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FOR NEXT THURSDAY:
““THE REMOVE-FORM'S RIOT!"”
By Frank Richards, -

In our next grand, extra-long, com-
slete tale of the Greyfriars chums, the
Remove Form is invaded by the aliens,
of whom mentien is made in this
week’s story. Naturally enough, a
fierce feud springs up between the rival
factions, the Enghsh, French, and
German _scholars meeting together in
a terrific melee, to the physical discom-
f of all who resent such mishaps as
) caused by blows to the nose.
Matters at length reach such a erisis
that the Head persuades Herr Rosen-
blaum, the German masrer, to return
to his former school, taking his tur-
bulent charges with him. During the
few days preceding the departure of the
aliens the hatchet is buried, and all
unite in a bumper farewell feast. The
whaole of the Remove march to the
station in force on the eventful day,
regretting, perhaps, that the many
rows and “rags’ with the alien pupils
cantot be enacted over again. Har
mony takes the place of discord, and
altogether there 1s a most satisfactory
ending to

“ THE REMOVE-FORM'S RIOT!”
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A Lancashire Chum's Letter.

The most pleasant of my daily tasks
is always, to me, the examination of
mv morning postbag, which brings to
me day after dav the most charming
spontaneous letters of encouragement
and appreciation from my staunch and
true DREADNOUGHT chums in every
part of the world. Sometimes that
same postbag brings me letters of a
different kind, it is true, which are nob
<o pleasant to deal with; but this is, I
D] only natural when one con-
the vast number of boys and
rls and grown-ups, young and old,
n every issue of the DREAD-
and its companion papers. In
ine letters of the unpleasant kind,
vor. 1 am heartened by the fact
he? ir, far outnumbered by
rt—hby the kindly messages
d bearty support sent by
ss loyal friends. I am

the oth
of g.‘;o(i\\'iil
my number]
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printing below-a typical letter from ene
of my Lancashire chums:

- i B!:’u‘:kp-’)rﬂ.

“ Dear Editor,—Y have taken in the
DREADNOUGHT regularly since the coni-
mencement, and T must say it is a
journal which does yan every eredit,
My parents, who at first scemed disin-
clined to let me read the paper, think-
ing it was of the ‘blood-and-thunder?

type, have now com Iy
round, and both quite as
astic as myself regarding the

of the DREADNOUGHT.

** The inclusion ot the splendid Harry
Wharton stories each weck has, T feel
sure, sent the popularity of your
journal up by leaps and bounds, and
I hope you will stick to this feature
for good. as Frank Richards is a ‘star
turn’ in the school story-writing line.

““Wishing vourself and vour stafl the
best of success throughons the present
year, I am your loyal ehwum,

“BerxARD Masox.”
I thank yon mest heartily, Master
Bernard. 1t is to the generous help

. and good influence of feliows like yon

that the DREADXOUGHT owes a large
share of its unvaralleled success.

Do It Now!

We should not judge of the value of
good resolutions by the ones we have
broken in times past. Although good
resolutions have been called the
foundations of failure, get they are
often the frst rough pyramid upon
which the grand and permanent walls
of character have been built. of
course, a good resolution is mot much
in itself; but great things may result
from it. Never yet, was there a good
word spoken, or a wise deed dene, or
a brave sacrifice « offered, but some-
where you will find a2 good resolution
in it.

It is true that the little rill called a
“resolution” sometimes dries up and
is lost: but sometimes, too, it widens
into the stream of endeavour, and
then it deepens into the mighty river
called accomplishment. So my chims
should mot be afraid to make a good
resolution. because they have already
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broken so many; rather, they should

try this time to achieve some definite
result. -

A Dangerous Vice.

I have received from ome of my
M’antth.esfnr readers a letter which is
pathetic in its ring of genuine truth
and regret. My reader has heén bet-
ting. He thouzht the road to riches
was open to him withont having to
work. A delightful idea this, but it
never works in the long run. QOecason-
ally, it is true, we hear of some in-
dividnal who has bad extraordinary
Iuck, but the end is invariably disaster.

Now, I have no desire to utilise my
Chat Page in the DREADNOUGHT us a
medium for sermonising, but this is a
subject concerning® which a word in
season shonld be found invaluable
After all, 1t only wants seeing in the
proper light. .\:-.-k_&\ gamble at a
time like the pres " Wgs something
worse than mere folly. “Semacks very
much of the eriminal. A

It is mot reasonable to expect that
chance will ever be anything but
chance. No sensible person ever trusts
to luek. No sane man wonld ever
dream of ecrossing the Atlantic Ocean
in a washtub, and yet thousands of
presumably sensible peonle will risk not
only their money, but their own hap-
piness;, and that of rhose attached to
them, on the bare chance of a horse
they have never seen winning a cer-
tain race.

Some pull up, as my reader has done,
before it is too late, but others—well,
they go on, and drift lower and lower,
bemoaning their crnel fate, blind to
the fact that a map has it in his power
to shape his own life.

Raplies in Brief.

“ A Whartonite” (Highgate). Very
many thanks for your encouraging re-
marks. You will see that the Grey-
friars stories have been duly length-
ened.

J. C. Spear (Plymouth). T was very
pleased to hear from vou. Bob Cherry
18 the finest boxer in the Greyfriars

Remove.
THE EDITOR.

HE WILL DO HIS BEST TO HELP YOU!
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A Splendid Long, Com-
plete Tale dealing with
the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The (entle Stranger.

, Hv\- not coming into this study !’

‘ Now, Bulstrode—="

‘1 tell you I won't stand i ex-
r'.‘nmcr_l Bulstrode, the bully uf the
I?.r:rne)\.t at  Grorfriars, raising his

voice, ‘It was bad cuough to have
hat rotter Wharton plh‘.ed in here
—.,h us, Nug e-u-~—'

.0, h.xr up!” said Nugent.

}Td"r\ Wharton raised his ayes from
books, and looked at Buls strode.
The arsument was waxing hot in the
study, but wa had Litherto taken no
0 } as .\ur]qup'—v-r‘ well as
talking

his

T mean it!” he exclaimed. ' 1
say it was bad l'mgh to have a sulky
rotter like wou shoved wmto the -tmlv
W mov:t having a nigger to follow.”
¢ He's not a nigger,”’ emi Nugent.
“ 1 don't care whether he's a nigger

or not. I won't have him in this
study.”

Harry Wharton's lip curled scorn-
fully.

“VYou're talking out of your hat.
Bimlodt-, and you know it,”’ he said
guictly. “If ‘this Indian boy is

aszsigned to O'll study, you will have
to have him here, whether you like" it
or not. And you know it
Bulstrode scowled sav U.trl\
light enough!”  said Nugent.
‘You can’t argue the matter with the
naster, Bulstrode. I'd like to
on do it, at all events.”
‘[ Lw)\s I cun’ . satd Bulsirode,
ung his lips. I Quelch says the
freer 12 to comoe In },mr' he will come
i ko him want to get
ureey, and I will)
cnitted his brows.
that you arc going
cid, simply because
i vou don't want
e exclaimed.
it the size of it

0 It won't
to me. I've
licking or two,

“The Dreadnought.”

‘TRU

“Wot's all this 'ere? " demanded the cons:ablg of the tradesman, who bore
traces o egg all over his person. * Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Greyfriars juniors

Wharton, and T'll give you another
some time. l've no tl]‘!l(‘ now, if the
Indian is really coming here,

*Oh, he’s coming right enough,”
suid \ur—ent “ Mr. Qucldx told me in
thio passage five minutes ego that he
had arrived with Herr Rosenblaum,
and would be coming up to the study.
Ho wanis us to treat him well, as he's
an Indian, and ought to be mdch. to
fur'I at home here at Grevfriars.”

‘Rats! I'll make him feel like a
1':5'(1 out of water if he sticks hinself in
my study.” growled Bulstrode. * Why,
is there KOO for more than four? And
a nigger!

“It's the biggest stady in the
Remove 34

“1 dom’t cave! He ecan be put in
some other.”’

“There are a lot of new fellows

coming during the mext few days, and
ther: won’'t be any more room in the
other studies than in this, We sghall
all be crowded unt]l arrangements have
been made

Copyright in ths United Stales of America

CWell, I'm 'mt going to be erowded
—lrv a nigger!

The door ruietly opened.

The four Removites looked towards
it, and their gaze becamo fixed upon
the individual who entered.
| %—le was certainly o striking-looking
at{

His complexion, of the deepest,
richest olive, showed him to be a
native of an Oriental eclime, and

t} clad in the ordinary

there was a grace
that

ngh he was
uh of a schoolboy.
: -1pp1< ness about his figure
hcn aved the Hindoo.

“him and graceful as he was, how-
¢ver, there was strength in the slendor
forni, and although the lips and the
dark eyes were smiling, there was
vesolution in the chin, and a keen
abserver would have scen that the
Tndian was no mean antagonist if put
upon his defence.

The four juniors stared at him, and
hc made a depreeating bow,

“ Have I (,mlfutfull found Hm
study of which I was in search?’ Lo
January 30th, 1215,
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asked, his English perfect as far as
accont went. ‘Is this Number First?”’

Nugent grinned.
gu 1 Stody in the

“This 18 No.
Remove,” he replied: “ Are you the
new kid—Huwreo Singh?’

“The Indian bowed again.

“Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, my
acquaintance,” he replied politely.

“ My only pyjama hkat!” exclaimed
Bulstrode. ¢ What sort of a giddy
Junatic have thcy sent us? T say, Day

and Martin, yowre in the wrong shop. -

You ought to have taken the other
turning for the lunatic asylum.”

If I have made a mistake, the
apologise is terrifie,”” said the Indian
lad, in his soft, purring voice. ‘“But
it this is not a lunatic asylum, what

are JO“ doing here, my esteemed
friend?’
“““Ha, ha, ba!’ rearcd Nugent.
“ There’s & conundrum for you;
Bulstrode.”

“He, ho, he!” cackled little Billy

Bunter.

Harry Wharton smiled. In spite of
his extremely soft appearance, it was
fisssible that the youth from the Far
Itast badeall his wits about him.

Bulstrode turned red with rage,
“You confounded nigger!”’ e
roared.

*“Shut up, Bulstrode!” said Harry
Wharton sharply.

“ Supposo you make me shut up,”
sneered Bulstrode,

Harry Wharton sprang to his feet.

“And I will!”

“ (Come on, then, and take another
licking.”

“ My worthy friends, do not fight on
my behalf,” exclaimed Hurree Jamset,
looking greatly distressed. ** It would
cause me the extreme painfulness.”

“ T will canse you some extreme pain-
fulness if yon don’t get out of this
study ¥’ roared Bulstrode.

The Indian looked surprised.

“ But I have been sent here by the
Form-master sahib,” he exclaimed.

“Tell tho Form-master sahib, from
me, to go and eat eoke.”

e Certainlﬂ 22 gaid Hurree Singh,
turning to the door again.

It really scemed as if he were going
with the message, and the bully of the
Removo turned quite pale at the
thought of its heing delivered to Mr.
Quelch. -

** Como back, you idiot!"” he shouied.

Hurree Singh turned back again.

“ Yes, what do you desire?” he

azked.

‘T desive you not to be a silly ass!”

“You do not wizh me to take your
message to the Form-master sahib?”

“* No, vou silly euckoo.”

“ Then why did you give it to me?”’

“Oh, you silly nigger !’

The dark eves of Huovree Jamset Ram
Singh had a flash in them now.

“Did you call me a nigger?’ he
asked quietly.

* Yes, .1 d}id call you a nigger!”

“1 have a great respect for negross,
as much esteemiulness as I have for
other persoms,” said Husree Singh.
“ But if the intention is to insult—""

“Oh, rata!”

“ It is impossible for a Nabob of
Bhauipur to allow anyone to treat him
with the great disrespectfulness,”’ said
Hurree Singh. ““ The apologise is
necessary.’”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

* I you will express your regretful-
PSS ——

* Catch meo ™
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4 Otherwise I shall become angry
with you—"’ ;

“That will Dbe  really terrible,”
sneered Bulstrode.

““ And eject you roughfully fiom the
apartment.”’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Y'd like to sce Tou do

it ¥’

“Shut up, Bulstrode!® exclaimed
Harry Wharton, * You know he’s no
mateh for you, and I tell you I won’t
have you picking on him like this.”

“ Get out of my way, Wharion?

“T will not?”’

Harry had E!anted himself directly
before the bully of the Remose, his
fists clenched and his eyes flashing,

Bulstrode gritted his tecth.

“ Aro you going to stand aside and
let mo get at that nigger?”

ic Nol -

*Then I'll jolly soon shift you!”

