecos, They might glanee into a
shop window onece in a way, but thew
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turnad away from it with shrugs and
sncers, The ehopping facilities of Court-
fiald wore far below what these high and
mighty young gentlemen were used to,
evidently.

“Come along, Finn! Git a move on
you now! I want tp havo & jaw with
that paloot I said [ish.

1 guess I don’t " replied Buek., *I
ain't a bit struck with delight at the
ok of his frontispicce.”

“Oh, Jerlusalem erickets, you needn't
funk it! He can't ewindle you here !

#1 don't reckon he can anywhar! 1
ain't that kinder galoet! Tl come if
you want mo to, Fish, but 1 ain’t keen 7

Fish was keen. He almost dragged
Buck across the atreet. 1f he and
Harold Skinner had been the closcst of
chuma he could hardly have been more
sager. They were not, for cach of them
was too sclf-centred to have a real pal.

Eut Fishy's curiosity was hardly less
than Bunter's, and it ehaneed that he had
not heard that Skinner was HFHEI"H near
Courtheld for the first fortnight of the
holidays.

“ Halle, Fishy!" said Skinner, recog-
nising the American juonior with some-
thing like a start. * What are you-after
hm?!! :

"Waal, just taking a squint round
with my pard here!” said I'ish. *Mr.
Puck Finn, of Arizona, U.B. AL, and 5,
Jim's - College, England. 2Ir. Harold
Skinner, of Greyfriars, Buck. Now I've
put vou acquainted, T guess!” )

The two shook hands, and Skinner in-
troduced his companions. They were
cousins of his, James and Anthony
Skinner, and they looked it. Their eyes
wort too closa topether, and their ex-
pressionse were much like that of the
open-hearted Haveld. Anyone who had
goen tha five as they .stood together in
the snow-trampled Courtfield street
might have been excused for thmkmﬁ
that it would have been hard to mate
four of thom, at lemst, in all Kent that
day for cunming——allowing weight for
age, 0 to speak.  And the fifth—Buck
Finm—bovre the signs of eralt, too,
though he looked at least honest com-
pared with the other four,

Akinner explained how he came to be
in the neighbourhood, and inguired after
Tnky—though in & manner that suggested
he would not be cut to the heart if the
news were bad. He asked after the rest,
ton.

“] guass we've cut them out for to-
day,” said Fish. ‘‘They’'re a heap too
high an’ mighty in their notions for
plain Amurrican citizens like Buck, hyer,
and me!"

# Chinks!” said Buck Finn, with ex-
treme disgust. * Durned if L ever cal-
culated to have to sct myself down nt
the same table with Chinks! It gits my
goat, I toll you, Mr. Bkinner !"

“Can't stand Wun Lung myself,” said
Skinner. “He's a cunuhg little heathen,
But he’s no worse than those Indian
johnnies.  You beought one along with
vou, didn't you, Finn? Glad T'm not
there! One of 'em's more than chnough

fur me !

“Groat  snakes!
gasped Buck.

“*Yep, I reckon that counts some,
Skinney!" zaid Fish, “T don't cotton to
cither of them much mivsell; but, after
all, they're princes.”

“Teastly niggers!™ soapped Skinner,
who had come into collixion with Inky
only a couply of duvs hefove the end of
the term, and waos siill galled by the
rocollection of what had happened o
him. Do you recken these mouldy
Jama and things arve princes, you twol”

“Mob if they're mouldy, certainly ™
gaid Mr. Anthony. ‘

“Xun or marmalade, it's all the same

They're princes!™

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

!l

L

b
-.l..'|l.'
A Ik

One Penny.

| The face at the window

T (See Chapter 20.)

to me,’” sad Jr Jamea. T dou't
beliove in niggers being allowed to put
on frills!”

“Waal, they ain't so bad as Chinks!”
growled Buck Fian, " And, como to
that, [ anin't sure that T don't bar Aus-
tralians a heap more than Chinks even!”

“8quiff7? asked Skinuer, with ratsed
eyebrows.

“ Mope—Eangaroo!"” replied Fishy.

*“Oh, that chap Noble—I see! You
don't cotton to him, Finn?™

“T do not, siree! He's too fresh,
Noble is! So iz the galoot you call

Squiff. He ain’t ventured to handle me.

vet, but he's handled my pard Fish hero
—same [

Akinner prinned. e understood.
These two had made themaselves more or
less objectionable, and Bquiff and Kan-
garoo had token ther in hand. It tickled
Skinnor, but for the moment he saw
nothing in it that was likely to Le profit-
able to him.

“Let's go and have o game of posl,
Harold,” suggested JMr. Anthony Shkin-
ner. “You chaps on? The Golden Lion
isn't 3o dusty for a hole hke this, I
wouldn't be scen in aoy of the other

lacos, but we don't particularly bar the

ion, do wa, Jimmy?"'

“Wao; though, vou kuow, Touy, a lion's
g thing that’s be:t barred,” replied Mr.
James 8Skinner., They all laughed at
that, ns a joke; bub it may have heen
one of those true words spoken in jest,
On the whole, the Golden Lion, and all
places of its kind, would have been better
barred by the three Skinners. :

As they passed into the hotel TFishy
canght Haveld Skinner by the sleeve,

“7 calenlute yvou don't often zeo a
galoot of that sort at Courtlield, Hkin-
ner,” heo said.

“Where? Oh, I twig! No, you don't;
though there have been some of thom
vound this way before. Wonder what
that particular black rascal ia after?”

A vascal the man might be.  Skinner
should have been something of o judge
of rascals, But black lie was not, though
his face was dark. They could seo that
he was a Hindu.

Skinner was very thoughtful after that.
The man passed on without glancing at
them. He wore European costume, and
there was nothing about lum to atkract
particular notice oxcept his dusky skin.

But he seemed to have attracted
Harold Skinner's notice, and to havae
given him something to think about. The
gome of pool was not o great success, for
Skinner was very absent-munded, and
Buck Finn refused to take a cus.

Skinner still seemed to be deop in
thought when they parted. At the last
moment he drew Vishy aside, and said:

“Dan't forget to let the fellows hear
about that Indian johnny [

“Waal, I awow! What's the wheeze?!™
asked Fishy.

“Oh, nothing! I only thought that it
might make our beloved Inky enjoy e
Christmas more if he knew that thers
was a chap of his own colour in the
neighbourhoed, that's all!™

But Fisher T. Fish knew that Skin
ner was not at all likely to he concerned
abont the motter for any such reason ns
that. Moreover, he was well aware of
circumstances which nught make tho
news anything but pleasant to Inky—
whith was murh nearer supplying a
motive for Harold 3kinner's veminder.

There might be more in it than that,
though., Fishy was very thoughtful on
the way back, aud Duck Finn did not
find Lim at all cheery company.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In fhe Dusk!

b OOET-ER ™
The eall came through tha
Jusk to the enra of the two

American juniors ns they drow
near to Greyiriars.

“Gep-whizt Those durned Cornstalks
somowhar near!™ observed DBuck Iinn
marosely.

The kind attentions of Noble did not
leaze Buck., At 8t Jim's the fwo, being
ifn different Forms, came very liktle into
eontact with one another. oreover, at
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t. Jim’s Finn had for a long time past

ehaved better than he was doing now.
Mot sinee the time when he had been
put inte his place by “"Jackeymo © Con-
tarini had he broken out badly—mtil
oW,

It might be disgust at having to asso-
ciate with “Chinks " now, and it might
be something quite different. Tt seemed
at least possible that Buck's lapse was
due to his being away from the home
stable, so fo speak, and feeling that he
had licence to kick up his heels.

Only, luckily for Buck, Harry Naoble
did not see things in the sams light.
There 13 no more hospitable country in
the world than Australiz, and Noble was
a true Australian. As host or guest, he
might be counted uwpon to maintain a
high standard. He might also be counted
npon to sea that others over whom he
had authority maintained it—so far as
their natures would let them. And, just
ng Dr. Locke had nominated Squiff
head of the Gregfriare band, so Dr.
Holmes had given unto Kangaroo the
leaélemhip among the Bt. Jim's contin-
geht.

“Cooee!"” came the call again, and
now figures loomed up vaguely through
the encirgling gloom, and the hum of
cheery voices was heard.

“0Oh, great snakes, we're hyert™]
snapped Buck. *What air vou making
2]l that tarnation row about?”

“¥You don't seem to have come back in
o very pleasant temper, Finn!" remarked
Clifton Dane,

The fellows who had just come from
tkating on the pool seemed in the highest
of spivits. They were as warm as toast,
ruddy with exercise, and hungry as
bunters. The bleak air which nipped the
noses of Fishy and Finn was no more
than pleasantly cool to them. Little
Eglveater, with an arm through one of
Wun Lung's and another through oue of
Hop Hi's, chattered away merrily.

Buck Finn darled at the small fag 2
resentful glare. He had learned that
Sylvester was an American, and chose
to regard him as a renegade. What did
the Lkid mean by chumming up with
Chinks?

Koumi Rao was with the rest. He had
come along to the pool late in the after-
noon, when Inky had insisted that it
would do him good to get a breath of
fresh aiv, and had scon shown the others
that he had not stayed away at first
through any lack of ability in the skating
line. WNo one was charitable enough o
doubt that something of that sert had
kept away the two bragging transatlantic
vitizens.

“And how do you like Courifield,
Fion ™ askad the Jam of Bundelpore
cerarteously,

“Ugh! A regular one-hges show !™
growled Buck.

“Well, anyway, we dido't tell vou to
the contrary before vou went,” said Piet
Delarey.

“Haly smoke! Yan
warned a galoot, though!"™

“We saw one of our chaps there”
remarked Fieh.

“"Who was that #"* asked Tom DBrown.

" Bkinney,"”

“Oh! replied Tom.

He did not want to know any more,
{t’ the new term came along wilhout

Tarold Skinner, the Greviriars Remove

gﬁnﬁmﬂy would not have beén inconsol.
nie,

“ Baw & pard of vours, too, Jam,™ said
ish, with easy familigrity.

He could not be quite so eastly familiar
w35 Noble and Dane, who usually addressed
Koumi R:go a.a+".]'u:mpnt.” Thia E:g,ﬂ,i-
valne Indian princeling looked to Fishy
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might have

‘had Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

a meore fiery sort of pereon than the good-
tompered Iulky.

“Eh? I do not understand you, Fish,”
returned Koumi Rao.

“He means another durned nig—
Hindu, that is!" growled Buck,

The Jam tool: Finn by the ear,

“There s a distinetion between o
IHindu and a negro that everyvone but
thick-headed Americans understands per-
fectly, my friend,” he said, elowly and
clearly. *“I do nct think that yeu are
really thick-hegded, and T can only infer
that you mean to be rude. Perhape this
will teach vou better I™

W 0w —yow!  That hurts! ™" howled
Bueclk, *Chuck it, you jay ! I didn’t mean
to be rude any. It was just a slip of the
tonguo 1

“It is well that the tongue slips not,’
replicd Koumi Rao ﬂ:::-ulfy. “1 think
that the man zou saw, even if from my
country—and it wuuhi seem that there
is in the minds of Americans much con-
fusion as to such things—is not likely to
be a friend of mine., The land of ITind
i8 & wide land, and there be many in 1t
who have never heard of Bundelpore,
even as there be many in Bundelpore
who have ne knowledge of the man
States which lie under the British Haj,
from the mghty limalayas to Cape
Comeorin, A Hindu? Well, there are
many millions of Hindue, of meany & caste
and creed and race ™

He spoke as if his mind was back inhia
own land, as though he saw again the
great mountains end the dusty plaine,
jungle and river, towering minaret and
mud-walled village. Little Sylvester,
whoe had known what home-sickness
meant, thought he sounded a bit like that.
And, somehow, the thoughts of the two
{*hineso bavs Hew to far different scencs
—junk-crowded rivers and pagodas and
fields of tea. And Jarry Noble mnd
Squiff bad momentary wvisions of city
streete and wide rune, of mobe of thou-
sands of sheep, of packed stands on great
cricket-grounds, of cattle-branding and
high-leaded wool drave; of Melbourne
and Sydney, and the country that lLes
wide to the back of both. And Clifton
Dane saw in his mind’s eya the “ far-fAung
fonceloes praivie,"” the long, steaight lines
of rail, huge grain elevators, wvast
etretehes of npening wheat.

Porhaps even Buck Finn and Fisher
T. Fish were reminded of their home.
land, a& the othera of theire., Sylvester
Wwag, anyway.

And all becanse of a cadenece ever so
little ead In a epeech made by a fellow
whao held another’s car between his slim,
strong fingere even 18 he spoke. Tt
seemed but a small thing to account for
it. But which of us who has ever left
home far behind him doesa not know
how the little things speak to him of it!

It was Dane whe broke the short
eilence, “t,

e

“Koumi, old chap,”
might be an enemy.”

All 8t Jim's knew that Koumi Rao
had encmies of his own kim, even as
It is no
uncommon thing in India, where the laws
of succession sre less eimple than here,
antd passions ars hot and intrigue is rife.

The Jam released Buck's ear.  His
chest went out ever &o slightly, and his
Ehiu lifted as he said, without a trace of

TaE =

“ghiy enemies I know how to mect, O
friend of mine [ _

That was glt, Vet the words thrilled
most of them, even as his worde a
moment or two before had moved_them,
Afterwarde some of them agreed that
from that very moment could be dated
the feeling of mystery, of something
imaiﬂ[a in the air, which oll were eoon to
feel,

DBut they were jolly cniough at tea-time.

he aaud,
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Mr, Prout wag with them, and Koumi
Rao listened to hig stories of wonders
done 1 the. Rockies with the rifle ps if
he guile enjoved them. The Nimrod of
Greyiriays bad never encountered & nioro
polite anditor., But Buck Finn did no#

Jmprese the maeter of the Fifth nearly

so favourably. Perhaps Bnck knew the
Rockies too well to imagine that Mr.
Prout could tell him anytling interesting
about them. Anyway, he turned hie vack
rudely, and though Kangareo kicked him
under the table the rebuke was m vain,

“Those two confounded Americans are
the Hiy in the ointment,” said Kangaroo
to Bquiff, after tea. “Look at *em now,
hatching plote together, the boundersl’

“Well, we don’t know that thev ara
hatching plote, old ecout!” said Squiff
charitably. *“ What ticklee mie about
them i that they don't really cotton to
cne another a httle bit. Buek thinks
Fishy & would-be-smart townie, and
Fishy congiders Buck wild and woelly.
But they've joined-in 2 kind of offensive
alliance because they're both Americans,
and not the right sort.”

“1f they were the right sort they’d be
maore welcome than the flowers in May !
growled Kangaveo. *We're loaking to
America now no end, But who ecoald
fegl brotherly to chaps lilke that? Finn’s
bad encugh ; but, if you don't mind plain
talk, SRequiff, your chap Fish is the piddy
limit £

“May help you to seo some good in
Finn, then, old chap, for I don’t mind
teliing you that Fishy is being quite
tolerably decent at present—Ior TFiehy.
IHE"' .11:1.:-:1"{; tried on & deal with you, hae
el

“He hadn't beiter, T reckon, 1 may
forget he's Gregyfriars, and ewipe him
if he doeg )™

“¥ou have my forgivenegs in adsance,
Kangarao," n‘*piied Homff. *"And you're
sure to need it. Jle will 1™

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Plot Agalnst Chinal
8 it chanced, however, the mind
A of Fieher T. Fish was not bent
upon a deal just then.
They were plotiing, those two.
Kangavoo had guessed aright.

The plot was of Buck Finn’s inception,
but Fishy fell in with it readily.

Fithy really had no véry special reason
for objecting to Wun Lung and his minor,
e eaw little of Hlop Hi; and Wun Lung
did not bar Fiehy more than—or even
ouite a8 much as—some fellows in the
Remove did,

But it was ¢asy Tor Bock to persuade
his competriot that the presence of the
Chinese boye was an insult to true-born
Americans. Fishy quite saw that it was
nothMg less than wicked that Wun Lung,
velling in money as he was, should eo
resolutely abstain from il":t-tlnF himeelf pet
the “dirty end of the etick ”" in a deal—
should, in fact, decline allogether to
enter into deals with him.

f only for this, Wun Lung must be a
wrong  un.  1lie yellow skin, which
Ao Buck’s ire—Buclk called it " got.
ting his goat,” But that was what he
meant—did not matter go much to Fish.
But hé mssented, 2e a general prineiple,
te Buck's engpestion that the we
Chinks ought to be put through it

The jumiove, home-birde and visitors
alile, were quartered in the Remove dor-
mitory. Last night hind been 31ut¢3 LT
ful. vervone hed been tired, and moat
of them had been on their good be-
baviour, .

But Buck caleulated that to-night
wounld havdly be as peaceful. 1le Iaid
before Fishy the plan he had concocted,
gnd Fighy * guesged 1t would do.”

Then they joined the cheery group
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round the Bre for a while, and juined in
the talle, with their usual tendenci to
dominate 1t, i only they
allowed. But Kangaroo and Danc and
Koum: Bao all sat upon Buck wheniever
he spreadeagled too much, amd there were
more than three to check Fishy,

By-and-by they slunk off separately,

They met in No. 14, the studv which
T'ish shared with Squiff and Johnny Bull
in term,  Dut now Squiff had sinfted for
the monce inte No. 2, Tom Brown's
study, where Kangaropewas also instalied,
Dane had joined Piot Delarey in No. 12
In the absence of Wharton and Nugent,
Inky had bagged No. 1 to share with
Koumi Rao.  Hop Hi had joined his
brother in No. 13; and Sylvester shared
with them, much to the disgust of his
two fellow-Americans, Sylvester was the
somr of a millionaire, and Fishy would
have cheriehed him no end for that reason
alone. DBuck considered that he wronged
his race by chumming with Chinks.

Naturally, at a time like this, study-
lifc meant less than in term. But even
now there were certain advantages in
having & den of one's own to retire to
when one got tired of the crowd, or of
“Prouty,” who showed a disposition to
mix with the crowd to an cxtent they
had scarcely expected. And fires were
laid ready, though there were strict in-
junctiona not to waste fuel,

Fish and Finn felt the advantare of
Privacy now.

Théy locked the door fo start with.
Then the visitor said;

“1I guess it's up to you to git the
atuff, Fishy! ¥ou know where the
articles are kE'E:f-, I caleulate, an’ I'm &
stranger hyer.’

“Jorusalem crickets! Just you geb it
out of your think-box that I'm taking all
the ':'li;rsk 'i” answered Fish, in haste.

£l an 1

“Rats! When I go to get the ponds
ou come along, ﬂ-]g pard—that's what
calculate,”

““Waal, that's fair enough, too." re-
plied Buck, who, with all his faults, had
mui:?ﬁe far in excess of Fishy's.

i at shall we want?"

“Oh, holy smoke, any durned thing
that will mix up an’ ain’t nice!™

“Let's trot roond the studies and see
what we can collect—eb, pardner?” sug-
geated Flish,

Buck assented, and they started on
their foraging expedition.

The result was not too bad, from their
point of view.

Ink in planty was e be had, of course.
Jars of mmk do not necessarily finish
with the end of term, and noboedy bothers
abnuk putting them away.

They found a couple of sardine.tins,
empty, excopt for gome very ovil-smelling
oil, in one cupboard—it might be unkind
to say whose., DBut quite certainly
neither Peter Todd nor Tom Dutton had
been guilty of leaving such things about,
anid Alonzo had been away for the greater
part of the term.

They found gum and paste and liguid
glne-—-fag-ends of bottles, but for their
puepoze the fustier it was the betler it
was. They found some hbrown boot-

lish and some black in the study of a

ixth Form dandy, fo which one of

Fishy's bunch of keys cbtained the entrv.
For soot they had only to stick o liind

up their own chimney. It was Fishe's

hand that went up—DBuck saw to that

Fishy was more cunning, but Duck was

the bolder, and had scon become the

mastor soirit.

Still Buck was not satisfied.

“It ain’t so dusty,” he said grudgingly.
* Thusty,” b;-' the way, was one of the
last adjectives anvone could lave
thought of applving to the harribic wess,
“But it .ain’t complete veot, L caleulate,

mizht he-
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Say, Fishy, can't vou think of something
with mote snap-in it, you galoot?"

“Waal, thar's c¢alcium carbide and
there’s asafeetida; but I guess they're
out of stock just new,” replied TFishy,
grinning and shivering at the same time.

They were working without a fire.

“Pepper—cayenng—"

“Gee-whiz! Don't go forgetting that
we've got to sleep in the dorm after it
Buck! We don't want pepper in ours,
thank vou, sires! Bay, let's go next door,
and ses if we can dig eub any of Wun
Lung's Chinese muck., He gets preserved
?‘inger and that lkinder trutk, you know.

's tasty by itself; but it aan't going to
be too nice with all this mixup, I cal-
culate I

They moved to Study No. 13, It was
dark, and seemed untenanted when thoey
entered. Certainly neither of them had
any suspicion that anyone was concealed
there.

Having lighted up, they made their
search, discussing their plan of opera-
tions meéanwhile. They found some
ginger, as well as other stuff—some of it
gtrange to them. And they collared it all,

artly to eke out the mess and partly

ecause, having embarked upon a buc-
canecring career, they did not know
where to stop.

Then they put out the light and re-
freated.  Scarcelv had the door closed
behind them when a short, slim figure
stole from under the table,

T e

2z

- Hop Hi waited a moment, listening
tntently, The two marauders had gone
back to No. 14, and were at work again.

The little ' Chince opened the door
noiselessly, and stole out without a
zgound. Down the stairs he went with cat-
like tread. At the foot he mot Sylvester.

“Why, wyou haven’t hidden, you
bounder!" eried the American youngster.

He and Hop Hi had been plaving o
hittle game of their own. Probably they
did not call it “hide and seck "—that
would have been too childish—but that
was what it really was. It was also a
fest of nerve, for it had been agreed that

anywhere among the dark studies and

dormitories was a fair place for hiding.

" Boftlee, Sylvestel—softlee!” cantioned
I[Top Hi  “Lottels about — badee lot-
tals !  Must telloe my blothel. Wun
Lung knowee how to do lottels downee 1"

"Tell me first, old chap!” smd
Sylveater eagerly,

And Hop Hi overcame bis Oriental
love of secrecy, his rooted conviclion that
o Western was in 1t with the East when
craft was needed, and told Bylvester all
about it.

“The beasts ! szxid the little chap in-
dignantly. * Aond just because you two
are Chinese—as if 1# mattered! You're
real good sorts, and those two are o dis-
grace to tholr countey !™

“Volly  disglaceful — velly  badee
lottals ! said Hop Hi, shaking his head
till his pigtail wagged like a pendulum.
“Now me goee tellee Wun Lung., Me
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t'inkee Wun Lung makee lottels wish
they ne-el been boln!™ .
“Tell the other chaps, too. Sguilf will
back yoa up, and those 5t. Jun's fellows
are rippers—especially Koumi Rao! I've
had a long yarn with him, and he talked
to meo as if [ was 2 man. He didn't onco
make me feel I was a mers kid.  But
the others don't, either—only Finn and
Fish, who ought to be most decent to me.
Fish would suck up if I"d let him, but
that’s only because I've got money.”
“Ma tellea Wun Lung, and see what
he sayes, No gondee open mouthes too
widee,” replied the astute Hop Hi.

—

THE- THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Chez Bunter !
liI CAN'T stand it any lenger! T'm

!

completely fed up—and, oh dear,
1 am 8o blessed empty 1" groancd
William Georze Bunter,

Thia sounds mnfra{ﬁctm-fy, but was not
really 50, The Owl's fed-upness was
mental. His emptiness—but he was not
really quite veid within—was physical.

He spoke to no one in particular—in
fact, to no one at all. There was no ona
to speak to. William George was in soli-
tary confinement. He had endurcd his
Aunt ebeeea with what patience  he
might for the space of over twenty-four
hours, and thenethe bitterneas of his soul
bad vented itm;[.E in a flood of wild words,
and Aunt Rebhecca had put down her
foot, and Mr. Samuecl Bunter had oper-
ated with a cape, and William George
had been sent to repent in a cold and
cheerless bed-room.

“Aunt Rebecea really was s very un-
pleasant person. But perhaps her elder
nephew might have endured her better if
he had only realised in the very leask

degree what an extremely unpleasant

person ha himself was!

But he did not.

He had been told so often enough, of
conrse, Bub the criticisms of the Grey-
friars fellows rolled off Bunter'a hide hike
water off the well-oiled back of s duck.
He thought that they were jealous of lis
superior beauty, nobility, and general
ability. _

e himself had come home feeling
jealous of Sammy, who had semehow in
sarlier days managed ta find a soft spot
in the stony heart of Aunt Rebecea. But
no cause for any feeling of that sorb
remained now. _

Sammy had fallen from favour. Miss
Bunter did nob cven mow perceive how
vastly superior Wiilliam George was to
Samuel Tuckless, She clazsed them lo-
gether as “fat, greedy, uncleanly, un-
principled, and impolite brats.”  Miss
Bunter, though not nice, was a lady pos-
sessing judgment, it appears. 2

But Sammy was not a Ecllow-captive.
He had cscaped that by keeping a bridle
on his tongue. He had had his neck
serubbed 1 it fele raw. amd still he had
not told the serubber, his kind aunt, what
he thought of her, DBilly had not had bis
neck serubbed—though he needed it—

i but he had been forced to speak out—

simply foreed to! That was his native
nobility of Character and strong printiples
of freedom, of course. Sammy hadn't
anything of the sort to boast of, the litils
worm !

It was a pity Sammy had not talked

back, though., Even the company of
Sammy wouid have been preferable to
this solitude.

“Ooooooh ! Ain't it beastly cold! I

ehall die of o chill, and then they'il be
sorey !

“I don't believe they'd care, theugh.
It's awful! Yancy a man deserting loa
own sont for a measly sister, and lanning
into him with a cane, too! I duln's
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know the pater could whack like that.
But, of couree, she made him worse—
staying therc to see me put through it
RN ﬂuting all the time. She ta the
nseastliest ol eser I ever came across !V

Bunter rolied disconsolately to the
window and gazed out.

The prospect was not cheering. Snow
nay be all right in the country, but it
does net go well with the town. The
house of the Bunter famuly was in a
London suburb. It was really not at all
n unpleasant suburb, but just now it
reemed to Willlam  George the very
whomination of desolation.

Hae fairly yearned towards Greyfriare.

Wild thoughts came into his heated
brain.

He had never heard of a fellow runnin
away from home—except to sea., An
for the sca Billy Bunter had no desire.
Certainly he had never heard of anvone
running away from home to zchool !

Never-mind that. Why should he not
ba. original T

“Thete they were at Greyfriars— Squiff
und the regt of thowm—enjoving them-
selves under the muld rule of Mr. Prout,
while he Janguished at home, oppressed
by the awful tyranny of Aunt Rebeoea.
It was too much !

But to get to Greyfriars he must have
money. And he had not a eolitary

:Ep-arl
ammy had money. In spite of the
anares of the flesh, Bammy saved. Per-
h!.ﬁa it was because it was more difficult
to keep tuck to oneself in the Second than
it wae in the Remove—and Sammy hated
whacking out.

Sammy had a money-bex somewhere.
But where?

