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T FIRST CHAPTER.
Fag Wanted!

H AG!”
Carberey, of the Sixth Form at Greyfriar, put hiz
hend out of his study and bawled along the passage.
“Tag! Fa-ag!l”

There was 2 faint sound of scuerving feet at the nearest
corner, and then no other sound save the echo of Carberry’s
voice in the wide, flagged corridor upon which the Bixth
Form studies opened.

Carberry frowned darkly. e knew perfectly well that
that seurrying of feet was made by some junior who had
heard his all, and who had immediately cut off to get out
of sight, to avoid bemng called uwpon for fagging duties.

“ELACG P! shouted Coarberry again, his rather coarese fane
growing red with anger. “ Tl ameng you in a minute
if vou don’t come, some of you young rascals!”

A footstep rang on the faga.

Carberry looked along the passage, and calined down

No, 2

]

somewhat as he saw a junior coming from the dirccrion of
the staircase.

* Here, Wharton, I want vou!™"

Harry Wharton, of the Rensve ar Groyiriaes, stopped and
looked at him.  Wharton ef the Remove was a wellbuikl,
handsome lad. ¥ia face was very calm and quiet in sqproa.
sion, s manners reserved; bur there was a halfsluntbesiag
fire in his eres which showed thai he could be very pas-
sionate whea aroused. His habitual expression would hava
told an observer that his temper was hot and hasty, and
might be obstinate, bat that he had it as a rule well in haad.

* Did you call me, C'arberry?”

“Yes; come here”

Harry Wharton did not stir to obey the order of the 2ich-
former, bmperiously a3 it was given,

“ What do you want

“Lome here!” shouted Carberry.

“1 ean't fag for vou, if rhat's what vou wany' sail
Wharton guietly, 1 didn’t come along in answar (o rowr
calling, Carberrv; I am going to Wingate’s arudy.”
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Carberey oame out of his room with a ghitter in his eyes,

" You are not going to the captain’s study, Wharton; you
are going to fag for mel”

Harry Wharteon's face sct very hard.

“1 am not.” |

‘“I'vea had ar eye upon you ever since yvou came to (Grey-
friars,” said Carberry, who had a reputstion in the 8ixth
of being.a good denij of a bully, and deserved it. " I've
been thinking that you put on a little too _much zside for
n youngster in the wer Fourth Form. You have been
really asking for a hiding for some tume!l” )

Harcy YWharton stepped back a pace, his eyes burning.

"*You had beiter not touch me,” ho ssid quietly.

The Sixth-Former grinned.

“You will hurt me if ¥ do, I supposc?” he sneered.
“ You'll wipe up the passage with me, and knock me 1nio
the middle of next weck, won't yout"

Hurry compressed his lips.

“1 shall try.” _ :

" You'll try, will you?" ejacuiated Carberry, glaring at
hitn in sheer amazemeni. * Are you aware, you cheeky
young blackguard, that you are talking to a Bixth Former
and a prefect, and that you ars a worm in the Hemove?”’

Harry Wharton did not reply, but his ryes were watching
the Sixth-Former without once leaving his fuce, and there
wns a glitter of grim defiance 1n them.

“1've had an eye on you,”’ the prefect ropeated. “ You're
rn unlicked cub. You'll want a good many lickings, 1
oxpect, before you seitie down to the collar. I’ve decided
to tuke you in hand, as much for your own good as any-
thing clse. Sitop where you are, Wharton—wlhcre are you
goingt”’ i
h'“ I”ﬂm going to the captain's study to feth a bonok for

im.

“0Oho! You can fag for Wingate, and not for nie, hey?”

“1T'my not fagging ﬁ:r Wingate, Ile asked me to fetch
the book.”

**More fool he; I should have told sou tol' sneered
Carberry.

“ And 1 should not have fetchad it,”’ said Harry quietly.

“¥You—you cheeky young villain! By Jove, you want a
!ES:?PH even worse than I thought! But I'll put you through
1t 1

“I'm not going te fag for you,”” said Wharton; “J am
not going to fag for anybody. 1 did not come to this school
of my own accord, and I am not going to be made a fag.
That iz settled.”

“ By Jove! Now I've listened to you, Wharton S
bo:;lu;f‘i'll you let me pass? Wingate is waiting for his
gt

“No, T won't let you pess! Stand where yvou are. I've
listenad to vou, and now you listen to me. You sre my
fag from this moment; you understand ™

1 am nothing of the kind.,”

“You will now go into my study, and get 1ay tea. That
young rascal, Hazeldene, has not turned up—by the way,
do 3{;11 know where young MHazeldene ist”’

* {?151."

“Where i3 he, then? I owe him a hicking!™

Harry Wharton did not reply.

*Where 13 he?"

“ It 18 not my business o tell you.”

“T1 order yvou to.”

“1 will not.”

Thoe Sixth-Formor turned red with rape.
hand and pointed 1o his open study door.

“Get !’ he said.

Wharton did not suir.

**(Get into that roomy!”

"1 won't!"

Carberry wasted no more time in words. Ile sprang at
the junior and secized him by the shoulders, and, with na
mighty heave, sent him whirling towards the door of the
study. In the grip of the powerful senior Harry Wharton,
strong lad as he wau, vas helpless, and he crashed against
the study door with stunnmng force. Ie slid from the door
to the floor inside, ana (urberry followed him in .and
Lkicked him brutally as he lay dazed upon the carpet.

“ Get uq ond get to work "

Harry Wharton slowly rose to his feet, but ha had not
the slighteat intention of obeying the prefect. His eyes
WEeroe bﬁu'in dangerously. He s gasping for a moment
or two, his hand resting upon the edge of the table.

*1 will not [ag for you!” bhe said thickly. ' You shall
kill me first!”

Carberry gritted his teeth.

*“1'll break you in,”” he snarled; “I'll give you & lesson
vou've long wanted! I'll teach you the place of a Remove
fag at Greyfriars!” )

f!a started towards the junior. ‘Wharton’s eve rtoved
wildly round the study for & moment, and foll upon a

He rased his

heavy inkstand on the table. In a second he caught it up
and whirled it above his head. Tho inkpots rolled off it,
and splashed over the bLooks lying on the table.

“* Btand back!

The words, hiseed through clenched teeth, backed up by
a white, furioue-face and flaming eyes, daunted the prefect.

L.ike most bullies, ho was a craven'at heart, Jle knew
frorn Wharton's look that he would atrike, and a blow from
the heavy metal inkstand might be a serious matter,

* You—you young cub!” he hissed.

*“ Koep your distance.”

*1'II—I'll break your—your neck for this!™

Harry did not speak again, but his burning eyes were
eloquent of scorn and his lip curled. The craven heart of
the bully peeped out-even i1n his savage words. The curl
of the junior’s lip maddened Carberry. He made a niove.
ment forward, and IHarry's hand came swiftly towards him,
The prefect sprang back,

“What—what do you mean by this?” he gasped. *“Do
vou think you can defy a prefect, you young fool—you, a
brat in the Remove®”

“1 will nov fag for you."”

“You shall, by——"

The prefect bruke off.  There was a footstep in the
passage, coming along towards the study door. Harry's
attention was for the moment diverted, and Carberry did
not lose the chance. He sprang forward, and a blow on the
wrist sent the inkstand whirling from the junior’s hand. It
crashed heavily into the fire-grate, and the next moment the
grip of the sentor was upon Harry Wharton,

““Now, you young cub 3

[{arry returned grip for grip, and voungster though he
was, in the senior’s hands he was strong and determiined,
and for a moment ('arberry reeled bacﬁ. The pext, and
Harry Wharton would have been whirled off his feet, but
ann amazed face looked into the study from the passage,
and a voice called out to the prefect to desist.