And the bully of the Remove rushed
furiounsly at Harry Wharton.

Harry faced the attack coolly: but he
was not allowed to meet it. A bhand on
his shoulder from behind twisted him
aside, and the Indian stood in his place
and faced the bully.

Before Harry could interfere further
Bulstrode was upon the Oriental

Hurree Singh went backwards in the
burly Removite’s powerful grip, and
it seemed as though he would bs but
an infant in the grasp of Bulstrode.

But that was only for a moment.,

The Hindoo  straightened  up
suddenly, and somechow Bulstrode’s
fect left the fAoor, and he was whirled
round like a sack of coal, and the nex§
instant he was flying headlong through
the door. He dropped in tho passage
with what a novehst would describe as
a dull, sickening thud.

Hurree Singh, breathing rather
hard, but showing no other sign of
undue exertion, turned to the staring
juniors with a sweet smile. :

“J hope you will forgive me for
creating the distarbfulness in - the
sacred apartment of a study,” he said
in his soft, purring voice. “ If 1 bave
exasperated yow, the apologise is very
great.”

+ THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hurree Sin¢h Makes Himself at Home.
The juniors of the Removeo could
not reply. They could only stare at the
amazing Indian, and wonder where; in
that slim, graceful form, the strength
came from which he had just dicplayed.
Bulstrode picked himseli up m the
corridor. There was a dazed expression

" upon the face of the bully of the
" Remove, and lie glared into the study

in an uncertaln way.

It was clear that for the moment he
could not vealise what had happened,
and eould searcely believe that the
slim youth from the ¥ar East had
rea&iy hurled hym forth bodily from the
study.

I-It)nrrce Singh turned to him with a
deprecating sntile.

“71 am really hopeful that you are
not hurt, my esteemed friend,” he ex-
claimed. “I had great reluctfulness
to throw you out of the sacred apart-
ment, but it was your own blameful-
ness entirely. “But if I have hurt you
i any part of your esteemed and
respectable carcase, the apologise is
sincere.”

“My word,” murmured Nugent,
“ wo've got a curleus customer this
time !

Harry Wharton nodded, with a smile.

The politeness of the Hindoo was

“THE GEM *' LIBIARY,
Every Wednesday.

_ (Germans and  English as

almost_overpowcring. bui he had shewn
as Ela.uﬂy as possible that he was no
milksop, and’ it occurred to the chums
of the f}.emove that in Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the sleek and graceful

youth from the Orient, they had a '

valuable addition to the study.

Bulstrode was still glaring at the
Indian. .

It was clear that he was inclined to
rush upon Hurree Singh and try con-
clusions a second time; and equally
elear that the bump on the hard floor
in the gmsaage ‘had left -him feecling
very unfit for a renewal of the conflict.

Finally, with-an expressive grunt, he
strode away down the passage.

“ Tea'll soon be ready,” said Nugent
cheerfully. “ We have sent Bob Cherry.
an invitation and must wait for him.
You haven’t told us where you come
from, Hurree Singh.” ‘

The Indian looked np.

““ 1 shell be verf pleased to give the
sahibs  correctiul information,”” he
replied pleasantly.

‘“ Have yon ever been to school in
England before?’

be nabob grinned.

“ What-ho!” be replied.. | o

“QOh, you - have!” said Nugent
curiously. *‘ And whero do you sprin
from now, and who is the fat ol
German who came here with you?”

“1 will explain. I was at.Netherby
School first,” said the nabob. * Thera
was ‘an epidemic at the school, and it
broke up, and has not been reopened
vet. T was sent to Beechwood with my
esteemed friends, Redfern and Law-
renee, and have stayed there ‘until
to-day ; but now——"

“Why have yon left?’

“The school iz closed now,” said

. Hurree Singh, with a shake of the.
head. “ Tt was a eurious place. Ierr

Rosenblanm, the nice fat gentleman

who came here with -me, was the head- .

master—-:=" _ 3

“ A (German headmaster?”’

“ Yes; and the second master was a
Frenchman. It was a foreign academy
at Becchwood; and the boys were
mostly  French and German, with
only a few Elggliah. I have heard that
it was started as an experimeni for
foreign boys to be sent there to learn
to speak the beautiful English lan-
guage, and the English boys to perfeet
themselves in the speechiulness “of
French and German, but it was not a
financial successfulness. Herr Rosen:
blaum has had to give it up, though I
think he hopes to reopen it again onc
day. And in the meantime he is
coming here—"’

“Ts he going to Stay here?”’

“ Yes—as German naster.”

“ And the boys?’ asked Nugent
curiously. * Any of them coming here
besides yourself #”

The nabob nodded gleefully.

“ Yeag, rather! 1 came with Herr
Rosenblaum; but others are coming
to-morrow with Monsieur Morny, the
second master at Beechwood, who is
to be French master here. The boys
who are coming aré French' and

German, and there will be five or six
of each.” ; S
Nugent gave a whistle. .«
" jy word I :

¢ There will be rowfulness, I expect,”
went on . Hurree Sipgh, with 2 sweot
simile, ‘‘ At Beed:Ede - there were
frequently rows “between French and
to  which
should take the headinlness of the
school.”’ T :

¢ Naturally.”
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“The foreigners will not have so
much chance ‘here, being in .a
minority, but they will not be sat
upon,” said Hurree Singh. -

“ Are they all in your Form?”

“ Yes, all of them.” .

“My hat! We shall have a queer
mixture in the Remove at Greyfriars
now!’ said Nugent. “ There's one
thing, if the foreigners put on any side
here they will get sat’ upon so heavily
that they will %e hurt.”

“There will ‘be rows,” Harry
Wharton remarked. *“ Still, we don’t
want to come down too heavy upon
them at first.”

*True. What party did you belong
to, Hurree Singhf"”

“To tho English,” said the nabob
proudly. “My esteemed friend Red-
fern was the leader of that party.
wish he were coming to Greyfriars.
He_f,

The opening of the study door
intervupted the nabob.

Bob Cherry of the Remove entered,
with a cheerful grin wpon his good-
humoured face and various parcels
under his arms and bulging out in his
pockets. .

Billy Bunter followed him, similarly
laden.

It was evident that Bob Cherry had®
received the invitation to tea, and had
come prepared, TN

Nugent gave him a wclcoming grin.

“Come in, Cherry! Youre as
weleomo as the flowers in May. Pul
vour parcels on the table; and you can
open them, Bunter.”

¢ Certainly, Nugent." .

“ Allow me io introdoce you to our
esteemed friend and study-mate,
Hurree Jampot Cram Siegh,' went on
Nugent, grinning. ‘

“ A thousand pardons!” interjected
the Indian. *‘ Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh‘.‘J

“Good! Take his word for it, Bob;
I can't remember it all. He is the

Rajah of Bhong in his  own
country——'" o y
“The Nabob -of Dhanipur,” cor-

rected the Indian.

“ (Oh, that's near .enou%h, yvou know
—it’s all one! - You'll be pleased to
hear that Hurree Jampot has fired
Bulztrode out of the study, so he’s not
such a kitten as he looks.”

Bob Cherry grinned as he shook
hands with the nabob.

“Tll make the tea,” said Nugent.
“You're a friend in need, Bob, Here’s
a seat for you, Hurree Sinih——a place
of honour, as the guest of the evening.
Thera isn’t much room, but you don’t
cxpect to find ‘a palace in 2 Remove
study at Greyfriars.”

“ That i3 quite correctful. T know
what a public scheol is like,"” beamed
tha mabob. “ This study i1s a palatial
apartment compared with some I have
=een, and my satisfaction is terrific.”

“Ha, ha! Pour out the tea, will
you, Barry?"”’ :

* Certainly "' zaid Harry Wharton.

“ Ach! You seem very comfy here,
reein poys!”

The juniors of the Remove looked
up, A fat, good-mnatured-looking
{ferman was stending in the deorway,
regardmg them with ‘a  benevolent
expression.
H“ Herr ‘iéos_;enbla.um 1 R ﬁxclaimeg

urree Singb, jumping up. especte
mstructor sihib. it "1z full of kindness
far vou to come and see if I am
happifully  bestowed - in my novel
gmarters, The proof of the pudding, as
tze Engiich sav, 15 in the boiling—"

fourth cu

““The eating,” grinned Nugent.

“ No, the boiling, I think,” said the
nabob gently. %’hat is how it was
written in my copy-book in the High
Bengal school T attended before I came
to these blissful shores. Companionable
friends and fellow-Formers, this 1is
Herr Rosenblaum, the former Head of
Beechwood Foreign  Academy, and
now the respectable German master at
this never-to-be-sufficient]y-esteemed
establishment.”

The i'uniors bowed politely to Herr
Rosenblaum,

“We are very happy to make your
acquaintance, sir,” said Nugent..

“Won't you come in to tea, sir?”’

The German's fat face beamed with
good-nature.

“Ach! Certainly!
mein poys!”

“ Make room, Wharton."”

Harry Wharton gave up his chair to
the German master. i

A tea-cup was placed in front of him,
and his plate was liberally filled.

Herr Rosenblaum beamed round the
little table. The tea in the study
commenced, and it promised to be a
very pleasant meall

But it was destined to be interrupted.

Mit bleasure,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Apologises.

“ Another cup of tea, sirf”’

“ Certainly, mein poy!”

“ Another cake?”

“ Mit bleasure!”

The tea was progressing famously.
The boys ali felt at home with the
German master, and Herr Rosenblaum
certainly had a knack of making the
juniors feel quite free and comfortable
m his presence.

Herr Rosenblaum was raising his
of tea to his lips, when the
door of the study was Bung suddenly
and violently open.

Bulstrode rushed in,. with half a
dozen of the wilder spirits of the
Remove at his heels.

“ Where's that
Bulstrode.

Hurree Singh jumped up.

“ Come out, you black bounder. Oh,
my hat!” ’

Bulstrode broke off as he caught

nigger?” roared

sight of the German muaster.

His jaw dropped, and he retreated a
fow paces, staring open-mouthed at
Herr Rosenblaum.

His followers silently stepped back
out of the study. None of them had
expected to find a master there.

The frown on the German’s fat face
was awe-inspiring.

“ Vat did vou say mit yourself?”’ he
inquired, in a calm voice, so calm as
to bo ominous.

“* N-n-nothing,
strode.

“You vas call te Napop of Bhanipur
vu‘r}lniggcr, ail;l,’t. it?"?

sir stammered Bul-

“You vas going to bully te new pay,
ain’t: 1t3”

Wt I_I__.I-____n

“ Speak te troot, poy.” 3
"‘:[—I did not know you were here,
sir.’

Herr Rosenblanm smiled grimly.

“1 ean quite pelieve tat, poy.
is your name?”’

“ Bulstrode, sir.”’

““Vell, Pulstrode,. I tink
pully and a prute.”

N ‘Y' r]

Vat

Fou vas vun

-

“You vas tink to ill-use te new Jm
becatise he vas a foreigner und a dar

person. You call him vun nigger.”
“Only i fun, =mir,”’ stammered
Bulstrode. ;

“ Very vell. You vill abologise to him
in fun also.” e
Bulstrode set his lips hard. A
To_apologise to the “ nigger,” with
all his special fricnds and cronies look-
ing in at the door to witness his humi-

liation, would be a * come-down ' for
the bully of the Remove, a blow his
prestige would never recover from.

But the German master was in
deadly earnest.

“You vas hear me, Pulstrode?”

“ Ye-e-es, sir.” 2

“You wvill abologise for your
conduct !’

“JI—I am sorry, sir!” :
“Tt 18 not to me tat you vill

abologise, but to Hurree Singh.”
Bulstrode was silent.

“Vill you do as 1 tell you,
Pulstrode 7’

Still the bully of the Remove did not
speak.

His comrades watted

; ] in breathless -
silence to see if he would give in;‘&n}.ﬁ-‘?ﬂ.

The German master waited a féw
moments, Then a hard expression came
round his mouth. ‘

“ Ach! Very vell, Pulstrode, you
refuse! You vill come mit me to te
Head of Greyfriars, and we vill sece-
vat he haf to say apout it.”

Bulstrode almost trembled.

He knew what it would mean to be
marched before the Head of Greyfriars,
by the German master, with a charge
of direct disobedience to answer.

“ I—I—if you please, siv, I will
apologise to Hurree Singh.”

* Make quick, den!™” ;

Bulstrode glared at the Tidian youth.
- “Tapologise, Hurree Singh,”" he said
thickly.

The Nabob of Bhanipur waved his
hand graciousty. - i

“ The apologise iz accepted,” he
replied. ‘I haves t rogretfulness
that the beastlin’esg -i“of= your conduct
rendered it necessiful.”