Billy began a search, There were {wo
beds 1 his prison, and one of them was
Sammy’s. '

Probably the box was somewhere in 1he
room. It was just like Sammy’s mean,
untrustful disposition not to have told his
brother where he kept it. That wae the
gort of thing which huart William George
and made him fecl gt times very ﬂﬂubt%ui
wi‘:::?t]mr Bammy wounld eome to any good
Efirl.
It was not in the cupboard, It was nut
m the cheet of drawers. It was not under
Samnmy’s mattrese. As the box was
mbout the shape and size of a biggish
Noah's Ark, it would have been rather

uncomfortable ta  slep upen, But
Bammy was artful.
It was not under Bammy's hedd, There

was no looze board, cither,  Misers hid
thinga under locse beards sometimes,
Billy Bunter knew. He had come to the
rainful eonclusion that bis voung brother
was a nuser.  That was not a nice sort of
thing to have in the family, and it was
Guite time something drastic was done to
cure Sammy. Confiscation seemed abioug
the wmost drastic course, and Billy hnd
regolved, at any cost to his own tender
feelings, to practiee it,

But to do that he must find the money-
box. And at present his search had been
M Valn.

Eureks !
h{’gi'.rlﬂe was & loose bgard under his cwn

What an artful yonng beast Samm
was!  But he had overreached himself
this time. Haw many times had he been
told that that half of the reom was his
major’s territory, and that he must not
irespass? If he hed hidden his mones-
hox there it was 88 good as giving it to
Willism George.

And he ! Billy Buntor thruet o
fat 3!-::1 into the cavity beneath the
board and pulled out the trezeure !

i It chinked very pleasantly, and it felt

Cavy.

While the Owl gloated over it thee
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came a kick at the door, and a peevish
volen squeaked :

“Lemme me in, Billy!
gpeak to you !

“I can’t let you in. I'm a wicled
prisoner, and if vou came near me youy
morale might suffer I replied William
George, with laboured snreasm.

_"Rats! 1 haven’t got any—T mean,
that’s all vot! Look here, you bounder,
what are you chinking in there

The prizsoner held his breath for a
moment, and c¢lagped the money-hox
tightly to his ample chest,

“My meney, of course,” he replied,
after a brief pause.

“Tell us another!
alware are !

*Well, it ain’t your money, anyway !”

ain't s0 jolly sure about that!
Look here, Billy, yeu rotten swindler,
have you got my money-box #"

“Bhut np, vou little idiot!
have gomebody hear you !

“1 don’t care! I don’t care if every-
body hears! If wou're stealing my oof,
I'll joliy well make the whale house
hear [

“Well, T'm not!
youi'

“No; net unlesz véu let me in to see ™

“Oh, really* I'm not going to have
you in here. I was told that I was o
meditate on my sina. How can [ medi-
tate on my sins properly with o fat little

I want o

You're stony—yon

YVou'll

Will that satisfy

beast like you mewing and whining and—.

and crowing round e ?”

“I'd jolly well meditate on my sins
when everyone else had gone to a
matinee, you bet!™ said Samme seorn-
fully. “I'd zee "em all jolly well hanged
first 1"

“Have they all gone out, S8ammy? 1
s0%, what 13 there for tea "

. " Bread-and-margarine | Not even any
$m! Aunt Rebecea is the giddy limit!

he old pecser washed my neck I

“Well, it wanted it—it alwavs does !

“Rats! Bhe gald she daren’t tockle
yoursg: it was so dirty she was afraid of
catehing something ! '

“T wish she would catch something!
I wigh she’d mever been born!  Ave you
sure they're all out, Sammy ¥7 E
“Duffer ! They'd have been on to me
like a thousand of bricks for talking to
you before now if they'd been at home,
wouldn't they ?®
 Billy carefully hid the money-box away
m s own school-chest, and unlocked
the docr, )

‘Eﬂmmy cart a sngpicions glanee around.

*Bhow me that tin you were chinking,
ar sha'n’s  believe vou!™ he enid
peremptorily,

“1 don't care whother vou beligve me
or not, you fat young fool! As a matier
of fact, it wasn't veally tin; it was theee
keys "

And as a proof of his perfect triothful-
ness Willinm George produced a bunch
of kevs,

“That's a he! It didn't sound Iike
keye ! Tt ecunded like money in a noney-
bax 1"

“Well, T haven't got a money-box.
Ferhaps vou have, though?™

“No, I haven't, What would be the
gocd of one to me? I mever have any
chink ! replied Sammy gloomily,
Sammy had no more regard for the strict
truth than had Willlam George.

"¥Yei, you have! I'm jolly sure you
{!_m'rf’! Logk here, Sammy, lend me some
i !

“"Whaffor "

The Owl put his mouth cloze' to his
voung brother’s right car—rather cleanay
than usval, thanks to the tyrant aunt—
and whispered hollowly:

“I'my going to run away ™
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Flight !

e ATS!  ¥ou haven't got the
pluck " replied Sammy, with a

aniff.
“Oh, haven't ! We'll e

about that! I suppose thev'll ho sorry

“then 1

“No, I don't think se,” said Sammy
thoughtfully. ** Aunt Rebecea zaid it was
a pity you didn’t pop off in that ilincss
vou had when you were a kid—yon might

"have had a chance of going o heaven

then; she scems to think that's all up
the spout now. And the pater =aid you
got fatter and lazier and more uselees
cvery time you came home, D'l admit
the mater put in a word for you, but she
couldn’t really deny anything. No, I
den’t think they'll be sarey. § think the
pator and Auvnnt Rebecca will be jully
lad, and I don't szee why the mater
ould really mind.”

“You're an wmfeeling little beast (™
sinapped the Owl,

“1 with I wae! When the pater gets
fairly down to it I should like to be the
unfeelingest chap that ever walked. Twll
you what, Billy, I'll ran away, teo.
T'm sick of this. But not if you're going
to enlist—I couldn’t stand that.”

“It's Likely I'd have a silly, fat litt'n
ass like you tratling after me, ain't 197

“If-you go, I go—that's straight! 1'1
hang about every hlessed minute, and of
you try to sneak out, I'll vell.  You'll
catch it then 1"

Bammy did not seem to be the kind of
confidant one really needed, Tle cer-
tninly was not the kind of companion
Billy wanted. Bunter major had a
notion that GGreyfriars did not much
admjre Bunter minor, and he did not
want to spoil his own welcome by taking
Sammy along.

That suspicious youth kept ecastin
uneasy glanees towards his brother's bed,
He darcd not search openly, lest Le
should give himself away; but he would
have made quite a sinking iflustration
for the toxt, *Where the treasure is,
there the heart iz also,” Metaphovically,
Sammy’s heart may be said to have been
i the wrong place at that moment, how-
ever; for the treasure was not under his
brother’s bed, as he imagined it to be,

“You clear out, SBammy ! I don't want
vou here!™

“Why don't vou clear out? Yon must
be a mug to stay heve, now they have
gone. There’s a five in the dining-room ;
I zuppose that's because they couldn’s
take it with them, and thought they
might want it when they pot back., They
ain't having bread-and-margarvine for tea,
yvou bet ™

Tl come in a minute, old chapt™
saicd William George, with a sudden gush
of brotherly affection.

“Yah! Now I know very well zon
arve teying to have me! Look here, I hid
my money-box under vour bed. [ ain't
gpaing to leave it there if it is there—
don’t ¥ou think 16! I'll find a new place.
But I don't believe it is there! I helieve
you've got it, yvou sneak-thief!”

“Home day, Sammy, you will be sorry
for saying that,” said Willium George
solemnly.

“DBet you I sha™m't! Tf veu haven't
meddled with it that's only becanse vou
couldn’t find it; and ifr( vou have, 1
wounldn't carve if {::-u were gnawed to
death by tigers—there! It 1sn't here!
You've got it, you fet, ugly spoofer!
Yah! You're sitting on it! I know vour
tricks ! '

Billy Bunler was, in o sense, siiting on
the monev-box, for he had planted s
solid persou down upon the lid of the
chest which held it.

“You're & disgraceful Lliitle voiter,
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Bammy!" he said virtuously. "1 feol
ashamed to have s brother eo suspicigus.
But I'm ashamed of my whole family.
come to that, and I'm clearing out.™

“Not with my chink, you're not, you
thief 1"

“You denied having a money-box, or
ony money. DBesides, it has always beoan
unders:tood that averything in this Half
of tho room is mine. If I liked I could
stop vou from looking under my bed.
But U've got more liberal notions than
you have.”

T don't caro about your rotten, silly
notione, or whother they're Liberal or
Couservative!  You've gpot my money-
box—that's what I'm talking aboul!™

“I'm going !"” said Bunter major. Bul
ke did not arisa. He wanted Sammy out
of the room first.

“Well, go—if you've got the plack!™
pneered Bunksy minor. 1 sha'n't miss
vou—a3 long a3 my money-box don't go
with you [*

Willinm Greorge arose, but only to drop
on his hands and knees, and drag out of
the chest a huge sweater, With it
mnfled 111 its folds, he brought the ob-
ject of debate.

“Bearch, if you can't take my word!”
he said, with great dignity.

“Well, T can't!
Cth, you rotter!
“Eamuel 1
It sounded exactly lLike the voice of
Buntar pere, speaking from downstairs,

and Sammy was completely takon n.

“Yes, father?™ he whined. To Rilly
he hissed: “They've come back! Dot
vou're not going to have my money-box,
you beast!™

“Come here at once!" szounded the
voice.

Sammy went reluctantly.

Willian Georgpe  tore off his  coat,
elipped on the sweater over his waist-
cot, thrust the money-box up under it—
whare it made a lng bulge above a larger
and moro rmmdndg bulge—drow on the
voot again, and hurried downstairs.

‘He was putting on his greateoat in the
hall, when Sammy., having sought his
fathor in vain, suddenly remembered his
brather's ventriloguial talent.

“Itove, I know now! That was von!
Tiaok here, if you'ra going, I'm coming,
i.nu! You've got my ocoi—I know you
IH'-":'IH:

Iiitly Bunter enwreathed his fat neclk
i a owran, put his cap on lis Lhead with
goonir of gloomy resolulion, and vanished
tough the hall door. _

Pat the vamwshing trick was not pood
erangh for Bammy.,  With his overcoat
oves ong arm ad lis cap all awry, he
Tsit~d put, and followed,

Billy turned hiz back wpen the station,
whwlh was guie close.

“ile's makmr for the trams®™  mat-
{ered Bammy, and held on e tepel)”

They reached the main streel, through
whivh the trams ran, Sammy about [ifly
verds in the rvear. A ear came alone,
ot townwards,  Billy Loarded it
Sonmy ran as if for his life, his fat little
lowrs [nirly twinkling, and giasped the rail
jist as the car hogan to move,

“Tle's up tap!™ he gasped.  “Te'll beo
gaieriaed when he sees me, T het!™

Wiliam Georpe waz surprised. Dot
ke was alse somewhat roelioved, TFor he
was enpaged in rather a hoated argument
with o comdoctrrss whe did not appese
s conzider that the honour and glory of
careving him would pay for the wear and
tear of the fram.

“Tork out, vyoung Daniel Lambert!™
ghe said., Willlam (George thought that
it wonld ba better if the tramway com:
rany  employed more refined
Womar.

M]—T—— Oh, in 2 minule or two!”

l”
H

You've got 1t there

Mohody does, ever!

ronung
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he said peovishly., (3o down and collect

L the faves inside Drst, can't you ?"

There was no one else on top, and he
hoped o be able to milk the moncy-box,
2o to speak, before she returned,

“Think I'm ’mirmrj:‘ orders from wou,
falty ?  Blessed likely — I don’t think!
Shell out now ™

“ I—Y—really, my dear——="

“None of that, now! It's against the
rulea for me to be made love to by prize
pigs, and what’s more, T don’t like it!"

#]l—- The fact 13 that I've pot
monoy, only 1 can't get at 1! barbled
Bunter.

“0h, vou ain't so fat as 2l that comes
to! You could see the toes of your boots,
anyway, if you cricked your neck a bit,
I dessay your little breeches are a tight-
ish ft, bt yon could get tho chink out
of the poclets all right—if there was any
there !

Bammy, prinning like a Chinese image,
lhieard all this from his post at the top of
the steps. Now his brother looked round,
and saw Lim,

“Oh, there vou are, Bammy ™" he sald.
“Pay this very rude young person Lhreo-
pence for me.  That's the fare to Vie
{oria,”

“You beb!™ waid Baruny disagreeably.

“Come on! 1 can't waste any move
time over yvou twa. My woud, [ wondoer
whatl them lhey drowned was likel”
snappird the conductress,

Neither of the DBunters guite under-
stood her at the moment.  Afterwards,
thinking it over, both came to the con-
clugion that she intended a reflection by
ne means flatlering to their personal
appearance.

Her auiocratic way had its effect upon
Tammy, Searcely khowing what he gid.
he parted with a sixpence, and found
himaself a partner in his brother's adven-
turo—at _lenst, a8 far as Victoria.

The girl went down, smiling hreadly,
and Sammy sidled up to his brother.

“Twok hera, Billy, pax!" he said.

“I oam perfectly  willing 1o  be
{riendly, Bammy, if you will only act in a
brotherly way!" roplied William George,
in ey tones,  Tey tones were ocasy, for it
was very rold on top of the tram.

“1 dan't ecall 1t brotherly to steal a
fellow’s anooey-boax ! sniffed  Samny,
shruggling  into his  coat.. anrl tying 2
mufiter from its pocket Wound his fat
youupr neck,

“iih, veally, T don't seo how you ean
bave  done  that, boeagse T have oo
ooy bhox, But if Ykl have T f:n‘gi\'f-
vou, thoagh that wosn™ swhat T was falk-
i alwnb ! replicd  Williom  George
mia e nanimonely.

“1 know you haven't gol o money-
bov!  Yeou blue all your clunk on grob,
voi Int Beast!” howled Sammy.  **1'm
lalkizz alwut Yo Inmaing mites, aind you
Lo a0 '™

“hothiug of the gorl! You distinetly
tald me that youn hado't pot one.  THow
oonald T steal from you what yon hiaven't
;_:rﬂ'_"”

“You'd swear hlack was white if #t
sutted] wau, 13lly, you rolter! Look here,
we're both bara! Fvervone knows yon
are, aned I'm sure they tell me ofien
cnongh in the Soecond that T am—the

voung beasis! Buat let's toll the truth for

once. Thers ian’t anybody else to hear,
g owe gha'n’t e miving aoything away.
You're going to Greyiriars, ain't you?”

“T have not said sa”

HWWell, if you deny it, T jolly well
sha'n't bhelieve you! And I don't blame
vontr: ik ean't e worse there than it is at
Iu_'u"r:ri:.r I sxy, vou know, I'll come with
vou ! .

“ Tt who s going to pay your fare®™

“Whe, you rvoltor, you've got my
blissznd money-Lox (M

One Penny. 15

BT odon't adegt 8! Ilow much is thera
i i, Sammy "

_ "Jolly near two guid—T've been sav-
ing up for ever go long.”

“Then I'll 1ot you come. You know
the way to open the thiug. Only, mind
vou, voi've pot lo got the hall-ticket;
I'm not going to ask for one for you!™

THE FIi¥TEENTH CHAPTER.,
The Adventurous Brothers !
i O, you hamd over that money-
0%, Hlyt"  said  Sammy
BBunter, as he aod his hrother
neared Yiwctoria on the top
of the tram.

“Groooph! Ain't it cold, Bammy?”
was Lhe answer he got.

“1 shouldn't thisk it can be under
vour eweatnt there”

“EhY What arc vou la]kinﬁ ahout?"

“My money-box. fathead!” howled
Gammy, quite out of patience. 1le had
not much of that commodity at the best

f times.

“Is that the one you said you hadn't
got, or some other one®" -

“It's the ong yon're nureing against
your greal fat sto——"

“Pon't be 2o volear, Barmmy! What
would the conductress say if she henrd

nit"”

“[ should think zhe'd say you wera a
rotten thief! I'll ask her, if you like "

But Billy Bunter did not really rearn
for the opinion of the lady ticket-dis-
penser. Ile considercd her. no lady, and
not likeiy to be an unbizesed judge of
his -canduct,

The tram stopped near the elock-towor
at the top of Vauxhall Bridue Refd.
Billv and Sammy made laste 1o deseend,
the money-box still hugged (o the breast
of the eldor brother. In sueh hasto
weore they thot Sammy tumbled forward
against his brother's back, sending him
Forward in his turn into the back of a
gtout Ludy of the charwoman persuasion
who wasz descending from  inside the
tram.

“Drat the boy, stickin® of his bones
into me I.}lm that!"” she snapped. And
she turned, the more effectually to drat
Bumter, perhaps.

Her cxpression changed to one of
amazemntnt.

“ Luwks-a-mussy 1"’ she gasped. "It
couldn't ‘ave hin 'is bones, neither! Ibs
- long time since anybody ever ace any-
think of them, I'l lay a bob! Arn',
loedy, 4f there min't onother like ‘im
jest behind ! SBave us!™

“1t's all right, mum,” said the con-
ductress, grinning in what Dunter con-
sidered o very unladylike way. “*They're
‘uman beings, an’ they've paid their
farcs, 80 I had to let them atay on.
hey ought to be made to pay double;
Tt I Laven't got any instructions to

charge by weight.™
“I1f vou had, she'd have to ?aiy double,
oo, sad Willlam George. 1 bet she

-

welghs more than T do!”

“Drat your imperence, You  noarsty
voung clephant!” snorted the chartlady,
flenrishing her gamp, ;

“Yon shonldn't Le rude to Indies”
gail the conductress, “If sou bave the
misfortunn o bo fat enough for a show,
that's no oxenan for bad manners ! ™

“You—— I—=TI'll report you to—"

“aome along, Billy, and don't maka
a silly ass of yvoursclf—I mean & bigger
ang than you ure already, of coures!"
broke 4n Samuel, seizing his brbther by
the armu ;

“Pha little 'un®s got a hit mors sonse
than the big "un,” remarked a emiling
man in khaki.

“Perhapz his fat hasn't choked his
bwain: a0 much yet,” replied the con-
ductress.
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William George, purple with anger,
syfered Sammy to lead him away.

“Tell you what, you'd better hand me
over the chink, and let me run this
ghow,” gaid Bammy importantly. *0Of
course, you'll have to pay me back
when you get your next term's pocket-
money—if the pater lets you have any.
But it's no geod going on like this, 1
don't mind going to Greyfriars with you;
in fact, } mean to go, and I'll under-
take to land wou there safely.”

“You'll do whatt” gasped William
George, recovering his breath sufficiently
to speals,

“Land you at Greyfriars right end up,
il only you'll keep your smlly mouth
ghut,” replied Sammy calmly. ““DBut if
you go guarrelling with everyone we
ron against——=1

“"¥ou silly Little bloated worm! You
absurd little—— ©Oh, my hat, did ever
anyone hear angthing like it?"

“* No ﬂggd making a row like that, sou
know. Better hand me over my moncy-
box, or I'll give you in charge for boning
it, you fat thiel! I can see a bobby over
there,™

“Oh really, Sammy, den't be such a
voung asz! Look here, we're bound to
use the money from your box—though
it isn't really vours, because you sdid
straight out you hadn't got one—hut it
needn’t be uwsed on pavmg for tickets
I don’t see why wa should pay for them;
the South-Eastern TRailway Company
never did anything for us!™

“That ain't saying they're going fo
ket ws do them—not that I mind, if
you know a way,” said Bammy.

“1 Lnow a way all serene.
born  vesterday, you bet!
tickets, that's the wheeze!”

“I don’t see——"

“Of course von don’t! You haven't
.Eﬁt"t]te beains! Leave it to me, that’s

I wwasn’t
Flatiorm

“Well, you'll only want twopence,
then. So just you gimme the money-
box, and I'll hand over the two 4.”

“No, Bammy, 1 will take care of the
money-box; and when we get fo Lan-
tnarn we'll have 2 jolly good blow-cut.
I"'m hungpy now, of course; but if there’s
o train pretty soon, we'd better not
bother about grub. Go and find out,
there's o good chap™

cammy, grumbling, departed to make
the inguiry; and Billy, dodging into a
watbing-roomy, got up into a Corner,
and fencing himself off with himseli, so
to speak, %rum the other passengers,
there strove desperstely to get  the
money-box open.

“What are vou doing,

It was the wvoice o
high in expostulation.

UNuan-nething! " stammered  his
brother. *'1 say, Sammy, how do you
get this dashed thing open?”

“Yon give it to me, and I'll show
vou,” replied Sammz,

“No, I'm going to held . I can’t
trust you; your principles aren't as high
as mine."”

“T hope they ain't; yours fairly hum "
Bammy returned. Tt was not an urilgina]
aarcasm—Sammy had got it from Peler
Todd—but it pleased hum as much as if
he had invented it: and he allowed his
brother to hold the money-box by one
end while he did something to it which
caunsed the lid to come up, and revealed
the treasure within.

William George's eyes ghstened, and
his mouth watered. There was the gleam
of a sovercign among+a pile of silver and
coppers, He tried to thrust in his hand,
but it was too fat to ge in. Sammy's,
which was smaller, though scarcely less
fat, shoved it out of the war, inficting
a seratell, and grabbed the monery.

Put ‘Willlarn George grabbed Sammr.
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gfu rotter?”
muelﬂ, raised

“Now, then, my lads, no guarrelling !"
said a fatherly old gentleman close b

“He’s trving to sneak my cash!™
howled w:iﬁiam George.

O Pain’t  his; s mine!"™  roared
Sammy.

“Really, really——" v
“Oh, you mumd your own hizney!”
snapped  William  George. " Sammy,
sou young idiot, drop it! We shall get
mto trouble if we get a-n:w.-iuﬁ here 1"
The ofd gentlemon turned his back
upon them. 5
“Well, I'm going to have the quid and

these two half-dollars,”” said Hammy
resolutely, “TI'll lend you the rest, if
you like, There's over fifteen bob
there,”

‘Al pight,” answered William George
reluctantly, “When doecs the tramn Eo el

“Not far another forty minntes.

“Then there's time to go out of the
station and get some grub first.™

“Right-ho! ¥You pay, of course.”
“No fear! You've got most of the
money.*

“Well, it's my moncy, ain’t 4%

“Well, ain’t you going to eat part of
the. grub? Most of it, I expeet, I
know what a little prg you are!”

“ And I know what a big pig you are—
so there !V . .

Another quarrel seemad mmmment.
But the twp became aware that they

were attracting an undesirable amount

of attention, and they rolled out. They
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compromised the matter by each paying
half of the hbill for the mass of ndi-
Eeﬂ.lihlc stuff they loaded themselves
with,

As Billy explained, this really meant
that he paid more than hiz share, as
Sammy had bad most of the contents of
the money-box. But Billy's mathematics
wara too advanced for Sammy, who
could not see it at all in that way,

For just three minutes they made
peace, ‘That was while they got the
platform tickets, and passed on together
to the train. The hcaris of both were
somewlhere near their boots when the
ticket-inspector looked at them narrowly.
They feared he had seen through ther

odlge.

But he was only interested in them as
weird specimens of what it was possible
for British boys to berome, it seemed,
if one might judge by a remark he
made to another passenger.

“Well, whoover thev've come fo meet
ain't very likely to miss them on tie
platform,”  sal the ticket-inspector,
“An’ if they're bem’ fatted for Christ
mae, he ought to be pleased at the way
they’ve put on flesh. What wouldn’t the
11.|:1H’T;'_u" [ng pive for them two, sir—
ch?'

“The beast!” snorted William George.

They made haste to get into the train,
But searcely were they seated when ihe
passenper to whom the inspector had
spoken looked in at the window.
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L Aren’t vou boys making a mistake?"”

he asked. “I understood that you had
only platform-tickets!”

“What's that to do with you?"
squeaked Bammy.

“Bhut u and don't be ruade!™

anapped William George. “ You are mis-
taken, sir, I aszure you. We have booked
for Friardale.™ ; ;
“Oh, indeed! 8orry—i I am mis
taken " veplied the passenger. DBut he
appeared o be very doubtful whether he
old rotter(™

W,

** Interlerin snarled
the polite William George.

The stranger looked round and ecowled
blackly, He kad heard that. )

They were on tenterhocks until the
train steamed out, and they mmapped ab
one another continually.

But az =zoon as it had started their
fellow-passengors got o hittle rect, for
the two produced bag after bag of grub
and procecded to give an amazing, 3
not exactly improving, exhibition of what
t?:cr unhkealthy appetities could waccom-
plrah.

“Go it, young 'un!" esad a horsy-
looking man cncoursgingly. ‘“‘He'a a
bit ahead of you now, but you'll catch
him in the straight if vou buck up a bit,
and ain't too much afraid of choking
yourself 1% .

“They don't seem neither of them ta
*ave no fear whatsomever of that,’” ob-
served a lean individual enviously. "1
should 'ave pains all over me if I was to
eat a gquarter of that little lot!”

“They'll burst soon!” snorted a lady
whose only refreshment was of the liguid
kind, &he refreshed herself often, and
at each swig grew redder in the {see and
leamier of eve, “*Navaty young pige,

‘call Tem 1P’

“I don't think it'll be as bad as that,
mum!” sgid the horsy man cheonly.
“But I'll lay ten to one they're Loih
sick 1"

“Pon’t take any notice of 1le rade

people, Sammy!”  spluttered  Willinm
George, with hig mouth full .
“1 ain’t,” answered Bammy. * Lel the

silly idiota say what they like!”

The red-faced lady leaned across and
boxed Sammy’s ears.

“Tf you wmen ave gen'l'men”
shrieked, * you'll hit the big beast ™

“Ow-yow !  Btoppit, you cat!™ yeled
Sammy.

“We don't want to 'it 'em, mum,”
said the lean man. *“ Pusonally, I look
upon .his ’ere business as o ‘ighly inter-
estin’  ecientific experiment.  1{  they
croak over it—well, that ain't any
funcral of mine, an’ T dessay their
parents can spare 'em. Wot do you say,
Robert?”

“1 says ditto to you, George. I don't
want to hit the young porkers. I've got
some a8 near Jike them as mattere nothin®
iti a sty at home now; an’ they're a’most
human when they gets  their backs
seratched.” : - !

“They're travellin® without tickets—

BT

that's my belief ! snorted the lady with
the flask. *“You hecard what that
gen'Vinan said to them? Well, then!

When we stops I shall call the guard,
an' we'll see what he says about n!”

Thercafter Sammy and illy eat for 2
while in fear and trembling, for it way
evident that this determined {cmaalo
meant mischief. But the train rusheod on,
and befare it stovped aeain the lady with
the flask was snoving in her corner. The
two men gob out, and Willlam George
composed himsell [or s‘.ﬂeq.

As scon as he had bhepon to enore
Qammy became ective. e made great
efforts to get at his brothor's money—
ov, rather, at lis own moncy in his

brother's pocket.
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But, though Billy slumbered on, it was
no go. Possibly Billy himself could nhot
have got his hand into that pocket until
the effect of his recent snack had some.
what passed off. Bammy’s perdeveranco
wag all in vain.

Darkness had fallen now, and the lamp
gave but a cheerless lght. Bammy was
greatly relieved when, peering out of the
window as the train slackened speed, he
saw lights ahead which he knew to be
those of the junction where they had to
change.

“Loantham! Lantham!  yelled the
porters, and Bammy shook his brother,
and pinched him, and punched him, and,
linding all that of no avail, kicked his
shins. savagely,

“Brrerr! Lemme alone!
rismg-bell vet I burbied Billy.

“eh, vou fathead! Jlet's gel out be-
fore she wakes up and telis the gugrd !
squenked Bammy,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Night !
(1 oW thEE. Lioys; new then!™

N said  Mre, Prout cheerily.

“Ouite time for bed! Dear
me, it's nearly eleven!™

“But it's holidav-time,
gir,” =zald Delarey.

“Quite g0, quite g0t Shll, T am sure
you must all be tived, Hurree Bingh,
you should have gone a long time ago.”

“WNot at allfully, hencured sahib! I
Dhave all this day laid reclinefully upon
the couch, and my Judicrous leg will not
more reposefully rest, even m bed!”