* Hold on, Carberry! What the dickens are you doing?"’

It was the voice n{ Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
and Carberry, 1t spite of himsell, stopped, and relcased the
junior, Wharton, white and breathless, but determined
still, reeled away, and ieaned heavily upon the table.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Knocked Down !

INGATE looked ut the two with a curious expression
w upon his rugged, honest features. From the apgry,
savage face of the bully, hisx glance turned to the
sullen junior, and then it travelled back again to
Carberry. | |

* What s this about?’ he asked quietly.

(‘arherry made a Bavage gesture.

I+ that any concern of yours, Wingaie?’

““Yes, pertainly it is, As captain of the schoul, I harve
every right to ask the guestion; and to expect to have it
answered, loo.”

““Jle refused to fag for me.”?

“ Did he tell you I had sent him to my study?”

* Yes, but——""

““* Then you had no right to call upon him, when you knew
}m was doing something for me. You have your own
ag!"

‘“ [Tazeldene did not come when T called.™

“*That is your own business. You should Lkeep vour fag
in order. ‘ou know that 1 oppose this indiseriminate {ag-
ging of the jumiers. It is not {nir to them.”

“ Are you going to stand by this imsclent cub in checking
me, then?t”

** In this instance you were in the wrong."

** He refuses to fag for anyone, on any acegunt,”’ sneered
Carierry; " and ke would say the same to you yourself.”

' § don't think =0.” 2

*“ I will not fag,” said Harry Wharton, between his teeth:
“1 will be killed first. I said so to Carberry, and I wiil say
80 to anybody.”

Curberry burst into a harsh laugh,

“You hear him?” he exclaimed. _

““Yes, 1 hear him," said the captain of Gregfriars calmly.
**1 shell speak to you again on this matter, {thrtﬂm i’f
that is the line you intond to take, you are booked for a
rough time at Greyfriars, I can tell -fvnu. At presont, you
can go and fetch the book I sent you for, and take it 10 the
common-room.™’

Wharton nodded, and lelt the stody.

Wingate remained behind, his eyes fixed sternly on the
quailing face of the bully of the SBixth.

‘* That is an unruly and obstinate lad, Carberzy,” he said.
*“He has had s bad home trsining, I should =ay, and has
been speiled iar years,. But he has the mekings of & fine
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follow it himn, as ko proved by visking his lifo to suve Nugent
of the Romove [vrom drowning the day he came 1o Greyinars,

Cnrberry snecered, bat did not reply,

“For that reason,” resumied the captain, "I want to ba
as patient as possible with him, and give bim u chance,”

“1f you are going to buck him up against the Sixtiy-—""

YL am goivg to do nothing of the kind,  But 1 am not
going to have him bullied, Carberry. You were using him
11 a bru 2l manner, which coukl not be justified vuder any
cirenmistances. And you know that you bad no right to call
upon him when ho was alzrcady otcupied, doing semething for
me. L don't want to have any wards with yow, Uarbesry.
But 1 warn you that you're geoing on the right road o Ml
trouble, and you'd betier take caro.”

And, without waiting for the bully of the Sixth to reply,
Wingate turned on his heel and walked cut of the stady.

Mceanwhile, Harry Wharton had gone to the captoin's
reom.  llis Yace was shilt white, a red sput barning in cithor
cheek, and bis brepst swss boaving with the passion be wos
trring to control. Of lxte he had becn growing more récon-
ciled to life at Greylrigrs, bul the experience 1n Carberry's
study had rouzed up agzin all the old passionnte hatved and
resontment that had Jain dormant in ham.

He found the baok he hed heen sent for, and teok it to the
soniors’ comnou-room, and left it in Wingste's chair there.
Then ho wentl into the claze, his heart still throbbing, his
face stull pale.

* Hallo, Wharton, c:d vou cateh it hot¥”

I: wag p silky, insinunting voice. JYlarry Wharton turned
round abreeptly, and looked at Hazeldene ¢f the Lower
Fourth—or Remove, a5 the Forin was termed at Greyiriars.

Flaxeldene ywas rather o curions character. A groater enn.
trait 1o the holtheaded, passionats bay he confronted coupld
not be imsgined. IHazeldene was shien and slight, with light
hair mnd light eyes, a smoolh fuce, andd instnuating oantcra,
There was something almost ool dike in his quictness ancd
silkinoss: nrd though he could, when he liked, moko hinself
plessant enough, few would bave trusted him, In fuet, he
was known in the Remove by a corruption of his nama which
was for from fiattering, and which was supposed fo express
the peculior oiliness of his nature. But I}.iillt‘[dl.‘l:{:, who
never resloed m::.*thin;:, showed po sign of resenting his
nickname of *' Vaseline,”?

Whaorton looked him geimly in the eyes,

“ Did you speak to me¥”’

“Yes: [ did. I asked yeu if vou had caught it hot* T
soooted when I heard Carbersy call for & fag,"” explamoed
Pipzeldone, with & grin. I thought von might as well do
whatever 1t was o wanted.” ;

e "h"r:['rﬂ," sadd Wharten, with o cuarl ¢f the Lip, ™1 did not
do iL1”

Hazeldeno prinnel.

* You refused, [ suppase?”

“Yes, 1 refused!”

Igreldene winked expressively.
Harre Whartan's cheaks, _

“You can tell that to the marines,” Hazeldens remarke:l.
“1 know exactly how much a Remove fellow wouid dare
o roiuse a prelect——"

“ Do you mean that you doubt my word?”

“ Ny hat, musta't bis word be doubtei naw?' grioned
tiazellone. " Do you hoppen to be the EBmperor of Ger-
.sany, or any relation of the great Panjandrum?”

Harry comprossed his hips.

"Yiou are not worth quarrelling with?” he satd conteep-
sususly. -

“Go hon! My dear kid, I know that what you tald me
tast now was a ib—""

Biff! Harry Wharton's hand clenched and shol out, anid
“laeoldens, much to his amuzement, sat down suddenly i the
close,

He sal there rubbing his nose. and staring up at Harry
with an expression of Bewildered sucprise that was almost
r_!:lmil..*ﬂ!n

“ Do you want any more!” zsked Harry quietly. * You
« =2 bigger than 1 sm, aod—"' S _

“No. I don't! ejaculated Hareldene, serambling fo hia
faat. “What a beastly spitre yvou are! Reep your paws
<F me, please!™ )

“ Then you'd better measure youe words next time you
sk to me,” soid Harry Wharton disdoinfully, Arnd he
< ikad away, A sunny-faced juuior came out of the cloisters
=4 passed an nem throngh kis,
tHarcy Wherton's face cleared af oncs, The newcomer
< 3: Nagens of the Remoave, the only lad at Groyiriers for
ome the proud and solitary lad felt anylhing hike friend.

¥ ou'ro looking in the dumgps, Harey,” said Nugont,
oking abt him.  * Anytbing gone wrong?”

“ Only o row with Carberey.”

“ What did ho doi” . !

“\Whkat he's always doing—Dbullping ard fagging.”

“H'm: I saw you dot young Vazeline on the nose just
~ow, What was his high crime and mixdemeanour ™’
Wharton gave & quick glanes at his {riend. He felt that
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Nugont was poking fun at him.  Dut Nuzent's face was

porfectly grave.

“"He doubled my word.”

“Thon you yore right tosiny himy, DBai, [ say. Tlurey, yau
ouprht to b o little osa handy with those Bas of yours you
Lizow-—at least, until veu heve lenrncd to box.” snid Mugent
seriously.  ** Vaseline, for iastunce, is bagger ikan pon sre,
and if he bad the pluck of 2 mowse, ke could Eneck you mte
n cacked hat, 1le ¢an box.”