“Can I go now, sit?”’

“Yes, you may go, and remember
in ze future, Pulstrode, tat I sall haf
an eye on you, as I opscerve tat you
are a pad poy."”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth, and
strode from the study. He slammed
the door after him. and was met with
a chuckle from the Removites in the
passage.

“ My word!"” -said MHazeldene. = I
never saw a fellow cat dirt like that
before. How do you like it
Bulstrode?”’

The bully of the Remove made a
dive at him, and Hazeldene dodged.

Bulstrode glared round him angrily,
and then strode savagely away,
followed by jeers and laughter.

Meanwhile, the German master
finished his tea in the study. .

“ 7T tank you all fery much for your
kind entertainment,” he said, as he
rose. ‘1 dink dat ve sall get on fery
vell togeder, ain't it?”’ -

“ 1 hope so, sir,” said Wharton.

The German looked round at the
juniors with a keen glance,

“I tink you know, mein poys, dab
more of my poys from Beechwood are

oming here,” he said.. ‘ Dere are

hermans and - Frenchmans among
dem.”’

“ Hurree Singh has told us, sir”

1 vant to ask you to gif.dem a

velcome, and miot do quarrel mit dem

L
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too much, because dey are foreign-—""

* Certainly, sir?” = :
“Pere may be 'dxsbutesh,but tab
cannect be'heﬁaed, but you vill do vat

you can to make dem fee! at heme at 3

ARG
“ Rather!”?

“J1 tank you! If I remember vat'

to Head has told me, dere is a half-
hq}l’iday at dis school to-morrow, sin’t
it

“ Yes, sir,” said Harry. ©“ Wo always
bave a half-holiday on Wednesday.”

“ Goot! To-morrow afternoon te
rest of te poys arrive at Greyfriars. It
vould be an agt of kindiness for some
of you to co down to te station to meet
dem, and pring dem to te school.”

Tho juniors looked at one another.

“We chall be glad to, sir,”” said
Harry Wharton, spesking for the rest.

“ Goot! I am fery gladt!”

And the German master took his
leave.

A few minutes after he had left the
study Bulstrode came in. .

The bully of the Remove was lock-
ing very sulky.

““Has that fai cld roiter gone?’ he
asked, looking round. ;
Harry ~ Wharton

shoulders.

“You know very well that he has,
or vou wouldn's speak like that,” he
remarked. !

“Oh, dry up!
nigger 2 -

Now, then, you

“P’lease use more respectiuiness in.

yvour manner to me,” purred Hurree

Singh. It i3 unpermitted to be
insolent ~ towards a  Nabob  of
Bhanipur.”

“ Nabob of rats!”

Hurree Singh’s eyes flashed.

*“If you‘s%eak rudefully to me—"

“Bosh! You have had t"o cheek
to lay 7your dirty nigger hands on
me. No, you can shut up, Nugent.
T'm not going for him now. But he
has got to apologise and keep his
place, or else he has got to fight me
on eqgual terme.”’

The juniors looked rather perplexed.

Although  Hurree - Singh, by an
Tndian wrestling trick, had got the
better of Bulstrode, it seemed quite
impossible that tho slim, graceful
Hindoo could hold his own in a stand-
up fight with the bully of the Remove,

Yet it was impossible to stand
between the = mabob and a fair
challenges

Hurree Singh did not seem alarmed.

Ho fixed his dark eyes upon the
angry face of the bully, with a sweet
smila upon his dusky countenance.

“I have no desire to meet my
esteemed  study-mate in a  fstical
encounter,” he began.

Bulstrode sneered. '

“But youw've got no choice in the
matter,” he replied. "

Hurrea Singh bowed gracefully.

“Then 1 shall scoept the challenge
with pleasurefulness.”

“ Good!
and we shall be able to get outside
Greviriars, and settle the matter with-
ont mterruption,” said Bulstrode, with
zn extremely ugly look, *““and after
I've theashed the nigger, Wharton, I'll
thrash you, if vou care to come zlong
—and dare to.”

Harry Whearton's bp curled,

T shall be there,” he said. “T shall
ac+ as Hurree Singh's second, if he
=i alfow me.”

The Indizn bowed again.

“ X afford me ierrific pleasure!”
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““ Then it’s settled,” said Bulstrode,
with a grin.. “Tl give you some
terrific pleasure, and & terrific hiding,

“too I”

“ My and.  worthy
friend——"'
“ Oh, cheeso it} said Bulstrode.

e But ¥ ) * ;
“] don't want to jaw to a nigger.”

“Look here, Bulstrode,’”’ said Harry

2 esteemed

Wharton - quietly. ~ “ There's - been
enough of this. You were always a
pig‘, ut there’s g lmit’"

Are you going to interfere with
me?” sneered Bulstrode,

“¥Yes, T am. Thero are four of us
here who are not afraid of you, and I
tell you that if you insult Hurree Singh
again we'll frog’s-march you down the
corridor, and piteh you downstairs!i”
exclaimed Wharton, with flashing eyes.

‘}; Rather !’ said Bob Cherry emphati-
cally.
 Good V2 exclaime:f Nugent.

The Indian showed his white teeth
in & smile

“And it would afford me radiand

pleasurefulness to lend the hand,” he .

exclaimed. “As.  your English
proverb declares, ‘every little helps
to spoil the broth.” " b oo

Bulstrode glared round at the four
determined faces, and, like most
bullies, finding himself in a difficuity,
he gave m '

“Oh, you can keep your wool on!’-

he said.
I'm going to lick to-morrow..
go at that.”

And the objectionable word nigger
was not _heard in Study No. 1 again.

‘1 don’t want to rag a chap
Let i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
French and German.

“Now inen,”” said Beob Cherry, as
the Remove came out of the dining-

ball after the midday dinner next day.’

“How many of us sre going down to
the station to mee$ the foreigners?”

“ Your,”’ eaid Nugent, ** Wharton,
Hurree Singh, yourself and L7 3

¥ Good ! urree Singh can intro-
duee us, and Wharton can speak to
them in German, while I tackle them
in French.”

“Ha, ba,
Harry?”’

“ Quite,
" Y Where's Hurree Singh?”

“Y am here, ibs,” said the pur-
ring voice of the nabob. *‘Iam happy-
ful to accombany you on this pleasure-
ful walking.”’

 (ome on, then.” :

And the four juniors walked down to
the gates, and passed out into the long,
winding lane. It was a beautiful spring
afternoon, and the hedges were burst-
ing into green. A keen but pleasant
breeze blew from the Friar's Wood,
with the scent of spring on it. The
juniors, with_ cheerful looks, stepped
out on the road to the village,

There was none-too much time to
meet the train, but,, as Bob Cherry
abserved, there was no need to get
there too early. So long as they found
ghe foreigners at the station it was near
enough.

And the juniors were curious as to
the new arrivals, and asked Hurreo
Singh many questions on the subject
of t%m boys of Beechwood, all of which
the Indian politely answered.

"The juniors soon left the lane behind,
and ecame out into the quaing old-
fashioned High Strect, and then they
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quickened their pace towards the raii-
way-station.

As they approached the little station;
the sounds of a wild uproar from within
came to their ears.

Voices were shouting, and there was
a wild trampling of feet.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “ Something’s going on there,
kids.”

“A row of some sort,” said Harry
Wharton. “We may as well go and
look into 1t.” y

“YWhat are they shounting?’ said
Nugent perplexed. “It sounds to me
like a mixture of French and German.”

Hurree Singh grinned gleefully.

“Tt is the Beechwood boys,”” he mur-
mured.

“ By Jove, is it?"? -

“Ves, sahib. The French and the
Germans are coming down together,
and they were certain to have the row-
fulness.” T suppose the master is not
comin% down with them, and eo they
have broken legseful.”

“Come and have -a lock at them;
anyway,” grinned Bob Cherry.

The Greyfriars guartette hurried on
into the station.

A terrific uproar was proceeding
within. ;
®  About a dozen lads were engaged in
e free fight, and a porter and a stout
old stationmaster stood gazing at the

scene helplessly.

It was easy to see thas the boys were
of different nationalities,

Six of them were German and as
many French, and each was shouting
in his own tongue as he scrambled and
fought in the wild melee.

The leader of the Germans was a
big, broad-shouldered, fair-haired fei-
low, whom Hurree Singh pointed out
to his companions as Fritz Hofimax.

The Freneh leader was a wiry, active
lad, with a keen, determined face, and
his npame, the Greyiriars juniors
learned, was Adolpke Meunier.

Meunier and Hoffman had just
rushed at one another as the Greylriars
fellows arrived, and they closed in a
deadly embrace, and  reeled about,

struggling violently. X ;
1 gaspeg the German beoy.

‘e un
“(Cochon ! epluitered Meunier in
reply. “You was mad as te Kaijser!”

And they fought fiercely.

The other lads were scrambling and
pommelling away for all they were
worth. The stationmaster gasped oub
to the norter to go and fetch the police,
and the old porter hurried out of the
station: :

“Here, this won't do!’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton decidedly. = **The
young asses may get run into ‘the
police-station if they go kicking up this

row.” X
“Right-ho!? said  Bob ° Cheyry.
“ But how are we to stop them?”’

“8peak to them in French.”

“Right-ho! T sayez, vou chappies,
shuttez vous up ¥’ shouted Bob Cherry,
in his excitement speaking & rémark-
able kind of French. *“ Drovnez this
silly rot, and behavez yourselves. or
we’ll jump on your necks and wipez
the road with you.” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” Toared Nugent. '

“What are you cackling  af
Nugent?®

“Your giddy French !’

“What’s the matter with it?”’

“Nothing. It's more original than
the kind they speak in——"

“Stoppez  vous!’  shouted * Bob
Cherry.  ‘“Taisez-vous, vous idiois!
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You'll have the jongdarmes down on
you in g tick! Stop it!”

But the boys from Beechwood took o

no notice.

The rivalry was evidently of old
standing, and they were not to be
stopped now'that they had broken out.

“We'll have to stop them,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Speak to them in German—-""
_“Better punch their heads in Eng-
Lish,” said Nugent.

“Ha, ha! Come on, then!”

“Collar the leaders!” said Harry
Wharton: - “ We'll drag them away,
and duck their heads in the horse-
E{Qt}gh yonder, that may cool them a
it. ;

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Good wheeze!”

“ Come on, then!” _

1t is the rippingful’ wheeze,” purred
Hurree Singh. “ That is the only way
to cool the heads of the excited and
respectable foreigners.”

And the Greyfriars four rushed to
the attack. .

Hoffman and Meunier were collared
by four strong pairs of hands, and
f:anked out of the station in a twink-
ing.

“ Ach!  roared Hoffman, * Vat
i3 tat, ain't it %’ '
“Ciel!  Vat is 2at vat you do viz

me?"’ shricked Adolphe Meunjer.

“ Shuttez vous up,”’ said Bob Cherry.
“We're going to duckez vous, that's
all, to cool vour silly head—votre tete,
you know.”

“Himmel! Let 22

“That's all right, Durchy.

Come

along !
“1 vill not—""
“Ciel! T insist &
“ Ach!”

“Mon Dien!”

“0Oh, stop your silly aching and
mongderring,” said Bob Cherry, “and
come slong like good lttle boys and
have your topnots ducked.”

The Beechwood boys left off strug-
gling with one another, and struggled
with the Greyfriars quartette, as the
latter dragged them away.

But they were powerless in the grasp
of the four.

They were yanked away breathlessly
to the horse-trough; and their heads,
which were certainly very hot and ex-
cited, were plamped into the water.

‘“Ach! 0Qoooo0o-Uooo-0o00]™

¢ Mon bleu! Pofoooof!"

“Give them another!”

“ Right-ho !’

Hoffman and Meunier were given
another. Then they were plumped on
the ground, looking uiterly bewildered,
with the water running down their
faces.

““Feel asked Harry
Wharton.

“Mein Goti !

“Mon Dien!”

“Would you like some more?”

“Ach! Nem, nein—-""

“(Ciel! Non, non, non!”

““ Better let them have another dip,”
said Bob Cherry,  “You see it has
1.‘oolled ’t;heh' warlike ardour already,
and—->

*“It may make increaseful the re-
spectfulness. of their manners,” said
Hurree Singh.  “Their obstinateful-
ness is extreme. How many times shall
we beatow upon them the esteemed
duckfulness ¥’

“ Nein—nein

“ By Jove, he must be fond of it, if
ke wanis to be ducked nine times!”

any better?’

2 (3
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impression of the scene.