Mr. Prout had not spent the whole
cvening with the juniors, He had redired
to I, Locke's stady, where, with a
plowing fire, & good cigar or two, an
interesting book, and possibly o small
Wlop of something comfovting, he had
hecn quite happy. Now he looked into
the Common-rocm, whore the juniors
were, with quite o fathexrly air,

“Where is Bquifi 7" he asked. Inm term-
time he would certainly  have said
“Field” But he had two or thiee times
during the day addreessed the boy from
I?'mr.- South Wales by bis familiar nick-
ame, and Soutff tcck it as o sign of
favour—as indeed it was,

Bouilf was as fond of & vag ag anyong,
But he had passed round the word that,
while Prouty was on hig pood behaviour,
apvone attempting lo sap him  would
<atch it hot., Harmony must be pre-
gerved, if possible, “even at tho cost of
&8 few thick ears,” as Souilf sand.

“He was here a maunic ov two ago,
gir,” said Tem Brewn. e

Snuifi and Harry Noble canmie in just
then, from upstairs,

They had been 1o see the preparations
made by Fishy and Buck Finn,  Wun
Jang, on being wained by his minor of
the impending trick, had at once told
Bouiff.  The Chinese boy was ruile
capable of circumventing 1bhe two Ameri-
rans on his own, and it weoeld have been
more in his usaal way o Jdo so. But he

had preferved to tell Bawif, and Sguill’

had taken Kangereo and Dane and Tom
Brown and Delavey into eouncil; and
aj*imng them they had evolved a countey-

ot
i It was necessary to ithe Tull succoss of
their scheme that the mixture should
have to he fetched from outside the
dormitory. So {wo of them had gone up
10 see how malters stood; and, as Squilf
had rather expected, Lo stufl was found
concealed elsewhere—under a bed in the
1Iprer Fourth devmitery.  They had
shifted it under ancther bed a few vards
away.

“Time vou marshalled vour Land for
repose, Squifi i eamd Mr, Prout.

"Taint

you  know,
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“Ay, ay, sir! You're not going to eit
up all night yourself, are you?"

“Bless the lad, what does it matter
bow long I mt up?”

“Well, if you're coming skating with
ud fo-morrow, sir——"

“0Oh, vee, vea! A good night's rest
beforehand to get fit, and then I flatter
myself I can show Fyou youngsters a
thing or two—eh, what?”

“1 pguess he does fAatter himself—
some!” whispered Fish in the ear of
Finn.

“0Oh, T caleulate he ain™ a bad old
has-been! I've seen worse!' said Buck.
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that he had only slept for half an hour
OT EO.

All around him in the dormitory was
quiet. He drop out of bed, thrust on
trouseras and dressing-gown, and went
over to Fishy.

“ Wharrer doing, you jay!” muttered
Fishy eleepily, as %uck shook him by the
ehoulder,

“Git up, you slab-sided galoot!”

“Whaffor? Not likelyl You don
catch Fisher T.—"

“0Oh, wyou chump! Have wou fore
gotten? You ain't got a memory worth
a durned red cent!”

Squiff awoke at this moment. But ne

“;"If &y =
ll

I

Hie
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A night alarm 1 (Sece Chapter 21.) I

The dormilory was chilly, but the beds
were warm.  Cook had shown hevself
great-hearted, and there was a hot-water
bottle in each. The hardiest did not dis-
dain 1t, atd the twe Indians and little
Sylvester appreciated 1t bugely,

The unaccenstomed luxnry very nearly
led to the trick's falling through. Fishy
amd Duck Fiun bad fully intended to re-
main .awake till they were guite sure
evorvone waz asleep, and Sguifl had un-
dertalien to lie awake to watch for thent

Dot within ten minutes of shipping into
bed all the twelve were snoozing.

‘Buck Finn was the firat to arouse him-
self. Iuck had plenty of faults: but want
of decision was not one of them. He
| looked at his luminous watch, and saw

was on the alert at once, and the twe
plotters heard no sound from his bed to
rouse their suspicions.

Fisher T. Fish now remembered. Ia
was not &0 keen on the scheme as he had
beon, for his bed was warm and coms
fortable, and he did not at all faney leav-
ing it. Moveover, he had not the same
strong objection to Chinese, as such, that
Buck Finn cherished,

But he dislibked Wun Tung personally,
and it was plain that the resolute Duck
woitld not let lum off. Bo, grumbling in
an undertone, he arose.

Until the two had crept out of the dor
mitory deor Squiff did not stir.

But directly 1t was closed behind them

TRE MagueT LisRARY .- -No, 513,
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he was out of bed. ITe did not wait even
to don his trousers, but, clad only in his
pyjamas, slipped to the door and thrust
against it the nearest washatand,

Then he put on & garment or two, and
awoke Hop Hi and Wun Luag,

“ Into Fishy's bed, sharp, Wun Lung !™
ha said, * You inte Finn's, kid!”

The two Chinese boys did not argue,
or even ask n:;uast.mm. There was no
need to ask: They tumbled at onee to
Squifi's dodge.

ith choerful grins on their yellow
faces they obeyed.

Bquiff had switched on a light. Now
a awoke Tom Brown and Delarer, Dano
and Kangaroo. The two Indian juniors
and Sylvester wera left to alecp, if the
could eleep, through the scenec whi-:_:i:
Eﬁulfd follow. But that hordly seemed

ely.

The bolsters of the two Celestials were
thrust down into their beds, replacing

their bodies. The trick would not have:

assed muster with the light on. DBut

uiff had no intention of leaving it on;
und Fishy and Finn were pretty sure to
profer doing their abominable work in
the darkness that waa fitting for it.

“They'ra coming back,” smid Squiff,
gnd he switched off the Jlight at once,
“Kangy, put your broad old back against
the door, and keep it thers until Tom
and Pict have movad the washstand bask,
They'll think the door has atuck. My
hat! There's going to be a aurprize for
those two bounders in a minute or twa ™

The three dashed off noiselessly to carry
put his inatroctions.

Meanwhile, Fishy and Buel: Finn had
visited the Upper Fourth dormitory.

“Oh, Jerusalom crickets! The stuff's
gone !" groaned Fish.

He was feeling under the bed nearest
the door, where %‘m knew he had put the
two pails. But Squiff and Harry Noble
had shifted them, with the object of gain-
g time €0 prepare for the sportive

youths' return,
“You jay, it must be thar! Didn't
woe put it thar " growled Buck.

“Yep, I caleulate we did! DBut it sin't
thar now. Facl for yourself, if you don't
believe me.”

“I recleon T'N feel under some of the
other beds,” eaid Buck., “We came in
by darl, and I caleulate we must have
been mistaken about which bed we put
it under, pard I”

“"Tain't likely 1" Fishy replied.

‘i Waal, likely or not, it's eo!™ snid

uelk, _“]:'-"::Ill'+ hyer’s the mixture. Gee-
whiz, Fishy, it niffs some] This docsn't
need to be shaken any befovre taken, I
pueas 1™

They had not lost much time. Bul
Eq;t}ff & Co. had worked guickly.

Fish felt more than a litHle suspicious.
Bucls, whe did nol kuow his way about
the school as well ag his confederate, did
not.. To him it seemod aouite possible
tlak thoy shonld have made a2 mistake as
to which bed the two pails had been
throst under.

He was ahead, and he pushed at the
dremitory door, which had been left ajar.
Heo was surprised to find it rosist hin.
But ho said nothing until he had twisied
the knob and.still it did not give,

“Does thiz durned door over elick,
Fizhy t"' he growled. *It's sticking now,
anyway !

Nope! Let me try, you jay!™

Fishy tried, aud the dogr oponed readily
enongh. A sccond before it opened Kan-
garoo ~had dodged under cover.  The
other three wore back at their beds.

HYou fellows awale?* asked Fishy,
slill not quite easy in his mind.,

JOh, enakes! That's a smart sort of
trick, I don’t think!" came the angry
whiaper of Duck Finn, -

“1lats, you eilly chump!” hizsed baclk
Tue Magyer Lasgagy.—No. 5613,

Fishy. *“We don't want to run right into
their arma, I calenlate !

But everybody scemed asleep. Some-
ones was snoring in a truly lifelike
maonner; end the moonlight, which even
through the drawn blinds made the room
light enough to see o moving fLigure,
showed nothing to alarm them,

Fishy's doubts were dispelled,

“T'Il take the kid, I guess!” he said.
“Fou go lor Wun Lung, Buck!™

Even at such a time Pishy was
He knew that he was above IHop
fighting weight,

“Bwash it well over the durned
Chinla ' growled Buck Iian,

And they swashed it !

In the same moment lizht flooded the
room.  Together Squiff, Dane, and Tom
Brown had switched on.

And the twe Chinese jimiora eat up,
one in Fishy's bed, and one in the bed
of Buck Finn'!

"“hﬁhl Christopher Columbus!™ gasped
Fish.

** Holy smoke ! exclaimed Buck Finn.

“ Mo tinloee me stavee hele,” said Wun
Lung calmly. ** Me not lilice nasty stuoff.
Velly good for badee Amelicans!”

"“"Me siayee hele,” ehimed in Hop Hi
“Buckee's bed nicae walmoes 1™

“"Not en your durned life you dop't
yvou yellow heathen '™ bawled Boek.

“Oh, yes, he dom!” enil Kangaroo,
from behind him. “Get into that bed,
Finn i*

“What!
Noble 1" _

“And I rather guess you willl Tn fact,
I know you're gomng in. It's your choiee
whether you get in or are pub in !

“1 reckon I'd like to see any paloot
put me ioto that mess ! snerted Buck
defiantly.

*“&honld you like te aco any galoot put
guu into that mess, Fishy ! azked Squiff

landly.

“Hyer, I
going to—'
“Your mistake, Fishy! You are!™

"Ha, he, hal"

Everybody was awalke now, and every-
body but Fishy and Finn was enjoying
himsell, Fishy and Finn were not enjn:.r-
ing themselves at all. Dut it looked as
if ﬂmi,' were fated to feel worse before
they felt better. The two Australians
wera men of their word.

“Vou would like to see any galoot put
you into that mess, Buck '’ said Noble,
prasping him by the buck of the neck.

“Yep, T would! T ain'b—"

“Am I a galoot?”

”"'Fr:ﬁt of course! But—"

“Well, it's very near Clristmas, and
I've alwarys been an oblizing chup. Ieve
goes !

Next moment Buck Finn sprawled upon
the bed which Wun Lung had left for
safer parta, and Buck's rather aguiline
features wera pressed hard inio the very
worst of the horrible mixture by the
strong band of Kangaran.

“Yow-ow! TYarocogh! Tleln! T'm
heing mur-——  Oh, sloppit, vou cad!
Yow "

“Are you going in of vyour own [roe
will, or have you to be put in, oo,

Fishy 7" asked Souiff,
1:f it, Tield—

“1 ain't!  Ilyer, chuck
chueok it, T say "
“Come amd give me 2 hand, Tidt]
I'm not &0 strong as Kangaron, or Fishy's
strongar than Finn--I don’ lknow which,
But he's poing, anyway ¥~
And, Delarey lending a willing hand,

FMishy went !

“Yowwwwwn! Grooogh! Yah! Oh,
dear! I'll get even with vou for—
Yow-ow! You rotters!”

“What's that?” asked Clifton Dane,
with hand to ear. .

“ Shut uf) that =illy row, Fishy!”
suapped Delarey, *We want to listen.”

rudent.
Hi's

F

Mef I rather guess not,

:m:;'—I gay, Squiflf, T ain’t

“Ow.vow! I'm poisoned! Ooooeh!®

“¥You. wantee peison Chince! Now
Egu pettee poison voulself, and Chinee
o vs velly glades, vou Iottel I said Wan

ung.

“ Bomebody’s shouting outside ! eaid
Tom Brown.

Dane drew up the nearest blind,

S Put the lights out,” he said, “and
give & chap a chance to ane 1™

The lights were switched out.  The
%rc:ans of Buck Finn and Fiasher T. Fish

here was no ewitching off Fishy, and
continued to egound in the moonlight,
Buck was little less full of lamentation
than he.

“it's a fat chap—it's two fat chaps [™
said Clifton Dane,

“It's Bunter !’ cried Bquiff, gazin
over his shonlder down into the quad.
“ Bunter and his giddy young scrub of a
minor !

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Added to the Party!

QUIFF threw up a window-sash,

S The chilly night air came into the

room, and the lads from the Fast,

with one accord, shifted lower down

into their beds, and pulled the clothes up
over their shonlders.

“7T do not think that I shall get-out of
bed to welcome these [at persous,” said
Koumi Rao gravely, 2

“I am samefully of the identical mind
of the honourable Jam," said Hurree
Singh. ¢ Maoreover, my ludicrous iog
would not standfully support me. It is
not of the neeessitfulness, esteemed
Bquiff, that vou should excusefully apolo-
gize for my absentfulness to tho absurd
and disgusting Duntera.™

“Wun Lung stayce hele,” said the
Chineze Removite.  “Fishy 18 a lottel,
but Fizhy's bed i3 walmee and comfolt-
able,"™

Hop Hi said nothing at all. DBut he
had no notion of giving Buck Fin a
chance to come back,

“Is that you, 3quif? Come down and
let us in!” yelled Willinm George.

“No jolly fear! Just you cut back
home !"” replied Squiff. “1 supposr one
of ue will have to go to Prouty, Tom,"
he added, in lower tones. W can't
keap the fat bounders out in the snow;
but the old bird might be a bit ;.us»{)]ici-:rul
in the morning if we let them in by the
box-room window."

“I'll go!” answered Tom
readily.

“ Den't let Preuty in here, old scout,”
said Dwelarey, grinning.

Brown

”Wh’}f not, Piet?”
“He's a soft-hearted old bufier., [Ho
might be sorry for Fishy and Finn, And

they can be quite sorry enough for them-
selves, without any help, T fancy.”

“Right-ho!" said the Wew Zealander,
and he departed.

“Houiff, you rotter!" howled Bunter
A jor,

“RBanter! Sweet Bunter, my heart's
celight I replied Souiff,

“h, do let us wm, Field!™ pleaded
Bunter miner.

“Can't be did. We're locked np for
the night,” Souiff said, shaking his head
cravaly,

"DBad porpaises who have run awny
from home must run back,” called dowa
Piet Idelarey.

“Who ever heard of a chap ruming
away from home to school 7" remarled
Clifton Dane. ““The thing simply isn't
done I*' ]

“Not by human_beings,” soil  the
Houth African, “But you don’t know
the Bunters, Dane. ™

“Souiff | Browney! Rebel! Oh I
say | Really, you know, you chaps, you



Next Monday.

must let us in!
dead with celd, and if we don't get some-
thnig to ea o

“I'm going to lie down in the gnow and
go to sleep,” said Sammy lugubriously.
“Then I shall die. Then these chaps will
be sovry,”™ :

“F don't see why we should,” suid
Delarey.,

“That’s a jolly good dedge, Sammy !
smd William George,  ** De it, old chap!
That wiil bring them to their senees of
snything will 1"

“Wetl, then, do it yourself!” growled
Sarmmy. “I know wyou. ¥Yeu thmk
vou'll get my cof if T peg cut! Tah!”

“ You ]itﬂﬁqbﬂﬂ!t! I you say much

more —

“Hallo, DBunty! Hallo, Bammy!
How's vour respected annt?? spoke the
voice of Tom Brown. The Neow

Zealander had just appeared round the
COTIeT.

William George would have fallen upon
hig neck in relief. Dut Tom Brown was
sot having any.

“Bhe's awful
“We simply had to cut, Brown.
couldn’t stand it any Jonger ™

“Well, vou can coma in,” said Toni.
“ Avrangements may be made for you o
sleep in the boot-cupboard. Or perhaps
Prouty will give vou a shakedown in his
room. You'll see him m a minnte.”

1 saw, vou know, Sti_l)‘iiﬁ—-" Oh, really,
we don't want to sce Prouty toonight! 1
don’t see o bit why that can’t wait tall
the morming.™

“ He needu't know wo are here at ali,”
taid Bammy.

“HRats! He knows, and you've got to
ceme along te him. ™

They went. They had to go.

BBut Mr., Prout really was not hard-
hearted, and the foriorn aspect of the iwo
fat juniors caused him to postpene the
leeture he felt bound to give them uuntil
the morraow.

“Ree that they have something hot io
drink, and some food, Brown,” he sand,

" grunted Sammy.

Wo

“and get them into bed as soon as pos-
gible. If there are no beds aired, they
muet  sleep  between  blankets,  They

canmot take much harm se. Dear me!
Who ever heard of such a thing before ?
Running away from home—and at Chyist-
mag, foo!l”

“That’s just why, sir,” whinoed Wil-
liam George,

* Goodnese gracions, what dees the boy
mean 7 ¥ou two really are the most ex-
traordinary lads I have ever encoun-
tered ! heve! Take them away,
Brawn! Wo can keep them 'l thoar
parents send for them, T suppose.”

“They jolly well won't send!” said
William George hopefully, as Tom Brown
led the two away,

Saumiff and the other Colonials came
downsataira as soon as 1they were sure that
Mr. Prout had gone back to bed.  The
Bunters were drivking  steaming - ot
cocon and potung away provender st oo
great pace.  Already their natural self-
conceit, temporaridly impatred by the
troubles of the day, was veturnmg to
thomn, and they were inclined to ﬁ:}r;uk
vpon themselves as horoes,

“We'd lost the tickets—ibat was
Bammy's fault,” said the Owl, having
carried & highly untrue narrative as far
as Lantham.

“What was the good of keeping ihem
when they were only 3

“UDry up, Sammy! I'm talking! So
this wretched woman teld the tickoet-
inspoctor that we hadn't any.”
1 ow did she know you'd lost them
asked Kangarco, winking at the rest,

“Tt was just her spite. She was a per-
fectly horrible female, and drank liks a
fish. Bo they wanted to make nes pay,
and we said we jolly well woren't going
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We're pretly nearly | to gy 1wice tver—not 11 we wnew it!

Then they hustied us out of the station,
the beasts ! ;

“They wouldn't let us take tickets
from Lantham io Friardale,” grunted
Samimy. “We were willing te do that.”

“1 don’t see why you should have been
if you'd paid onee. I say fif " becanse 1
don't a it believe you had,” =aid
Delarey.

*“1 don't care what you believe, Bebel!
And, anyway, we hadn't any money.”

“ Being wiliinp: to pay didn't help a lot,
then.” remarked Dane drily.

“Well, they ought 1o have taken the
will for the deed. Ho we went and had a
snack——" , et g

“Thought you hadn’t eny chink " said
Bouilf,

“Reaily, Field, T don’t zee how 1 can
be expected to tell my tale if you fellows
keep on making senseless interruptions,”
protested the Owl peevishly, “We had
2 snack, I sav, and then we found & car-
riev's cart gotng from Lantham to some
village not far from Friardale. Samm
wanted to go back to the station; but
saicd that after the way we had been
treated by the railway company I would
have nothing more to do with them

“You will to-morrow, thongh ! sad
Delaroy.

“Not likely ! We're pot going back.
We know when we're well off, T guess.
Ho we arranged to be carried to this vil-
lage for a bob each.™

“Out of the money you hadn't pot?
Well, there wonld be lots of that, any-
way,” said Dclavey., “But i I'd been
the carricr——"

“He was o woree beast than vou are—
T mean——— 0Oh, do shut up, Rebel, &nd
let & chap gpet on! Sammy, you little
pig, vou're wolling all the tongue !

“Well, yon don’t need any., You've
got some to epare ! grunted Sammy.

“Bunter minor's brains have been
‘sharpencd by his adventores," raid Tom
Brown.

“It was really Sammy's fault. The

carrier’s wifc was i the cart—a great, fat
woman the was—and she wouldn't let
us have any of the rug, and kept on zay-
ing that we tgok up too much room.  So
1 said we shouldn't shell out if we had any
more of her back-chat—we were wvery
nearly thero then. And the carricr took
Sammy and pitched him out inte a great
drift of snow. T couldn’t stand that, of
pouTse,  Sammy = 4 young beast;  hat,
after all, he's my brother. 2Bo I gave the
man one for himself !™

“That's a lie!” ericd Sammy. “You
never stood up to bim at all. Yon wers
too funked., Why, I'd scarcely lit in the
snow before you came flving out, not six
yards away, huw!ing' like fury!”

“I jumped out,” said Bunter major
calmly., *“ My “well-known high prin.
eciples wouldn't allow me to desert a
brother 1n distress—even a worm like
Sammy, who, T must candidiy state, is
raother o :Ifa-gl':;f*l} to o fo mil:.r, And the
beast of o caveicr drove away and left
usg there ! ITe did not care o scrap if we
had broken all our bones—not he !V

“Well, with the snow and the fat, there
reatly wasn't much danger of that 1™ said
Dane,

“T am not fat; mercly plamp and well-
proportioned,” eaid the Owl, with dignity.
“1 admit that Sammy is fatter than a
boy of his ape has any right to be. DBut
that comes from lie gorging so——"

"You don't, do vou, vou—you piddy
boa-conetructor 1™ hewled Samay.

“The cart was out of sight before we
could explicate owreelves—->"

“Was there any need of that ¥ asked
Squiff. " The carrier scems to have got
an to vou pretty well without any cxplica-
tion, I should eay.™

“From the snow, § mean™

One Penny. 19

*1 fancy the word he's searching for is
"extricate,” ™ said Dane.

“Bame thing. You fellows needn’t be
80 blessed particular with a chap’ who'a

been tllrm:ﬁh what I have! 8o we had
to tramp all the reet of the wey throngh
the snow. I carvied Sammy on my

back——"

“0Oh, what a thumper! Tf it hadn't
been for me vou'd have chucked it, von
funk ! You wanted to lie down and die
Ver &0 many times !

“Why didn't vou let him, Bammy?
You don't geem to know when you're on
a good thing ! spid Delarcy.

“I am afraid Sammy’s memory has
been infected !

* Beems likely, ag he's been with you,”
gaid SBquiff. I don't Lnow abount
memory; but you'd ho hound to infect
him zsomichow! If you've eleared up
every monthful of food—and it would
take a mocroscops to see anything left—
you'd better toddle uE) and get into bed,
Any more whacking lies can be rescrved
for the next term, Of course, you'll ba
sont back by the first train to-morrow !

“Het you we sha'n't!” grunted
Sammy.

In the Remove dermitory, Fishy and
Finn, having got off as much of their
awful meses ne could be removed without
taking off the ekin with it, had turned
into two of the vacant beds, The Bunters
were ingtalled in two more, with three or
four hot-water bottles each;: and Squiff
tucked them up, and toid them that he
was sorry both his tastes and his prin.
ciples prevented him from kissing them
for their mother,

Within five minutea sounds as of two
trumpete plaved by people who wera not
musiciang floated upon the air, Altor
their long and trying day, the advem
turcrs slept the sleep of the full!

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Two Telegrams and a Loan !

“ UNTER.? said Mr. Proot, “I

B have heavd from vour father.”

It was about eleven o'clock the

next maorning. A messcnger

had heen sent to the post-office at Friar-
dale earl® with a telegram to Mr. Dunter.
Now the answer had come, and, i'udging
frém Mr. Prout’'s appearance, he was
not aliogether pleased with it. )

“¥Yes, sir?” said Bunier, meekly anc
questiomingly.

i | toinFrap!md to him that vou and
your brother were here. I naturally ex-
pected that, at the least, he wounld re-
gquest that you should both be sent home
by the carliest possible train. I should
not have been surpriscd if he had him-
gclf come to fetch you. But he does wot
appear to want you back.”

Oh, good!™ murmuréed William
Gmr‘gcﬁ_. greatly relieved,
“What do you say, Bunter " snapped

Mr. Prout.

*1==T gail that—ihat—---"?

“Enough! To ask you o straight ques
tion zeems only to evoke prevarication.
You are a most extraordinary boy in
every respect, Bunter. And your brother
i= no better. I am conhdent thak youy
father feels this. Nevertheless, I find it
difficult to make excuges for his brueque-
ness—notb to give it o more severe name.
—ta me ! I telegraphed to him that you
were here,  His repiy, apart from the
adidress and the signature, consisted of

two words only, ' Keep them! 1 am
not accustomed to bear with——  Yes,
Trotter ! What is it 77 .

“ Another tellorgram, sir!™ replied

Trotter, the page, winking at Dunter
with what the Owl considered wross
fmniliafih;.r.
“Wait! A reply may be neaded.”
Tog MaGgrer LigBany,—No. 513,
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"Trotter waifed. Mr. Pront slit open
the orunpe-coloured envelope.

“Abhem ! This is also from vour father,
Dunter-=n second tirought, apparentiy. It
has been well said that second thoughts
are best.”

“¥You don'i mean—you're not going o
eend uws home, eir?" {altered Bunter.
“ At least, it really doe: not matter so
much about Sammy; but I was horribly
trented there--simply horribly |*

“No, I am not going to send you home,
Bunter. Your father, thovgh his con-
ceptions of courtesy leave something to
be desired, 13 evidently a man of judg-
ment. His second wire runs thus: * And
cane them every day!' ™

“(h, sic!

Trotter was grinning breadly. Billy
Bunter gave him a glare like the glare
of a baeilisk.

“Trotter, find Bunter minor, and
bring him to the Hend's study. Bunter
major, you will accompany me!” ropped
out Mr. Prout.

“ Bub—bub—but you're not going to
cane me, air, are you 7"

“Certainly I am, Bunter ™

“It’s—it's holiday-time, siv!"

“¥You should have remembered that
before you ran away from home!"

* Bub—bute—*

“ Expostulation is useless, Bunter! Qut
of coneideration to my own feelings, I
shall not embark upon the course of daily
exccution suggested by your father,
Wielding the cane gives me no pleasure
at any time. But both you and your
brother deserve punishment, and you are
not going to escape !

Some few minutes
Sammy appeared. Billy was kept wait.
ing. But Mr. Prout erred if he fancied
that it would add to the pangs of either
Billy or S8ammy to se¢ the other cancd,
The brotherly love botwean them was
such that it might aven be some elight
alleviation. But Billy, who had no keen-
ness for the alleviation of the pangs of
H.umm:g, did pot relish waiting.
the thing was certainly to be done, he
wPllllld have preferred it done, and done
with.

Trotter and Sammy came at lash
Trotter was gripping Sammy by the neck,
Trotter was red and breathless, and
Eaﬂ'nmy was purple with indignation,

I 'ad to "andle 'im, sir ! said Trotter.
“’E snid as "ow "¢ wouldn't be caned in
‘oliday-time, not for noboedy, 'An e

passed Lefors

‘acked my shing, sic [
“Vory weoll—very woll indecd!™
anorted Mr., Prout. "I am not sure,

Bunter minor, that I can make you sorry
for kicking Trotter, but T propose to male
you very sorry indeed for yourself! No,
do not go, Trotter ! Tt i3 only fair that
you should sea yoursclf avenged.™

Such howls as fprﬂﬂﬂﬂdeﬂ from Sammy
during the next few minutes had seldom
been heard within the ancient walls of
Greyfriars. Mr. Prout had several
reasons for being annceyed, and he laid
on the cane vigorously.

“I—I should think that’s very nigh
enough, sir,” said the good-natured
Trotter, “"He 'acked my shing erool—

somethink erool, it was, but I don't bear
im no malice,”

Ho Sammy sfood aside, wailing, and
Billy took his gruel. It should have been
leaa than Bammy’s, since he had not
kicked Trotter, though he would have
dearly liked to. But it wos not: and the
mind of William George Bunter wae full
of a rankling sonse of injustice when he
and Sammy departed, wailing in com-
plete disharmony, and each accusing the
other of being to biame.

Some of the fellows had already gone
off to the Priory Pool; but Wun Lung
and Ilop Hi hod not gone with them,
The two Colestinle did not pretend any
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Bince:

gympathy for the vietims of Mr. Prout's
tyranny; but whatever exultation they
felt they managed to ]:aelp to themselves,
Thus within an hour Billy Bunter found
hiz conscicnce allowing him to meke
fricndly overtures to them. If they had
chortled he might have taken - five
minutes more; but, as getting something
wat of thom was his object, he might not.