“ He's welevine {0 vy’

“Jle hasn't the pein” said Nugent caolly.
pponty of feilows in the Grevfrinrs Remove who hive,
strove, of onr stuidy, for one.”’

*“1'm nol afraid of Bulstrode,”

1 never suid vor were, B, I :aw, came alang 1010 tiw
gym. and bave the gloves on. 1L will do you geod,™ _

Harry nodded, and the chums walked mmte the gymnastum.
Thore was a serious shade upon Nugent's fove.  Murer
Whaeton was n difbeall (=llow to deal with, very dilliends,
and although Nugent lad patienee aund taet, and  hked
Harry vere woll, Lie found it seinetimes hnrd (o bezy with nia
new chuwm,  Tlaery had been brouglt up by a masden ausil,
and allowed to rua limrfnctl}' wilidl, and at nearty fHiiteen Lo
was headstrong, veckiess, and determaned, the lust fellow
(he world ta knuckie under peacesbly Lo cven the mo:1 neces
sury dretipline. _

Nugepl ard Wharton sharel 1the zame siudy, with Bul-
steade, the bully of the Remove. and little Billy Durters o
the same Form, And Study No. 1 was, o5 often as net, o
aeona of strife and discord, snd mueh of it was due o Hurey's
hard and unvielding temper.  But Nugent, even i the mow
trying moments, conll not forget that Harey Winrton el
plunged recklessly into the deadly grip of n whirlpool, aed
szved bis life at the imminent risk of his awn, That remens-
brancs kept Nugzent patient; and he noedasd at.

“ Bul 1nore are
1t

Bt iy, e B

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Arrlves at Greyiriars,

' i =1lie Lweaze?"” _
Peler Hazeldene of ihe Remove stood yubbing lis

noge, which way very rad and & littie swollen.  There

was consaiderable patn in the nose, for Harry Whar

ton's kuuckles kad rapped hard there, Peter's mose was a
prominent feature npon luz face, nnd it looked now lilke «
Inttle beetroor. .
““I'he beast! ' make him 3¢ up for that, some timnel”

muttered Peter, ruefully carcssing  his damageed crga.
“Ina nbsolute Least ! Faney dotling a fellow on the nose fur
it hing !

“Hallo, kid, anythingy gone wrong with the boko¥"

Peler Hazeldene started and Jooked rour<d at the seand of
a new voice, A Jad of about his own age had just walked
in nt the open grates of Greyfriars, In nothing bat his age
howover, i the new.camer bear any reasemblanes to Hezel-
donse, He was a finely-built, nimble ad, with shoulders well
s back, and head wsell poiscd, Elis hair wos chek and
curly. and he wore his cap stuck on the back of it. Ilis fxes
would not be called exnetly handiome, but it wss 5o pleasail
and cheerful that it did vou good 16 leck al L ‘

“Who are you?l™ asked Ilnzeldene, stopping he caressuys
of hiz pese in bz curiosicy. " Yonr don't belung o Gicey-
friars.” .

“ Your mistake,” said the sleaagor eoolly, 1 de”

“TI haven't soon veu before,”

U Nothing remurkable in ¢hat, as this s the fiesr Gime H
Lave been here,'” B D

“ (" zaid Hazeldeare, with an iuflection of didain in s
varee, & new kid!”

* Exactly. A new kil

“ And what 1o ¥ oyorur namao be¥?

“Oh, any okl thing! But 1 waa christoned Robert, i
iy suroame 15 Choerey, of that ilk.  Boeh Cherey for shori.”

*“Weall, Master Bob Cliorry, you've got altoxoihor too much
chesk for o new kid” said Hazeldene, “amd the sooner yon
chuck it, the hetfter,'

The new-osmaor shook his head,

Utan't Be did! You must love moe as I awm, or nat lave
wo ot all.  Bul what's the ninlter with thoe hoko?  Is that a
new idea in colonr design, or have vou heen running it up
asainst a foothall beoi ™

< Mingd your cwn busines: " growled Hazeliene.

“Certainle ! sawi Bob Cherry, with unabarhed choeerful-
ness.  “Moy 1 nsk you the way to ihs heodmasier'a
quarters?” )

“You may ask,” said Peter. * But whether I tefl you or
not depends.’’

“Ob, come, don't be a ead!” said Bob Cherry., 1 wanl
to kaow where to pul my box, wo. There’s e chup at thoe

Another Tale of
Harry Wharton.
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#ate with it. T Was told to report mysclf to the Head upon
mwy arrival. Where iz he?”

“Oh, I'll show you, .if you like,"” said Hazeldone, with a
sudden assumption of cordiality, which would have put any-
body who knew him on the alert at once. But Robert
Cherry did not know him yet. * I suppose one ought to do
all one could for a new fellow. 1 was new once myself.”

. " Were you?” said Bob Cherry curiousg. *You're look-
mlc;l a bit shop-soiled now, I must say. But lead the way,
and [ will follow on. As the poot says: Lead on, Macduft !”

Hazeldene, with a curious twinkle in his narrow eyes, led
the way. Bob Cherry followed him into the great %re stona
building, little abashed by his new surroundings. MHe looked
about him with perfect ooolness, asked questions every
moment, They ascended the stairs to the corridor npon
which the Bixth Form studies opened, and Hazeldene pointed
to the door of Carberry’s room.

““There you are; that’s the Head's study.” .

“ Not much of a place for the Head of a school like this, I
should smy,” remarked Bob Cherry, with a whistle of
ﬂufpf‘mo

“Have you ever been to a school like this before?” snapped
Hazeldene.

*“No, 1 bhaven't.” §

“Then don’t be so ready to make remarks on things,” said
Hazeldene, “Aa a matter of fact, the Head has his study
in this corrider w0 as to keep an eye on the 8ixth-Form
fellows, to keep them from getting intoxicated in their rooms
of a night.”

" Mky word, do they do that?"

" Of eourse they du! The Sixth would be tipsy all night
long if the Head didn’t keep a sharp eye on them,” said
Hazeldene coolly. ‘‘ Well, there’s the study. If the Head
izn’t there, wait for him. If you find a fellow there, teoll him
that Wharton wants him, pnd that he's to buck up and come
fo the gym.. 1'll look after your box.”

“Are you Wharton?” asked Bob Cherry.

‘‘Of course I am! Harry Wharton, of the Remove !’

" Right-ho! I'll give him your message; and thanks!"

And, with a nod of the head, Bob rry walked on to
ihe Sixth-Form study, tapped at the door, and entered it.
Hazeldene, with a grin upon his face, beat a rapid retreat.

Carberry was seated in his chair, working, when Bob

erry entered. He glanced up far from amnaﬁly.

“Well, what do_you want?” he spapped.

* Nothing,” said Bob Cherry calmly, looking round the.
study. ‘'l camwe here to see the headmaster.”

*“The Head! What are you talking sbout?”

“T'm t’alkm% about the Head.”

‘‘ You came here to see him? Are you mad?” _

“No, not quite. Quite sane, in fact, I believe. I'll wait.
And, by the 'wag. Wharton wants you.”

Carberry could hardly believe his ears

* Wharton! ‘Wharton wants me?”

“Xes—Harry Wharton of the Remove. He wants you
to %? to the gym., and you're to buck up!” said Bob inno-
cently.

Carberry turned perfectly crimson.

“¥You young hound!"”

“Hello! What's the matter now!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in astonishment. *‘I believe I've given you the
message correctly.” '

‘““You cheeky reptile—"

. X say, draw it mild, old fellow!” exclaimed the new
junior. “I'm not accustomed to being called names like
that, you know. I don't like it.”