Prominent among British exploits in the great War 18 the Cuxhaven raid, in
which several alrmen of great repute took part.
daring manceuvre in the pewspapers ; but here our artist gives a splendid
Bombs were showered relentlessly and repeatedly
in the midst of German camps, causing fearful havoc, and thus avenging
the inhuman slaughter of innocent women and chlldren at Scarborough.

We have read of this

exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “But come
on; let him have his way!”
“Ha, ha! I think he is saying no,
no, in his beautiful Dutchfulness,’”
“ Never mind; in he goes!”
“TI vill not go in—ow! Oh-ooooch
“Now the other idiot "'
“Ciel! T vill not—oooooh?!”’
Two dripping heads were dragged
out of the trough again.

Ith)

“¥ave you bhad enough?’ asked
Harry Wharton.
“ Ach! Ja, ja!”

*0Oui, oui, oui!”

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “I
never heard such a vah-vahing and a
wee-weeing i my life! Wkat shall we
do with these funny animals at Grey-
friars?”’

“Truly the talk of the foreignful
youths will be replete with strangeful-
ness—— ;

‘““Ha, ha, ha! Your own lingo is &
bit strangeful, Hurree Singh——"

“1 studied the English under the
bestful masters in Bengal 2

“I wonder what the worstful weve
like then?”?

Hoffman and Meunier struggled
away. Most of the fight had been
taken out of them, and they were
locking drenched and subdued.

“Don't be ratty about that, vou
know,” - said Bob Cherry cordially.
“We did. it all for your own good.”

“ Ixactly,” said Harry Wharton,

“1It really shows our esteemfulness,”
said Hurree Singh.

“Ach! You KEngleesh peasts

“You Engleesh cochons

“There's black ingratitude for you,”

"

exclaimed Nugent. “I wonder what
more they will want us te do for them.
We've been put to a lot of trouble on
their account, and now they call us
beasts and pigs!”

“Peasts!”

“Peegs! Cochons!”

“Oh, it's no good arguing with
them,” said Harry Wharton.

““Ha, ha. ha!"

“Ach! T vill duck vou also in the
same manner, ain't it!” shouted Hofl-
mann; and he ran towards the station,
shouting to his friends.

“Ciel! And I vill ze same zing too
viz myself do alse,” ejacnlated
Meunier; and he ran after Hoffman,
shouting out in French.

The goreign lads poured out of the
station at the call of their leaders.

Perhaps they had had enough of
fighting, and certainly their counten-
ances %oro very visible traces of the
bhard knocks.

At all events, they ceased fighting
at the call of their leaders, and came
out of the station, and there was a
babel of mixed voices at once.

The Greviriars lads looked at one
another in a rather dubious way.

They had interfered to stop the row
berween the French and the Germans,
and they had succeeded.

But they had not foreseen that as
soon as peace was made the foreigners
would unite against them.

“1 say, this looks stormy,” said
Nugent. * There are a dozen of them,
and they look like meaning business.”

‘“ Looks like it,”” said Bob Cherry.
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Hurrce Singh grinned .

“The prudeniest course to follow is
to retreat from the spot,” he exclaimed.
“ The retreatfulness should be speediul,
or it may be teoo late.”

Han'; Wharton hesitated. :

He did not like the idéa of turning
his back upon the enemy; but Hurree
Singh was evidently right. There was
nothing else to be done, for now ihat
the aliens had joined hands over the
matter, the odds were too great.

“ Better come,” said Bob Cherry,
Iooking at his leader.

Harry Wharton nodded shortly.

“1 suppose s0.”

“Unless the speedfulness is extreme,
we shall not be allowed to make the
hurried departure, sahibs,”’ Hurree
Singh remarked.

“Come along, then.”

And the Greyfriars juniors walked
eway up ihe village sircet.

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Row.

Fritz Hoffman gave a howl as he
gaw the Greyfriars juniors furn and
walk away, and he pointed after then.
Ho had been trying to wring the water
out of his thick, curly, flaxen hair.
Meunier was similarly engaged with his
black locks, and a babel of tongues
raged round them. But at Hoffman’s
pointing to the retreating figures of the
Greyfriars , the-contention ceased,
and the aliens rushed at omece in pur-
enit. -

“ Ach!’ muitered Hoffman, to his
chum, Karl Lutz. **Ve shall bave to
prove tat ve are to be te top of te
school, te same as at Beechwood, and
ve may as vell begin now.”

‘““Ach! 'Tat is true, Fritz.”

“ Ve vill gif dem wvun trashing, ain't

it.”

“ And te march of te frog.”

“ Zat is right,” exclaimed Meunier.

“Ve vill give zem ze march of ze frog

into ze school, and show ze Engleesh

garcons zat ve care nozzing for zem."”
“Goot ! -

“QOui, oui,” sald Gaston
“But zey are going—"’

“* Catch zem!” -

“Goot! Run guicker, ain’t it!

The aliens quickened their pace

e Gregiviars lads looked back at the
rapid pattering of feet, and saw a dozen
excited faces behind.

Harey Wharton frowned.

“Come on!’ exclaimed Nugent.
“IWe've got to run for it 1’

Wharton shook his head.

“T'm not not going to run.”

“They're a dozen to four.”

“1 don’t care.”

“Donm’t bo an ass, Wharton!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Four can’s do
anything against twelve, and we don't
want to start with a licking.”

*The advice of the Cherry sabib, is
wiseiul,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.  “What is the usefulness of
waiting to be smited with the power-
fulness of +he right arm?”

“We don't want to start by nunning
sway like a lot of frightened rabbits,”
waid Herry Wharton decidedly. ““From
wkar Horrew Singh has told us, it
= ¢lezr that the aliens will try’
stves cocks of the *.raiﬁ
ove at Gregfriars.”
preity ecertam.”

! guarpel among themselves,

> AT
=r"Te pEerTy oeflain 1o unite for
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the purpose of getiing the upper hand
of us”

“Yes, and so—"" ;

“So we're not going to start the
rivalry by runniog away from them.”

“Better than etarting it with &
licking.”?

“That’s nobt neeessary, either.”

““What are we going to do, then?”

“Lick them.” . .

“Four against twelve?’

““Stop here,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “I's a question of ammuni-
tion. So long as they don’t get io
close guarters, it’s all right.”

i But"'—"—"‘”,,

“Here we are, help yourselves.””

They were outside the village grocer’s

~ when Harry Wharton ecalled a halt.

Qutside the shop were large boxes of
eggs exposed for sale, as well as hams
and bacon and other articles. Harr
Wharton took an egg in cach hand,
and faced round at the pursuers. ' The
chums af once cau%ht on to the idea.
In a mofnent €very hand had an egg in
1t.

“ But what will the esteemed grocer-
ful person say to the proceedings?’ said
Hurreo Singh doubtfully.

“ Anything he likes.’” |

“H‘. will cause him angryful feelings

“Tet him rip!”’ said Bob Cherry.

“We shall pay for all damage done,”
said Hearry Wharton quietly. *“Keep
your eye on those alien rotters!”

“They're stopping !

“Ha, ha! T efv don’t like the lock
of the eggs. I fancy some of them
are a liitle bit whiffy.”

““All the better for the purpose.”

“Loock out, my worthy friends: here
comes ithe grocerful gentleman—-"

The grocerful gentleman, as Hurree
Singh called him, was indeed eaming.
From within his shop he had seen the
juniors stop and eupply themselves with
ammunition frem his egg-boxes, and he
could hardly believe his eyes. He was

asping with rege and amazement as

¢ eame running out of his shop.

“You' young rascals!” he roared.

" “How dare yon?”’

“Eh? said Bob Cherry.

“Put those eggs down—-7" )

“Jeep your wool on,”’ =zaid Nugent,
with a pacifying wave of the hand.
“Dop't let your angry passions rise

“Yon scoundrels—?

“Pray do not apply the unpleasant-

fulness of the ovprobriousness to us,”
‘purred Hurree Singh. * There will be
payfulness for all damage done——"

“ Get out of my—"

“ Oh, shut up!’” said Harry Wharton.
“Can’t yoa see theve’s a row on?”’

“TH row you—I'll e

“T tell you we'll pay for all the eggs
we nge—-""

The grocer eoftened a little, and
something like & grin ceme over his
fat face.

“Of course, that alters the case,
young gentleman,” he remarked.-

“OF course it doest Get out of the
way !

“T'd rather you pay
please——"

“zet away! They'll
minute.”

“T tell you—-"

“¥ will perform the parfulpess with

in advance,

be on us in &

pleasurefu] feelings,” exclaimed Hurree

Singh. “Take this goldiul coin, my
worthy person, and get out of the

way. :
And the nabob handed a half-
sovereign to the grocer.
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The amazed dealer i eggs and bacon
examined it carefully to make assur-
ance doubly sure that it was a good
one, and then retired into his shap.

Meanwhile, the aliens had halted at
a dozen paces distance. :

They had seen the Greyfriars Juniors’
preparations to receive their charge,
and the ammunition was not of a kind
they cared to face if it could be helped.
They stopped, and muttered to one
another in French and German and
broken English.

. A erowd of villagers was fast gather-
ing round, but nerther the aliens nor
the Greyfriars lads cared for that. As
a matter of fact, the Greyfriars juniors
were quite accustomed to rows in the
village, and the gathering of a curious
crowd was no new sight to them.

“Ve had petter' rush -dem,” said
Fritz Hoffman,

““Oui, oui,” said Meunier.

But they did not lead the way.

Four determined juniors, eggs in
band, with an unlimited supply of
similar ammunition at their elbow,
were not to be lightly charged.

The “aliens muttered and muttered,
but they did not come on. = - :

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.

“They've had enough of it be%ore
they start,” he exclaimed. “I fancy
‘;v_ei shall be able to keep cur end up,

1ds.”

“ Looks like it,”’ agreed Bob Cherry.

“Why not take a leaf from the
volume of the Roman, and carry the
war into Africa?” suggested Hurree
Singh.

“Eh? = What are you driving af?”’
Bob Cherry demanded.

“T am speaking in the metaphorical-
ness—-"" A

“ Blow the metaphoricalness! What
do you mean?”’

“1 mean, let us attack the enemy,
instead of waiting for the attackful-
ness to come from them.”

“ Good wheecze !’

“It’s a good idea,”” said Harry Whar-
ton.  ““Mind, don’t advance too far
from our base—we must keep prefty
near the egg-boxes.”

“Right-ha!™ ,

“Now, then, fire when I give the
word.”

The Greyfriars juniors advanced,
shoulder to shoulder, towards the group
of angry and undecided aliens. The
latter shifted uneasily on their feet.
A dozen of them did nev care to re-
treat before four Enghish lads, and veb
they certainly did not care to face the
eggs.  Before they could quite make
up their minds what to do, the Grey-
friars leader gave the word. His hand
went_ up as & signal.

“Tire!” T

And the eggs flew with deadly ainu

“Acht? N

“Ciel 17

“ Mein Gott! :

“Qooooooch! Ach! Himmel!”?

A variety of exclamations rose in a
_chorus, such as might have been heard
on the celebrated tower of Babel. :

The Greyfriars juniors quickly ve--
treated to the egg-boxes again, to re--
new the supply of ammunition. The?
eggs had smashed all over the aliens, |
and they were furious. = The atiack
ended their indecision. Hoffman gave
a yell to his followers, and dashed:
madly forward. The Germans were
quick after him, and the French lads,
not to be outdone, followed fast. -

“Stand to your gunsi”’ sheuted
Harry Wharton. . :

%I
i
f

- Every Ericay. R

g



_Jonuary 30,4915, - ¢ THE DREADNOUGHT—EVERY THURSDAY. - R e

And the Greyfriars juniors heartily
responded, “What-ho!”

And they stood to
gallantly.

As fast as they could seize them they
pelted the enemy with eggs, and the
ciate of the aliens when a few seconds
had passed was simply unspeakable.
Beos had smashed all over them, and
their faces and their clothes were masses
of yellow and white stickiness.

Some of them retreated, and some

of them dodged; but tho leaders and
the more determined of their followers
came gallantly on. They felt that
they could mot get much stickier than
they wero already, and so they came
on to a finish, ]
The eggs fAcw thick and fast.
But f[oﬂ'man and Meunier, Lutz
and Artois, came gallantly on, and the
Greyfriars juniors had to retreat into
the shop. ;

it was not fear of what the aliens
could do with their fists that made the
quartette retreat. But they had a
natural desire not to come into close
contact with the fearful mess winch
smothered the French and German
boys. =~

But the retreat into the shop took

them away from their ammuniton,
Jeft it in the hands of the foe. Hoff-
man and Meunier were not slow to
take advantage of the capture. Eggs
flew from their now, and came
whizzing into the grocer's shop, and
the fat grocer was scarlet with wrath.
He waved his fat hands excitedly at
the CGreyfriars juniors.