Wun Lung was wealthy, The fact had
not heen for a long time past of any use
to Bunter, for “Wun FLung was also
sirewd. Dutb the present state of affairs

ut them on rather a now footing, and

unter thought he saw his chance. IHe
atill had a few shillings left of the money
from Sammy's box; but one wvisit to
Uncle Clegg would use up that, and such
a chanecs as this, with “ithe interfering
Colonial bounders ™ out of the way,
might not scon recur.

1 say, Wun Lung, cld chap, this is
rather jolly, ain't it?" said Bunter oilily.
" Everything's been arranged for me to
atay herc over Christmas. Aren’t you
glad #"

“Mistel Plout allange it with canee?”
asked Hop Hi.

“* No, you silly little heath—1I mean, no,
old chap! That was only—— Oh, you
know what a silly old josser Prout is!f
Thera's no eensc in the man 1

“Yelly longee naughty Mistel Ploutee
canee handsome Billy Buntee!™ said
Wun Lung solemnly.

Bunter felt quite encouraged.

“I should think it waz!” he said.
“But never mind that. He an't going
to do it again.” 1

“Bollee!™ said Hop Hi,

ik Ell?.u

“Hop Hi meance sollea you caned,
Buntee,” explained Wun Lung,

“0Oh! It didn't sound much like it.
But I'll take your word for it. We
always were pals, you and I, Wun Lung.
Femember what good times we had
when we were in No. 14 together?”

“Wun Lung lemembel velly welles.”

“Ah, I say, old chap, could you do
me a littla favour?”

“Wun Lung velly pleasee do hand-
some Billy Buntee favoul ™

This was great! Bunter thought of
subbing for a fiver, but decided that that
might be too much to ask for at once.

“Lend me half-a-sov., old chap, will
vou?" ha asked. *I left my purse at
home, you know. Silly of me, but there
you are [ : :

The hand of the Chinee was already in
his freuser-pocket. Now ho drew it out,
and Bunter saw in_it something that
glistened brightly, For the moment it
did not occur to him that no Greyfriars
boy was very likely to have a hali-
soversign—a coin little seen in  these

::Iaf's. : ;
{is fat hand closed upon it with a
convulsive clutch. The faces of the two
Orientals were guite impassive.

“(Oh., thanks, old fellow; it's no end
good of you! I'll pay you back in o few
daya, of course.”

“Wun Lung no wantee handsome
Billy Buntee lepay. Make  him
plesent !’ ; _—

Billy Bunter locked down at the com

in hiz hand. Thia was the sort of present
he could appreciate,

Was it, though?

Ik wag not! ]

The comm in his. hand was a bright,
now farthing!

“WYonu=-oh, you rotten heathen!” he
roared. “I['1—-I"l—" ,

“Come away, Wun Lung!” said Hop
Hi. *“Buntee velly closs. Why Buntee
ao velly closz, Wun Luri%'?"

“RBuntes nob glateful,”

replied his
“ Yelly

brother sclemnly. unglateful
Buntea!"
“Vah! Go and eat dogs!” yelled

Bunter after them.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
On the Ice!

UNTER stayed at Greyfriars until
after lunch. Sammy and he had
that together—not enough of if,
both said, though there would

have been enough for five ordinary boys.
Hurree Singh's meal was taken to him,
and the rest were all away on the ice.
Mr. Prout and the two Chinese juniors
had now joined the others.

“I'm going down to the ice, SBammy,”
said Billy, when they had cleared “the
board and finished grumbling because
there was no more. "

“Yakhi! Yon haven't got any skates,
grunted Sammy.

“That is where vou are wrong.”

“Woell, if you have, they don't belong
to vou.” .

“What's that matter, you silly young
fathead?"

“And yon can shate almost as well
as & brick can swim!"

" As a matter of fact, Samuel Bunter,
I am a particularly accomplished skater,
as all who have seen me can testify!"”

“I dare say—because nobody ever has
sean you skate, and nobody ever will
You're no good for anything except that
rotten ventriloguism !

“You shall see whether my vantril:;:;
guism is rotten before long, my bop!
replied William George grandly. “[ de
not intend to hide my great talent in
a napkin or under a husheﬁ. You can go
and keep Inky company."”

“MNa, I c!a.n’tF then ™

“Why not?

“Because the beast says he won't have
me in his room at any price!™

That seemed conclusive, It might not
have choked William George off, but it
settled Sammy. .

The Owl rolled of to the Priory
Woods, and Sammy made a disgruntled
but sharp-eyed tour uf the studies, with
the object of annexing any unconsidered
trifles that anyone might have left lying
about. ;

The fun on the ice was in full swing.
Mr. Prout was doing quite astonishing
things in the figure-cutting line. “They
were not always the things he meant to
do, but that only made them the more
interesting ; and, as Tom Brown said,
the fizure Mr. Prout himself cut n a fur
overcoat, with a long cigar in his mouth,
was good enough for anything—mora
particularly when the fur overcoat wiped
up the ice-dust what time Mr. FProut
floundered on his back, and that gentle.
man was in danger of swallowing a
lighted cigar.

There was plenty of room for hig
humorous performance without interfer-
ing with the activities of the rest, some
of whom were quite exceptionally good
skaters, though few of them had picked
up the art as mere kids, as so man
British boys do. Koumi Rao, who di
evervthing gracefully and well, was
among the best, and Squiff and Noble
wera first-rate. Delarey was no duffer.
But the best of them all was Clifton
Dane—for Canada gives far wmore oppor-
tunities for ekating than the homeland,

One fellow was there the presence of
whom came 25 a complete surprise to
Bunter, thouch it had nol surprised the
reet g0 much. Harold Skinner and his
nutty cousins had come over. Skinner
was scuttling dbout in no very skilful
fashion; but he could keep on his fect
and meove fast enough to get warm—
which ‘was more than DBunter could do.
And the twoe cousins were evidently
skilled skaters. Mr. Anthony was cutting
all sorts of intricate figures with great
diemity, and My, James had plainly un-
usual pace.

“Hallo, Bunter! Come and show ue
how to do it!" sang out Kangaroo,

“ Presently. I must have a word with
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my friend Shkinner first,” gaid the Owl
icwortantly, \

He did not put on his skates—or the
skates he had brovght.  Semmy was
correct about their awnership, so far as
his knowledge went, and it is not quite
certain that DBilly himself knew 11?1'::}33
they were. Bnt that was a matter of no
importance whatever.

“I haven't gone into the post-office
line. Bunty!™ ehouted Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ [ really fail to nnderstand you," asid
Bunter, shuffiing along over the shippery
enrface. " I—— Yoovop!”

He went down with a resounding
thwack,

“Bunter,” roared Mr. Prout, “if rou
are guilly of such foolish clumsiness
again, 1 shall send “you off ! 'his pool
15 very deep. and--—"'

"Gg. really, =ir, I auﬁpﬂﬂe I don't
weigh any more than vou do ¥

“That is not the question ! I don't—-""

Alas for Mr. Prout! For at that very
moment he did! His heels flew up; s
back smote the ire. He said no more,

Bunter was grinning as ha mads his
cantions way towards ﬁis friend Skinner.

Skinner waited for lim, with a sav-
donie gmile on his thin face.

“1'm cashing nothing, and I'm lend-
ing nothing, %unty!" he said., **Same
tling, of course; and a third name for
it is chneking ool awsy., But I'm not
‘doing it by any name,”

“T had po intention of asking you to
cblige me, Skinney—though, as a_matter
of fact, I atn expecting a postal order

“It wouldn't be wou if von weren’t.

What are you doing here? I suminse
they got fed up with sou at home, oh?”
“Nothing ot the sort! 1 g_nt fed up

with them, and came away.”
“0Oh! How do the fellows treat you?"
Thera was no one else within hearing.
“ Rotten " said Bunter pathe-t-icul!{.
“What can vou expect with a gang like
that? asked Skinner, who hated the
Clolonial  juniors and Inky and the
Chinese hovs. “ I say, why don't Fon
make it & bit warm for them willh yonr
ventriloguism? You could do 1t, you
know, easily.” ]
“Yes: but they would make it warm

for me afterwards,” replied Bunter
donbbinlly.

“Shouldn't wonder. Well, it's no odds
to me”

“(ouldn’t we play them :zome irick
together, Skinnevy Yon outside, o
me nside. We ought t0 be able 1o work
it'l?

“I've thonght of that. Yes, it might
be done. My counsine might come in.
I'll introduce you to them. They'll japa
voun about vour giddy fat, of course: but
yon're used to that. There’s Fighy, too,
aad  that other American speciimen—
though I wouldo’t tenst hvim too Tar”

Skinner velled across the ice o bis
cousing, and they came up.

The ead of the Remove was guite
correct as to the spivit i whiclhh Messrs,
James and Anthony Skinner would re-
ceive Bunter. Those engaging young
wentlemen were ready to pre:nme Uﬁﬂll’l
a4 very short acquaintance. Thev called
Bunter “ Fatty ™ with cheerful veadiness
ta be familine. And Bunter stood it
hoping thut in some way oy other it
might ba to his profit to stand it, When
Hunter tried to ride the high horse it
was always with somegne whom he con-
sidered it hopeleas o try for a loan,

They hwduced Bunter to pnt on lia
skates, They went even fariher than
that. They were kind enough to put
them on for him, It i3 not an easy thiug
to put on & pair of ekates backwards:
bt Messra, James, Anthony, and Harold
Skinner had minds of a cast which re-
fuged to be overcome by difficultios, and
they did it.

'G"ﬂ-ﬁ-
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On the whole, it was scarcely worth
while, For Buuter would have tumbled
within thirty seconds of getting to his
feet in any case. All that the trick
achieved was to reduce thirty seconds to
three, and to cause him to slip out of hie
skates as he fell,

They did not stay to help him up.
Someone had proposed a race, and all
three were keen ou joining in it

" Entrance-fee, sixpence!™ said Squiff.
“Mr. Prout to hold the money, and not
to hand it over io the winner until he ia
satisfied with the object chosen for its
disposal. The winner can buy something
with 1t, 6r he can pive it to 2 war fund
of some sort: but he can’'t take it in
hard ecash, berause that would moke us
all professionals !’

“Quite admirably pot, Squiff!” said
AMr. Prout. “I am willing to do as you
suggest, though if it were not for that I
should insist upon taking part in the race,
But T will hold the stakes, and act as
starter and judge,”

“It_*:—] a good thing for us that yon are
standing out of the race, sir,” said Mr.
Anthony Bkinner cheekily. *1f you are
fast enough to stert us end be at the
winning-post before us, there wouldn’t
be much chance for anvone else, would
therat™

“I'm not sware that you have been
agked to take part!” snapped Squift.

**And as the conrse will be round the
pool, thera won't be ony necessity for
Mr. Prout's bustling, though I dare say
he could make rings round us all if he
wanted to!" sdded Tom Brown,

Mr. Prout fairly beamed upon them.

" Thank yeu, my friend Brown—thenk
you!" he said. " That was very nicely
put! T am—ahem!—somewhat older
than the rest of vou, but there is life in
the old dog vet. I think that, on the
whole, this lad should be allowed to com-
pete, Squiff, as he appears to he & friend
of one of our number. Tint I trost that
the prize will be carried off by a Grey-
friara boy. We must keep up our ends,
vou know!"

Mr. Anthony Skinner muttered some-
thing about lying flat on one's back on
the ice being a bit off az a sample of
keeping up one's end. But the fists
of Kangarco and Tiet Delarey, stuck
closer 1o Mr., Authony's nose than he
ginte liked, caused him to dry up.

ST Y

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

The Raece !
ié SAY, you fellows, whe's going to
I terud e a tanneri”
1t wes the voice of the Ow] that
made Haelf heavd to this effect.
What For?? psked Chiftan Dane,
“Dou't lislen to the voicé of the et

charmbr, Pane!™ said Delavey. ““He haa
never been known to repay & loan.™

“(h, really, Delarey, that's a gross
slander, and I'm not going to put up
with it, I ean tell you! Don's take any
notiee of him, Dane; we all know what
a sneering beggar he js )"

“But what do you want the sixpence
for, tubbyt™

“Entrance-fee for the race of zourse!
I shall buy grub with the morey when I
get it. I don't see how old Prouty cm
object to that!"

“No, I reslly den't think he will—
when you get it! Here you are!” said
the good-natured Canadian junior. * And
it wouldn't be a had thing if you got
vour skates fustened on properly belore
you atarted !

“What's the matter with them?™ asked
Bunter, staring down at them.

e had fastened them himself this
time, and fondly imagined that - they
must be all right.

YNYell, for one thing the screw’s too
loose to grip, and for another you've got
everything in the wrong placd. Here,
sit down, and I'll put them wvight [oy
you "

Thus was Bunter enabled to lina up
with the rest, Otherwise he would have
lost his skates again before ho reached
the starting-point.

ETEX"{EII.IE was lining up. Even Fish
was risking sixpence, As he told Buc
¥inn, all the other galoots might fall
dowit, and then he could ssil in & winner.
Buck grunted. He could not ses Fishy
28 & winner unless all the rest tumbled
several times. Even then, discount would
have to be given for Fishy's own tumbles.
Buck had hopes for himeelf, and he
really was not such o duffer as Iish.

The course was three times round the
pocl. As it was impossible to stake and
vope it, a fairly liberal margin from the
edge was allowed. Bat My Prout, from
his walch-tower on the bank, was 1o send
ﬂ];lt. anyone who took unfair advantage of
this, !

There was & small scramble for places
farthest from the bank at the start. It
was prevented from being s bigger
scramble by the foct that some of them
did not take part in it. Without a word
to suyone, Dane lined nwp nearest the
bank, and Squiff, Kangaroo, Delarey,
Koumi Rao, and Tom Brown [ell into
place near him. But Fishy and Finn,
the three Skinners, and Bunter all
pushed and barged for the outaide place,
whila the two Chinese, ateering 2 middle
course, seemed contented with places nenr
the middle, where littlo Sylvester bore
them company.

“Yow! Chuck it, you cad!” howled
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Bunter, aa Mr. James gave him a vicious
push.
“Hyer naow, jest you drop that,
Fishy ! yelled Bocek Finn.

T 5!\, Jerusalem crickets ! Haven't T got
as good a right—""

“Yooop!"” came from Bunter. The

push had sent him aliﬂitﬁ“ atlong fully ten

vards, to come down with a bump at the
finish.

The Skinners made no noise. They
merely pushed. And when at last the
line was complete all three of them had
got well to its farther end.

From the start Mr. James got ahead
on one end, with Clifton Dane and Bquiff
only just hehind him on the other. The
manceuvring which DMy, James had
practised made their twenty yards nine-
teen for him. But, speedy as he was, his
victory was no foregone conclusion; for,
once they were well clear of the rest,
Dane and Squiff had no need to concede
him all the advantage he had at the out-
gat, They could cloze in.

They did not acem ta cave about doing
it, however. With his arms behind his
back, and his body poised forward, the
Cansdian skated with rare grace. Bquiff’s
style was searcely as graceful, but it was
effoctive enough. And both kept well
out to the edge.

A little behind them came Koumi Rao,

almost ag graceful as Dane, Tom Brown, ;

with a method that invelved none of the
flourishing of arms that Mr, Anthony
Skinner seemed to  find necessavy,
Kangaroo, and the said Mr. Anthony
himseli, Delarey, who had & natural
turn of speed, though not much style,
Wun Lung, who glided along appavently
without exertion, and Buck Finn were
not far behind t_j:mn';. But Buck hardly
looked like keeping it up.

Hop Hi and Sylvester were shead of
Harold Skinner, who, in his turn,
scratehed and scuttled along in front of
Fishy. Last of all, travelling chiefly on
his back, came Biﬂy Bunter.

The end of the first round fonnd Sauif
abreast of James Skinner, with Dane just
a littlo behind them, quite unbreathed,
and Wun Lung only & few yards in rear
of Dane. Kangaroo and Tom Brown had
shaken off Anthony Skinner, and had
got o bit in front of Delarey. The rest
were as before. Bunter was about fifty
vards from the starting-point, and it waa
almost a miracle that.%re had got so far.

Y Not so wide, there, or T muzt rule
vou out!” shouted Mr. Prout to Jameoes
Skinner as he passed. Dut that youth
paid no heed. If he had been a Grey-
friars boy he would have been called off,
But Mr. Prout regarded him as more or
less a visitor, where everyone else ex-
cept his brother belonged to the school,
and let him go on, only hoping that he
would not win.

One after another they glided, shot,
or scuttled past Bunter and past Fishy,
who was now regretting the recklessness
which had ca.useg him to waste sixpence
in a hopeless effort. Even Duck Finn
and Harold Skinner went past them.

“QOh, durn it, Fishyy show these
galoots what an Amurrican can do!”
velled Buck,

And as he yelled he tumbled oll over
himself, and came down with o erash.

“Finnee showee allee company what
fII_In_ Amelican can deee!”™ grinned Hop

1.

" Americans are all right!™ panted
Sylvester. *It's only—thoze two—rot-
ters! America—can't help—that!”

Tish now showed what one American
could do by retiring from the hopeless
chase. But the fag representative of the
great nation held on gallantly. Ile had
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no chance of winning, but he meant to
finish.

Bunter also ztumbled across the ice to
the bank, and sat himself wearily down.

“These are rotten skates!"™ ho puffed.
“0Oh, dear! If I'd only had a decent
pair I'm sure I'd have won [V

Tha leaders were completing the second
round. Squiff was in the front place
now; but, though he meant to do his
best, he had little hope of atnyin_T there.
For hard bohind him the sharp blades of
Clifton Dane and YWun Lung drew muaic
from the ice; and as the muscular
Canadian, who knew that he was using
his muscles to the full, easy though his
style secmed, glanced at the little Chinee,
he could not choose but wonder at his
effortlesa speed. But Wun Lung's feats
on the ics had surprised others before
Clifton Dane.

Mr. James Skinner had dropped back
a bit. But he was not done,

Kangaroo, Tom Brown, and Delarey
had caught him up. His brother was
only just behind, side by side with Koumi
Rao, who did not seem to care about
winning.

Early in the third round the leaders lost
ground somewhat., Half a dozen were
hard on their heels, and the race looked
anybody's—that 1s, to anyone who had
not knowedge of the game cnough to see
that Dane and Wun Lung were keeping
themselves fresh for the final spurt.

And now somothing happened. James
Skinner, still intent on taking all the
advantage possible, cut right across
Delarey, baulking him in his siroke, and
very nearly capsizing him.  As ho swayed
Aniheny crashed full into his back, and
they tumbled together.

“l)(nu rotter ! YWou did that on por-
ase | yelled Anthony. Dut he could
Eardly have believed what he said, for he
had scen that it was his brother’s action
which had brought the ERebel athwart
him.

Tom Brown and Kangaroo and James
Skinner sped on. None of them had yet

ivenn up hope of winuing. Dut Koumi

ao stopped. . .

Delarey lay panting, quite unable to
speak for the moment.

Anthony Skinnar kicked
savagely.

A grasp of steel fcll upon the shoulder
of Mr. Anthony. He was pulled to his
feet, squirning. 1 :

“You hound!™ hizszed EKoumi Rao.
“Veu cowardly hound 1

“Tho cad tumbled me over!” shouted
Mr. Anthony.

“Your brother was the cause. How
conld Delarey, having his back to you,
have got into your path by design?"

Pict Delarey was on his feet now. Dut
he was hurt., The skate had caught his
ankle when 8kinner kicked, There
would be no more skating for the Rebel
for a day or two.

“Leave him to me, Koumi Rao!” he
“It's my quarrel!”

“Mo, my friend. It is mine!”
answered the Jam of Bundelpore gravely.
And as he spoke his dusky hand struck
Anthony Skinner's secarlet check. He
had made 1t hiz quarrel, _

“VYou dirky nigger!" yelled Anthony.

The Jam's dark eyes flashed. 1t
gsemed to Delarey that afl his face
flashed. .

“If you were with me in my native
land,” he said, * your head should leave
vour shoulders for that! But I am in
England now, and T will do as my Englizh
friends do! T will thrash you !**

“If you can!"” gritted the other,

Now Harold Skinner came up, loud in
support of his cousin, though he had not
seen what had passed.

And now, from the opposite bank,
there came shouting.

at him

. Frout was|

velling his loudest, forgetting that he was
& magter and judge of the race.

The race was finishing, and it was &
finish worth seeing !

Up to the last moment four seemad to
have & chance. Tom DBrown and Kan-
garoo had never quite made up their lee-
way: but James Skinner, putting in all
ho knew, had gained on the leaders, and
twenty yards from whers Mr. Prout
shouted and danced on the bank, Wun
Lung, Saquiff, and Clifton Dane raced
neck and necl, with the stranger only a
vard n their rear

Ther Wun Lung glided ahead for a
second, and Skinner had passed Squafl
Dane had passed him, too—3Saquiff's, bolt
was shot. But now Dane and Jameas
Skinner were abreast of Wun Lung.
Slinner's arms wern going hard, but the
other two still kept their scemingiy offort-
less styles.

And in the last five vards the stranger
foll back, almeost aa if some invisible hand
had seized and held him, and side by aide
the Canadian and the Ghinee skated past
the judge, with not an inch to choose
between, them ! :

“ Dagd-heat 1™ ericd Mr, Prout, in wild
excitement,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Face at the Window !

ES, it was o dead-heat betweon a

i Greyfriars fellow and one from

at, Jim's: and, on tho whele, no
better result eould have lecn
asked.

Clifton Dane and Wun Lung werce peor-
fectly eptisfied, anyway: and 3o were
thoze whe had finished close behind them,
with Lhe one exception of br. James
Skinner. And, really, no on2 mindod
rauch  about Mr, James' feclings.
Qkinner's cousina had not made them-
selves exectly popular,

Little Sylvester and Hop Il raced each
other home for soventh place with ns
much keenncss as i it had been firat
Aylvester won by a yard. Bueck Finu was
the only other who Anished, some dis-
tance in their rear,

“ And now, before I hand over to you
thia large sum of money,” said B¥r, Prout
jocularly, *it is my bounden duty 1o
inguire to what purpese you propose lo
put it.””

“Mo buyee nose-ling fol Buntee ! said
Wun Lung promptly.

“What?" demanded Mr. Prout, 1n as-
tonishment.

“Oh, really, sir, I doo’t think you
should allow that beastly heathen to pe
86 rude to me!” satd Bunler indignantly.

“Be silent, Bunter! I do not quito
follow vou, Wun Lung [

“Save he'll buy a nosering for Bunter,
sir—like the other pigs have, you know,"
cxplained Soquiff cheerfuiiy, I ais
half a bad idea, i3 1t1"

It seemed that Mr., Provt preforred not
to express an opimon upon Lthat subjecr,
although there was a suspicious twinkls
about tho corners of his mouth as ho
turned to Clifton Dane.

“T'm afraid it won't run to what I
want, sir,”’ said the Canndian,  *Thet's a
little present for someone, ftoo. A
microscope. I a cortain member of oor
party looked at himaelf through it lie
might get a more correct idea of his real
importance,”

1f he did not mean TDuck Finng his
should not have looked so straight at that
vouth. But it is to be oferred that be
did, and that Buck knoew he did, for
Buck scowled, and that others knew he
did, for S8quiff remarked that Finn might
lend it to Fishy now and then.

“The small end of a choap telezzona
might serve the sune purposs, Daue,™
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paid Mr. Prout, as he handed over ihe
cash.

“ I say, though, where's Koumi Rao®”
aeked Tom Brown,

“ And Delaroy 77 said Squiff. ‘

“Ovel the othel side—sec?” replied

I'Ig}} Hi,

ot only the two mentioned, hut
Harold 8kinner and his cousin Anthony
were there. And now James Skmner
was skating hard aeross to Join then,

Moaost of the others followed,

“There's something up I said Noble.
“Look at Delarey!  He's hurt!  And
lc-qk at Jammy! Something’s put his
princely back wp, you ber!”

“What are they golng into the wood
for 77 said Tom Drown.

That question was soon answered. By
ihe time they had reached the other
bank, and followed the rest under the
snow-laden trees, Koumi Rao and Mr.-
Anthony Bkinner were hard at it

Piet Delarey éxplained briefly.

“It's a pity,” he said, “*We didn't
want a rvow, and I hope Prouiy won't
smell a rat..  Bni that Skinner fellow
really 15 too thick "

“Takes after the denr Hareld,” re-
marked Bguill.

“Oh, I don't know—there are points
sbout cur specimen ! replied the Rebel,
who now and then surprised his chuoms
by sticking up for Skinner.

“ Tileszed if I can seo where they come
7 prowled  Squid, And Harold
Bkinner, hearing them, made a black

mark against Souiff, and one of guite ]

another kind ae far as Delarey was con-
cerned, 1 his retentive mand.

“Go it, Tony!" howled Mr. James
Skinnoer.

Tony needed oncouragoment.  The
course of tho fight was by no means
cneouraging to bim,

Keumi Rao attacked hotly, seeming
not to caro n scrap for any blow his
antagonist got in.  That sort of thing was
not in Anthony's lime. It looked too
muech like a licking, for he cared very
mueh when he was hurt; and he was
being hurt,

He was older than the Indian boy, at
leaet as sbrong, and a more capable boxer
than the Greyiriars fellows would have
expected any relative of Bkinner's to be.
But from the first e fought a losing
fight, and his chief notion seemed to be
to pet out of 16 as soon as possible,

Theve is always 2 way out for him who
feolas hike that. Anthony took that way.
Deposited on his back in the smow by a
swift upper-eut, which got him on the
chin, he lay there, and anmounced that
he could not go on,

Without & word, the Jam of Bundel-
pore turned on his heel. His aguiline
nostrila quivered like those of a high-
bred horse, and his dari eyes had a lurid
light in them. He would have liked
much better to gip on. But he had learned
of Figging and Tom Merry and his other
chums at Bt Jim's that one could only
hold one’s- hand when the other fellow-
said he had had enovgh, and he did not
forget the lesson.

I%e put on his skales agam, for the
vther side of the pool whe the nearcr to
tireyfriars.  But  he  shated straight
::u:zelrr-uc.:nit::sJ andd then sat down to take them
off.
“Not going, old chap, ere vou?™ asked
Hgumfi,

“Yaoa, I am going!”

“But not because of that chap's rotten
conduct, 1 hope? Dor't let that spoil
your day |”

“It 18 not that, my friend,” said
Kowm Eazo, with e slow, grave smile.
"I regard not such low-caste dogs. With
iim I have finished. But it 15 in my
pmind that Hurree Singh should not be
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left alone through all the day, ard I go
to him."

“T'i gc: with you, if you don’t mind
a lame dog for company,” said Delarey.
“That rotter's speoiled my day, any-
way ™

“It will give me pleasure, my iriend,™
said Koum: Rao, with grave courtesy.

“He's taken to'vou fe%lmva;" remarked
Kangaroo, as the two moved away
to &r,

“What makes you think that?” asked
Tom Brown.

* Because he said ‘my friend ' both
to Squiff and Delavey. Oux Jammy 13 a
quecr beggar about that, Onee in a war
he may say it sarcastically—he did last
night to Finn. But you can always tell
by his tone. When he says it as he did
to you two it means that he feels—aoh,
real brotherly! He'd do anything and
risk anything for you, I don't remember
he ever said it to me till the other day—
or to Danae, either. But when he says
it to our man Figgine, or Tom Merry,
there's & kind of musie in his voice that
you can't help nﬂticin‘rii"

It rather surprised those who heard at
the time that Harry Noble, not at all a
aﬁmially imaginative fel’l-aw, should
fthink so0 much of the tone in which this
young prince of India spoke certain
words. Bant some of them rememberad
Iater, when all had had proof of what
the friendship of EKoumi Rao, Jam of
Bundelpore, meant !