“*¥You—you don’t like it! I'll~I'll—— Get out of this
room ! *’

“What for?” ,

“Get out!’ roared Carberry.

“Rats! I've come here to see the Head.”

“You utter idict! He ie not here.”

“I know he isn’t; bub there’s no reason why I shouldn’t
wait for him.” . -

“Fool! He is not coming here. This is my study.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Come, that won't do, you know., 1 know that this is
the Head's study.” o .

Carberry glared at him in sheer astonishment.

“You-—you utter younq, asal Do you think the Head of
Gireyfriars College has a little study like this in a row with
the Sixth-Form studies?”

“1 know that he has to hang out here to keep you fellows
fr:dm getting drunk of a night!” said Bob Cherry, with a
n

> 'You——you-»—yauwout ou go!”
Bab 1

Carberry seized herry by the shoulders and ewung
him into the Rnsa_a& and slammed the door behipd him.
Bob reeled against the opposite wall, and then ri him-
self. There was a p look upon hie frank face.

*Looks as if there were a r enmawbexe !’ ha weoan-

mured.

‘box a tap with his

He opened the door again, and looked in. A
“I say, aren’t you going to the gym.? Wharton wants
you. S T
Crash! Bob closed the door quickly, as a heavy Greek
lexk:f:on came hurtling towards him, and it crashed on the
OoR dan b
“Certainly a mistake eomewhere!’” murmured ‘Bob
Hlﬁgy.ki;‘l Chat fellow Wharton must have been roiting. -
Thie remark was addressed to Bulstrode of the Remove,
who happened to come along the passage at that moment,
Buistrods, who was the oldest and biggest fellow in the
Form, and copsiderad himeelf cock of the Remove, stopped
and stared ai Bob Cherry, AL
“Who are you?” N
A new kid,”” said Bob cheerfully. ‘‘I want to usk you .
a.t mr.m Can you tell me whether "that is the Head's -
s v ”» ; Bk

Angf he pointed to Carberry’s door. . e
““ No, you young ass, of course it isn’t!” ssid Bulsivode, -
;'.W;u;:;t do you mean by asking me such a fool'a ques: .
ion?’ e
And he turned awar. L
* Then that kid Wharton was pulling my leg,” mutiered
Bob Cherry. *I'll punch his head for it when I gee' him .
H'II"
Bulstrode stopped at the sound of the name. . W2
;egld Wharton tell you it was thes Head's studyf” he -
85 ” )

“Well, it isn't; it's Carberrs’s. You were slung oufy -
weren't “you? "’
* Quite s20.” . R
_“That’s why he sent there, I euppose. A joke on the -
little stranger,” grinned Bulstrode. * Whaston s an utter -
rotter, in my opinion. If you want to get your own back,
ou’ll find him any time in Btudy Ne. 1, in the upper corzis
or. I'll show t'ycn;l to the Head's gusrtess il you like.,” .

“Thanks awfully!™ o , dpai

Bulstrode led the way. This time Bob Cherry was guided
to the right place, and Belstrode tapped at the door for
him, and left him there.

In respones to & “ Come in!” in a deep voice, Beb Cherry
entered the study, and found himself in the presence of
Dr, Locke, the Head of Greyfriars. ST

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Free Feed,

# 40 RING that box int” NCY:
Hazeldene had hurried to the gates of Greyfriars
immediately after leaving Bob Cherry in the Sixth- -

Form corridor, He had told Bob that he would look

after his box, and he intended to do so, in his own way. .. -
A porter from the station had wheeled up Bob Cherry’s
box, and he wheeled it in at Haseldene’s order, and carried -
it into the house, but not upstaire. Hazeldene guided him -
into the jumior cominon-room. AR
“There were a good many fellows of the Fourth Form and -
the Remove in the room, and they looked round curiously -
at the sight of a box being brought in by a porter. ot
“What's that?” exclaimed little Billy Bunter, peeﬂ;g o
at the box through hid big spectacles, ;i‘lut have you got .-
there, Vaseline?” ) _ -
“A fow little presents for distribution to the Form,” said
Haszeldene, grinning. *'8et it down heve, my man. Drep
it. I want to bust the lock, as the key is lost.™ e Tatiy
The porter stared, and hesitated ; but Hazeldene gave the ..
hand, and sent it crl!.haz to the floor.

The conocussion burst the lock, sand the id flew open, and
the box lay on its side, and half the contents rolled out at '
once on the floor. ~ . _ o L
The porter,  who had been paid at the gate by Bob -
Cherry, grinned and retired, and the Greyfriars juniors
gathered round the wrecked box. Pt
0 ’s the little game?” asked Trevor of the Remove. =
“Is it & new kid's box!” inquired Billy Bunter,

Hasxeldene nodded. A
“Exactly, I told him I would look after it for him. I.=
am going to do so. Let's see if there's any tuck m it. He. '
looked rather a well-fed sort of bounder, and I'd bet almost -
angthing that he has cakes and things j:erc." it
“Let's Jook!” exclaimed a dozen voioes,

Haszeldene wae right. There was a considerable m::g
of “tuck ”’ packed away in the box. Cakes, snd 8 , and
tarts, and pies were soon forthcoming, andmeveral bottles
of currant-wine, one of which had been broken in the fall -

o the hﬂ?r. The. mi _ t. was staining the shirts packed
here, but no one i g S o e
thet My wordy® said Siazdene, U Ths is sl rightl Who
says plum-cakel™ PR I
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“Plum-cake!” howled a dozen voloes.

“ Who says currant-buns?”™

= Currant-buns!”

“ Jam-tarts?”’

““Shove 'em over!”

The juniors were soon all feasting gleefully. It ssemed
4 ripping joke on the new boy, though probably no one
tzz Hazeldene, in the first place, would have ventured to
ez=n another fellow’s box.

Bulstrode came into the room, and stared about him in
nishment at the sight of half the Remove feeding away
us if they had never eaten anything before, and as if
«ivense were not to be regarded. Tuck was in plenty, and
o% the best quality.

Hallo—hallo!’ exclaimed Bulstrode. “Has anybody
=2 come into a fortune? Where did all this come from?™

“It's a new fellow standing a feed,” said Hazeldene.

““Well, that’s ripping of him! Where is he?"”

“ Blessed if I know. Last I saw of him he was search-
-z 1 the Bixth-Form studies for a headmaster, Don't
= whether he’s found one yet.”

“Ha, ha! But did he tell you—"

*You see, the box fell on the floor and busted open, and,

:T‘;?urse, he can’t object to us sampling the tomimny, can

“You're taking jolly big samples!’ grinned Bulstrode.

Hand over some of that cake. I'm on in this seene. I

swe=now. He's standing the feed, but he doesn’t know it.”
Quite =0.”

“ Well, it's quite right that he should. IIe must pay his

“ The tarts are pretty good, too,” said Hazeldene, handing
shem over.

The cad of the Remove was very anxious to keep on the
¢ side of Bulstrode, in case of a row with Bob Cherry
=r the breaking of the box.

“You're right; they're good!” exclaimed Bulstrode, dig-
his teeth into one. *‘This chap’s people had a fine
in pastry, I must say.”

“But, I say, you fellows—"" began Billy Bunter.

“Well, what have you got to say, Owl?"’

Eilly Bunter was called the Owl in the Remove, on
! t of his big spectacles, which gave him an owlish
arance, but did not seem to assist his vision very much.
Z: was always making ludicrou mistakes through his short
: . He was standing now blinking at the feasters doubt-
'7, but not joining in the feed.

1 say, you fellows, won’t the new kid object {o his grub
veing wolfed up like that?”” he exclaimbd.

~ 3houldn’t wondet!’ said Bulstrode.