“ (et out!” he roared. 3

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are you jab-
Lering again??’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Geot out of my shop!”

“With that lot outside?”

“Y can’t help it! Get out!”

their guns

“(an’t be did, old hess!”
“You must; they will wreck my
ehap!”

“PDon't be an ass!” i

‘Che grocer seemed to be beside him-
gclf. He waved his arms in the air
wildly. Eggs were whizzing into the
shop from the excited and reckless
aliens, and smashing everywhere. The
Grerfriars juniors were getting sone
of them, and unfortunately there was
ro similar ammunition at hand for
them to reply with,

Hoffman and Meuniér led a rush
icto the shop. But they were met by
whirling hams .and driven ouf, and
they retreated to the street again and
resumed the pelting with eggs.

Harry Wharton fmlghed excitedly.

“They can’t get at us in here!” he

exclaimed.  “The door’s too marrqw
for @ big rush, and as long as these
hanis hold out we can knock them out
faster than they come.”
Eugiih . bimtl), geosaed. oh
~uglish bhams!” groaned the grocer.
“Help! Police! Murder! They are
thrawing about my best fresh butter,
and my finest English cheddar at ten-
pence a pound!”

*Oh, keep yvour whiskers on!” said
Beb Cherry. “We've got a million-
»iu.;.—e among us, and he’ll pay, won't you

sky e

=1 shall have extreme pleasureful-
ress in reimbursing  the groeerful
gentleman,” said Hurree Singh.

“Gond! And we'll have a whip
round afterwards and stend -our
wheck."”

The nabob turned to the excited and
exasperazed grocer.

~ Pray calm yourself, my worthy
grocer ! he exclaimed. “I shall have
ertreme bappiness in performing the

My finost  quality’

payfulness on this suspicions oceasion.”

Hurrce Singh’s English was a little
mixed, but hiz meaning was clear, and
the groeer took comfort.

“if T put the damage at five pounds,”
he‘_snid, “71 should be unaer-estimating
) L o
“ Vou must not do that, ray esteemed
friend. T should have too great regrot-
fulness if vou were put to any lossful-
ness in the matter.”

“Rats!” excluimed Bob Cherry.
““Make it thirty bob, and that's too
much.”

“Wa will sag two pounds ten.”

“Very good; here are the cashes,”
said Hurreo Singh.

The grocer beamed upon the juniors
once more,

“1 will drive those young rascals
away, so that you can go out,’”’ he said,
and he advanced to the door.

“My word!" murmured Bob Cherry.
;I }'!Oll’t envy him the job. Ha, ha,

al’

“Go away!” shouted the grocer,
wa\'in‘{: his arms. Go a—ow!"”

A dozen eggs smashed in his face.
He staggered back into the shop and
sat down with a bump.

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“Help! Police!”

“ Ha, ha, hat”

There was a sudden sound outsrde the
shop, & sound of alarm. The heavy
footsteps of the village constable were
approaching. Foreigners as they were,
the French end German Jads had been
long enough in England to learn a
wholesome respeot for the law. They
scampered off instantly at the sight of
the familiar uniform.

The grocer staggered to his feet.

“ What's all this "ere?”’ demanded the
o}omrab!e, coming up to the door of the
shop.

The honest tradesman was too busy
seraping eggs from his eyes to amswer
for the moment. The Greyfriars
juniors strolled out of the shop.

“Retter out of that,'” Harry Whar-
ton muttered. “ We've paid for the
damage, so the grocer won't complain ;
bnt we don't want it to reach the

doctor’'s eats. Come onf”

—_——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Arrival of the Aliens,

“That was very thoughtful of you,
Herr Rosenblaum.”

Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyiriars,
spoke in a satisfied tone, and there
was a pleased expression upon his face.

Herr Rosenblaum, late Headmaster
of Beechwood Foreign Academy, now
(Gierman master at Greyfriars College,
nodded assent.

“Ja, ia, Herr Doctor! T tink to
meinself tat it a coot iden.””

“Tt certainly was.”

“Pere are certain to be some diffi-
ounlties,”” went on the German. *‘At
Beechwood, ven 1 did keep tat schocl,
dere vas continual vat you call rows
between te boys.”

“T am not surprised at that, con-
siderins( the different nationalities,
especially tho antipathy between the
British and the Germans."

“Of course it vas natural tat teo
Germans should vish to be head of te
school, as tey vaz most fitted for it.”

The doctor smiled. He knew that
Herr Rosenblaum, who swas 2 just man
would have held the scales we
balanced at Beechwood; but he had a
natural leaning towards hiis own nation-
ality, and felt that the desire of Hoff-

man's party to be at the top was a
most natural and laudable one.

“T dare sg the French lads had the
same idea, Herr Rosenblaum.”

“Ja, ja, I know they had, Herr
Doctor. But as I vas saying, there vas
continual dispute as to te head of te
school, and T tink to meinself tat it fery
likely be renew at Greyfriars.”

“ Of ocourse, you note dat dere vas no:
real ill-feeling: it vas more in te vay
of shoke tan anyting else.”

“1 quite understand that.”

“ And dere vas no real harm in it,
and 1 tink meinself tat a few vat you
call rows do not do poys any harm, and
keep tem from becoming soft.”

“1 agree with you, to a great
extent.. I should not like to sce my
boys a set of milksops, though I do not
approve, of course, of much fighting.”

““ Goot! But as dere vill be vat you
call rows, I tink to meinself tat it a
coot idea to gif te new poys a velcome,
aindt it, and have no rows for te first.”

“It was, as 1 have said, very
thoughtful of you."

*“Te poys have gone to meet tem at
te station,”’ said Herr Rosenblaum,
with a satisfied smile upon his fat face.
“Tour of tem, you see, Herr doctor.
Tat vill put tem on a coot footing to
start mit.” >

“Yes, and it will show the Beech-
wood boys that although there may be
dis?utcs _after, there will be no ill-
feeling.”

“ Tat vas my idea.”

“ And a very good idea, too,”

“ Dose boys in No. 1 Study are poys
I like, mit one exception,”” went on
the German master. ‘I tink tey vill
do deir best.”

“1 am sure of it. Of course, the
meeting at the station may have other
results. It is possible that a quarrel
may arise.”

Tho German master looked con-
cerned,

“1 vas hope not, Herr Doctor.”

“1 hope not also.”” The Head
looked at his watch. ‘It is surely
time they were at the school, Herr
Rosenblaum, even if they have walked
all the way and left their Inggage to
be sent on.”

“Ja, ja. But it is possible tat to
Eo;;s are showing dem te country a
ittle,” said Herr Rosenblaum, who bad
a way of always looking at the Dbest
side of things. “Dey vas nico poys,
and T am sure dey vould do deir pest.
And as I have told you, Monsicur
Morny, who vas to have prought mein
poys to Greyfriars, wired to me tat ho-
vas kept pack till to-night .to attend to
some pusiness at Beechwood.”

“ %o the boya have come down
without a master with them?’ the
Head remarked thoughtfully.

“ Ja, Herr Doctor.”

The Head looked a {rifle worried for
the moment.

“Well, I dare say they will soon
arrive safe and sound,” he said.

¢ ach, T am sure of tat! Dere being
no master mit,dem, te Greyfriars poys
are showing dem rouad a little, tat
is all.”

“VYes, I dare say that is the case.
Dear me,” went on Dr. Locke, rising
from his seat, * what a dreadful noise
there is in the Clese.”

“Ja, I have notiged it for somo
minutes. It vas sound as if some of to
boys vas laff mit domselves after.”

%Yt sounds reglly as if the whole
schoo! had turned out to laugh itself
hoarse,”” the Head remarked, with a
puzzled lock. :
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“ Ach, poys vill be poys!”’ “ Doy vas mein poys from Beech-" “ You know perfectly well whether

“No doubt; but really—"" The | wood.” they were Greyfriars boys  without
Head erossed to the window and looked The Doctor stared at the German having asked them,” the Doctor ex-
out, Then a sharp exclamation fell master. ' claimed, :

from his lips. * Goodness gracious!”
Vat i3 te matier, Herr Doctor?”’
“ Dear me! DBless my soul!”

Herr  Rosenblaum, his curiosity
excited, joined the doctor at the
window. Dr. Locke’s study window

afforded a good view of the Close and
of the gates of Greyfriars. The Herr,
too, uttered an exclamation of amaze-
meént as he beheld what the Head had
already seen, '

The Close, towards the gates, was
crowded with boys, yveiling themselves
hoarse. They had cause for merriment.
A dozen strange-looking figures had
just entered the gates of Greyfriars—
a dozen lads smothered with smashed
egﬁa from head to foot, their faces
vellow, and their clothes sticky, and
their whole aspect woe-begone.

Herr Rosenblaum stared’ out of the
window as if he could hardly believe
his eyes. The new-comers, their faces
crimson under the coating of broken
eggs, marched in at the gates and
straight towards the house. As they
came nearec the German uttered an
exclamation :

“Mein Gott! It is dem!”

Dr. Locke frowned darkly.

* Dear me, who can these horrible-
looking hooligans. be, and what can
possibly be their motive for entering
the precinets of Greyfriars?”

“ Herr Doctor——"' ;

“ They cannot be intending to. rob
tho house in broad daylight!”

“ Mein dear Herr Doctor——"

“ Where can they possibly come
from?”

“1 tells you : :

“Did you ever sece such a horrible-
looking crowd of hopeless ruffians in
snch a shocking, ﬁg}hy state,  Herr
Rosenblaum#

13

““ Ach! I tells you, Herr Doctor—"

A8 I’ra;,' excuze¢ me, Herr Rosen-
blaum,” said the doctor, crossing to
the bell, “1 must give orders at once
that those hideous hooligans be ejected

_from the place.”

*“ Herr doctor——"" -

The doctor rang the bell loudly.

“ Herr Doctor, listen to me!” ex-
claimed the distressed German nraster.

* Certainly, Herr Rosenblaum. What
do you wish to say to me?” asked the
Head of Greyfriars courteously.

“ Dose poys, dey are—are——""

“ A class of ruffians, my dear Herr
Roszenblaum, with which you, as a
foreigner, have probably never come in
coutact,” said the Head. “ They infest
the slums of ous great cities, whoere
they grow up In great numbers under
the carelessness of the authorities—"

1 assure you tat dey—"’

“ How such a gang of these villainous
rascals came into this part of the
country, and why they should  enter

Gresfriars I cannot Imagine, - Per-
Paps—" '

= My dear Herr Doctor!” cried the

dgistressed Herr Rosenblaum.  * Dey
vas mot hooligans At
“Eh? How do-you know, Herr

Rosenblagm 7’

“ Because I know dem.”

“ ¥en know them?” cried.Dr. Locke,
L mazerment.,  You know those
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“ Herr Rosenblaum!?
“TIt vas true, sir.”

“ Bui—but you amaze me! Surely

" you did not allow your pupils at Beech-

wood to go about in such e ‘state as

- that, Herr Rosenblaum?”’

“ Nein, nein

“T cannot understand. this,. Why——"

“ Dere has been vat you call a row,
Ltink—"

The Head stared.

“ Ah, vou think——"

“ I tink dey have been pelted, aindt
it, mit eggs and putter and tings,” -said
Herr Rosenblaum. I am afraid it

vas not so fery vise of me to send te

poys to meet dem at ie station- efter
all, aindt 1t.”’

‘The Head locked very grave.
T am sorry this has happened, Herr
Rosenblaum. I have not the slightest:
doubt that, as youn say, the present
condition of the boys is due to a quarrel

between them and the Greyfriars
lads.” ‘
“ Ach! I am sure of tat.”

“ Ah, here is Gosling! Gosling, you
will kindly show in here at once the
lads who have just arrived at Grey-
friars.” "

The porter was grinning broadly.

“ Which they are in a rather dirty
state,” he hinted.

“ Never mind. Show them in.”

And a minute or two later the new
arrivals at 'Gr?friars were shown into
the Head’s study. ¢

~

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
True Blue.

IToffman and Meunier came in fiest,
with the rest of the woebegone aliens
ai their heels. ‘

It was no wonder that the Head of
Greyfriars had mistaken them for a
crew of hooligans who had in some
mysterious way found themselves in
that remote rural quarter.

The dust of the road had clung
fovingly to the stickiness of the broken
eggs, and the Beechwood boys were
dirty and unlovely from head to foot.

Dr. Locke stared at them through his
gold-rimmed pince-nez.

“Boys! How. came you
state?”’ _

Hoffmen and Meunier exchanged a
quick glance.