The Indian gave Piet Delarey his arm,
and, though they talked but litile, the
bond between them had grown stronger
by the time they reached Greyiriavs. In
their different ways both were more than

wugually proud, and that may have helped

them to understand one ancther.
EKoumi Bao went straight to. the room
in which Hurrce Singh was sitting alone,
and got a very hearty welcome. ‘The
sociable Inky was quite tired of his own

‘company, and, naturaliy, he and the Jam

had many interests in common that their
friends could hardly share.

S0 thought Delarey, and he scttled
down to write a letter to his father, atill
with the Union forces in East Africa,
in another rooen.

Twilight crept across the sky, and
deepened into dark. The talk betweéen
the two boys from the land of Hind died
awav. They sat there silent for a whils
in the flickering firelight, that illumi-
nated the room only fits and starts,
each thinking hard. Perhaps the thoughts
of both were thrown forward into the
days to come, when they must return to
their own land to take up each a heavy
burden., For one of them, at least, it
would be a sad wrench—maybe for both.
Koumi Rao had learned to care for Eng-
land now.

Just for one brief moment a strange
face appeared at the window, and gleam-
Ing aeyoes swept over the two ht};,'ﬂ, with
something of surprise and doubt m them.
Neither saw,

And now it had gone. PBut Piets
Delarey, who had pone to the window
thinking he heard his comrades returnin
from the ice, saw something dark flit
past, and, with 2 vague instinct of sus-
picion, ran out.

He was just in time fo see the figure
clamber over the wall!

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
The Skinners® Plot !
¢ 'LL be even with that black beast
for this!” sparled Mr. Anthony
- Bhkinmer, feeling gingerly a
swollen nose.

"That can be dong easily enongh,” re-
plied Skinner of the Remove. “I've had
a notion of the sort in my mind ever
EHIEEHWE saw that Hindu chap at Court-

ehd.

& | to wor
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“{hat's he got to do with it?"
snapped the wounded Skinner, turning
his attenlion to his nﬁtt ayo.

“More than you think, old man! [
put Fishy up to telling them he woa
about, Lecause I fancied that might
make our beastly nigger, Hurrce Singh;
none too comfortable. There’s a kind of
opposition gang in his one-horse litthy
kingdom, and fome of them nearly got
him once.” .

“That's all very well,” said Mre
James.  *“Dut vour nigger ain't oue
nigger. It's this particular beast Tony
wants to get at, and hanged if 1 blame
him! I'm game to help.”

“Wait & moment! You L‘llﬂ?ﬂ go oo
fast! There's the same sort of how-d'ye-
do at hia home. Secna to me there
always is in these rotten holes. There
was with Ranji, the cricketer, ihough
they didn’t try kidnapping him, as far
as I know!" i

“Dashed if T see now!" excloimed
Anthony., " Fifty to one that duark-
skinned beast hadn’t anything to do with
gither of them., And even if he had, I
ain’t on for anvthing 2o serious as that.
I want this thing that calls itself & Jam
—or i3 it marnflade’—Dbashed, but 1
wouldn't take a hand in getting him
done in, or even kiudnapped.™

“No need to, I wonldn’t. I've too
much respect for my own skin,” Harold
Skinner answered. *'The dmiga would
be to get them properly scared, and then
play Indians ourselves. Hee? There's
an old shyster at Clourtfield who counld rig
us out n'IFHErenE, and if T don’t know my
way in and out of Groyfriars by night—
well, nobody does!™

“It's a notion!” said James Skinner.
“But, Harold, my bright and bonnie
youth, suppose we're copped?”

“"Then it's just a joke!" rephed the
cad of the HRemove, shrugging his
shounlders. ‘“*They won't drop on to ue
harder than we can stand for a mere
jape. But if you let me give you a lead
we aren't going to be caught!”

“By Jingo, I wish we could do it st
once |” mumbled Mr. Anthony, in whom
lust for vengeance burned hotly. “If
only I could get hold of that nigger all
by himself, and properly tied up, I'd
make him believe his last day had come,
you beg!” )

“It can't be done all in five minutes,”
angwered ‘the sweet Harold, *'We have
to sec about the prhpe, and all that sori
of thing.”

“But we might do something to-nighi
to make thern sit up,"” suggested James.
“ et inside the place, and leave & giddy
note to szay that the avengers were on
the giddy track, or somethin’ of that
sortk—just to maks them sit up an' feel
worried, yvou know !

* “ Jolly likely chaps like that would
leave notes of warning, isn't it!" sncered
hizg cousin,  ““Still, the idea ain’ alto-
gether rotten. Jimmy. We could get
inside after they've all gone to bed, 1
guess, and alarm them. Easy enough to
get out unseen, as long as you haven't
about leaving a window open.”

“Jook heve! Tf there’s any place round
here where we can get grub, an’ put in
our time till midnight or so, I vote we do
it said Anthony, cagerly, It doesn't
matter what tirne we gel in ef ous
shanty. Aunt Emily always goes to bed
at ten, and we can cook up an excuse to
her in the morning for bein’ out late.
She'll mwallow anything we can tell her.”

“Then we'll saay we looked in at Groy-
friara, and wers kept late," said Hnrgfd
Skinner. ““That won't be a lie—not that
it matters about a whacker or two!
Grub? Well, we can get 2 blow-out of
sorta at Uncle Clegg's; and it's ocasy
enough ut in the time between that
and midnight. Cobb and Hawke, at the

1!
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Crote Kevs, will be delighted to sea na,
as you chaps are well heoled

“We'd better get back to the ice
now,” said Mr. James, No good
arousin’ suspicion,”

So the three went back., No one tock
el notice of them, Koumi Rao and
Delarey had gone, they saw.

It was late before anyone but MMr.
Prout left the pool, and then there was
delay, due to the fart that Bunter was
missing. They searched for him in the
woods, calling lus name, but they got no
As a matior of fact, Bunier,

ANSwWer.
assailed by what he took for the pangs
of hunger. had rolied off to Friardale to

visit Uncle Clegg, and zet rid of the few
shillings left to him. Tt was concluded
at length that he must have returned to
the school alone, and the rest staried
back. £

The three Skinners made for Friardale
and the establishment of Uncle Llegﬁ.
They just missed Bunter in the davk-
ness—no greab loss, to them or to the

Wis
1t was almost pitch-dark as the party
made its way along the snowy road, an
thes were but dimly aware of a man who
pasead them within half a mile of the
echool, walking fast. None of them
caught even n glimpse of what he was
like: in fact, they hardly knew whether
it was a man or woman who had flitted

1.
Pafiut when, a couple of hundred yards
aor go down the road, they met Piet
Delarey, limping badly, they wished they
had poticed more. )

“id you fellows pass a man a bib
back ?” asked Piet. o

“Yea, or something like one, aaid
Squiff. ' Why, old scout?™

‘He was hanging round inside the
wallsg—at lepst, someone was, and I should
think it would be the same chap. I saw
him slink past a window, and cut out
after him, but my wretched ankle
wouldn't give me a fair chance, and after
lie had once dodged over the wall T never
got near him agamn.” ]

“That's queer—very quecr ! said Tom
Brown thoughtfully, *“If he had been
an ordinary visitor there wasn't any
E“?:l why he shouldn't have gone out

y the gates.™

- Hut.gwhu could it have been? Wh;g
should anyone want to prowl round?
nsked Clifton Dane, ; _ )

“T guess I'm onter it!" said TFish
eagerly. I calculate it was the dark-
skinned galoot we eaw at Courtfield. Eh,
Bpok 17 _

“0Oh, ask me another!” returned his
sompatriot, * What in tarnation should
that chap want at Greylriars?” _

“Waal, he waa 2 Hindu, and he might
have been after Inky or the other jay”
paid Fishy, “¥Yep, I calculate t's
about the size of it. It's happened be-
{ore, and what’s,tau hinder it happening
again? Havvy?’

H“Theu‘a 5gmeﬂ:|in in that," SBquiff
said, “*Fishy does talk sense by accident
et times, And it's suspicious this fellow
&mn?ing ropnd inside the walla,. We
ghall Have to look after our man Inky."”

+ * Just as likely to be our Jammy he's
after,® pemarked Kangproo. * Same
thing with him, you lknow.”

“My hat, yea! And we can’t even tell
which of them,” said Delarey. ““Not that
it's much odds which. I nup.é:-ose wa're
all gamé fo help guard them Dboth?"

“Not in mine " said Fisher T, Fish
determinedly, “I calculate I waan't sent
hyer to play private bodyguard to any
niggor! Nope, siree! I was sent here to
get educated, I guesa ! .

“You were, And we've done a bit tn
educate you, and we'll do more yot!”
veplied q?mﬁ grimly, ‘“"However, I
don't faney’ that sither of our princeling
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potentates will object T heap fo wvour
playing thie *nootral’ in this bizney.
You ain't man enough {o protect a
mnuse '

“We shall have to tell them.” Kan-
aroo said. “Keoumi Rao wonld never
orgive any of us i we tried to keep it
dariz from him. He fears nothing, and
he's no end proud. I take IHurree Singh
to be much the same sort, though not
80 ferce as Jaminy. 2
“You're right there,” answered Squiff.
“And Inky's no lamb when he is pushed
hard, though he's a2 rare gzood-tempered
chap as a rule,”

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.
A Night Alarm !

HE Skinners left the Cross Kess

x little before miduight. The

Skinners had heen skinned to

sonte extent—that was almost a

certainty for anyone having dealings with

Mesara, Cobb & Hawke—but not foo

severely, for the rascals with whom they

had been playing wanted to eee them
agaut,

They made their way towards Grey-
friavs through tire moonlight. .

Thers was no unlocked box-room win-
dow as an egey entrance to-night; but
the catch of a2 window in the Remore
Form-room yielded to the pressure cof a
knife-blade, and the three crept in.

“Don’t seem very much n it now
wo've got here,” grumbled Mr. James,
in low tones. * It's all very well for you,
Harcld—you know the way about the

lace. But if the bounders here should

o a bit more spry than we lock for, Tony
and T may lose curselves, and then where
should we be 17

“0Oh, don’t funk it, Jimmgz " eneered
the cad of the Remove,

“I'mi not funkin® it, you idiet!
ortly askin® what dashed good it is?”

“You wanted to give them a fright,
and I've brought you here to do it. I
don’'t know L;% any dodge for making
them think that it's niggere after Jam
and Pickles-—-Nabob Pickles, you know—
to-night. But I can get hold of Fish to-
morrow, and put him up to telling them
yarns that will make them dead sure of
it. It all helps for the bigger echeme,
you know I

“0Oh, go on!" growled Anthony.
“Jimmy can wait here if he likes. Im
coming with vou."

“ Batter not! You'd only be in the
way if I have to scoot in a hurry. - The
best dodge will be for you both to wait
here near the window., And, I say., do
a bunk if you hear the pursunit rolling
close. I can find plenty of pla
in till it’s gone past and all is guiet again.
But if you're copped it Ei're.u the game
away for me completely.

“ Right-ha ! eaid the brothers together,
and one of them breathed a sigh of
relief, He had not expected so great a
measura of boldness as this from his
couain Harpld,

There was not much pluck about it in
reality, It was guita true that Skinner
could easily hide, and that ecurse struck
Iﬂl}ll’i :1.-. rather less risky than immediate

1t,
¢ crept up the staire, and pushed
open the deor of the Remove dormitory.

It was not quite dark within, Though
the blinds were dowsn, the full moon,
shining hikh in a sky now cloudless, pre-
vented that.

Bunter and Sammy wore snoring.
Skinner knew of old the frumpeting of
the Owl. Fish, lying on his back, was
making gurgling sounds between a snore
and o choke. Most of the others were
breathing regularly. - There was nothing
to suggest that anyone was awale, and
after the long day they had had on the

I'm

ces ta hide |

“the
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ice it was quite unlikely that anyone
would be,

Bkinner paunsed.

Now that he was there he felt a little
unéertain what to do.

But his mind was soon made up,

Merely {0 make a noise was not enough,
There must be something to give the
totion of a definite .'!_ttaf:{-; upen one or
the other of the Tndian juniors.

He chose Hurree Singh. There were
two veasons tor that. Owe was that Inky
was crocked. The other was that it waa
Inky Skinner hated, as he hated sll the
Famous Five. Koumi Rao was littla
more than a stranger to hin; and Harold
Skinner was not the kind of fellow to ba
really Lkeen en avenging another's sup-
nosed wWrongs.

Up to Inky's bedride he crept.  With
nerveus fingers he touched the Indian
junior’s throat. He knoew that Inkv was
a light sleeper. It would not be neces-
zary to throttle, or even hali-throttle,
hime 1o wake hinn

The fingers clozed for just & sceond.
Inky writhed and woke. The fingers un-
clagped. Skinner bolted.

He ran into z bed in his haste, and
came down with a thvmp. He was up
again in a moment and out of the door.
But that bump kad avounsed more than
hali the dornntory,

“What's the. jolly row ¥ asked Squiff.

“Someone was ﬁ{-r#.-fuﬂ:'; present who
Liad not the rightinlness ! parped Inkrs.
“T awoke from the esieemed sleepful-
ness ta foel a clespfulness at my throat !

Koumi FRao was hret ont of bed, but
Sguiff and Kanparoo and Tom Brown
were not a second after “him. Somehow,
not ene of them dovbied that something
really had happened; not one thought
that Inky 'had merely dreamed it

*“That chap whe was hanging around !
exclaimed Tom Brown.

“*That's the merchant ! oried Delavey,
“Oooch!” he added, as ho came down
with a nasty jar upon his injured ankle,

“I'll go and tell Mr, Prout!” caid hittle
Bylvester pluckily.

Hia bed was near the door, and he was
out of the dermitory before anyone could
stop kim.

Squiff bolted after him. It was not
safe, he thought, to let the kid go alone.
There might be donper in the derk pae-
REEOH. om Brown wenil after Sguiff.
He thought of the dangey, too—perhaps
a5 much as Bquifi's danger ae of Bylves.
ter's, Delavey limped after them.

"YWe don't want routy, Squiff !’ said

Tom.
But it was too late o etop Brlvester.
And now the resf crine pouring out of
the dormijtory, and My, Proul’s voive was
heard.

* Goodness, poodness ! What doea this
megn ?  Eh, eh, ¢h? Speak up, my lad!
Here, let me get my rifle! Some geoun-
drel in the house, you say? Trying to
choke Hurree Bingh—eh? Lot me get
my rifla! I'll choke him !™

Mr. Prout’s rifle was in his bed-room,
He came out with it in enother monront,
and commanded everyoue to get behind
him. Down the stabrease, bold as a lion,
went Mr. Pront. 1t was impoesible not
to respect him, cven if one did feel that
hie rifle was more likely to be a pesl to
those behind than te the mysterious mid-
nlﬁ:‘ht visitor. ]

hey follewed hun in.,  Some bung
back, ‘The Bunters and Fish came out
of the dormitory because ther dared not
atay there when others had pone. Bub
stopped on the landing., The rest
pushed hard on the heels of My, Prout.
Buclk Finm was not in the lead; but, at
least, he showed far more pluck n
Fishy. =
Down below, Skiiner had halted a
while, But when he heard the sound of
many foolsteps, the hum of -excited
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voices, the high tones of Mr. Prout, he
£ back to the Remove Form-reom.

‘he time had come for him and his con-
federates to elear,

They cleared, without difficulty. Keep-
ing in the shadows, they made their way
to the wall, clambered over it, and were a
full half-mile away before the unlocked
window in the Remove Form-room was
discovered,

“That's something for a start!™ said
Harcld Skinnef. * They are sure to think
that someone’s hanging about on the
look-out to do one of those niggers in.
Spoil their fun for a bit—eh, you chaps?

ney'll have to be on the watch, and
shivering in their boota at what may
happen. . They won't guess it was only
their dear friend Bkiimer who squeczed
the nig's throat a little [

“Weo'd batter put off the other dodge
for & few nights, though,” eaid his couain
Jemes. "%mn&thiu better to de on
Christmas Eve an’ Christmas night—
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For Nexi Monday :
“FOUR FROM THE EAST1™

By Frank Richards.

Next week's story witl be to some extent
a continuation of this week's, though I think
¥ou will all allow +dthat "The Greyfriars
Christmas Party * makes & atory in itself!
But there is left untold the outcome of the
dkinner plot, and you will also beo curious to
konow what the face at the window meant,

and what was the shadow that hung over the

school.
Welt, you will know next week!

GREETINGS !

Yeu will find a pictorial grecting on another
page. But I cannot write my Chat without
wlng a few words here. The best of [Jm-ud

shes to you all, wherever you may be! I
don't except those with whom I have had “a
few words ¥ in the past.” At soch a season
s . Christmas I can wish well even to
"I}isguated ¥ Colemans and First, Second,
Third, and Fourth “ Accusers.” Perhaps they
don't want it, and perhaps they don't
deserve it: but I wish them well. I hope
they will enjoy themselves, without offence to
the Food Controller, and come to a bebber
frame of mind! As for my many thousands
af leyal rtenders, whose encouraging and
welcome lefters pour in day by day—well,
there ig nothing good that I don't wish them!
That’s why I am giving {hem this number,
%«uh I:?m:rw. Could they ask for anything
wetter

NEXT WEEK !

The &reat Special Chrtstmas Number of

“THE BOYS’ FRIEND *’—

with such attractions as “Frank Richards’
Chrigtmas,” and “De Courcy's Chum "—by
the author of “The Twins from Tasmania.”
You cannot do without this splendid number,

and it's
ONLY TWOPENCE !

e

“THE MUDHOOK."

A reader in the trenchos—to whom be
Lthanks—hus =cnt me a copy of a paper with
the above enrious title—and a most interest-
g paper it is, full of really good stuff,
sericus and humorous.  The only fanlt with
it, to my mind, is .that thcre i3 not nearly

cnough of it.

In  Gallipell the gallant Royal Naval
Division had its own paper—" Dug-fnt
Gosalp "—a little typewrltten sheet. Now the

ILN.D, blogsome. out over i -France inlo a

t Mr, Prout came out strongly. If he
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what? Besides, they'll have it hanging
over them all the time.” )

“I hope it spoils their Christmas
dinner 1" said Anthony spitefully,

But it failed completely to Jdo that.
Hurrep Jamsct Ham Singh, Nabob of
Bhanipur, and Koumi Raoe, Jam of Bun-
delpore, were no cowards,  Nor were
their ui’lums, And as for Bunter and
Fish, it was none of their funeral, as
Fishy elegantly remarked .

There was a darker shadow than any
that Skinner and his cousina had power
to throw hanging over. some of the
chums, and  before long courage and
loFalty were put to the test. But of that
another story will tell,

Christmas waa jolly enough, anyway.

been uncle to them all he could not have
come out better, They -drank his bealth
with a round of cheers at the late—and

ample-—~Christmas dinner ; and he beamed

well-printed magazine of 20 pa and cover,
artistically illustrated., It 1&g the real! stufl,
and I should like to guote quite a ot of it.
But 1 have only room here for one really fin

set of verzes by A. P. Herbert, which tell o
what men feel when ther go back to districts
where they have fought against great odds,
amd have seen their comrades fall. after those
districts have fa.u-a-ad again inlo the realm of
civilisation. am nat sure that all of you
will appreciate the versca—I1 know that man

don't care for poctry—hut I am surc some ©

you will,

BEAUCOURT REVISITED.

I wandered wup to Beaucourt, 1 took the
river track,

And saw the linea. we lived in before the
Boche went back.

But pcace was now in Foltage, the front was
far ahead, '

The front was fiving Eastward, and only left
the dead.

And I thought: “How long we lay there, and
watched across the wire,

While the guns roared round the valley, and
st the skies a-tire.”

But now there are homes In Hamel, and tents
in the Vale of Hell,

Anid a camp at Suicide Corncr, where half
the regiment fell.

The new troops follow after, and tread the
faned we won :

To them it 18 so much billside, re-wrested
from the Hun.

T ua {:Itia' almost sacrcd, this dreary mile of
mul

The shell-holegs hold our history, and Lall of
them our blood.

Here at the hend of Peche Strect "fwas
death to show your face.

Ta n'ic it seemed like magic to linger in the
Hace.

To me, how many spirits hung round the
Kentish Caves,

But the new men scc B0 spirits—they only sce
the graves,

I found the half-dug ditches we fashioned for
the fight.

Wer lost o score of moen there—young Jamoes
wag killed that night.

I saw the star-shells staring, I heard the
bullets hail,

But the new men pass unhecding—they nover
heard the tale.

I erossed the blood-red ribbon that omee was
No-Man's Lund;

I zaw & winlgr
mimitte hand;

And bere the lads went over, and there was
Hormaweorth shat,

And here was Wikliam lying—but (he now men

daybreak and a crecping

knew thom not.
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upon them like the full moen, and told
tales of the Rockies till he was bhoarse, and
was listeped to! 8o, you may bo sure,
Mr. Prout was happy. .
Bunter, by the way, did not consider
the dinner bountiful. There wae enough,
he had to admit. Ie was loaded up to
tho Plimsoll line, and a bit beyond, bLe-
fore he had finished. But, as Bunter sajd,
nothing short of too much was encugh;

if you didn't get a heap more than you
needed you didn't bhave half what you
wanted !

SBammy, who had eaten himaelf ill, only
grunted at that. Dot even Sammy was
not wholly unhappy., It was something
to eat till you were eick without being
interfered with by Aunt Rebecca !

(Don’t miss " FOUR FROM THE
EAST !" — next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

&

%

And I safd: "There is still the river, aud stil]
the stiff, stark trees

To ireasure here our story, hut there ard
only these

But under the white wood crommes fhe dead
men aneawered low:

“The new men know not Beaucourt, but we
are here—we know.™

BACK NUMBERS, Ete., WANTED,

By Miss Elsie Staff, Terania Street, Ney
Liemore, N.5,W., Australia—" Blpck Foot-

ballers.”
By Mizs R. Legros, 10, Grosvenor Gardens,
Noa. 503-340, DPlease

8t. Leonards.—MAOKET,
write belore sending.

By W, H. Price, 53, Gaywood Street, South-
wnri, B.E, 1.—Mianer, No, 1.—0fdrs 1/~

By Ernest . Earl, 1818, Hunfer
Sydoey, Auetralia —MioNET and
Noe. 1-850, or any hetween.

By Rohert MacDonald, King Harold Street,
Lerwick, Shetland.—Any 25 back numbers oL
MAGKET hetween 1 and 300,

By Frank Balley, 41, LTpger Churcli Path
Sandport, Portsmouth.—* Penny Popular,'
Ne. 222, “Wingate's Secret,” “ Wingate's
Chum,” ** Wingate's Folly,"” ** Qutlawa pf the
School,® -*The Upper Hupd,” * Schoolboya
Newver Bhall be Slaves,®

By Mies Betty Jury, The Mall, New Glen-
EI%. South Auvstralia.—** Self-Condemped.”

y Jack Makin, 12, Whitby Street, The
Brock, Livetpool—'" Jem ¥ and MIGNET back
numbeTs. :

E% Miss T, Munnings, 8t. Peter's Vicarage,
De Beauvoir S8quare, Dalston, N. 1.—Any back
numbers of MAGKET.

By Miss Jessie Lohr, 6, Selwyn Avenne,
Richmond, Surrey.—* Boys' Friend? 34,
Library—story, ' The Unconguerable.n

By Albert A, B. Heron, 54, Doverfleld Roud,
New Park Road, 3.W.2—"TNob Cherry's
Barring-Out,” * Figging' Fig-Pudding,” * The
Fall of the Filth,” als0 any MaGNETE about
Bunter, Wun Lung, or Kipps; any " Gems?®
mntaimng“?tﬂrfu about House rivalry.

Ey R. W. Reed, 7, Townshend Road, 3t.
John's Wood, N.8—'" Nelson Lee Library,”
Nos. 114, 39, and 53—clean,—Please stale

price,

BZ C. Whitehead, 51, Market
Pocklington, Yorkshire.—MaoNET,
::lean.-—PIegm state price,

trect,
Gem."" —

Square,
4124 88—
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 49.—DESMOND and MORGAN.

EITHEIL Desmond nor Morgan s
among the leading fAgures of the
Remove, One cannot Teuwll efther
ns the central figure of any atory,

for in “Micky Desmond's Luck " the Trish
jumior did not play & part any more promi-
nenl than that of Bupter or that of Skinner.
{l@nrgun has not even had a story named after

1,

‘That iz one reason why they are being
taken together. Another reason is that they
tiave always heen good chumsa, and for a long
time study-maates. They share No, & with
Reke and *u#'iblf}': but they were there before
Rake came breezily in—Dhe wos with Johnny
Bull and VFish at first—or Wibley strolled
ulong to expiain to the Amateur Dramatic
woriety what acting really meana,
Micky's proper name i3 Michoel., Buat
Mirky is about as Httée concerned with what
i “proper ® a3 anyone n the Bemove, though
that doecs not mean (hat he is not a: keen
an fair play as another. He haz a laugh apd
w jeat for all; and H warry reta Wlm down,
it ennnot hold him down. Desmond s a
famous name fp Erish histery—a tragic name,

;?;J,L Il:lut there 12 nothing tragwe about
irky! 3
Davild Mergan la Welsh: his name tells

that.! There Is kinghip between the Welsh

and the Trizh; both races belong Lo Lhe great
Coltie famdly. But it is & mistake to auppose
that they are therefore much alike., Take an
Irishman froin Tipperacy—il @5 thence Des-
maonid  hails=—a Highlander from Argyll or
Inverness—a Camphell or a Camernn, say-=
apd a4 man of Cardlganshire or Merioneth,
and you will bave three poople quite unlike
the typical Taglishman—and also guite wn-
like one another, The difference is not per-
ceptible to everyone. There are many who
cannol see ot wxt xll, IF a man has two arma
and two [ega—fesh or wooden—snmething in
Lthe nature of a faece, and the ability to speak
withont giving himself awuy ns a foreigner—
then he is an % Englishinan * to thewm,  Bob
these are not people of discernment,

Morgan iz not so light-hearted and irvezpon-
sible as Micky. He is scarcely az gnod-
temperod,  There iz o flerinezz in him.  The
very look of him shows you that he is more
gerious than his Trish chum. But that doés
not mean that every Welshinan iz more
gericus than every Irishman,

These two were among those at Greyfriarz
when Harry Wharton came, Frank Nugent
was the only one of the Famoua Five who
was Lhere hefore Harry; Bob Cherry come
fnst alfter him. Bulstrode wasz the Form ¢ajp-
tnin then; and Meorgan and Desmond were
among those who were pretty well fed up
with Bulstrode as leader.

Tue Macywer Lisraky.—No. 513,

It was Micky who drew Son o bine in
Carberry's swindling sweep. Hon o Mine
won, hub Micky's mobber’s son Jdidn't, for
Carherry proved s defaulter. The Hixth-
Former had wanied Desmond (o zell the
ticket, but BMicky refused all his offers. 1%
wis Micky who asked someone to punch his
head, 20 that he might lose his memory like
Bunter, whose loss of memory had landed
him in clover. Bub Micky was wroth with
Donald Ogilvy when he obliged, It was Micky
who proposed Alonzo Todd as captain of
footer—and then woubldn't wvote for Lim!
Lonzy thought it very inconstsbent—as it was,

Micky put up for the Cﬂ.lt}tﬂ.f!'ll:'}' once, wlhen
Wharton was ¢alled away for a time. 2o did
Morgan, Neither got in.