“1 mean, won't he make a row about it?”

“ Very likely.”

vell, and what are you going to do then?”

‘Lemme see. Oh, I shall explain to him that it’s one
¢ che things a new fellow must expect to have to put up
2. said Bulstrode; ‘‘and if that doesn’t satisfy him, I

:!1 wipe up the floor with him.”

Ha, ha, ha!” howled Hazeldene. “That’s the style!
= can trust Bulstrode to kéep up the honour of the
wove, and shove a new-comer into his proper place.”
Rather!" eaid Bulstrode, with a satisfied grin..

“Yes; but, I say, you fellows—"

Oh, don’t say anything more, Owl! Have a tart?”
“Well, I don’t mind if I do. I may as well have one, I

mroose, as 1 ¢can see that you don't mean to leave any.”
re you are! Anybody say tarts?”

il

Cherry was looking in ab the doorway. He gazed
he feasters, and his glance fell upon the broken box,
= recognised it as his own. For a moment the sunny
=mper vanished from his face, and a blaze came into
12 eyes.

Iz that my box?”’

Ee= came quickly into the reom.

Tes, I believe so,” said Bulstrode, as no one clse seemed
ariimad to answer, ‘I believe it is your box, Blackberry,
rry, or whatever your name is. Have you got any-
o say about it?”

Lots!” said Bob Cherry. " In the first place, I am ‘o
4 to the Remove, and: I was told to come to this room,
I should meet my Form-fellows; but I didn’t expect
them burgling my box!”

“I: burst open, you see,” said Hazeldene.
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““Because you shoved it over on the floor,” said Billy
Bunter.

‘“‘Hold your silly tongue, Bunter!”

““Bha'n't, Vaseline!”

‘“ And, of course, we thought you wanted us to Have a feed
at your expense,” said Bulstrode, “ That's the proper caper
for u new kid in the Remove, you know.”

The anger faded out of Bob Cherry's face. e looked the
kind of lad who could never be angry for long.

“Well, that’s all right,” he said. “I don't much mind
your scoffing the grub, though you might have asked per-
mission first, merely as a matter of form.”

“‘Quite right!"” exclaimed Trevor. “And I for one don't
mind saying I'm sorry, Cherry. It was rather a caddish
thing to do.”

. ““Oh, it's all right!” said Bob. * You're welcome! I
intended to stand a feed, anyway, and you've only been a
bit previous, that's all.”

“ Well, you're a good sort !

“But I didn't want currant-wine spilt over my shirts,”
went on Bob; " nor my valuable articles of wearing apparel
seattered over the floor and trodden on. I didn’t want the
lock of my box busted. And if the chap who had the con-
founded cheek to bust it will have the decsnexr to own -up
about it, I shall be very pleased to give him the hiding of
his life!” :

Hazeldene had been gliding towards the door, and as Bob
finished s‘éelnkmg he vanished. DBut Bob Cherry had seen
him go. Billy Bunter pointed to the door.

“ That's the rotter; he's gona!"

“You may as well finish the grub while yow're about it.”
said Bob, *“I'm going to have a little talk to that amateur
burglar.”

And he left the junior-room.

“Well, he’s & jolly good fellow!” exclaimed Trevor.
““And if he gives Vaseline a hiding, it won’t be any more
than he deserves. It was a bit thick, breaking the lock of
a fellow’s box, and no mistake!”’

Bob Cherry went guiclciy out into the passage, Hazel-
dene had disappeared, but in front of the notice-board in
the hall- Bob found Nugent, of the Remove, He did not
know Nugent, but he tapped him on the shoulder as coolly

as if he had known him for fifty years at least. INugent
looked round.
‘“Have you seen Wharton?’ asked Bob Cherry. *1I sup-

pose you know him? He's in the Remove.”’

Nugent grinned.

“Well, yes, I fancy I know him,” he said.

“ Well, have you seen him ¥’

* Certainly !

And Nugent turned to the notios-board again, and recom-
menced reading. Bob Cherry gave him another tap on the
shoulder.

“T asked you if you had seen Wharton!” he exclaimed.

““Well, and I told you I had.”

“ Well, you ass!" exclaimed Bob,
he ia.”

“Oh, do you? You should have said so before, then. If
you want him, he’s in Study No, 1, on the upper corridor.”

“Thank you!” And the new boy at Greyfriars ascended
the stairs.

It did not take him long to find Study No. 1. The
numbers were painted in white on the dark oak, and there
was no mistaking them, The door of Study No. 1 was
half open, and Bob canght a glimpse of a fellow in an Eton
jacket sitting at the table, with his back to the door. The
junior was alone in the siudy, and though Bob Cherry could
not see his face, he had no doubt that Nugent's information
was correct,

Quietly, on tiptoe, Bob Cherry stole into the room, With-
out making a sound, he stepped behind the chair of the
juhior, who was busily writing, and suddenly reached over
his head and picked up the inkpot. Th2 movement made
Harry Wharton look up suddenly, and as he locked up the
inkpot was inverted over him.

A yell rang through Study No, 1 as the contents of the
inkpot, which happened to be quite full, splashed over,the
upturned face of Harry Wharton. He sprang to his feet,
with such violence that his chair went crashing backwards,
and whirled round, and then he stood glaring at Bob Cherry.
with rage in his eyes and the black ink running in streams
down his face and collar.

L;l\’{y only hat!' gasped Bob Cherry.
cid ¥’

“I want to know where

“It's the wrong

Another Tale of
Harry Wharton.



KINDLY FILL IN THE ORDER FORM,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Catches a Tartar,

ARRY WHARTON was too enraged to speak for a full
minute, He stood glaring at the new boy, his face
convulsed with fury, but his aspect, with the black ink
streaming over the crimson face, was o ludicrous that

Beb Cherry could not help grinning.

Bob, although he had a weakness for practical jokos, would
never have played such a trick for the kind of fun it
afforded. He had regarded it as a tit-for-tat, in return for
the breaking open of his box, and the “ scoffing” of his
supply of tuck. He was utterly dismayed to find that he had
drenched a perfect stranger with ink.

! I—I say—I'm sorry——"’ he stammered,

He waas really sorry, but he could not help grinning. No
one, looking at Harry Wharton at that moment, could have
helped it. Harry found his voice at last.

* How—how dare yout”

“ It was a mistake,”’ said Bob penitently, though his lips
were twitching, and his eyes sparkling with fun. *'1 thouggt
you were——"

*You have drenched me with ink "

T thought you were Wharton.”

**I am Wharton |

“Eh? Are there two Whartons at this school, then?’ ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. ‘I asked a fellow in the hall where
Wharton was, and he told me here, and I didn’t see your
face, you see.”

“ You utter idiot!"

" Well, T suppose I was a bit of an ass for not making
sure; but, you see, I thought you were Harry Wharton,”

**1 am Harry Wharton!” roared Harry.

Bob Cherry thook his head.

** Are there two Whartons in the Remove®’ he asked.

* No, only one, hang you!"’

** Then you must be mistaken. You can't be Wharton!”

“Fool! You have smothered me with ink!”

“* Yes, you do look rather smothered; and, I tell you, I'm
sorry, reelly sorry, as you’re not Wharton !

*“You dummy, I am Wharton !’

“Well, if you're Wharton, you've enly got what you've
been asking for,” said Bob Cherry. *““If you're Wharton,
you're the right passenger.”

*“I'll knock your confounded head off I"”

“ Here, hands off! I tell you, I'm sorry for the mistake;
perhaps the chap didn’t tell me his right name, after all.”

* You dummy !”