They were gbout as wild as they
could be at the greeting which had
been extended to them by the Grey-
friars juniors, but the good old rule of
never tolling tales or making com-
plamts was a maxim with them.

“ How did you come into this state?”

“Ach! Vy you mnod answer te
Doctor 7’ exclaimed Herr Rosenblaum.

“ff you please, sir, ve could not
hr:?‘p it ourselves,”’ said Fritz Hoftman.

“(iel! It vas quite accidental,” said
Meunier.

“ You have been pelied with eggs?”

113 Jn !!’

“QOuni

“Who pelted you?'’

“ Some—some boys, siv.”

“Did they belong to Greyiriars?”’

“1—I did not ask dem. sir.”

“Ciel! Zat is true! Ve did not zink
of asking zem, sir.”

in this

...... R s~ ARy

* should not be canc

The aliens were silent. .

“ Now, then, answer my questiom
Were they boys belenging to  this
school ¥’

“I—1 tink so, sir.”

“QOui, 1 also zink so, sir.’-

“And you could identify
_again?”’

* Nein !

i Non !},

. “Do you mean that you would nod
know. their faces if you could see them
again?’ demanded the Head..

*  Hoffman and Meunier were silent.

They knew perfectly well that they
would know their adversasies again
when they met them, especially Hurrce
Singh, their old acquaintance.  But.

. they had not the least intention of be-

: traying the chums of the Remove,

The Doctor controlled his anger with

- an cffort. :

“1 suppose the fact of the matter is
that you would consider it unjustifiable

them

" to tell me who your assailants were!”

. he exclaimed.

“ Qui, monsieur.”

“ Ja, mein Herr.”” -

The two lads replied at once, with

evident relief at finding  themselves
. comprehended. Herr Rosenblaum gave
' the Head an appealing look. He was
proud of his boys for risking punish-
ment rather than doing swhat they
regarded as mean. Dr. Locke’s severe
. features softened in their expression.

“Well, I will not. press a point
i against your consciences,” said the
« Doctor. - ** If that is your motive, 1 will

not ask you to name the persons who
- treated you in this scandalous manner.

I have other means of ascertaining.
. You may go, and, first of all, you will

get yourselves into a cleaner state.”

“ Certainly, sir.” :

The boys filed out. Hoffman and

Meunier hingered. &

“Well, have you anything more to
-~ sav to me?’ asked Dr. Locke. :

*“Ja, ja, Herr Doctor!”’

“Qui oui, Monsieur le Docteur!”

“ 8ay it then, and be quick.”

“1f you please, mein Herr—"

“8'il vous plait, Monsieur—"

“ Speak one at a time, please. You
© first,”” said the Doctor, pointing at
© Fritz Hoffman. ‘

“ Acht If you blease, sir; I tink tat

te poys who trew te eggs at us act only
~in funs, and I tink tat ve not vish any
* bunishments——"

“T am the best judge of that. You

may go.”’
“Ja; ja, but i
“You may go.” .
Fritz Hoffman unwillingly left the
i studir. Dr. Locke fixed his glunce upon
" Adolphe Meunier.
“ Well, have you anythin({{ to say i’
“Qui, monsieur. I zink zat ze

. garcons act only in fun, and ve pay

zem out ourselves, and zink zat zey

7

“ That is my business. You may
”; bg
5 :

And Meunier followed Hoffman from
the room, and closed. the door.

Dr. Locke looked at the German

master with a smile, and Ierr Rosen-
blaum siniled, too.

“They are loyal lads”
Head.
speak up for their adversaries, and 1
shall - remember it ;

said the
It was courageous of them to -

Of course, it is
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pretty certain  that the -boys ~who
pelted them with eggs are those who
went to the statidn- to meet them.”

“ Undoubtedly, Herr Doctor. I dare
say tat dey had te best intentions, but
goys vill be poye,” said Herr Rosen-

laum, shaking his head.

* Yes, I have observed that myself.”

The  Doctor looked out of the
window.
~* Wharton "’ :

The Removites looked wup. The
cheering ceased, and the herces of theo
Remove exchanged uneasy glances.

*““ Wharton, come into my study at
once -with your companions.”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, as cheer-
fully as he counld.

“ By George, that means a row for
them " said Hazeldene, as the  four
juniors entered the school-house.

¢ Serve them right ! said Bulstrode.

Taking no notice of Bulstrode, the
four delinquents entered the bo <o, and
in a few minutes were in the Doctor’s
study. They did not seem very tnuch
alarmed, though they knew that the
matter might turn ont seriously enoufh
for them. g Harry Wharton was calm
and quiet as usual, Bob Gharg and
Nugent  looked stolid, and urree
Jamset Ram Singh wore the expression
of elaborate politeness and cheerful-
vess that never departed from his
Qiu=dy countenance

* You were in the village, I think,
when the foreign boys from Beechwood
arrived 2% the railway-station?’ said
the Head severely.

* Yes, sir)” sayd Harry Wharton.

“We had the pleasurefulness of
welooming  them - to  Greyfriars,
respected  and  venerable  instructor
sahib.”" said the nmabob.

The Doctor smiled in spite of him-

s£lf.
**And you greeted them, I under-
stand, with a volley of eggs?"

“(h, no, sir! That came after-
wards,” said Bob. Cherry. it

“ Then you admit that it was your-
selves who put the foreign boys into
that horrible state!” exclaimed thé
Head. :

“ You see, sir—" 3

“1T shall have the pleasurcfulness to
explain—""

It was like this—"

“Under the regretful
stances——"'

Dr. Tocke raised  his hand for
silence.

“ One at a time, please. I suppose
one of you is leader. Let him speak.”

“ With great -pleasurefulness, sir.
Although 1 am not {:}t the leader of
the worthy vouths belong to my
study, ‘vet I have the anticipateness
that in a shortful time I shall become
so, from tho superabundance of m
superiority in the wvarious abilities,”
said the nabob. ‘¢ Therefore—"'

cirenms-

* Therefore shut up,” growled Bob -

Cherry, “and let Wharton speak !”
“ But I must explain——"
“ You're interrupting Wharton.”
T have great regretiulness, but
“ Silence, Hurree Singh! You may
spenk,” Wharton.” _ .
“ Certainly, sir,” said Harry. ¢ We
meant well by the foreigners, sir, but
somehow they didn't like us ducking
their heads into the horse-trough—-"'
Ha. ha! I mean shocking! Do yon
semeasly mean to tell me, Wharton,
s=xt you ducked their heads in the
horse-trough with the idea of pleasing

oo

L1

“ Wel, sir, they were quarrelling,

and we thought it would cool their
heads—""

“ The coolivlness was——

“ Silence, Hurree Singh.
Wharton.™

“ Then there was a row, sir.
wero not to blame, but——""

“ But you were not to blame, either.
Is that it?"

* Exactly, sir.”

“ The perspicacity of the instructor
sahib is marvelful,” said Hurree Singh.
“He jumps to the correctful con-
clusions, with extreme ludicrousness.”

“The foreizn boys,” said the Head
severely, “ have asked me not to wvisit
any punishment upon you for your
treatment of them—"

“ That was very decent of them, sir,”
said Bob Cherry.

“ The decentfulness was only equalled
by the—-" :

“ Therefore I shall pass over this
regreftable affair. But it must not
occur again. I trust that you will use
every endeavour to live on peaceful

”»

Go on,

They

- terms’ with the foreign members of

your Form."

‘“ Certainly, sir.”

“Then you may go.”

And the Removites filed ont. They
were glad to escapo so cheaply.

" THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Bully.

Bulstrode was waiting for the chums
of the Remove, and he came towards
them at once when they appeared in
the Close. Hazeldene, Trevor, Santley,
and others of the Remove were with
bhim, evidently looking for fun.

* Hallo, ballo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry cheerily. © What do you want,

Bulstrode? Is it a feed?”

“*No, it isn't,”” said Bulistrode
grimly. “I'm going to thrash that
nigger.""

* The thrashfulness will probably be
a bdot on the other feet, as your
English proverb says,” said Hurrce
Singh. o

“Ha, ba! Are you ready, nigger?’

“The readiness is only equalled by

‘the eagerfulness I feel for the oppor-

tunity of inflicting the severe castiga-
tion.”

“Well,
Follow me.’

And Bulsirode led the way with a
swagger towards the gates of Grey-
friars, Most of the Remove had got
wind of the coming fight, and were
gathering round. Quite a crowd
followed Bulstrode.

“Come on,” said Harry Wharton,
linking his arm in Hurree Singh’s. ‘I
suppose yvou feel up to it, Hurres?”

* Certainfully.”

“ Mind, as soon as you have had
enough, just call out, and we shall stop
it,"” said Bob Cherry. “ You know as
well as we do that you are not a match
for that big bully.” .

The nabob nodded.

“To adherc to the strictful truthful-
noss,”” he said, “ I know that I cannot
bestow the thrashfulness upon one so

the opportunity’s come,
?

- much more huge and ludierous. But I

shall fight like a nabob of Bhanipur——"
“T1 wish you'd leave it to me,’" said
Harry Wharton abruptly. :
Hurree Singh looked at him,
“Are you wishful to perform the
thrashiulness yourself?’ he asked.
“Yes. I have an old guarrel with
Bulstrode.”
“Ie would be a good idea,” ox-
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1 m——
claimed Nugent. “Suppose you leave
the matter in Wharton’s hand, Inky?"”

The nabob: looked reflective.

“But I cannot have the respected
youths of Greyfriars saying that I am
afraidful of the bully!” he exclaimed.

“* That's all right. Nobody would
expect a slim little chap like you to
face a hulking rotter like Bulstrode.”

“1 supposoe that 15 factful.”

“ Better leavo it to me. I ask it a3
a personal favour."

Hurree Singh bowed politely.

“0Oh, in that case I cannot refuse!”
he exclaimed. * The refuscfulness of
a favour is impossibie to a Nabob of
Bhanipur.” A

“ Good,” grinned Bob Cherry. -

The Removites arrived upon the
battleground, a sccluded spot sheltered
by trees, where no interruption*was
likely to occur. It was a gquich spot,
with turf as soft as velvet, and the
sunlight filtering softly through the
green branches overhead.  Bulsirode
stopped, and turned swaggeringly to
the Indian,

“This s the place, nigger.”’ .

“ Good,"” said Harry Wharton
stepping  forward. “I think I
remember your saying, Bulstrode, that
after you were finished with Hurree
Singh you were going to give mo a
licking ¥’ ~ A5

Bulstrode grinned. :

* Yea, Would you like yours first?”

“Yes, I would. That’s exactly what
I was going to say.’

“Oh, rot! I'm going to lick the
nigger fArst—-""

“You're not! You're going to lick
me, or else be licked by me,” said
Harry Wharton, a hard, determined
look settling round his mouth.

“ Srand out of the way,
Wharton.”

“I will not—"

. “ Get aside!” roared Bulstrode, turn-
ing red with anger. *1 say I am goin
to scttle with Hurree Singh now, and
'l fight you after—or to-morrow.”

“ No, you won't." "

“If he's sheltering himself behind

r

Harry

Sthack! Harry's open hand caught
Bulstrode aecross: the mouth with a

" smack like a pistol-shet, and the bully

of the Remove reeled back with a -cry.
The next moment he sprang forward,
and the combat would have commenced
there and then, but the Removites
thronged between.
“Let me get at him!™  roared
“All in_ good time,” said Bob
Cherry, pushmg the frantic bully of
the Remove back. *° All in good time,
my son. Take your coat ofg fivst, and
fight like & Christian—""
“ Let mo get at Limt”
- Ass! Birip, and toe the line.”
“Pake it calmly, RBulstrode, old
man,”’ advised Nugent, © there's plenty
of time for you to take your hicking.”
Thoe bully of the Remove sullenly
submitted. Hazeldene helped i

“Balstrode,

him o
with his jacket and vest, and he tied
his braces around his waist. Harry
Wharton foliowed suit, and then the
adversaries faced one another.
Bulstrode’s face was red with rage,
and his eyes were gleaming, too, but
he was much ceoler than his adversary.
“ Come on,"” hissed- Bulstrode, be-
tween his teeth Came on, and T'll
smash you, and then Il give the
nigger his licking.”
T shall have great pleasureful-
nesg—-"" ;
“Wait a minute,” said  Harry

“THE REMOVE-FORM'S RIOT!™
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Wharton quietly. * You have been a
beastly bully to me, Bulstrode, and a
cad, ever since I came. to Greyfriars.
T've had enough of your company in
No. 1 Study—""

“Change out of it, then;”’ sneered
Bulstrode.’ 3 S .