There must have been a moemory  of
Ogllvy’s promptitude in the mind of Micky
when he came near to cauzing o big row
with Bulstrode on the 5. Jim's ground—
where, of course, a row hetween two Geoys
triprs fellows would have heon cven RO
out of place than at home,

Micky hod been in, and oome oub with a
Llob, Bulstrode said he hoped someone wonld
klek him  he failed to score.  Bulstrode
added the same number to the secore as the
riuddy-faced Irish junior; and Micky kirked
him, and Bulstrode was not pleased!

It was Micky who got the contents of the
frying-pan over his trousers in Study No. 1
through Bunter's clomsiness, Bot if was
Morgon who punched Bol® Cherry's wnose
during Bob's footer captaincy., The hot
Welsh blood was up when Pavid heard that
he was not centre-forward. But Bob, having
knocked him down, told him that he was
inside-right, and then it was all right!

It was Morgan who wanlted to sing * The
Hells of Aberdovey ¥ in Welsh at an enter-
tainment; and Micky who =zang “Molly
Aroon ™ at Bob Cherry's benefit, and “The
Wirlow Malone * at  another periormance,
They are both tuneful. It would be & wonder
If Morgan were not, sceing that he is Welsh—
that is Lo say, of o nation that haz probaldy
a higmer pereentage of pood voices than any
abher in Burope.

Morgan was one of Billy DBunter’s ventri-
logrial [:'I!I[]ilﬂ. Te was a do, of courze.
Bunter ean't teach ventriloguism. He is only
a ventriloquizt by accident, and s wtierly
ighotant of the principles of the art. Both
of the chuma were taken in By his franslation
bureaw swindle, They were fogebiser in refus-
ing to help Bulstrode & Co. out of No, 14 when
Wun Lung had put those very unwelcome
guasts in deadly Tear that they were going
to perish of sulfocation. They were together
in Bulstrode's silly deputation to the Head
to proktest against Mr. Queleh, and they
wighed heartily that they had kept ont of it.
And they were together again in Bulstrode’s
foray agalnst the Lambs of Pega, which was
no more suecessful,  Morgan wanted Lo bave
Bulsteode bumped in the dormitory for that
failure; but, as Wharton polnted out, the
Blame could not faicly be pui wholly on Lhe
zhoulders of Bulstrode,

Both of them have wsually backed uap
Wharton, They were on his side n the long
sbruggle between bhimy and Dulsirode; hut
theres were times when they wavered, for they
cotld not always vmderstand Harey's ways of
looking at things, and it annoyed them when
he refused to turn up at an election in which
he was concerned.  What wasz the wuse of
vobing for a fellow who wase't there fo know
that one did it?

It was Micky who playved a jane on Farney,
the junmior withh a hend Toll of Blood-wpd.
thunder ideas. Aicky had heen [eft oot of
the feoter team by Ruolstrode, and didn't like
it. He and Trevor and Vane were invited by
Ferney to join o scerel socieby. Micly sug-
gested signing the deep, darl, deadly oath
with their own blood, and Micky undertook
to get chiloroform for Ferney too us¢ upon
Bolstrode, Tint the chloroform came onl of
the waterfap! Micky saw BMr. Prouat canght
in ihe booby-trap which Wharton & Co, had
dezigned for Coker, and regarded it a2 2 huge
joke.  That iz his way of leoking at things.
it. was no joke for Mr. Prout, and it fooked
like being none for the culoriks,  DBut ble,
Prout was merciful--gentenee, one hundred
lines each,

When the Bounder came along and raised
the standard of revolt against Wharton hoth
Micky amt Morgan fell away mors or less
Bulatrode, scting a3 alde to the new relel
teader, persuaded Morgan to resign from the
footer teamn, but the Welsh jonior soon
repented.  Micky had backed Harry up Lo
the point where Mark Linley was so cruelly
deceived by the wire, bot he refused to credit
the accuamtion of hawing seat [hat wire
which Wharton levelled against the Bounder,
Micky was wrong.

It was Micky who was pub ot of the teain
on the way to a cricket matell at 38 Jim's,
He had got inlo a row with a crusty olld
gentleman through Hunter's  veutriloguism,
and when antborily demamled his ticket he
could not find it. When it was found the
train bad gone, and e hind two hours to waik
for the next. And when he got to Bb Jim'a
Ehere was more Lronhle, Bunter, whom Micky
had clended, put into his month opprobirions
¢pithets levelled at Arthur Angustus 1X Arcy.
Bubt Gussy was placated by the explanation
offered, and all was ealm and bright.

Morgan it was who pot asafoetida from
the laboratory to drive out Walker whon
thiat prefect was given s almdy on bhe
Hemave corridor,  Morpan wias among  the
moonlight foothallers; Micky, too, no doubt,
though one is not quite sure.  Morgan, who
bhas n harrister lwother, was prosecutine
counsel in the trial of the Bounder for being
concerned with Fon & Co. in rotting wp a

Remove footer match in the snow,  And very
eloquent Morgan was!
L k at the scowling face, the Leetling

brow=-=that whole counienanve cast in bhe
mould of wickednesa ! suil Morgan. Roogh
on the Boumder—whot! “The last word in
moral depravity 1+l snother pem Fegan iy
speech,

slorgam playved o jolly  Beitish Car, who
cheerfally sung © Hearts of Oak% * while wait.
ing biz turn to walk the plank in > The Red
Rover "—that thrilling drama which  Wisar-
ton wrote, amd Micky Enocked into shape—
gocording to Micky!

It waz Micky wha bad fhe dréam of wealth
—Lbe Sancdiwich Isiands stamp, supposed to be
worth & cool Ehotsand o &0, shich be Bl
found amoung the stamps given i by his
TUnele Muggh:-': alsn Irish, if one may venture
& guesi=Murpby iz not a Honm mame, any.
way. Bt after hoth Skinmer and Bunter hod
tried to steal it the stamp wa= found to he a
mere reprint, of no value,  Micky i1 no fool,
though he may be erratic.  Loder & Co.. whn
welecomed him in his new role of pliboceat,
wanted him to gamble, He was very much
obliged to them for their kindness in askimg
hime up to the Sixth Form guaeterzs  Buat ha
wasn't having any!

Like o true chum dbd Aicky stated by Dick
Itake in bthe trouble caused by Ruake's cousia
being accused of Lhe crime which Cacthew's
fatbher had committed, And Rale conbf have
connted on Morgan, too—ay, aml on Wihlery
ax well—for the same backing. thoieh thers
wika 1o Hedl Bo oask them as thing. weoe,
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as g complete list. A complete list

of all the masters and borys at Grey-

friare would include many names -
known—and never likely to be known—tio the
storica, The space mﬂtt]ﬂird hy nonentities,
if such @& list were given, is, I consider, better
wsed in presenting the lead.ing characters out-
gide the school walle who fipure in the yarns.
Yon will find 2eme information about High-
elitte, Cliff Houwse, and the Courtfeld Council
Schwol, The method adopted is qeite ag ensy
for refercnce as that of two yeara apro, when
a-special supplement of Greyfriara was given,
:m?tl:m list is far more comprehensive. Mr.
Richards has given me much valued help with
it. His list jocludes a few characters who
are not familiar to me, well as 1 know the
gtories;: bud I have nn doubt that we shall
kear some day of n:nF'." he mentions whe bave
not vet come to the fore, Anyway, his
suthority iz good enovgh!—THE EDITOL.

=t S il |

GREYFRIARS SCHOOL.

Headmoaster: THE REV, HERBERT HEXRY
LOCKE, DD,

Thiere ia po division inte Houses at’ Gray-
friars, though in the event of any consider-
able  further inereaze of numbere a new
Housze wenld no doubt have to be estahlished.

detogl colours: Live and white,

RL&DERE ruet not take what follows

Sixth Form.

DOCTOR LOCKEE.
WINGATE, GEORGE BERNARD. — The
shipper of Ureyfriars. A tall, burly, athletic
fellow, with a rugged but by no means bad.
IuanE fuce; one of the very best, trusted
il respected alike by masters and hu!rﬂ.
CARNE, ARTHUR WOODHEAD.—Chum of
Loder, aud only inferior to him 43 an utter
ratter. Playe the gay dog.  Also plays
erichiet  and fooler with ability, but over-
values himself. Was once a prefect; is 50 no
longer, Has eseaped expulsion as yet, but
his turn ||1::|5' eome, as Carberry’s did! -
COKER REGINALD. — Coker minor,
younger brother of the great Horace.  Par
ticularly clever, but under-sized and weakly.
A podd fellow, but not ’
keeping up his end  against “bullying, and
hopeless at present as o disciplinarian.
COURTREY, ARTHUR EVANS.—A pre-
foct, and one of Wingate's best chums and
staunchest  supporters. A hich-souled,
chivalroas fellow, incapahie of meanness,
and zn all-round athlete of ability.
FAULKNER, LAWHRENCE.--A nmiectr of
oot average :l.hﬂ:i.-:” but not distinguizshed.
GWYNNE, PATRICK.—Irich, and a real
pood zort, Prefect, chum of z'l.?n"n::gatﬂe: aid
altarcther one of the leadinmg lights of the

Hixeh,
TINCENT.—A prefect of

HAMMERSLEY,
the right typo,

LODER, GERALD ASSHETON—The worst
fellow at Greviriara, bar none. Dissipated,
eometnimg of a  [unk, gwﬁn to intriguin
never out of trouble, amd always trying E:r
bring others into it. Hates Wingate,

NORTH, TOM.—A prefect of the right sort,
thenety of no marked fame.

VAL ENCE, RUPERT WINGFIELD.—Not
quile a8 hln{"l-: a sheep as Loder and Carne,
and has of late picked his way more care-
fully; but at best an vnreliable fellow, with-
out pluck or prineiple.

WALKER. JAMES.~HMas more in him than
Valenet, but bas aseociated too much with
Curne and Loder to czeape their taint. Is

Form-mastor:

a prefect, and has shown now and then that

he has pgood impulses,

(Average age of the Form about 17, There
iz congiderable variation, Coker miner is
only 163 Loder and others are at least 18,

Fifth Form.
PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT,

M.A.

BLUHDE‘LL. GREORGE.—Captain  of the
Ft-rm ol Tellew, and a valuakle man
in the m:- ol - eriok -t mu‘l footer eclevens.
(#tudy No. 1.)

BLAND, HBERTAAM. — Blundell's
i:{fllum, and much after his j;ra.t.tern.

Form-masker;

close
Btudy

believer iz his Aunt, Judith,

-r{mmhtr of the Form at present,

anyway great at.

e mrin.

CORER, HORACE JAMES.—Coker major.
“Nufli seecundus "—"facile princeps "—and
evervihing in that way one can think of—
in the opinion of . J. Coker. Hia ang other
A blg and
pawerful fellow, with the brain of twelve and
the museles of twenty—years of age, in hoth
ciaes.  Spells worse than badly, and is no
eredit fo Mr. Prout in other respocts.
Imagines himself pood at eyverything, like
Orundy of St Jim's, and in tact and judgment
iz second only to LVArey. But as straight as
A gun- b:trml a8 brave as a lion, and very

CILE NS, Mary be heavy- -handed with the

ags—he ineludes the Remove in that cate-
Eqm?_;}m 13 no bully in reality. (Stody
Mo, 4,

FITZGERALD, TERENCE.—From Old Ire-
lapd, Capable and bumorous, FPokes fan
at Coker—and at most other people and
things. {Stady No. 2.3

GHRERNE, WILLIAM TFREDERICK —One
of Caker's two special chums. Quite a decent
follow. Foud of Coker, bkut  docs not
sympathise with all his notions, Can only
be led to a certain extent, and declines to

driven. A bit of a poet. ood at pames.
(Btidy Na, 4.)

HILTON, CEDRIC.—Not a distinguished

(Study

0.}

POTTER, GEORGE.—Coker's other chum,
Much of the same type as Greene, but
accupied A zomewhat more prominent pualtfun
in the Form and the school, as a regular
first eleven man both at cricket and footer.
Hoth he aad OGreene appreciate Aunt Judy’s
uraimnt tips, of which they reap a [ull share

enefit.  (Stwdy Ko, 4.
PRICE, STEPHEN —Onc of the rank and
file, (Study No. 5.)-
"HMITH, EDWARD WILLIAM. — 3milh

major—has a brother in the Hemove, The
right sort, bnt not [amous in any special

direction. (Study No. 2.)

TOAMLINSON, TI:l'H-"rIAb TROTTER—TFom-
Hnzon mamr-—-hmth:.r in Upper Fourth.
Nothing agaiest T. T. T. in the records. (Study

No. £.)

{The ages of the fellows in the Fifth would
rsm::ﬂ fromn A trifle over 15 to 17. Boys, are
not  put into Forms on iheir age, bot in
genéral—there may be a few exceptions—in

aoeordanse with their scholastic attainments
—or laeck of them?)

—

Shall,

Form-master: HORACE

MANFRED
HACKEN B.A.

HOBSON, JAMES, — The muscular and
robmstions skipper of the Ferm. Not lady-
Ttke; quite a pool fellow, however, on the

'u-‘l_m]e. A eapable balf-back, and a decent
ericketer. T'sed to be a chum of Coker's—is
not now?! (Stinly No, 5.3

CART, ALBERT.—Not a personage of note.
Etudy Ne. 1)

EIHI:JWRL CHOLMONDELEY.—Something
of a nut. (Study No. 2.)

Cll[II-:L'JHH » LUKE.—~Not an easy fellow
Lo undersfam‘l Not too popular In conse-
quence.  (Sludy No., 2.)

IlOSKING, CLAUDE. — A long-haired
musienl geniue, sospected by some of heing
potty. Gets on well with liohson, however,
and can hold his own st games, so cannot
be far wrong., (Sthuwdy No, 5)

MILER, SAMUEL.—~Bhares the ohzenrity
o Na, ] ‘itu{l:r—*lp khe corner-—witlh Curer.
Hﬂ'_‘r emerge into bthe limelisht some day.

RAYNER, XEIL—Not distinguished, bt
oumdd onough. (Slidy No, 3%

STEWART, EDW A ? h— eot, and o good
0Tk, (Slwedy No, 3

CAveree age g Lrifle lower than that of

the Fifth, Lut range of age searcely less
wiile, There ave. for instance, a number of
iellows v the Fifth younger tham Hehson,

while there are a few in the Shell po older

than some of these in the Upper Fourth or
T mave.)

Upper Fourth Form.
Forme-master': ALGERNON JASPER
CAPPEE. MoA.
TE2PLE, CECIL REGINALD.—Captain of
A pood fellow, hut not as good a

shipper as he ithinks himself. A would-bo
autocrat, eomething of a nut apd exguizite.
Uften up ageiost Harry Wharton & Co., bub
dovs not as a rule pet much change out ol
it. No dufler at games, but pot the Admie-
able Crichton that he ja considered by one
person—to wit, Bimeelll, (Stmdy No.o L)

DALEXNEY, WILLIAM WALTER.—Une of
Femple's clogest chums,  llas more commons
sepse than his chicl, but docs nob always
Hud it satlicient Lo restrain Temple. A useful
athicte.  But the standard of athictics in the
L'];in_*r Fourth ia not too high, (Stady Xo. 2)

Y, EDWARD--Temple’s oilher chui.
Bucks agdinstr him at times, and bas a triffe
mere in the way of a will of hiz owa thon
Babney, but on the whole plays “tollow-my-
leader " pretty cheerfully amd consistently.
(Btudy No. 2

MACDOUGALL, RONALD.—A Highlander;
plucky and guick-tempered. 3aly Noo 4.

MURPHY, SHAMUS.—A wild Irishman
fram Connemara. Quite a decent fellow in
his own queer way. (Study No. 1)

SCOTT, JAMES KENNETH —The worthy
hearer of a famous name. The wmost level
hepded and able fellow in the Form, Would
muake a better skipper tha Temple. Probably
anows it, but s on pecfectly pood terms with
the preat Cecil H(*gmul-rj istudy No. 5.}

TOMLINSON, TEDDY,.—Tomlinson  minor,
Shares deott's study,.and i3 a fArm believer
in hiiz stable companion. Has o tendency 10
embonpaint, hut s not & Bunter.

{Not much differerece in age between Upper
aud Lower Fourth.)

Remove (Lower Fourth Form).

Form-master: HORACE HENKRY BAMUEL
QUELCH, M.A.

WHARTON, HARRY . —The «<entral fgure
of the stories. Skip per of ﬂ:uz Hemove, and
lepdler of  the amoua  Five. _'Hmw.
chivalrows, tender-hearted,  provd  as. a
Sproish  Don, yet never vindictive.  Has
rewl qualities of leadership, and if his strong
desire (o keep the members of his Form fn
the right way tends o make him seem to
worry Loo much at  timeg about | other

mple'.t: nf‘r:tirf:, gtill, it cannot Be said that
e 14 oever prying. A fellow in o thousand.
A fine all-rovnd athlete. (Study No.o L)

LBOLEOVER, PERCY.— Bolzover major-—haga
a  brother in the Third, The oldest and
iggest feltow im the Form. Sowmething a1 a
bally, something of a donece, somoethine of o
oy doz in a dimgy way; yet by no rnwans

“wholly vile.” Has n way of doing  the
straight thing in a2 mosl ungracions WA
when be sees it. bat is rather slow to see it,
and, though guite sell-opinionated 1:|:u|||:h,

ean b led by the nose by the eraflty.
eatudy Moo 100
BROWN, TOM.—A good zorl in cvery way,

and capable, tog, (e of the moal valhipedd
members of the Formn ericlct gl fdler
teame.  Cheery, full of hwmonr, can tell
story by word of mouth or on paper well,
lll-f:a a jape, amnd plave the pame. Comes
from Taranaki, New Zealaml  (3tady Mo, 23
BULL, JOUN, JUNIOKR.—Mig uncle ix Jnhn
Thal EEHEE)I- One of the Famows Five.  Paan-
fully candid at times; gromibles hke @ fooe
Briton; but stéund and gencrous al  heart.
Good with has fists, with bia feet, and with
a bat., Alse conszifders himzelf a ]1mhcu ot
the concerting. (Study XNo. 14.)
BULSTEQLL, GEORGE.—Dnee Wharton's
doadly  [oe and resolute rival. 1M pot
=eruple then to play tricks worthy of Shinner,
A diferent Fellow mow, still g trifle rough
perkeaps, bub  2o0Tning  mMeanncss. A pond
goalkeeper, thonrh not np to the formm of
Hazeldene at hizs very hest, avd no duiTer af
cricket. Also a helty fiphting-man. a%mly

No. 2)

BUNTET, WILLIAM GEORGE.—DBunter
major—has & minor in the Sceond. {3 0T
mandiser, spy, liar, coward, and edlger—
and  yeb, somehow, nat  wholly  snlikoabile,
probably beecause he i3 8o amu=ing, for it s
difffenlt to Cnd anything pood 1o say of him.
A enrions ecomponnd of eraft aoid sieplicity.
Faneice himaelt an Adonis, by whose eluarms
no prirl ean remaip anmoved, e efill waitiug
tor his pastal-order, and suifering from @
complete inability to tie his bootlaces o that
they will stay tied. {(Study Ne. 7.}

© ‘Tne Macrer Lasraky  Weo, 513,
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CHEREY ROBERT.—The sunnicat-
tempered and most lovable of them all. Loyal
utterly, seldom cast down, shirks no dapger
of fabigue, plays hia part maniully through
all sorts of trials. Perhaps & little rough at
‘times, scarcely realising his own strength, bat
as tender-lhearted, as Wharton, and far less

rond. Qood at all games, and the champion

hting-maen of the Form. (Study No. 13.)

ELAREY, PIET.—From South Africa, and
the bearer of a famous Boer name. Quite a
ood fellow, though not so easy bto rend as
aﬁuh Cherry or Tom Brown., A useful all-
round athlete, and more than commonly good
with the gloves—or without! (Study No. 125

DESMOND, MICHAEL.—"Rale Irish.” Full
of fun and mirth. No ddHer at anything.
One of four who share a study and get on
well topether. Has always been chummy
with organ, and more lately Rake and
Wihley have joined them. (Study No. 6.)

DUTTON, WTHOMAS —Suflers from the
handicap of being very deaf. Apart from this,
A8 able as mosat; at footer, and a akoter

t speed. Mos a firma bellef in Peter Todd,
and an egually Arm dishelief in William
George Bunter.  Appreciates Alonzo’s good

ints, and has, like him, o taste for rending.
Study No. 7.}

BLLIOTT, NINTAN.—Comes from the Scot-
tish border. Has never made much of o mark,
hut is not & bad sort on the wholo. Has
generally aided against Wharton in times of
crisis, bot I3 not a Skinner or Snoop. (Study

No. 10.)

FIELD, SAMP30ON QUINCY IFFLEY.—
Crlled “Haquiff * owing to the proverbial short-
ness of iife. Comes fromm New South Walea.
A L jn{ner, g fine all-round moan, and a
firgt-rate fellow In every way. The chief of
the brotherhood of threc—the Three Colonials
=which also includes Delarey and Tom Brown.
{Study No. 14.)

FISH, FISHER TALLETON.—From New
York. An American with a great Dbent
towards whnt he ecalls “buginess,” and othera
call “swindling.” Puts dollars hefore any-
thing elae, even  common honesty. and has
elayed many shady tricks, but is not such a
rotter as Skinner. and is tolerated hy fellows
who cannot stand that youth, Squif and
Joliony Bull bear with him, but do sot love
him, Speaks a weird lingo.  Not, it need
hardly be eaid, perhaps, intended in any way
te rtepresent  the typical. American  boy.

{2tudy No, 14.) .
GLENN, CHARLEZ GEORGHE.—A rather
never lear mach.

quiet fellow, of whom we
(Study No. 6.) -

HAZELDENE, PETER.—-Neither black nor
white, but rather a dingy grei.f. A hetter
fellow than he vsed to be in the daya when
the Remove called him “Vaseline,” and his
pily eraft was a byword., Bubk weak, wayward,
and passionate; a wvictim of the. rambling
fever, and mot to be frusted much farther
than one ecan see him. Exeept hils  sister
Marjorie, he has never had a better friend
than Harry Wharton: but he is not oftén or
for long grateful, and seema at times to hate
Wharton because of the contrast bBetween
1hem. At his best a brilliant goatkeeper, hut
hima hiz bad daye. A wselul cricketer, bhut not
refiable there. His study-mates help to keep
him from going utterly wrong. but he¢ is oiten

tog  obstinate fo heed them or anyone.
{Study No., 2.)
KIFPE, OLIVER.—A conjurer of great

ability. Otherwise not epecially distingoished,
though he cnn hold his own in the playing-
flelds, and is the right sort. {3tudy Na. 5.)
LINLEY, MARK.—A scholarship hoy, who
had worked in o Lancashire factory before
coming to Greyfriars, and was creatly porse-
cuted by the snobs because of that fact.
Clean grit all through, slow to take offence,
bhut*a young lion when rouscd, forgiving and
staunch; clever in o plodding rather than a
brilliant way, but not o were plodder; a very
glutton for work, actually keem on Cresk
and as good at play as in claze, Perhaps
Bob l‘_‘.hﬁrrf"u hest chum, thonzh it would be
& ¢loze thing between bim and Wharton for
that, (Study Neo. 13.) o L
- MAULEVEREE, THE EARL. — Christinn
names, Herbert Plantagenet. Several mote, no

doubt, but it is easier—and more Sorrect-

from the point of view of etigeette—to sign
just “Mauleverer.,”  Hia  fricnds—who  are
many—shorten it to “Mauly,” a8 do zome
who are not his friends. including Billy
Bunter, The laziest ever—yel can be roused,
and has no end of pluck. Has heaps of
money. Wounld give away his head to o chum.
if it were removable. and ¢ovld poszibly be
of any use to anyhody ; but is shrewd enough
to Kick at cadgers. Geta on wonderfolly well
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with Delarey and Vivian, the fwo widely
different fellows who share his study. Has
bheen known to fall in love. Fell out again
without serious damage. (3tody No. 12.)

MORGAN, DAVID.—From the land of
Cymry. Every Welshman will underatand
that—even if the word is not rendered quite
correctly--and what do the others matter?
A sterllng good fellow, with a guick temper
but no malice: and a capable fellow, too.
(Study No. 6.}

NEWLAND, MONTAGUE.—~0{ the race of
Terael, and & credit to it. A generous and
plucky fellow, rather more thoughtful than
maat, but able to use his hands eiffcctively us
well az his brains, (Study Neoo 9.}

NUGENT, FRANK.—Nugent mnjor—has a
brother in the Second. Harry Wharton'a
closest chum. Like him in many Ways—as
proud and a3 plucky, bub lacking Wharton a
strength of character. Rather girlish of face
—can make up well aa a girl if need he—hut
not by any means effeminate. Unselfish, and
forbearing unless his pride is aroused, A good
man at games, and within the limita of his
strength an ablehﬂ]:p?}nant- with gloves or
without. (Study No. 1

ORILYY, HJﬂE'ﬂ.T DONALD.—A sturdy
Seot from the cagtern Highlauds.. Cocl, reso-
lute, courageous, and able. Tan be very
obstinate in a good cause—or what he con-
siders one. {Study No. 3.} )

FENFOLD, RICHARD.—The zon of thes
Friardale cobbler, and one of Nature's gentle-
men. A soholarship boy, who had a rough
passage of it a% the outael. Gnod ab games,
and one of the thres or four leaders in the

Formetoom. (Study No. 9.
RAKE, RICHARD.—Rut more commonly
«Dick " or “Dicky.” Has plenty of fun in

him, and plenty of pluck and resolution, Was
inclined tg buck azalnst the domination ol
the Famous Five at ong time, but was NEVET
their real enemy, and even had he been would
have kept their respect, for it is not in him
to bhe mean or epiteful. Quite a hefty all-
round sporteman, and eapecially good with his

flata. (Study No. 6.) "
RUSRELL, RICHARD.—Another Dick,
and, like the other two, & good zorf, At one

ime  suspected of cowardice, but proved
lt;lllllngetf m{&r, and developed unusual skill 43
a hoxer, There is a slight strain of weakness
in him, but the comradeship of Donald
Ogilvy haa stiffened his backbone, and bhe has
shown  that he can go his own way for a
fricnd’s sake In deflance of everyone. (Study

.3

H%IHE}H, HURREE JAMSET RAM.—Nabob
of Bhanipur. It is technically incorrect, l_uzr-
haps, to treat the “ 3ingh » as the equivalent
of our surnames; but the fashion was set
when the cricket reporters gave us “X, 5.
Lianjitsinhji.” An Indian, of the great Gght-
ing Rajput race, the descendant of o ling of
princes, and the ruler of a territory, And
just = simple, fun-loving, companionable
schoolboy with it all, though now and again
the Eajput pride showa through, Talks a
weird and wonderfu! kind of English, due to
the very best native tutors, bub could ex-
press himsell otherwise at a pinch it he chopze.
W deadly bowler, a appedy forward, and o
finc nnnfkecuur when needed. The fifth of
the Famous Five—alphabetically, that Is, for
it was the addition of Johnny Bull that made
them five, The other three are, o! course,
Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Dob
Cherry. {Study No. 13} )

SEINNEL, HAROLD.—The worst fellow in
the Remove—unless Snoop can be considered
auch, But Skinner has more strength of will,
mora cunning, abd more hardibood than
Snoop. Spiteful, treacherous, a gay dog it a
dingy way, and the enemy of every decent
fellow in the Form. Retter to hove ns engmy
than friend, for he iz not £0 be trusted. Not
a. very congenial study-mate for VYernon-

Srnith, (Study Ko, 4. ;
SMITH, g FORTESCUE —Smith
el - !

minor=—has a brother in the Filth.
character of note, (Study No. 8.}

aNaoP, SIDNEY JAMES.—In some Ways
worze than Skinper; certainly more of one
piece throughout, though there iz liltle
enough of good in Skinnegr, BMean, fawning,
spobbish, cowardly, and inclined to dingy
disgsipation. (Study o, 11)

STOTT, WILLIAM, —Snoop's  study-mate,
and tarred with the same brush, but seargely
0 heavily. I3 always on the wrong sice,
but never leads, and has seldom—if ever—
heen known to originate a piece of rascality.
Mot so utter a funk as Snoop, and has at
timesz shown glimmerings of conscience.
{Siudy Ko, 11.) .