“Draw it mild! I don't like being called names. When
a chap calls me names I generally kill him. Now——"

Harry Wharton wiped the ink out of his eyes. His face
was as black a3 a nigger minstrel’s, his collar was soaked,
and the ink was running over his jacket and waistcoat.
Wharton was about a3 enraged as he could possibly be. His
exorcise, on which he had spent ten minutes, was ruined, too.
He looked daggers at Bob Cherry as he wiped away the ink.

" You dolt!” he snapped. ‘ You ought to be put in a
Innatic asylum! I've a good mind to take you by the neck
und rub your face in this muck you’ve made on the table!”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“You'll excuse me,” he remarked, “but I really don’t
think you could do it. Don’t get into a temper. It was a
mistake, and I've apologised. That ought to be enough for
any decent fellow. Now, keep your paws off ! I don’t want
to quarrel with you.”

** Get out of this study!"”

“ You might put it a little more eivilly

“Get_out, or I'll kick you out!”

Bob Cherry’s eyes flashed,

'“1 think you'd better kick me out, then,”” he said quietly.
*I've never obeyed an order put like that in my_life, and
I den’t intend to start now.”

Harry Wharton wasted no more time in talk. He reached
out to seize the intruder, and was surprised to find his hand
knocked aside as easily as if it had been a feather. With a
savage glance, he hurled himself straight at Bob Cherry, and
caught held of him.

** Now, out you go!"’ he panted.

Bob Cherry returned his grip, and for » moment they
struggled chest to chest. The ink that smothered Wharton
came off on Bob's face and chest, till he was almost as inky
as Harry. Be{ond that, Wharton was unable to damage
him. Instead of hurling Bob from the study, he found him-
self in an iron grip he could not escape from.

He struggled desperately to whirl the new junior towards
the door, but in vain. Bob Cherry stood like a rock. With
all his efforts, Harry Wharton eould not shift him one inch.
Bob was probably not the stronger of the two, but he
evidently had had more experience in personal encounters.
There was a slight amile on his inky face as he gripped with
Harry Wharton and held him fast.

Breathless, almost exhausted, Wharton gave up the
attempt, and strove to release himself. But he found that
equally impossible. Bob Cherry’s strong arms were round
him like bands of iron, and he could not unloose their grip.

! Let me—let me go!’ he panted.

Bob grinned in his face.

* Will you behave yourself if I do??

“Heng you! I will—I will half kill you!"

' Well, you're & nice, good-tempered lad to chum with, 1
should say,” Bob Cherry remarked coolly. * Haven't you
ever had a licking in your life, 1o teach you to keep your
rotten temper in better order, eh?”’

** Let-me go!”

_"“No hurry. I'm not going fo have you running at me
like a wild beadt. I told you I was sorry for the mistake I
made, and that-ought to have been enough for a decent
fellow. You would have licked me if you could.”

“TII lick you yet!”

* Get on with it, then,” smiled Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton made a desperate effort to tear himself
loose. This time he succeeded, and he went reeling away
from his unmoved adversary. He leaned back against the
mantelpisoe, exhausted, white as death, breathing heavily.
Bob Cherry watched him warily. He was curious, too., He
had never met a lad quite like this before. Tho exhibition
of savage temper in a lad so young was something.like &
shock to a good-natured, sunny-tempered fellow like Bob.

It was only for a fow moments that Harry Wharton legned
there, recovering his breath. Little as he knew of the art of
boxing, Harry had never ehrunk from any encounter, and
he did not shrink now. The momflent his breath came back
he simiply hurled himself at Bob Cherry.

Bob's temper was rising now; but. in any casé, he had no
choice but to hit out—and hit out he did, =!ruigf1t from the
shoulder, Harry Wharton caught the blow on his chin, and
it elmost lifted him off his feet. Back he went, staggering
helpleszly, and down with a crash; and there was a thud as
his hend dashed against the fender.

He Jay dazed, and in an instant the brief anger faded out
of Bob Cherry's countenance. With an anxious look he ran
forward, and knelt by Wharton's side. "

‘I say, I hope you're not much hurt. T didn’t mean—’

Harry did not reply. A big bruise was already forming
under his thick, dark hair, and the concussion had slmost
stunned him. .

Bob Cherry’s face was very anxious,

“ Let mo see it."”

Wharton pushed him dazedly away,

‘“ Leave me alone !’

* But you're hurt.”

“Leave me alone!” . .

Wharton sat up blindly. His heed was aching horribly,
and the pain of the bruise was for the time intense. His
face was white, but more with passion than with pain. Bob
Cherry drew back, a shadow on his frank brow.

*1 didn’t mean to hurt yoif}"’ he said quietly. * It was an
accident, your head striking the fender.””

Wharton did not speak, but his burning eyes told of
volumes of revenge. He staggered to his feet., Bob in-

-vohluntarily put out a hand to help him, but it was rudely
dashed ande.

“ Harry, what's the matter #”*

Nugent came in at the door. He stared at Beb Cherry
and at Wharton in absolute amazement.

“What have you been doing?"”

“Just a little scrap,” raid Bob Cherry. ““ Wharton
lu}c:gl:ed his head against the fender, when he fell, that’s
all,

“You're hurt, Harry " Nugent came anxiously towards
his friend. *“What on earth were you rowing about?
What's this new kid doing here, anywsy ?”’ .

“I camo to look for a chap who told me his name was
Wharton,” said Bob. “I suppose he took me in. I inked
this chap by mistake, and then he cut up rusty. I'm sorry
he's hurt, but it was his own look out. I couldn’t do more
than apologise for a mistake”” .

“Well, that's right enough,” said Nugent uneasily.

He liked the frank face of the new boy, and he could not
help feeling that Harry's Eussiona.fe temper had placed him
in the wrong again, as it had done many times before.

“] eay again that I'm sorry,” said Bob Cherry. “It was
a miztake, and I'm willing enough to be friends.”
And he held out his hand to Harry Wharton. Wharton

did not make any move to take it.

“Harry,” muttered Nugent—* Harry, a fellow cen't say
any fairer than that. Take his fist.”’

Wharton's face assumed a sullen, dogged lock.

“T won't!” .

Bob Cherry’s hand dropped to his side. He was hurt, but
he was more scornful than hurt. His glance showed his
feelings plainly enough.
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¥ As you like,'” be said shortly. ‘‘If you choose to bear
malice, have vour own way.” And he walked out of the
study.

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth. There was something
noble in Cherry's manner at that moment —something which
made Harry realise quite clearly that he had wounded a
generous nature, and that he was deserving of the contempt
he had read in the new boy’s glance.

“1 wish you had shaken hands with him, ITarry."” .

Nugent spoke quietly, and Harry Wharton's face im-
mediately hardened again. At a hint of criticism, he was
like a hedgehog--impenetrable.

“Well, I wouldn't; and I won'tI"" he said.

Nugent was silent. Harry Wharton rubbed the bruise on
his head. It hurt him, and he was still somewhat dazed.
And the look on Nugent’s face did not please him. There
wag silence in the. study for some minutes, and Wharton
broke it.

“You offered to teach me boxing, Nugent.”

Nugent brightened a little. .

“8o0 I will, Harry. You've had a leszon this afterncon,
and you picked up wonderfully. I'm glad to see you taking
to it.”

“I want to learn as quickly as I can.” .

“That's right. You'll be able to tackle Bulstrode in a
week if you stick to it. You're so quick on your feet, and
you've got plenty of driving-power. And, of course, pluck
has & lot to do with it, and you've plenty of that. I've said
from the first that if you set your mind to it, Bulstrode
would not remain cock of the Remove much longer,”

“1 don’t want to fight Bulstrode.”

Nugent stared. . .