‘“Tf you lick me, T will do s0,” said
Wharton.  ““But if T lck you, I-shall
expect you to do so. That's only
faie ™ =

**T shall do_as I choose.” : :

. You will'do as I choose in this case.
You have made yourself obnoxious to
everyone 1n the study, and you have
et out.” 3

4 Well, I won't.”’ -

“You will—f "I lick you. You'll
chango with Bob Cherry, and go into
No. 4, and let him como into No, 1
with. us, his friends. If you don't, T'll
lick vow again, every time I see you in
the study. That’s the only way to deal
with a fellow like you.”

“ You seem to be pretty certain that
vow're going to' get tho. best of this
serap,” sneered Bulstrode.

Hlarry Wharton nodded.

*T feel pretty certain about it,”” he
said. “I bave been training hard,
while you have been rotting about and
smoking cheap eigarettes. Training
tells.”’

 Oh, shut up, and comeo on.”

“ Shake. hands,” = exclaimed Beb
Cherry, who had constituted himself
referce, “ and then get to business.”

“71 sha’n’t shake hands with him,”
gaid Bulstrode savagely.

% Shame " eried a dozen voices.
“ Oh, rats! Let’s get to business.”
“ Come on, then.”
“Fo - it, . ye cripples,” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully.
And the great fight swhich was to
mark. an epoch in the history of tho
Remove at Greyfriars, commenced.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Fairly Licked. * -
Twice before had Harry Wharton
faced the bully of the Remove, and
on rach occasion he had bad the worst
of tho encounter. = -
"Bulstrode had no doubt as to the
result now.
" But, during the past weeks Harry
Wharton had not been idle. He had
trained - assiduously, and ho had
practized his boxing.
There was not a fellow in the Remove

" who could-box better than Wharton at

the ‘present. time, and his form was

-active and lithe, and though not so

bulky as Bulstrode, he was probably
hardier, and soiinder in the wind.
Bulstrode towered inches over his
opponent as they faced one another,
and he had inches to the good in his
reach, Bnt skill will work wonders in
fistic- encounters, as in everything else.
Harry Wharton faced his bulky foe
coolly, and Bulstrode, try as hard as
he would, found that his savage drives
would not pass the younger lad’s

guard.
Nugent, Bob

Cherry, and Hurtee
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before

Singh looked on
with satisfied faees.
They saw Harry
Wharton - holding
his  own from the
start, in spite of
the superior size
and strength of his
foe.

“ Harry wilk pull
it off!” Nugent
muttered.

Bob Cherry
nodded &  full
assent.

“IIe’ll pull it off
if he’s ecareful.”

“ The victorious-
ness will remain
with ~our friend,”
purted  Hurree
Singh. * Bulstrode
will = recsive . only
the thrashfulness.”

O G it,  Bul-
strode,” called out
King.

Bulstrode en-
deavoured to *‘ go

it.”’ The big bully
was exasperated to
find so  great a
change in the lad
he had twice
defeated. A feeling
was borne in upon
him that instead of
an easy task, heo
had heavy work
him,
which might prove
too mueh for  him.
The thought made
him furious. He
pressed Harry
savagely.

The vounger lad
was driven round
the ring, but still

HYHE QEM?* LISRARY,
Every Wednesday,

THE DREADNOUGHT—EVERY THURSDAY.

none of the heavy drives aimed af his
face sueceded in touching him. ”
His friends looked on in delight.

. Wharton had practised hoxing with

-

_ than the first.

“THE PENNY POPULAR,”
Every Fi

- Look at him!

Frark Nugent till he had excelled his
instructor in the noble art, but Nugent
had never expected him to shape like
this in an encounter with the burly
bully of the Remove.

No one else had expected it, either,
and the crowd of juniors looked on with
the keenest interest. C

Although Harry Wharton was not
exactly popular in the Remove, he was
growing better liked as the time passed
on, and it wais certain, at all events,
that Bulstrodo was unpopular. Many
feared him, few liked him. IEven his
own friends would not bave been sorry
to see him rececive a lesson he badly
needed. ,

“ Time!” called out Bob Cherry.

The combatants ceased, and Nugent
patted Harry Wharton on the shoulder.

“How do you feel, Harry??

“Yresh as a daisy and fit as o
fiddle.” x

“ Good! T fancy Bulstrode is feeling
anything but fresh !’ grinn®l Nugent.
He’s got bellows to
mend alrcady !

Harry Wharton glanced across at his
old enemy.

Bulstrode was seated upon the knee
Hazeldene made for him, and he was
certainly puffing and blowing.

“Vaseline is seconding him,’”” Bob
Cherry remarked. “ But. he'd be as
glad as anybody to see him licked.
You've got to lick him, Wharton.”

“1 shall do it if I can, you may rely
upon it.” ;

“The lesson will be extremely
instruectful to him,” said Hurree Singh.
“He will be all the betterful for a
good licking. 1 shall have pleasnreful-
nesg—""

“ Time g

Harry Wharton walked coolly for-
ward again. Bulstrode came to time
promptly enough, but most of his
swagger was gonz now. He realised
very clearly that the task he had in
hand was not an easy one.

The sccond round was more eventful
Harrv Wharton was the
first to get a good drive home, and it
came in on Bulstrode’s chin, and made
hith stagger. But the bully of the
Remove countered effectively, - and
Harry Wharton roecled back from a
heavy drive upon the chest.

Before he could recover his guard,
Bulstrode rushed in and gave him a
fierce drive full on the mouth, which
flung him upon his back.

The bully of the Remove gritted his
teeth as he waited for Harry to xise. ?

Harry had been dazed by the fall, &
and he lay for some seconds. before he
could pull himself together. Like one
in a dream he heard the counting.

“f';‘}_ne, two, three, four, five, six |

He sprang desperately to his feet, ©
only to fall again before a savage .
blow. Up again, and down again,
and then—" 3

“Time!” =

Bulstrode retreated with a savage |
snarl.

But for the call of time he would
have knocked Harry Wharton clean out
with the advantage he had gained.

Wharton was, white and strained in @
his look as he sat on the knee Nugent |

129
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{The conclusion of this story will be
Jound on page 28.) <l
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introduced her husband to Vivvy. It
all-took quite a long time.

Montague Beagle, puffing luxuriously
at his cigarette, - looked long and
searchingly at Jim and Viwvy., .

“¥You are,’” said he, “if you will
forgive me, merely children. Ha, the
stage is a hard life. Full of pitfalls,
alas !—full of pitfalls! I have had some
experiences, and so has my dear wife,
have ws not, Miranda? You do pot
know what it is like to play Romeo
and Juliet, with real feeling, under a
heavy fire of cods’ heads and cabbage
stumps. Walk with us a little way, and
you shall have the benefit of some of
our -dearly-bonght experiences. Nay,
tell me now——in what direction do your
talents lie?”’ g

“ Miss Stevens can dance,’”’ said Jim,
“and I've a sort of idea that I ean
sing a bit.”

“8Sing and dancel”. exclaimed
Montague Beagle. ‘ Excellent! Al
the world Joves to watch dancing and
hear singing. Well, now, have I not a
fiddle? And is not a lomely lane as

ood as any other spot for a rehearsal?

t me see what you can do. I have, I
may say without undue boasting, an
unerring eye for talent.”

Jim chuckled. The idea struck him
as novel and amusing.

“ All right,” he said. “ You first,
YVivvy.”

Vivvy
shy.

‘“ No, you first, Jim,” she said.

Jim shrugged his shoulders. .

““ There's an old song I expect you

can play, Mr. Beagle,” he said. “If
- you don’} mind I'll try my hand at it.

t's appropriate, too, for Miss Stevens
and I are seeking our fortunes, ‘ OF to
Philadelphia,’ it’s ealled.”

Montague Beagle smiled. His only
other reply was to toss back his head,
thrust the fiddle under his chin, and
play the first bars. After a moment
Jim joined in in a baritone voice of no
mean quality.

Mrs. Beagile and Vivvy both
epplauded loudly when he had finished,
and Montague Beagle tucked the fiddle
under his arm and nodded.

““ A very fair voice,” -said he, ‘“ and
a very fair knowledge of how to use it.
Caruso will never %)c jealous of you,
but you ought one day to make a
luxurious living. Don't you think so,

backed a step, looking rather

Miranda?”’
“ Decidedly  so,” DMrs,  Beaglo
responded. :
“ And now,” said Mr. Beagle, “let

us watch Miss Stevens dance.”

Vivvy made a wry face at Jim -and
stepped forward. )

“Can you play a  Mattchiche, Mr.
Beagle?”’ she asked.

“ My dear young lady, I can play
anything from Chopin to * Alexan&r’s
Ragtime Band.” A Mattchiche you
want. Very well, then.”

He struck up, and Vivvy danced.

Now Jim was no judge of dancing,
but a really wonderful dancer is some-
thing that no one can fail to recognise.
He leaned forward, fascinated, scarcely
able to believe tkat it was Vivvy. And
he saw a rapt espression of admira-
tion on Mrs. Beagle’s face, and old
Beagle's eyes goggling at her over the
top of his fiddle in surprise and wonder-
ment.

“ Well played, Vivey!” cried Jim.
“You werg simply fine. 1 wouldn’t
have believed it. It—it simply
staggered me”’

Vivvy relapsed, blushing, but not a
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little  pleased. Montague Beagle
stepped forward.
© “Join us,” said he. *“This is your
opportunity. Join us, both of you, in
the little entertainment we are going
to give in Cambridge. It shall be your
debuts. It shall be the foundation of
your fortunes. We will treat- you
liberally, won't we, my dear?’
“0Oh, decidedly so!’ said Mra.
Beagle. o
“Jim looked at' Vivyy. He liked thé
Beagles, and felt instinctively that they

‘wera “honest,

“I'm game,” he said. *° What
about you, Vivvy?”’

“T'm willing,” said Vivvy.

“Then ’tis a bargain!” ecried
Montague Beagl:. “Would that we
had here a stoup of the blushful

Hippocrene, in which such a bargain
as this might well be sealed. But that
dance—that- Mattchiche—we must have
it again, Miss Stevens.” ] §

Vivvy stepped forward, and ‘once
more the music struek up. Secarcely had
she begun to dance than a light glowed
upon her. It lit up the lane and the
hedges and the four figures. Glancing
to the left, Jim saw the headlights of
an approaching car. :

Vivvy hesitated in the middle of a
posture, but Mrs. Beagle whispered,
“Go on.” And Vivvy went on, even
although the car slowed down and
stopped a few paces away.

There was only one occupant of the

_big, silent automobile, a man who sat °

leaning forward watching eagerly.

When the dance was ended he leaped
out of the car, applauding with his
hands. It was then that Jim recog-
niged him, and drew breath with a little
gasp of amazement. i

“ Bplendid!” cried the stranger.
“ Marvellous! May I introduce my-
self. I am avington Crooks,
theatrical agent. -T have been charmed,
young lady—enchanted. A strange
chance brought me here, young lady,
to watch your performance. can
make vour fortune within a month. All
London will flock to see you. London
15 forty miles away, and here is my car.
Let me take you there now.
no time like the present.”

“ Half a minute,” Jim interposed.
“There is a very good reason why

* Miss Stevens will have nothing to do

with you.” . z
. Mind your own business!” snapped
Crooks. “ Let her speak for herself,”.

“ And that reason,” Jim continued,
““is that you are a friend of Jeremy
Crarper. Until this morning we were
both in his employ, and we know the
kind of man he is, and what his friends
arve like. T've seen you about with him
several times. That is another reason
why Miss Stevens will have nothing
to do with you. Isn’t that so, Vivvy?’

Vivvy nodded her head.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

Crooks swore beneath his breath.

“ You hittle worm !’ he cried. “ Pll
teach you to put a spoke in my wheel,
I could make thousands in commission
out of that girl. T'll teach you—-""

He was advancing threateningly. He
was bigger than Jim, and he carried
himself with the air of one who knew
how to use his fists.

Jim- threw himself into an attitude

of self-defence.

“ Do you mean—this?” he asked.

“Yes!” sald Crooks through
clenched teeth.

(Anoth-r insialment of this magnificent
new serial next Thursday. Please commend
this yarn to all your chums fj
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‘can possibly have to encounter,

|l THE SECRET PLOTTER!

(Continued from last week.)

Trapped ! =

And that something which Blake saw

was a slip of paper pinned to the cur-

tain, and on it was written, in a hastily

blue-pencilled scrawl, the following
legend:

““Bexton Blake.~Take notice that
I've got Tinker a prisoner in my
hands, and that I give you two days
to leave New York and America. If
you are still on American soil at that
date, Tinker will be put to death, If
you accept these terms, he will be
released, safe and sound, twenty-four
hours atter you have set sail. I never
threaten in vain.-——CORNELIUS SAwDO."