TODD, ALONZO THEOPHILUS.—In him is
no geile. The most Innocent fellow Im %he

0
oy o

school—so jnnocent aa to male people wondat
at Eimes whether be ia ¥ quite all there?
Obliging te o fault. Soft-hearted and solt.
headed. Has the hest of Intentions, and i3
capable of making & mess of anything In
garrying them out. Transgparently bonest,
ard with really Uigh principles, Called the
“ Doffer, Fe is a duffer, bat ke 18 no coward,
amd as ao Early Christian wonld probably
have kzen fed to the lions—perhaps canonlsed
afterwards as Saint Alonzo. There are saints
in the calendar who bad not half his meek-

lﬁeu of hbis love of his Iellows, (Study
o 7.
T{&Il}ﬂ. PETER.—Alonzo's cousin.  Quite

“another guess aort.” As straight as Lonzy,
hut far from being az guileless, In some ways
the cleverest fellow ab Greyfriars. Great ab
devising achemas, and bardy in carrying them
out, howsver andacious they may be. A fine
oll-round athlets, in spite of his spindle lega
and his curious resemblisince to the Duffer.
Beads law in his apare time, and will po
doubt be a great lawysr one day. Leadet
of 8tudy No. T—a gueer menagerie! Has
been in rivaley with Wharton, but without
malice, HKeeps an eye on Bubter, and says
he will make a muan of bim yet! But ome
doubts. {(Jtudy No. 7.3

TRELUCE, AWNTHOWY.—Not o leadiog
member of the Form. Rather more likely
than fiot to be fouad on the wrong side when
there i3 a cleavage, bt nob to be classed
Eimﬁhe put-and-out black sheep. (Study

v S

TREVOR, HERRERT BEAUCHAMP.—Much
the aame typse of feliow as Treluce, bubt with
rather more doeeision of echaracter. Tha son
of o big Lancashire manufactorer, and has
plenty of pocket-money. Shares a studi' with
Newland and Penfold, but is scarcely of thelr
sort, (Bfudy Na. 0.) _

VERNON-3MITH, HERBERT.—Called the
“Bounder,” and fofly deserved the pame
when he fiest came to Greviriars,  The
spodled som of o purse-proud millionaire who
had a nold over Dr. Locke. Hard and
cypical, vet not oy hacd or az eyvnical os he
fancics himae!f. Cle has learned many lessons
at Gresfriars, and wob 2ast among them has
heon that of coming o care for obthers hesidea
himself ond biz father, Thera 2 lttle he
wonld not do for Harry Wharton or Marjoris
Hazeldene, and i has done genercus things
for people whom he bus ne cause to like,
Even at his worst haid a cool resolution and
& Tearless =pirit that one could not help
admiring. Braina e bas in pleoty. He playa
all games well, including some that it were

better he should not play at nll, Can use
hia Nats, too, (Study No. 4
VIVIAN, Sii  JAMES, PBART.—From

Carker’s Rents. DBrought up in the slums,
resoued thenee ond ment to Greyfriars by
Sir Reginald Brooks, Mauleverer's guardian,
Itelated to bobh Sie Reginald and Mauly. Has
no money, atd no mancers workth mentionjog
—or had not when he came to Greyfriars; has
picked vy some sicce.  Quoick and really
clever, with o honsest, loyal heart. Devoted
to his two study-mates, eapecially to Trelarey,
(Btudy No. 12.)

WIBLEY, WILLIAM —=-An amateur sactor
of quits vnusual ability, famed lor his many
impersonations, and not fof much besides.
But he is sound pnd decent, and well up to
the average in ofher directions than actiog.
(Study No. 0.)

WUN LUNG.—A *heathen Chinee.® Crafty:
has no regard for the truth;: flatters to
decelve; does exbracrdinary thiogs in the
cooking and ofbier linea, but with it all {8 a
very likeable fittle chap, with the good
qualitiea as well as the faulta of the Grient.
There are several fellows—including Harry
Wharton and Mark Linley—for whom the
litkle Celestial would cisk anyihing; but for
Bob Cherry he would die by slow torture
were it necessary. DNewver forgets a Kindness
=-Dr an injury, if intentional. Has a younger
brother in the second. (Stady No, 15)

{The average age of the Remove is about
15. There is variation 2 Lke extoent of well
OVeT & Feur, Noweves)

———

Third Form.
Form-mnasbar: EUSERIUS TWIGE, BA,
B.5e.
(Mr, Ernest Dinine, who was formerly

master of the Third, ia wow in the Army.)
BROLIOVER, HUBREFT —Bolsover . minor,
brogher to the bhoavy DPerey, who was not too
lagsed when he had a young brother from
fh{: slums  (losh in infadey, and discovered
only after be had been sent to the school by
his philanthropiwe father to be the mizsing
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ungster) planted on bim. Bolsover minor,
ike Vivian, bad a good deal to learn, and
guffered im learning it. Bubt the youngster
has o heart of gold, and in time the Third
came to appreciate him at his tTue worth.
He is now guite a leader among them.

BOLTER, OLIVER.—Bot at present of
any distinction—it may await him in the
future, and may or 'moy.not be pleasant,
mL‘vl:,T.'t'FII'i’, HAROLD.—0Ope of the rank and
Py :

O'ROUREKE, TOM.—Another
Irizh, of egurze,

PAGET, PERCIVAL SPENCER.—Tubb's
right-band man. In stromg comtrast fo his
chom, is m little dandy, but manly and
plucky enough for all that.

TUREB, GQEORQGE.—Shock-headed, and jn-
¢lined to grouse and growl; but a good sort,
and leader of the fag tribe,

WINGATE, JACK.—The eaptain’s minor.
A wayward and rather spoiled youngster,
with too big an ldea of his own 1mfn-rt-am:-e.
but also with courage and spirit. Mas gone
wrong, and may go wrong again, bot could
never be ao utier rotter,

{There is a widish variation in age in the
Third, " Some of the older boys are I4; some
of the younger ones are only sbout 12, Thia
I3 not o complete Mst—only the Remove is
aceorded the honour of mention right through
the roll-call)

of thermn—

Second Form.

Form-master : RERNALRD MORRISON
TWIGG, B.A. —(Drother of the Third Form's
maater.)

"BUNTER, SAMUEL TUCELESS.—Bunter
minot, and & smaller edition of his brother.
*‘Null said | _ : Y

CASTLE, THOMAS,~-Not a leading member
of the Form as yet. |

GATTY, GEORGE ADALBETT.—The hoss
ol the show. Calls himzelf skipper; but this
iz unofficial. A decent youngsfer, and a
stannch chum. _

HOP HIL—Wun XLung's minor, and very
Ik b, oy

MYERS, EDWIN.—« Teddy.”
tenant, and all serene.

MNUGENT, RICHART .~ Dicky.®
Nugen%‘ts li'llh:iﬁr. ﬁscl{iewﬁs and spoiled and
Wrong-headed : & roubie io Frank 1]
with good stnfl Jn hin, 4 PAS

SYLVESTER, RODERICK.—The son «f an
Ahmemanl ml.litmngiﬁ. A npice, decent little
chap, and a far better reprezentative of the
E..'Iil-fht-'lmn EEH‘FEHE. EFish.dp :

& ARes O econd range from 101, or
thereabouts, to 4 little over 1351 L

Gatu_r‘a 1eu-
Frank

First Form,

A book on Ieeland had a chapter headed
“Snakes.” AH it contained was this: “There
are o snakes i Leclaned.™

There iz no First Form at Qrevfriats. And
it yom want to know why the Sccond is not
the First, we will tell you—when we are told
why some railway lines have fret and third
clagses, but no gecond!

‘Among the other masters at Greyfriars,
ipartk from the Form-masters, must bLe

menfloned :

CHARPENTIER, HENRI, — The Freneh
master.

GANS, OTTO.—The German master—Iirom
Saxony, and oo lover of Prussia,

The following members of the school staff
must be mentioned: :
GOSLING, WILLIAM.—Porter and lodge-

keeper.
P«PEEBLE. MRS —Matron.
MIMBLE, MRS, (JESSIE }—~In charge of the

fuckshop.
MIMBLE, JOBEPH.—Her husband, the
pardener,
TROTTER, FRED.—Page,
CLIFF HOUSE,

A echool for girls, situated near the fishing-
village of Fegg, and only. a short diztance
from Greyiriara. A mere mushroom compared
withh thot ancient foundotion, but a fAounrishe
ing institution nevertheless.  Omly a few of
the girls come Imto the stories,
Réiﬁeadmiﬁtrem: MISS (PENELOPE) PRIM.

Next in  command: MISS (HYPATIA)
LOCKE.—A Girton girl, and- sister to
Dr. Locke, Away-now, doing war works Dut
will doubflesa return. i

BELL, ALICE.—Has not been séen often of
late, but is a friend of the young ladics whom
we bave come to Know so well,
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DERWENT, FHILIPFA.—"Flap"™ to her
friends—among whom Billy Bunter does npot
rank. The charming twin sister of “Flip "
Derwent of Highellfe,

GRAY, MOLLY —A small and cute red-
headed jumior, with a lisping speech. Quite
& nice Kid.

HAZELDENE, MARJORIE—The pretty and
gentle sister of wayward Peter Hazeldene; the
stamnch chum of the Famous Five, and
especially of Harry Wharton. DBeb Cherey
fairly werships her, and Vernon-Smith thinxs
ghe has no enual among gicls,

HOWELL, PHYLLIZ.—One of the four who
are such close chums. The other three arc
Flap Dérwent, Marjorie, snd Clara Treviyn.
A handsome, dashing girl, with somewhot
masculine tastes, but not a mere tomboy.
Thinke a lot of Bob Cherry, but not mn a
IPOONEY WAY.

SMITH, EATIE.—Another mémber of the
Form to which the four belong.

TREVLYN, CLARA.—A really nice and
pretty girl, inclined to be more slangy than
Marjorie approves, and apt to turn up her
note at mers boys. Is rather partial to
Johnny Bull, whose ountepokenness she sharés
to some extent.

HIGHCLIFFE SCHOOL.

A much more modern foundation than Grey-
friars, with higher fees, and numbering among
Hs pupils many scions of the aristocracy.
But it is rather alackly conducted, and the
myoll-connected ™ boys are allowed to go too
much their own way.

Headmaster: THE REVEREND PATRICEK
REHODER VOYSEY, D.I., M.A.

Sehopl colours: Blackand ofd gold. '

Kot a great many of the boys come into the
stories, and there would be no vse In noaming
more than a fow who have done or may do so.

Sixth Form.

LANGLEY, ARTHULR DNE BOHU 1"'-",--';'-1[!-
tain of the zchool. He and most of the Sixih
are of the nutty, sporting iype, somewhat
slack In athletic matters, and tnclfncd to take
things easily. Other members of this Form
are:t

BEAUCHAMY, MATRICE.

CHILCOTE, ARTHUR.

INGRAM, RICHARD INGRAM.

ROPER, BOB.

SPENCER, EUSTACE VERNON.

Fifth Form.

MONS0ON, MILES MAURICE. — Monson
major—has a brother in the Fourth, A bairly,
bullying, hectoring individual

REEDMAN, GEORGE HAMER.—A fellow
of 3 more decent type, but rather weak.

Fourth Form.

This s the only ene which matters much
to the stories.

Form-master: ALBERT HICES MOBBS,
M. A.

COURTENAY, FRANE.—Captain of the
Form. A splendid fellow, honouranle, kindly,
good at al [i:'amus. and a born leader. Has
made Higheliffe a dillerent place for quite a
number of the Form, (3tudy No. 3.)

BENSON, PERCY CHALMERI.—Quite &
oot sort, and & staunch adberent  of
urtenay. (Btudy No.

5.)

BLADES, BENJAMIN ARMADALE.—One
af the nuts, bub nﬁEin 1}&3&1121; member of the

nfraterpity. (Study No.o 2
mDE ﬂl}ﬂR!::Y, RUPERT F‘}Tzﬂﬂ?-ﬂcmmd
“the Caterpillar,”  Courtepay's great chum.
A fellow who can do most thinzs moere than
commonly well, but has to be roused before
he will exert himself. His laziness I8, how-
pver, partly an affectation.  Is more worldiy
wige than Courtenay, and on prieciple always
suspecta Ponsonby of being up ta niischiel.
Has o dietinct bent for sareasm.  Might
deseribe himself as a mere looker-on, but
when he does tnke a hand in the game it 13
alwava with effect, (study No. 3.}

DURWENT, PHILIP.—Called “Flip.™ From
Tasmanin; twin brother of Philippa Derwend
of Cliff Mouse, ‘Bright, checriul, plucky, a
horn athlete, and n good ehum. Just a trifle
too eocksure sometimes.  (3tudy No. ﬁ.a

DPRURY, EDWIN ETHELBERT. e of
the nuts, bot o more decent fellow than most
af them, and by no means hopeless. (Study
Wo. 2 i
GA]Z;IEEH', REGINALD HAVERS.—A nut,
and not 4 nice one ' Is revengeful, and
srooked in hia dealings: (Study Fo..1)

L
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JONES, JAMES EDWY.—Jones minof—has
a brother in the Fifth. One of the rank and
file on Courtenay's eide. (Study No. 6.)

MEERTON, JOHN ARTHUR.—Another nut,
but has lately rather cut the connection.

Languid and stack, but can buck up. Called
;TMEEE"H A chum of Flip Derwent's. (Study
o. G

MONEONM, ROBERT MIDDLETON.—Monsoh
atinor—hia brother §s in the Fifth. One of
the worst of the out brigade, but rather less
spiteful than Ponsonby or Gadsby, and not
80 empty-headed ag  Vavasour. (Study

ﬂl 4!

PONSONBRY, CECIL—The leader of the
nute. A fellow of ability and not by any
meana  without courage, though he hates
getting hurt. Is full of malice and cunning,
and will stoop to any low trick. Has the
possibility of beotter thinge in him, but the
tares have choked the wheat. Might he b
fine all-round athlete if he cared to, but, like
the nuts in general, prefers nap and banker
to  ecricket and fooler, Hatea Courlenay
fnismmusl:r. and some of the Greyfriars
ellows hardly less. Was captain of the Form

%u lﬁur‘t‘.ennr_ took over the reins,  (Study
o 1.
SMITHSON, GEOROE.—A good, sound

fellow, who backs wp Courtenay through
thick and thin, (Study No. &)

TUNSTALL, FREDERICK OGUEST.—Must
be classed as ome of the nuts, but has mob
much in eommon with them now. Was
always a hetter fellow than mest of them.
One of Flip Derwent’s two special chuma.
{Study No. 6.)

YAVASOUR, ADODLPHUS THEODORE.—
An empty-headed nut, who seldom bas two
ideas to rub together, but can be cunning
when- hiz splieful instinets are arowsed. A
stteer  funk. Dandifled in “the extreme.
(Study No. 1.)

WILKINSON, CHARLES EDWARD —Wil-
kin=on major. The Wilkinsors are twins,
and, unlike most brothers, ¢loge ehome
Supporters of Frank Courtenay, and very
useful men at ol games, with rather o special
forte for boxing., (Study No. &)

WILEINSON, EDGARE WELLS.—Wilkinson
minor. See above, The brothers are very
much alike in face; but Charles (Bometimes
called TFob) is darker than his minar.

YATES -JAMES EDWARDS. —A follower of
Courtenay, and & great chum of Smithson.
(Study Mo. G.)

COURTFIELD COUNCIL SCHOOL.

The friendly focmen and frequent onponenta.
of the Greyiriars Remove—looked down upni
by the nuts of Highelife and the snohs of
G{E}‘lriam Kot many of them mpeed he
mtgn_tionedi but some have figured often In the
storien.

Headmaster: BENJAMIN LEGGE.

School colours: Black and royal bloe.

BROWN, RICHARD.—"Dicky." A very
decent little fellow, and rather a favourite
of Harry Wharton & Co.

GRAHAME, WALTER.—Rendy with tongua
or fAsta, and good at all gamee; a chum of
Trumpers,

LAZARUS, 3OLOMON.—%on of the Court.
ficld ‘pawnbroker—straighter than his father,
A rare hefty fellow with his flebs; koncked
out Bolsover major atb a time when he seemned
to carry too many guns for anyone in the
Remove., Solly speaks with a lisp, As shrewd
a3 they make "em!

MONTEOMERY, LEONARD.—Another of
Tramper's ehums.

TRUMPER, RICHARD ARTHUR.—"Dick.”
One of the best—frank. manly, Fluckr. aml
laval. Son of an old fisherman at Pege, amd
e 'nr;-wlt-.dged chief of the Courtficld elan,
thongh nwot a Conrtfleld bay.

WAYWARD, JACK —Another of Trumirer's
liegenmen.

WICKERS, WILLIAM PERCIVAL.—Ditto.

{Most of these lads are abouf 15.)

OTTAIDE the four schools which coma intn
the stories there still remain to be mentioned
quite a number of people who have played
paris in the stories, bud o brief mention muag
yuliee for each of theso

BANKS, JOR—A scouhdrelly bookmaker.

BROOKE, S3IR REGINALD, BART.—Mai-
leverer's guardian, and related bto Vivian alua,
A wvery good sort.

BULL, MR. JOHN, BENIOR.—The unele of

Johnny., A quick-tempered and good-heartes
old buffer.
BULY, MI33 MARTHA.—Johnny's aunt.

and Ar. Bull's sister.
BUNTER, WALTER.—A cousin of Williag

Tur Magwer LisRaRy.—No, 513,
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GOeorge, very like him in appearance, hut
atierly different in ehavacter, A fine sports

mal.
CHERRY, MAJOR ROBELRT.—Bab's gallant

father.
CLEGE, NEAEMIAH.—Enocwn to aeveral

enerations. of Greyfriars boys as “1negle

lege." Feason unknown—is not o specinlly
amiahle person.  Keepa the tuckshop at
Frinrdale.

COBR, BEN.—The licensce of the Cross
Keys Inn at Friardale. A fat, low-bred
garenl.

COKER, MIZ8 JUDITH.—The doling aunt
of the preat Horace and the mill Regingid.
A very strong-willed lady.

FISH, MR. HIEAM H.—Fishy'as "papper"”
Fishy say¥a be i3 a_ millionalre; if so, be 13 a
yory stingy onc. Has visited Greyfriars.

IIAWEKE, JEREMIAH.—A bookmaker ond
g scoundrel. Lives at the Cross Keys, and i3
Land-in-glove with Cobb.

LAMBE, THE RE?’ER EXD ORLANDO
BEALE.—Vicar of Friardale.

LASCELLES, LAWRENCE —Mathematical
master at Greyiriars—in doays of peace. Now
at the Front.

LINLEY, THOMAR —The worthy [ather of
Mark: a man with brains and character.

LINLEY, MIS2 MABEL —Mark's sisler.

LINLEY, GERALD.—=Mark's wilful younger
brother: figured for o brief time at Grey-
friara &3 Linley minor.

LOCKEE, MRS, (ELEONORA)—The wile of
the Headmaoster.

LOCHE, MIS4 ROSALIE.—The elder
daughter of Dir. Locke—not now at Grey-
friars.

LOCKE, MISs MOLLY.— Tha Ifead's

younger daughter, a very attractive child.
LOCKE, FEERERS.—The ifsmous private
detective. A cousin of the Head, Has more
than onee been called in to elucidpte some
Greyirinrs mystery. .

LOCKRE, PERCY.—The Head's nephew. A
one-time  ne'er-do-weel  who  has  pulled
ghraight.

NUGENT, MR, FRANCIS.—<Frank’s father.
A hasty-tempered and not too judicions man.
NUGENT, MRS, (MATD GWENDOLEN}).—
Frank's mother, but meare capecially Dicky s,
Dvicky has always been the favourite, and has

been apoiled.
PENFOLD, THOMAS. — Dick Penfeld's
The Friar-

honest and worthy old Iather.
dale eabbler.

POPPER, SIR HILTORN, BART.—A crusty
and tyrannical Iandowner—owns also  the

river, the air, and everpthing else  above
beneath, or around—as he considers. AL con-
stant logperhends with the fsreyfirinrs juniors.
Was o member of the schools Boand of
Governors, but is no longer 3o, owing to tho

fact thut his fellow-members would not
always obey orders. .
SNOOP, JOSIAW.—The father of Bidnoy

James, Convlcted, sentencod, and imprisoncd
for swindling: egcaped; through the belp of
Wharton and the Bounder, and ls now ina

khaki. .’ o
TODD, MRE. BENJAMIN.—The wlmpsmu‘l
uncle of Alonzo amd Peter, whose opinlona
Tonzy 5o often guotes. A good sorf—mmde
many friends when he visited the sehool,
VERNON-8MITH, SAMUEL—The onar-
monsly wealthy, purze-prond father of the
Bounder. Vulgar and cuniing, but has las
good points, and i3 very fond and proud el Lis

B,
WHARTON, COLONEL JAMES HAYE-
LOCK.—Harry's uncle—an offlcer apd &
entleman, The beat of guardians, though
arey did not alwarys think him so.
WEARTI}H, MISS MARY GRACE.—Harry's
aunt—a sweet and dignified middle-aged lady,

with no chjection to boys,=and counting her

nephew's [riends as her own.

THE GHOST OF WHARTON LODGIE!

An Unexpeoted Guest!

ALLO, halla, hallo!"
Bob Clierrya powerful voice was
litke unbo the voice of a mega-
hone.
It was the morning of Christmas Eve, at
Wharton Lodge.

Harry Wharton & Co. were home for the
holldays, and they were a  cheory party,
gapecially Bob Cherry.

‘harton and Nugent and Johnny Bull were
at breakfast when Bob came in, with a
ruddy face and a hearty volee. Vernon-Smith,
the DBounder of Greyfriars, followed Bim in.
The Bounder had joined the party in the

place of Inky, aiter all.
"Good-morningg,  BMiss Wharton ! Good-

L] 3

marning, everi'hnd,r!" continued Bob.
gny, it's simply ripping on the ice! I
cannoned Inte Smithy, and acnt him farly
sploning!  How many bumpa bave you got,
Bmithy

“About ffty, vou asa!" grumted Vernon-
Smith.

Misa Wharton, Harry's aunt. greeted Doh
withh a kind emile. She liked Mob, ag every-
body did. DBob plumped fnte hig chair, and
made a [erocious attack upon the breakiast.

“I wish old Inky were here!"” he exclaimed.
ST he had seen me cannon Smithy, he would
have safid that the bumpfoiness was terrific.
YWhat are you wrinkling your  baby hrow
pbout, Harry? Is {liat o letier from Hurree
Singh ¥

Harcy Wharton had a letter In his hand,
which he had opened a few minutes befare.
Hiz brows were kiitted, with o puszled and
gomewhat worried look.

“No bad news this morning, Harry?” asked
Fronk Nugent.

"Twin't say anything's happened fo your
anele in Flanders!™ oxclaimed Johnny Bull
anxionsl ¥,

Wharton shook his head.

“Mog, ! Naothing of the aort! I—I can't
guite make this out. You fellows ever heard
of a ctinp named Trimble?"

“Trimble!™ sald Vernon-Smith. “There's o
fot chap named Trimble at 8t Jim'a—a follow
like our Bunter, only more s¢.”

“I've seem him,” said Boh. * s Nunterful-
nees is terrifie, as dear old Inky would put it
Pass the cges, Franky.”

“Js he a chom of yours, Boh?

“Eh? No fear!"

"M yours, Frank?"

“Mina?" exelaimed Nugent, in surprise.
Ion't chum with porpofsca.”

“What about you, Johnny—is he your
dearest friend?

Kats " was Johnny Bull's reply.

“Then it must be Smithy!™

i |

"What arc yon driving at?" demanded
"l.-:ehrntumsmit.h. “I only know the fellow by
ai ‘n

arry Wharton Taughed.

“Then he must be my chum, though I've
wearcely spoken to him," he said,

“MT your rocker?"” asked Bob.

“1_

“Well, this letter is from Bapgzy Trimble,
of Bt. Jim's, and he says that as ﬁﬁa old ehm
from (ireyfriars is here, he's sure T sha'n't
mind him running down for Christmas,” said
Harry.

“My only hat!"

“Leb's hear what he aays!™ said the Bounder
curicusly.

Harry Wharton read out the letter from
Trimble, the ornament of the Fourth Form
at 8t. Jim's. It ran:

“Dear Harry,—Don't he surprised if you sec
me for Christmas. I understand that one of
my best chums at Greyfriars is at your place,
and I'm sure Yo won't mind my giving him
& look-in. 1 shall be wvery plad to ece you
again, and alf the fellows.

“Your pal, BAGQY TRIMDILE.
P“P-ﬂ-—:‘srﬂ'-'l: at 2.30 a.m, troin Christmas
nye

“Another friend of yours, Harry?" askod
Miss Wharton, in her gentle tones. “He will
be very welcome. I will have a room pre-
pared for him."”

"']:]mnli you, auntic!" said Harry. "Buf

Misa Wharton roese, sand Frank NWupent
opened the door for the kind ald lady.

When the juniors were left at the break-
fast-table on their own they were able to
aprenak o liktle more  freely, in Grevfriars
Hemaove style—and they did!

**The cheeky ead!” said Johnny Bnll. “He's
not %m: any .chuin at Greyiriars. It's checky
spoaf.”

“I'm sure Inky would remark, ot this
polnt, that the spoof-fulness [s  terrific,”
prinned Bol Cherey.

"He reminds me of ocor heloved Bentor™
gaid Nupent, “But this would be rather
thick, even for Bunler.”

Harry Wharion was
brouded.,

He bardly knew Trimble: in fact, he did
nnt know him at all.  The fat fellow had
fastened on the Greyfriars feothallers during
a visit to 8t. Jim's. They remembered him
chicfly 2z a fat, unwieldy slacker with &
boastiul tongue.

Certainly they had not faken to him—znd
they had almost forgotten him. His roclness
in inviting himself to the Lodze for Christ-
mns almost took their hreath away.

“Does he know you well enough to call you

silent, and rather

‘Harry 1" ansked the Bounder, with a
whimasenal smile,

Wharton esloured with vexation.

“He doesn't know me ot all!™ he ex-

claimed warmly. *“I—I suppose hie means to
he friemdly—bnt—>but he is rather an offen-
give beast.”

“He doesn't mean specially to be friendly,”
grunted Johnny ROl “He means to plant
himself here for Christmas, Like hiz cheek !

Ly puppoze I  can't refuse!™  aafd

W]m?cun.
‘Bob Cherry grinned, and looked af his

1 wateh,

“You haven't much time to refuse. old
scout. His trein will be in i ball An
hecaner.™

“If he really hod a chum  herel™ sabd

Harry. “He may know one of the fellows wha
oiight to Lave come here with us, il things
had shaped better. Inky may have besn
eivil to him; old Inky i3 sweet as sugar to
everybody.”

“More likely it's . all spoof.”

“Weoll, a chap muat be hospitable,” aaid
Harry, at iast. "I wish it were apyho
alse—almost any other 8t. Jim's chap would
he welcome, 1 cao't say I'm gone on this
chap. But he must come, I suppose.”

“Suppose we meet him at the station?”
sugpested Johnny Bull.  “"We can take Lim
by his fat ear, ¥ank him into the next
up train, and see him off. That will settls
‘the matter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Wharton laughed, but he sheok his head.