“Butsyou‘eaid you wanted tc gmet on with the boxing

lessons.’
“8o I do.”
““ Whom do you want to fight, then ™
“That new fellow—Bob Cherry.’

Nugent compressed his lips. ila had sworn to be Harry
Wharton's friend, and to help him on at Greyfriars, but the
task was turning out harder than he had reckoned upon.

But in that moment of impatience came a remembrance
of a whirling, swirling chaos of wild waters, of himseli
struggling, sinking, succumbing in the midst of it, and of a
hang that had drawn him from deoom, of a voice that had
whispered encouragement in the shadow of grim death, and
the impatience vanished; but Harry Wharton would pro-
bably never know how much he owed to Nugent’s gratitude.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Hazeldene's Sister.
iy TOP ! Ilere, siop!” R
Bob Cherry, as he left Wharton’s siudy, suddenly
caught sight of Peter Hazeldene in the passage. He
did not know Hazeldene's name, but his face was not
easily forgotten. Bob dashed towards him at once, and
1lazeldene, changing colour a little, turned and sped down
the staircase.

“Stop! Stop, vou rotter!”

But Hazeldene did not stop. Bob Cherry looked as if he
meant business, as indeed he did; and the cad of the Remove
had not the slightest intention of paying the piper if he
could get out of it.

(13 Sm !lr

Hazeldene heard the shout, but did not heed it. He went
down the stairs three at a time, bounding like » stag, But
Bob Cherry knew a quicker way—a way that required more
nerve than Hazeldene possessed, but which was quite in
Bob's line. .

He flung himself in a sitiing posture on the broad
banisters, and went sliding down =at a terrific rate. The
staircase made a turn in the middle; but Bob was used to
that mode of descent, and he stcered bimself round the
bend without turning a hair, and shot onwards down the
sloping polis oak. .

But he had not seen who was at the bottom of the stair-
case, owing to the turn; and as he reached the bottom, one
of his outstretched legs plumped full upon the chest of a
gentleman who was just ascending the bottom step.

“ My hat!”” gasped Bob Cherry. .

He slipped off the balustrade, and stood upon his feet.
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was not upon his
feet. He was upon his back in the wide, flagged hall, and
his mortar-board was on one side of him, and his glasses on
the other. 5

Bob Chorry’s first impulse was to fly unrecognised, but he
did not follow it, He stepped forward to pick up the cap
and spectacles, and to help the amazed master of the Remove
to his feet.

* Tha-thank you, my boy I gasped Mr. Quelch, as Bob’s
hand assisted him to rise. “ Thank you !

“ Here are your glasses, sir.” . .

“Thank you again! I was knocked down,” said the
master of the Remove. “ Somebody came flying down the
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banisters, and collided wiih me with a great shock.
knocked down.”

“I hope you are not hurt, sir.”

“I am not very much hurt,” said Mr. Quelch, rubbing his
bones ruefully; “but I am very much annoyed. Did you
see tho boy who came down the banisters? It happened so
suddenly that I could not se2 whom it was, os-pe(‘inlll_\' as my
glasses were knockad off.”

“Well, I saw him, sir.'" said Bob reluctantly.

“Ah! And who was it, my lad ?”

“I am a new boy here, sir.’ said Bob Cherry diplomatic-
ally. ‘I do not know the fellows by sight, sir—only a few
of them.”

. “Ah! Ves, I see. But yon can tell me whether it was a
junior. Of course, it must have been. A senior would not
dascend the banisters in that ahsurd and reckless way.”

“1 think it was a junior, sir.”

“Ah!l Have you seen him before '

“ Yes, sir.”

““You would know him again?”

“1 suppose so, sir.”’

“ Then you shall peint him out lo me*

“If you please, sir, may I say i

“Well, go on!”"

‘I believe there is a great rule against sneaking in public
schools, sir,” said Bob Cherry demurely. “I am a new boy,
and if I started-by giving a fellow away, however much he
deserves it, ther might be down on me. f course, T must
do exactly as you tell me, sir; but, if you wouldn't mind, T'd
rather not tell.”

Mr. Quelch frowned for a moment; but then his face
cleared, and he gave a short nod.

“ Perhaps there is something in what you say, my boy."
he said. *I should be sorry to be the cause of your starting
here on bad terms with your Form-fellows. I will not ask
you fo point out the delinquent.”

*“Thank you, sir! You are very kind!"

“ Not at all.”

And Mr. Quelch ascended the stairs, Iob Cherry’s heart
smote him a little. The master’s unsuspiciousness iade his
little stratagem look very much like deception, and decep-
tion was more repugnant to Bob Cherry’s nature than any
other vice.

It you please, sir-——" he exclaimed impulsively.

Mr. Quelch looked back at him.

““ lIave you anything to say to me, Cherry?”

“Yes, sir. It was—it was I who slid down the banisters
and biffed you on the chest, sir,"’ said Bob penitently, “1'm
very sorry, sir. I didn’t see you were there, and-—"'

“You? It was you?"' ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

‘“Yes, sir. I'm sorry—""

The Remove master gave him a curious look.

“Well, T am glad to see that you can be so truthful,
Cherry,” he said. * Under the circumstances —especially as
you are new here—I will overlook your fault, but mind that
nothing of the kind occurs again.”

“ Thank you, sir!” said Bob joyfully.

He had certainly not suffered by his truthfulness. Ile was
tapped on the shoulder as he walked away, and turned to
see Wingate looking at him. The captain of Greyfriars had
a curious smile upon his face.

;:]30 you usually come downstairs like that, Cherry ¥’ ha,
asked.

“ As a rule,”’ said Bob demurely.

Wingate grinned,

“Well, I really think you had betfter learn some other
method—such as walking—while you are at Greyfriars,” he
said, “ But what made Mr. Quelch let you off? That's what
I want to know. If you had landed on my chest, I should
have wiped up the floor with you on the spot! What made

1 was

Quelch let you off 2"
I told him I did it with my little hatchet,” said Bob
innocently, “I mean, I owned up; and he seems to be an

old sport, doesn't he?”

“ You'd better let him hear you call him an old sport,”
said Wingate, laughing; and he walked away.
~ Bob Cherry had lost track of Hazeldene, but he went out
into the close to look for him. For a time his quest was
unsuccessful, but presently he caught sight of the practical
g:ker of the Remove standing under the elms, talking tc

illy Bunter.

Hazeldene, who seemed to have eyes overywhere, caught
sight of Bob, though ke was not looking towards him, and
suddenly guitted Billy Bunter.

““1 say, what's the matter?” exclaimed Billy, blinking in
anmazement as Hazeldene darted away. *‘ Where are you
going, Vaseline?'

Hazeldens did not reply—hke was in too great a hurry.
Bob Cherry stopped as Hazeldene vanished round a corner
of the cloisters, and tapped Billy Bunter on the shoulder.

Another Tale of
Harry Wharton.
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“T say, kid—"*

*“ Hallo, Wharton!"” gaid the short-sighted Billy, blinking
at him. ' Where did you spring from? You weren’t in the
common-room when wo scoffed the new kid's grub, were
you? I was against it, but I had half a dozen of the tarts.
Thought I had better, to save them from being wasted.
Rather a cool sort of rotter that new chap—don’t you think
et

“1 don’t know about the rotter part of it,”’ said Bob,
shaking him. “You see, you owl, that I happen to be the
new fellow, not Wharton. Who was that chap you were
talking to just now?”

“That! Oh, that’s Vaseline!"

“What the dickens do you mwean by Vaseline?
be his name !”

Billy Bunter chuclled.