Blake continued to stare at the ship
of paper, like a man whose senses have

‘sudderly become paralysed, long after

he had mastered its meaning; for he
was face to face with one of those
dreadful dilemmas which constitute the
cruellest ordeal which = brave man
In a
word, he had to choose between his
public duty and his.private -affections.
One or other of them had to be sacri-
ficed. He had to fail in his duty,
stultify his career, break his word to
the President, and throw up his quest,
or he had to abandon Tinker in the
sorest hour of his need—Tinker, the
most faithful, the most loyal, the most
devoted friend that ever man had.
“I don’t know whether you’d like to
be alone, sir,” said the sergeant at
last, in choking -accents, when the
silence had become intolerable, *‘ but
I expect you’ll be glad to think this
thing out by yourself. We could draw
off t,o the basement rooms again, and

“No, don’t go; don’t move, any of
you!” Blake said suddenly.

His eyo had caught the master-lever,
It was pulled forward. The hideous
contrivances which guarded Sando’s
house were in full operation. Sande
himself must have been in that room
only a few seconds before they entered
it. If the rigcht-hand curtain had not
happened to be drawn back when they
rushed along the corridor, they would
all have been destroyed by the double-
edged blade.. Probably he thad not
had time to arrange the curtain, or else
he was depending for his’ vengeance
upon the monstrous hammer at the
staircase and the spears at the front
door. In any event, it was proved
beyond question that he had been in
the sanctum only a few minutes ago.
Blake's keen faculties, even in the
moment of his great grief, had un-
doubtedly saved them all.

“ Heavens above!” gasped the ser-
geant, as the terrible risk which he and
%l}e other men bhad run came home to
him.

“Yes, it has been a pretty narrow
shave,” murmured Blake abstractedly.

‘ Better shut it off, sir, Hadn’t you?”
said the sergeant, mopping his fore-
head, on which the sweat-drops
glistened like spangles. )

(Tkhe s'ory concludes in Thursday next,
when a magnificent new se-ia’ of Sexton
Bleke, entitled: *THE MERCHANT'S
SECRET !V will commence. Order your
¢ py of “The Dreadnought’ nouw!)
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li “TRUE BLUE!” '\

VGon tuneed from page 12.)

:_nadé for him, and Bob Cherry fanned
his face.

The chwns were -locking” serious

\

NOWON-

bully 'of the Remove. Harry Wharton
stepped. towards him, s
*It’s over now, Bulstrode,” he said:
quietly. “Fm willing to shake hands
if you are™
“T'm not,” said Bulstrode, between
his teeth,
Wharton shrugged his shouldeys.
“You can please yourself about that,

V = THE “ROYS' FRIEND " 3> LIBRARY.

SALE, -

drar Eid. don’t he afraid  Thirn wiil
be enough, counting vourself as six
U at’siatl ragiss thon 2 ad e
T'm i
!le\'e “ But you can't be too earveful
in these mattors, you know, It waonid be
swfol.not to bave enongh after looking
forward to 3.7 - i el
My respectable and aresdiful chum,

20

Seckiéh,” s1id Bunter - lookine re- |

enough now, and there was an expres- of course; but bear in mind-what 1" | there will be plentiful {7 exclaimed tho

_sion of deep concern upon the dusky { told yown. You are going io change | nahob. * And if there —were: nows-
countenance of the Nabob of Bhanipur. ‘with Bob Cherry, who is coming into Shaiet prabfulness - thire .-?'d'héig

4 Foel fit, Harey?” our study.” : school shop mear, at. hand, “tho

" he dropped like a log,

% Yes." said Harry W harton, between
his tecth. **I hardly looked for any-
thing of that sort. He won't he able
to do 1t againt’

“T thought you were a goner,”
murmured Bob Cherry, taking a deep
breath.  ““Mind your eye this time.
Remember bis wind s failing, and
don't let bim hit you.”

Harry Wharton smiled faintly.

ST remember ™ b :

“Keep coolful in the licad,” said
Harcee Singh, * and smite the ‘bounder
with the powerfulness of the right
arm.’? o :

Harry Wharlon vose to his feet.
Timet” . ‘

Pulstrode was grinning as he toed the
liie acain.  His doubts were sone now.
What he had done, he could do again.
He came on to the attack with o rush,
his fists: thrashing savagely out.

Somehow=—he never anite knew how

—his hewvy fists were knocked into the.
air, an’d knuekles that seemed as hard

‘a5 iron came wifh
cheek. Teor ¥ g
-~ He staggered baele” His arms went
flying wildly, and his guard was gone;
and Harre's Ieft came home upon his

a-crash upon his

other check like a hammer, and then
his -right came again, smashing upon

the bully’s jaws - :

-~ Bulstrode gave an Jnapiiculate ory.

e tast bigw bl finighed him, and
dro _ with a bump

‘upon the ground that could” have been

heard at a distance; and there ho lay,

motionless, staring ubward, while

‘Harry_ Whoarton.

Bulsirode was sullenly silent.
had reatised clearly enongh that: this
defeat was no fluke, ~that he was no

match for Harry Wharton, and that

if he tried his fortrne a -cecond time

‘the result wonld be only the same.
Harry

His fall was past retrieving.
Wharton had taken his place as cock of
the wallc in the Remove. s

“You understand that, Bualstrode?!

*¥es!” snarled Bulstrode.

“ Once miore, if youw ave willing to
shake hands——"" ’

*No, hang you!'”

And Buolstrode deliberately put his
hands in_his pockets and walked away.
‘A hiss from the Rémove followed hinw

Harry Wkharton donnéd his jarket.
He had been hurt, bur not nearly so
much as he kad expected. The four
friends walked back to the school arm-
1114 Fin.

© This will be iollyt* Bob Cherry
cemarked, ' '
% A8 a matter of fact, Bulstrode will
be glad to get out of the study now

‘he knows that you can lick-him. Any-

wav, he will have to. We shall-all be
together in No. 1, and—" = =~ =
“And we shall snake a strong

Crphat’s what I was thinking, '’ said
¥ We shall have to
stand together, shounlder to shoulder,

‘and see that we rvle the roost in the

Greyiriars Remove.”

.. * Hear, hear!”

“ And 1 applaud the extremefully

He

with ~oreut satisfaction.

: gunar- -
tette,” said Nuvgent, “and we shall
‘need to, with thoese French and Ger-
man bounders to keen in their-plages.”

-nahob,

in search of Adolph
’~‘“~1‘ﬁi*j' found the T
Faction i an eown
“as the  plunim
“German, “English or

‘boys all the world. o
N Ve comel he @

“in zeir place, sama

money in the purse is—gremnl’
“Good! That cottles 161" " TRatSiC
And- Billy "Bunter was. all “smiles

again, s £ ik

Hurree Singh was qx_:_ité rivht as to
the readiness of the forcign Remowitéss
to join in the feed ‘in the commons

room. They eaMed unon Frivz Hafl-
man, and found him beaming with
good humonr at the mere suscestion of
a feed. =i e ol g
“Pat . 38 gootd” . he exclaimed.
“Good—axtremefnlly pood I said tha

from.  the quartelfalness  with tho
Frenchial choms during the fi_?,e?tf.’"

“And you will be: refrainful .

Hoffman nodded geniilly. =

“Tat is-all right Inkv! Ve will lie
town like fé lion and tesheep; us te
‘English say. Tere shall pe no rows,
only smiles at te feed.” St

And the chums of thesRemaove wenk

Meunier, ;

derof the French

¢ iy agreenblel teamper.
Mennier was, perhaps Dot Qi

aite. 50
deeply mmrec,‘lg%#g s
e

=

cof m e
safficiontly. enticing fo_ b odtranet or

: ! selaimed. . Zat
is settle, ~ As for ze Shermans, v keep:

“7e peace viz dem viz our whole hearts.

Ve lick zem to-morrows-and but o
28 Ve (0 vig You—

I e | e R =
“ T hope we shall be theve whin

do it torus!’ Bob Cherpy vomaike]l
Adolphie Meunier giinned.

(}herryd waigh o hagdl . aclomnly noble sentimentals of my ludicrons “ You v'll see vaf You villsee
.w}{',‘lt.? % : : Ariend.” said Hurree Singh solemnly.: :zﬂg--dh{mga%‘gq;ﬁg Point P Harey
Sl “ And now let us hasten to €he com- Wharton assentod. < Weo o shall epr-

~Bob Cherry counfed ten; but he

Taight as well have counted fifty, for
Bl‘nglstiot]o did- not -make & move. He

upon our respected Form-fellows!

‘mon-room and bestow the feedful freat

(1) et

tainly. see as much as that; bug T don't.

~think ‘it -will ‘work ont exietly-as-you i

oy are

yoiL

L

DI L3 . “(ood!” said -Wharton. - “ We'll' [ 4iiticipate.”

. was ineapable -of it -He was simply | g g up  the foreigners, and . show | -« e S SO e 1
- s e e he: ~1ore 3 il | Vell, ve shall see all zat! For ze
‘knocked out, and that was the end of there's no ill-feeling—at least, on our : : : ‘

it. - It was {wo minutes at least Defore

side,”

present zere are peaces.’”

And the peace was Kepbi ot i when

fre sab up. S “Nor on their side, eith ;ore - . .
RE oy oyt S Cihe =X i N wer sude, eitber, my re- the extremely varied company oniet i
“ Yon're doue, Bulstrode!” Tlazel spéeciable chumt” exclaimed the nabob. | 4k - : : oo

dene. -'rermr_}ied.
Bulstrode snarled. *

“you will discover that they are ~x-

“tremely decent fellows. and kuow per-

the junior common-reom-for Greyirars.

lfﬁ?{g‘gim?‘:ﬂr}*—
R o g o s O

With a Hindu prince nresiding over

“1 know 1 am! Shut up!” g ; o : th 1 T ¢

“dhall T help yen?! f‘:"ﬁi " well. -/ the , playlulness of- the the fostive board, and French, Germ*n,

“71 can help myself '."I’ ke =k Fmi’re ligoing 1o Waceralt thad -an;:l %La]g!-:?htgueﬁts,'t}tx)éz'tej\'v_a’si_rpq‘__tyrﬁ}tlg.

s Oh, all vight ! satd Hazeldene, G S on P o babel of tonzues; but, as far as the
b Nir ' foreign chaps?” asked Billy Bunter, | /0" us concerned, the more the

And he turned away, and left the
fallen bulls of the Remoye to his own
devices, .

. Bulstrede staggered
hicad twas swinming,
Soon” asthe was standing up.

to lis fect. His
and he reecled as
It was

with a very thoughtful expression upen
hiz fat face. s
“(Certainly 1
“ Decidefully, my fatful friend!”
#The more the merrier I exclaimed
Bob Cherry. S

merrier was the motto of the Greyfsiars
Renrove. = o g

" The feed was a great one, and long
rémembered at Greyfriars. And if on
the morrow rivaley was to. COmMMEnce

_between the three narries for the top-

Hnrl‘_ € l“sﬂt R{\“l Si!lg‘l. the Nal)oh 3] Y&‘ I kno“-; but aré: 7O "“('(\..r-.--...” PR ik . A
of Bhauibur, who put ont a helping “Sure they will come,3 m_: worthy fulness, as Hurree Singh called it of

hand to lold himn erect.

“Phat s better;” said the nabob.
890 eiddifulness gwill soon pass off,
agan.’? ;

¢ Let e alone, | you
nigger ! B e
S BLame ! said three or four voices.
;- Bulsirody glared “roand  him.
slowly dragged on his gacket.  Huorree
Singh had siepned guietly away, and
1o one ¢lse offerad to help the defeated

confotinded

sou - wil feel chipperfui !

¥ie -

chum? Cf!r-ta.infu!]y 2
“T don’t mean that. “Are vou sure
1 :

“Sure they will like the feed? T
think they will enjoy it gladfuliy.”

“No, not Are you stre there will be
enough grub to go round among-so
many?" said_Billy Bunter anxiously.
r|‘J‘You know I don’t eat anuch mysell;
s - ;

“Ha. ha, ha!’ roared Bob-Cherry.

“Trust the Owl to think of that! My | FORM'S RIOT'1™

the Remove, the “prospect agas nof

allowed to cast a cloud vver the present

convivial meeting.
The feed was enioyublesasand the
Remove broke upiattast in high good-
humour, the English lads on the best
of -terms, for the present, with the
Aliens of Greyfriars. BT
- (Awpther magnifieent complets tale of
Harry Wharton a d th=""oli-na  nevt
Thur d-gcntitled : T HI R}‘f"ggf‘ Vi
ORIERBEARL L.
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