“wWe'll let Bim come,” he zaid. It can't
really he helped. It may be troc about hiz
being chummy with ome of our friends. [
dare 3ay we ean stand him, I—=I think T'I
walk down after brekker and meet him at the
station. You fellowa can come along if you
Hke."”

“Oh, I'll come! snid the Bounder., “A
cheeky nza like that will” he worth sceinz.
Quite a remarkahble cliatacter, I ahould =ap.”

And after braaklnst-the Hve juniors walked
away down the snowy lane to wlll,"l;l'tuﬂ
Magous, to meet the junior from St. Jini'a ab
the station.

Nica Boy !
bk BAIN'S in™" remarked YVernon-Smith,
45 the party from the Lodge arrived
at the little statlon of Whairton
hIagnus,

“aAnd so iz Trimble!™ sald Boh, os they
entered the station. ® Look thepe!”

A dispute was going on At the harricer
between the ticket-collector amd a Iat youth
with podgy, red cheeks.

#1 {ell you ['ve dropped it!"" the Iat youlh
was saving., “How ¢an I give up my tickef
when 1've lozb i£%”

“If you ain't got n ticket you must pay
the fare!™ smapped the offeinl.

“Wonsense! I'm nob going to pay twice”

“Look ‘ere, I don't believe yon never had
g ticket.” zaid the callector. " You're trylng
to ewindle the railway company, that's what
you're aloing!”

“My wood man-—"

“Don't good man me! You'll glve me youp
name and address, and yon'll hear {from the
police.” )

“1 tell you——" apluttered Bamgy Trimble.
He broke off a3 he cnught sight of Harry
Wharton & Co. “Hualle, yvou feliows! Lewmd
me a Land, will you? I suppose you know
this man, Wharton? Tell him it's all right.”

Harry Wharton came forward. The rallway-

man tonched his cap; this manner to Harey
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was quite diferent from his manner to Bapgey
Trimble, Trimble had nob impressed bim
young gentlemah,

favonrably. .
i
“That alters the oaze.”

“You kunow this
anked Lthe man.
asked Wharton,

“What's the troabkle?® )
without directly answering the que-stwp._ :
was not keen to lay claim to Baggy Trimble
A3 an aequaintance, :

*Youpg gept =ays he's lost his tiekgf——m"n

“ Droppe:d 16 in the carrizge,” said Baggy
eheerfuliv, “ But. i}l right. You pay ihe
mag Wharton, and F1l setile with you when
I'vé had time to drop a line to Trimble Hall
It's only twelve-and-gix."”

“ iy ' murmured Bob Cherry. .

Wharton's face was a study for a moment.
Twelve-and-six was o seripus matier to him,
whatever it may have heen to Bagey Trimble.

But ke et
pald over the money without o word. He
felt that he could scarcely do less, as Trimble
was his guest—in a sense, ab least, .

“ Thanks !™ said Trimbie airily, 115 onliy
for a day or two, you Rnow, I Lappen 1o
huve left Trimhle o)l withput my puree.
Rather earelez: of me.”

“Come on'? said Harry abruptiy.

Trimlile picked -up his bag, and trotied on
with him. - The railway-man looked after him
expressively, He knew a spoofer when be
ELAW T,

“ The gney will e o turied tl"'l 1-1'::3 £
pany if the Tieket turns up,” eaid Vénen-
Srrath, with n keen lock at Trimble. " 1L may
be found, ;

“h, 1 Trimble
carelessly.,

“ fy the wav, bow did »ou manage te take
a Leeket atb adt, if you left your purse ot
home ¥ sshed the Founder.

O s [e [ o™ Trimble stammered,

Wharton cempressed his lips. 1t was prefly
plain that the young raseal hod contrived Lo
pet oo the Gesin without a ticket, trusting
to tnek Lo pel out ot the other end,

. el you dakeoa tizket ab all, Trimble:”
bie asked guietly. .

w UWell, the fact ia, I didn't,” said Trinkle
citcerfully, =1 don't  helieve i Wasting
meney in war-stime, you. koow,™

“fireat Seott!™

“Thiz ja the way to the Lodge?® aiked
Trimbie enalinle, “Mupeh cf 2 walk ™

4 nondl miles™

“ven lmiven't hrouwght the card®

“Aly wncle’s ear has heen on war work for
the =i two véurs®

* This wat.wark stunt is a bit cverdone, [
think,” =aid Trimble lizcontentediy. “I'm a
gooid wilker, but 1 don't care for it ta-day.
| snppose there’s & cab in the village? Ratlher
n Bleepy Hollow, I must say,” added Boggy,
Inaking rovmid with a eurling nase,

w P oafeaid we shatl have Lo walk,” znid
Harcry, rather perplexed to kpow how to deal
with iz mue-f, % There's no cab here pow

«§ dan't minl waiting fer ene. We can go
fnte ile Butet., DI'm rather peckish after
iy jonrmey,®

Thore i-00'% 4 hafiek®

w0k, crikey? What o hole ™ z2ald Trimble,
w Any refreshment place in the villame?®

Emly the inn.?

“Oh, [ alen’t mind a pub!
eame of Billiacds, tog ™

ol thimk we'd hetier walk,™
firrnly. “Come on?"

“py the way, who iz vour pal ab-Groey-
friara, ‘Frimlde? “asked Verncn-Smith, wha
spomedt to Eake o great interest in the
remarkable Boagey.

“ Haly Cherry, you. know,"
“Wetre o on.d pals tl

@Al roaredl Hob, coming up,

Trimbde jumped  He bad net observed RBoh,

#--T mean Buoll, you Epew?!" he =tam-
merad, #0Id Johnny. »ou Enow.,  Oh, my
hat ! I=J «liin't zee you, Dell"

Jahany Bull snortedd,

4 [ really meant to say Furree Jampob
Bang  Ringh,™  said Trimble, having  ascer-
toined that Hurree Jamset Bam Singh Was
nob i bke parky.  5WWe're zrent pals—almost
like: heothers, Ho's nob with yop e

W No," anbd ITarry, * Come on!''

“1F wee of ¥ou follows wants to earey oy
baz. T Jdea’t mind,” sabd Trimble alably,

Wharton took bz bag aquietly. The five

Greviriers jumiors and Dagey Tranble walked
away up fhe lane Logelher,
- Bapay crunted dlscontentedly as he wenl.
He did not like walking. Apporently he saw
pe tenFon to hide apny  dissalisfaction he
mirht Teel.

U Beasbly Tay walking!” ke =aid, “[v the
way, I havew's hreught a sugar-ticket; Marry,
Lots of sugar of your place, 1 suppnse $»

H¥ery lttle,” zabkd Harry.

chouldn't hother!"  =aid

Might zeb a

suiel Tiarry

saku  Fritnble,

He

iz hand inig hiz pocket, end [

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ Haven't you faid in a . lot?¥

“What >

TWell, you must he ol aajd Trimble.
* Your people are rich, ain't they? Lotg of

rich J_»eupie have laid in suppliea of sugir—
hoarding it-,_ you knew—at_least, I've heard.

T

“ Perhaps you've beard wropg,” sald Harry
quietly “I think you have, Trimble, Any-
ane wie did Lthat wouold be o rpseal.”

Trimhle winked knowingliy.

“A{ih, ccme of ! he salil.
stant is all very well in the newspapers—it
:an';*]ls~ them. RBut between. purelvei—— 1 30y,
don't you fellows walk so fast: I'm a bit shors
of hreath, Hcvqg mind the .sugar, Harry;
I can do without,

5 *_"]]'m afraid you'll have ta,”
rily.

“1 dom't mind, 2o long as there's plenty ef
honey—1 Mke howey. And, of qqursel:: a chap
<am have lots of chocolates and marzipan and
“I'IHEE._ It comes Lo the same thing, o lone
aE ol ve pot plenty of morer., 1 don't really
carg what 1 ont, 50 lomg as it's scmethiog I
tike, and there's plenty of it.®
Baguy Trimble hept up n cheery ehatter all
l]:imn:'ur, but he received very monosyilabic

&.
warry Wharton & 8, bardly knew wlat Lo
inake of the cheerful Baggy.

JPut they knew that they eould not stand
him at any price, and that they would have
fiven A preat oeal to see him off In the next
train for Trinble Hall—if Trimble sl had
any existenre cutside Baggy's fervid ioagzing-

i,
ik

O smdly in the evening.

= Bob's great cheerfulness seemed
to have deserted him,

All the chums, in fatt, were a little sph.
tied, Baggy Trisable was worsyving them,

A day with Bnooy was x-day to be remem-
hered '

During: that Jday Dagey scemod to have
used his inventive powers in gevizing means
of making himsell intolerahle

Uninvited guest as he was, be gramhied
without. restraint_ when anything did not
meet Lis views. Te was uppizh to the ser-
vants, and below stairs Bagey was even mure
unpopular than above stairs,

“‘He persisled in his belief that a well-of
man like Colenel Wharton wos certain to
have stored np things before the Food Cone
troiler sturted work.” He lavghed at the ldea
of self-sacrifice in war-time. That. according
to Bagoey, was a stupt indulged in by busy-
boddiez in rearch of limelight.

Indeed, lie told Wharton during the =fter.
nocn peevizhly that it wasn't quite the thing
to préss him to come @ Be wasn't going to
let him have cnough sugar and thinges,

“1eddid I press vou?™ gasped Wharton,

“There's sich a thing ns looking after a
ghest,” said Trimlde. <1 shouldn't breat a
fellow Yike thia at Trimble Hall.®

“Oh! enid Marey,

_ By evening Baggy lad succeeded i banish-
ing the joyousness of The Christmos-party ab
Wharten dge, Ie hed -even alluded o
Mizs Wharton as an ald maid—fer which Itol
Cherry bnd taken the lberty of knocking
Dagey’s head en the wall, Buagey wasn't his
gyest, anyway.

In the evening Ragey, replete wih many
meniz, doxcd off in an armcehair before the
log-fire, and the chums waze relieved of him
for a while,

Wharton was quite zpomhbre,

“I'm afraid thiz is speiling the hcliday for
you feflows,™ Re said dismally,

* Ahem ! murmured Napegt,

S Why don't you turn the c#ff cul 7* grunted
Johnny Bull, = Eﬂ-u never asked him hers,®

catd Harey

te0 Much Trimbiz |
H, dear!®
Bob Cherry madde that remark

= Well, [—1—
“Christmas  hospitallty I growled  Bah
Cherry. *That can Le enrried too fur, vou

Enow. Even Miss Whatton enan't stand the
toad, nni cshe’s an angei. The servants woulid
like to hodl him ™

250 would IF7 zaid Johnny Ball

“And bis hlessed lies!  Ananfas was s
Ceorpe Washington in comparizon! He's
Lodd s ahoul hiz uncle, a colopel o the
Guard:—and ten minntes Inter a slaT-cificer
in Salonika—and then, ageit, & eaptain in
the Buffs: He forgets one bLeag as fast as
he makes up anokher,"

“ KHick him ont, Hatry !4

T ]—1 can't,® spid Harry,
wizh he'd

© Leave

eolonring.
110. pomfrreks omowat. Yoat——n
it to ue, then,™ axid Vernon-Smith

“ The patriotic

ELl I_

1

] other

3l

Whartcn leoked umeacsy. .

* After all, be's a guezt, in & way,” be
By rm teredd,

“Suppose e went of bis cwn accordi®

casked” the Bounder.

“I wish be would; hof he wen't,”

“ Well then, leave it to us, and pechaps hae
may go of his own aecord.”

: .ﬂarr!;' “Whatton looked doubfful; but the
ellowsz chimmed in:

Y Hear, hear! Leave it to Smithy!n_

Miza Wharton wvalled toc har It'l{ziphat, and
Harry felt his chums. Bob and Mugent and
Jobhiiny Tull gatbered rountl the Foundor.

"What's the gaore, Smithy?" adked Bob
hopefully. “This is hard on Wharton, and
hard on us, He didn't ask us here Lo be
worried to death by a disgusting, swindling
fdod-hog and swanking cad:  Brrrr! £
f;:‘:a:v actoally izn’t honest. And s Hes—

al r

1 think he may be moade to go,” said the
Bounder, with o' orin.  “He was on the ice
this aftermoonm, and you noticed bim tioro
hine when there was a ernck. He's n funk,”

“Funk all over! growled Johnny Buoil

“Well, then, suppote be saw the glost of
the Lodge?

“Phe—the what?"

“The pkost of Wharton's ancestor who was
heheaded for hiph treason, and who walks
about at Cheistmas-time with his head io his
bareds.™

“Great pip! First I've heard of Loe family
ghoat.”

"Trimbe won't know that! And he-docsn't
know thal we're the shining lights of the
Remove Dramatic -Soviety at Greylriars"

“Ma. ha, ha!”

The laugh woke up Bagey Trimble, and he
sat up in his chair and blinked acro:s ot the
juniors by the windaw,

“Hallo!  What the joko?™ he nsked, ©1
gay, I'm getting bungry. At thia time the
butler comes down with wine and cake nat
Trimble Hall.”

qul' ed-time,” grunted Jolony Huoll,
off 1"

The jupiors sald  good-pight
Wharton, amd went wpstalea; Bagpy going
with Lhem grumblingly. He had over-caten,
and then dezed before a fire, and naturally
he was feeling irritakle. Mo did not appeat
to think it necessury Lo omeewl the faet.
Hagpy's manners, indeed, left very much o
be dezired, and Wharton was looking forward
with dismay to bis presence at the Lodge on
the morrow, when' old fricnds of hiz uncle's
would be there,

He did not feel that the laws of hospitalft
allowed bim to shunt the anwelcome nue:E
But he would have bhern immensely relleved
if Trimble had cleared off of his own pceord.

The HAve jundors gccupied a large. long
reom, with five beds in it, Bagpy having an
adjoining room to himsell, The Boundertook
Lhim affectionately by {he arm, and walked
hint through the communicating doviway.

*Hera you are, Trimbhe !

“Is the hot-water Lottle the bedd
grunted Trimble.

“Yes,” apild Harry.

"Oh, good!  Anything to eal up here?
nhwaye have 1 snack before golpg €0 hed.”
“1 can get you zomething, if vou like."
How Trimble conld eat anyiling so oarly
afler a terrific snppuer was & myatery, Bub

he had £0 have what e wanted,

“Dol” sald Trimble, “Get me a cigaretia
to smoke afterwards, will you?”

"I have no cigaretfes”

“Yon can get some, I suppose®”

“Fm ROrTy—no. "

"1 suppose this is what rnu eall lookleg
aiter a guest ! speered Trimble,

Wharton left the hed-room without reply-
ing. Hia chums looked at Bazuy in wonder.
Hagoy wid an ammnl of & specica new to

= I'I-m

to M

in

[

thiem.  Billy Bunter of Greyfriars was a
polished gentlemam beside this fellow.

“"You cleep soundly, old fellow?™ asked the
Bonnder.

“Yez—when I have enough to eat!™
afapped Trimbie. “I haven't had eoough to
eiat here. Wharton™s mean ™

Mo Tub cad ! reared Johany Bull.

“Wha-p-at?"

B [5 % o8 o

Johnny Bull stalked inln bis own room.
He fult that he would hit Crimble if ho
remained wiih him any longer.

Baot the Bounder was quite arhane,

“Weli, 1 hope you'll sleep wel, dear boy,™
he saif.  “OF course, you den't belleve “in

]
e “Ghosts? What rot!”

i# I!.efhﬂei then.” i w1

-1 'aay, Suppoan ™ i
hete?” eaid Triml-;.?t lmmi-'lr.n Ay otia

{Continged on pefe 88.)
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THE GHOST OF
WHARTON LODGE! !

{Continned from page 31.)
e~ e £ i i B e 8 e Ty

“What does it matter, if yon don't boelieve
in them?”

o Well, I—I don't. of conrze. I—I say——

STell him the story, Smithy,  seid - Dob.
"tﬂhristmasat!ma is just the {ime for a ghost-
story.”.

AN rmight! The story goes  that  Sir
Tristram’ Wharton was - heheaded Dy King
Henry Al Filfth for Ish broason,” cxpiained
tire” Bounder. 7" He wad  innovent . of  the
chaegis, . nnd that's, whyihe never contd rest
in hig griave; © Every Ohristmag he reappenrs,
clad. in” armour, ‘ond careying his” head in Tis
biand—" : : '
MW hat ot ! said ‘Trimide,

dF course [it's rot” agrecd the Bounder.
“You wouldn't bhe affaid, anywoy—u Brave
fellow like you." '

“Oh, I'm as hrive as a lion!™ said Bagey.
“ All the Trimbles are. That's why we've won
ap mnany Yictoria Crosges and things at the
Front,, [—— . Yah! -What's that?"

Kugenk hod suddenly turned off the electric
light . and the room wus phingod inbo dark-
nex,  Trimble save 0 ostarthed yoll,

There wus the sound of & deep, blood-
curdling groan.

“Yaroch! Put cn that light!™ sheicked
Trimble, ’

The light came on again.

Trimble was quite palc. and frembling in
every fat -limb. He blinked from one to
another of the ' funiors. Nuogent and Bob amd
Yoernon-Smith sWere very grave, )

o Did you fellows hear o oroan®™ whisperced
the Bonnder. - - i

Pl Deard something!™ muotteored Bol.
“Wha-nut whs (LY

“What cowld it bave been®t™ stammercd
Nuzent. !

HT1—L sa¥; 1 know you're only pulling my
Bep,” muntbled Lrimbie. - 0 LE was ope of you
Tellowsz., What miade that dashed light go
out?” :

“The light alwaye vanizhes, when the ghoat
appears,” Bl Verdon-Switl. “That's  the

:Mr—-nmrmﬁ'wmimqu
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E
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beeend, unyway.”

“[—=I don't believe B!

Harry Wharton came back into the room
withh o tray, Trimble recavered jhiz | good
spifits o e gaw the good things on the tray.
He sut. down to -demolish thém. ]

“It's oll rot abwut o glepst,” he said, with
his month full. "0 don't helisve in ghosts,
for ane: AL ot 27

“ phests ™ said Harry, with a stare.

Nuzent trod on Lis Foot.,

“YVaur follows muy be afrabd of ghoste”
gaid Trimble: “1'm fot.  S'm brave”

i k] i

Wharton remained with Trimble till he hiad
Hashed gorgings.

T Keep® thint light on to-nlght,”  said
Trimble, as Harry said Jgocd-night. 0 don't
helicve in. ghosts, of coursg. Bt ' Keop
the light om.” .

And Trimble went to sleep with his room
hrizhitly illuminmbed. But when BagiEy's
deep and rescunant snore rezounded, o hand
glided from the adjoining raom, and the light
was tummed out.  Bagey Trimble, all wn-
eonscions, conmtinued  to snore i the

darkness.
C Clank, ehank !
“Wha-n-aeat ! stottered Baggy.

The room was in dathness, bed {rough the
darkpess  there  came  u o faint plow  of
phosphoresecent Heht.

it was past miidnight.  Ontside, the snow
was Lilling, and a-witkd wimd howled round
Wharton Lodyge. _ i

Bagory Trimbte sat bolt upcight in bed, with
the bedeiothes hoddled rocoad bhim, He was
wide enough awuake now.

His fat jaw dropped.

Clank!

A figure i armonr—sach oz he bad secn
o aetairs in Ehe hall—was crossing the room
with o steady, clanking tread, £

Trimnkle™s eyes fustened on 18 in horror.

For the figure had oo leead!

Above the corselet and the
there was—nothing:

But in the hupds of the fearfn! apparicion
wng i hemd, widde & stoangc, ecrie light glow-
ing Trom the cye-sockets.

o

The Horror of ihe Night !
LANK!
Baguy Trimble starbed aml awoke,

ateel  collar

don’t stay over Chriatmans,™

Aramped
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Trimhle's tongne elove4o his teeth.

He tried to shrick, but Le could not.

Clunk, clank!

With stopdy treod, the ghost of Wharton
Lodge strode aeross the room,

“Trimhble sat frozin.

The horrible apparition eoached (he opposito
wall and turned. A deop, low Eroan ochoed
in the sitencee of the night.

Clank, clank! g

It pussed Trimble's bed, with Bapgey s
terrified u:.‘u&l ghied upon it.  His tongue broke
the spell at fast, and be yelied:

“Help ™

The fearful form tramped on,  anlecding.
It gaed  through  the  doorway into the
adjoining room. _

“Hally, halle, halle!™ came Bob Chierey's
gleepy volce. “Wag that zomebody calling?
Why—whiat—wlio—— The phost!”

"The ghost ™ shricked Nugent.

"Help i

“MU“::F!“ )

Clonk, clunk, clank!

Trimble was yelling frantically, There werd
erica of terror in the room occeupled by
Harry Wharton & CUo.

The clanking dicd away,

Bol Cherry, in hiz pyiamas, dashod
Trimble's toom. _

LHelp! Sove ‘me, Trimble! The ghost !

“Ow.” pasped Baggzy—"ow! Yow! Helpl!

“Ied-d-did ¥oil see” it, Trimble

“Yow-ow-ow!"

“Look  outb!™
coming baek!” :

With a howl of terror Buagey Trimble
plunged under the bedelothes, Clank, clank,
clunk! The zound rang beaide his Led, an
fron hand groped over him, and ‘Trimble
yelled and squirmed ! -

He rolled out on the opposite of the bed,
roaTing. -

" Clank, clank, olank?®

“0h, oh, oh!”

There wus o more
Trimble thot night!

into

ghrieked Kogenot, "It

for Bacpgy

gleop

—_—

Very Merry !
ARRY WHARTON was looking very
H grave when Lis ‘ehums came down
in  the mornipg. = DBagey "Urimble
followed them, pale awd worn.
Dayllght hod relieved bim of the worst
of hiz terrors, bat he was still palpitating,
He was not even hungry.
lioh Cherry and Kugeont, Johmmy Tall and
the Bounder gathered round Wharton, with
seripns ooks,
“There’s ane train this morning, I ondoe-
sband " zaid Bolb.
“Yes, Boh"
"You—you'll cxeuse e obld fellow, if 1

“Bame  here,”  muttersd  Nuogent,  “I--11
eouldn’t stand = w*her pight Hke thatl”

“I=1 eouldr't bopr it!7 moaned Vernoi |
SEmith. "That drewdful vizsion—"

“I—1'11 walk,” said Johony Bell.  1--1
can't wait for-the train.  We could walk
acraosa to Woodford, and pick up something.
¥o brekker for me, thanks! L' go now, it
you don't mind, Wharton,”

“I'm sorry,  yom fellows,”  mormared
Wharton., “I—0 coulda’™t help il Lappening—
it's the misfortune of anr family—"

“Je1 Ekpow'! B-b-but you mlght, have
warned us!" said Dob Cherry' reproachfuliy,
“lg Trimble stuyipg? Mo must have 3
merve. I'm off I

"' ot s=taying)” yelled Trimble, “ Wait
for me, you fehivws, As soor as 1 ger my
b e

But the Groyviriars fellows «0id nelb wail.
They did nob even wait o say good-hye to
Mizz Whartan. They  eleared  off, b and
away through the snow i the
direction of Woodiord.

Baggy Trimble gnve Wharton a basilisk
Loot.

"Bo Lhiz is the Lind of time wou give your
gueste!™ he exelaimed. * Your own puls have
cleared off, and scrve you rvight !

“You—you won't go, Trimhle—you won't
desert me?" zaid Wharton hrokendy., “Think
of me, alone here, with that fearful phan-
tom! (h, dear!"”

“CUateh me staving!™ said Trimble fiercely,
“H—of course, 1 wasn't frightened! Mot atb
all?! Baut-—but I'tm nmot edtisfied with yowo.
Wharton. You're  inhospitalide ! You're
mean! That's why I'm going. The least you
cap do i3 to lend me twelve-and-six to pay
my fare hqmr."

v I—FI—"“'“
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“Look here, I'm ot I'm not staying

here ! abiputed Trimble. . I'm nol gZoing up
for my bag, either: you oughtd to g0t it And
—and 1 shall want twelve-and-six.”

“1f you're really going te  desert me,
Trimble —-" ) .
“RBata! You're not n friemdl of mine! Like

vour cheek to ask me here, if you wank my
opinion' Gimme my bag, and let me get
ont of this rotten place!” .

Wharton fetehed Trimble's & bag.  and
brought the sum of twelve shillingg and six-
pence, without a  word..  Baggy  Trimble
snorted, and rolled ont of the house. e did
not breatlie freely till he was outside.

Harry Wharton esrried his bag to the
station, and saw him into the train, with a

IIHr_

cmaddened, worhegone countenance,

S Good-bye, Trimble ! he said aadly.
haps next Christmas " '

“Cateh me!” sparled Trimhle.

And the train rolled oot

Harry Wharton was smiling as he walked
back to the Todge. And. strange to !'EIa.!,P.
ag he entered hig home he found four grin-
ning juniors waiting for him 0 the halt
Nuront apnd Bob, ' Vernon-8mith and Jolnoy
Bull had not gone to Woodlord, alter all,
apparcntly.

“Ma, ha, hat”

“The fat. frand’s really gone!” howled Bol.

“Ha, ha, han? Yes™ :

“{ih, what-a-liktle bit of-luck " sang Boh.
. "Blessed if 1 eowdd quite bolicve my eyes
when <1 apotted Fou! taking -him to the

atation from the  park!™  grinned  the
Bonrder, “The thumping nss thinks we'ne
gone, of course?”

“Ha, ba! He docal™

“Aml to think of hiz going. because 8
chap got into a suit of armour from the hall!
remarked the Hounder. %1t never ceenrred
to his powerfil brain that o chap in a big
man’s snit of armonr naterally wonldna't
have any head, There was lods of Toom for
my head hehind the hrenstplate!™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“And the anclent wheeza: of 4 caned
turnip, with an electyit toreh juekde e Vieht
the eves, and o touch of phosphor——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Y odr woung ol BEein VOEy
enid Mida  Wharton,

“Dhear me: 1
merty  this morning "
coming downatairs,

“Merry Christmas, Misa Wharton !

“Phee mernifulness 5 terrific?” zaid  Hob
Cherry.  “Trimble’s gone ! We're—ahim -
awiully serry! He found Le hald lo go. We
didn't want -to lose him. but we thowght he
onght to mizzle!™

cDear me” zaid Miss Whartop,

_Bhe did not look sorry.

There wus much merriment -among  Ehe
Creyfrinrs chums  that morning.  Bage:
Trimble  had vanished—to Trimble Hall @
Trimble Viila, a8 the ease might Le, They
didd mot eare which, The preat point wab
that he was not ab Wharton Lodge. And it
was a Aleery Christmas - at Harry's home
which certainly it would not have been bul
for the startling appearapcee, in” the mck of
time, of the Ghost of Wharton Todge!

THE END,
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THE DYING HALF-BACK.
Ey BOB CHERRY.

Tuwe: ®The Dying Lancer:"
4 Wrap Mc Pp in My Old Stalie Jucket,®)

- —

A stalwart-voung hall-back lay dying,
And az on the touch-ling he luy. he by,

To the footballers round him o-sighing,
These Iast dying words he did Fay:

© It was quite a Fair charge. T don’t grumble,
I'm not at afl sorry T came, T come,

Paeea Bhe hat round to Luy me a coffin,
And then get along with the game.

“I'm sorry | took that bad tumble,
And poet that biz beot on my Brain, my
briin.
But threw in the Jeather, my comrades;
Lot me se¢ you ge_t going wEiin,

urphese incldents often will happen.
You don't want the thing fo be tame, Lbe
tame. .
Il you get a big hoot on your hrain-hox,
Ton't worry: s akl in {he g,

the oted,

fEo long as you
: P ® master meots sathe

My comrades, it
rinch.
Ep pile in, my friends, and look lively,
And leave me to perish in touch.”
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