** No, his name’s Hazeldene; but we call him Vaseline,
because he’s such a slippery beast, you know."”

h'“ '{he rotter told me his name was Wharton. I'll Wharton

im 77

And Bob Cherry ran into the cloisters in search of the cad
of the Remove, {Iis intentions towards Hazeldenc were not
very violent, but he thought he ought to give him some
instriction on the subject of opening another fellow’s trunl.
But Hazeldsno knew what he deserved, and he was very
anxious to keep out of the new boy’s way. Bob Cherry
caught sight of him disappearing from the cloisters, and put
on a burst of spced that brought him close ypon the track.
;sn l;uhysicul fitness Hazcldene was nothing H‘ﬁ; a match for

ob.

Hazeldene panted as he heard the footsteps close behind
him. He ran on harder, and slipped over a stone, and
stumibled. Somiething fell from his pocket and tinkled on
the ground as he recovered himself and ran on.

Bob Cherry stopped himself just in time to avoid treading
on the dropped article. He stooped and picked it up, and,
sornewhat to his surprise, saw that it was.a photogra})h;
and he gazed in amazcement and admiration at the fair face
and laughing eyes that looked at him from the frame.

"My hat!” ejaculated Bob. ‘“What a stunning face!
EWEll]at on earth is & rottér like that doing with this? Hallo,
altlo ™™ '

He staried, and lowered the photograph, as Hazeldene
zame running bacl, with excited face and flashing eyes.

*“(zive me that photograph!”

Bob Cherry did not immediately cbey.

“Wait a minute,”” he said coolly,
know.”

' (#ive me that photograph!”

“Rats! I've got a bone to pick with you, and now’s the
time. You burst open the lock of my trunk——"

*That was an accident——""

“And that’'s a whopper,” said Beb coolly. “I had an
idea of wiping up the ground with you, and I really think
I ought to do it; but—"

“Give me my sister’s photograph, you cad!” shouted
Hazeldene.

Bob stared at him in aslonishment.

* Your sister I

“Yes. Give it me.”

“There you are!” Bob Cherry handed over the photo-
graph at once. “I didn’t know it was your sister. Blessed
tf I know how a worm like you came to have a sister like
that! But there you are! And I’ll let you off that licking,
you young rotter; but if you bother with my things
again—-"

Hazeldene restored the photograph to his pocket, and his
asual manner returned to him at once. For a moment he
had shown a glimpse of a better self, the redeeming trait in
a mean nature. Now he was the slippery customer again
whom the boys of the Remove had contemptuously nick-
named Vaseline.

I say, I'm sorry about that lock,”” he said. *“ It couldn’t
be helped, you know; it slipped down from the porter’s
shoulder &4

*Oh, I know all about that! No good trying to gammon
me. You made me get into a row with a chep named
Wharton throuzh telling me that was your name.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

That can’t

“No hurry, »ou

%

_YIf you chuekle at me, you image—" began Bob
indignantly. But Hazeldene did not wait for him to finish,
Bob looked like getting angry again, and Hazeldene hastily
walked off, Beb Cherry returned to the School House in a
thoughtful mood. He was thinking, not of the trick Hazel-
dene had played upon him. nor of its result, the quarrel
with Harry Wharton. Somchow it was the laughing face of
the photograph that was haunting his mind.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Study Tea, and Ructions.

EA in Study No 1 at Greyfriars was not, as a rule, &
T peaceable meal, nor a cheerful one. Discord reigned
n the study, the only really placable member of the
company of four being little Billy Bunter, who blinked
upon everybody with equal good humour.

Bulstrode was on the worst of terms with Harry Wharton,
and Nugent backed up his friend so that he was hardly on
speaking terms with the bully of the Remove. At the same
time he had an uncomfortable feeling that even Bulstrode,
the bully, would not have been so hard to get on with if
Harry's temper had not been so extremely uncompromising.
Bulstrode had good points, and when in a good temper, was
very good-natured; but Harry Wharton had & way of eav-
ing up resentment for things said and done days before,
which did not malke for harmony.

Wharton and Nugent were alone on this particular after-
noon when tea-time came round, and Nugent jammed the
kettle on the fire, and Wharton cleared the table, each with
the hope that they were to have the study to themselves.
They didn’t object to Billy Bunter, who was tco harmless
for anybody to object to him. Billy’s only fault was @
perennial impecuniosity, and he would share cheerfully in
anything that was going, and owe his ‘“ whack ” with equal
cheerfulness, explaining on all occasions that he waa in a
stony state, which he hoped would soon be relieved by the
arrival of a postal order, which, by the way, very geldom
arrived. )

1 fancy we sha'n't have Bulstrode here,” Nugent re-
marked, as he cleaned the china teapot, preparatory to
making tea. ‘‘He was very low in cash yesterday, and had
only some sardines left for his tea. Unless we stand him a
{ea, he can’t have it in the study.”

“Jolly good thing, too,” said Wharton. * There’'s no
peace when that fellow’s here. It's snacking all the time.”

Nugent grinned as he bent over the grate. He couldn’'t

‘help thinking that the blame for the endless *snacking '

that went on in Study No. 1 was not all on one side.

The door opcned as Nugent was making the tea. He
looked round in a eloud of steam, and sighted Billy Bunter
coming in.

“I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, his usual commence-
ment to any observation whatsoever, “you don’'t mind my
having tea with you, do you?! I'm stony.”

Nugent grunted.

My postal-order hasn’t come yet,” said Billy. “ That's
rather singular, too, as I've been expecting it for nearly a
weck now. I say, the tea in the hall is simply beastly, you
know—wealer tea than ever, and the bread-and-butter like
slabs of cement. You don’t mind my having tea with you.
J sce you've got cake and some salmon. You know how to
do things, and no mistake.”

“Oh, we don’t mind, Billy!” said Nugent, grinning.
“ When that postal-order of yours arrives, I think we’ll put
it in a frame and hang it up on the wall.”

“It's really coming, I believe, Nugent,” said Billy. “I
believe I owe you two fellows several little accounts. The
trouble is, that the order won’t be big enough to settle them
all. But we must do the best we can, _It's jolly nice of you
to ask me to tea. When you are stony, I'll do as much for
you—if I'm able.”

“That's all right, Billy,” grinned Nugent. * You'll
never be able, but we'll take the will for the deed.”

“You may have Bulsirode, too,” said Billy. ‘“I hear he's
broke, and he was going into the hall for the school tea;
but he said to Cherry that he couldn’t stand it. He's suck-

i
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“Leave me alone, leave me alone ! " said Harry Wharton.

ing up to that new fellow, I believe. Do you know whether
Cherry’s people are rich?”

‘“Don’t know, and don’t care,”’ said Wharton, to whom
the inquiry was addressed.

*'Well, no need to be grumpy about it. I don’t like a
fellow who sucks up to a chap because he’s rich, you know.
Still, a chap who can stand feeds is always worth knowing.
I must find out,” said Billy, with a sage nod of the head:

Billy Bunter's information was correct on one point.
Bulstrode, of the Remove, was making himself agreeable to
the new fellow. When the tea-bell rang, Bob Cherry had
been feeling a little lonely. He was accustomed to making
himself at home wherever he happened to be; but in a big
school like Greyfriars, a junior was only a speck, so to
speak, and Bob as yet had made no friends. He had not
vet been assigned to any particular study, that being left for
his Form master to consider and settle. The only %ellow he
had yet seen whom he was at all inclined to take a fancy
to was Nugent, and Nugent was the chum of the fellow who
hed become his enemy. When the bell went for tea, about
half the Remove flocked into the hall. They never had the
tea provided by the college if they could afford to furnish it
themselves in their own studies; but when funds were want-
ing, they had no choice. '

Bob Cherry was getting hungry, and feeling a little
solitary. He went with the erowd of his Form fellows to-
wards the dining-hall, and met Bulstrode in the doorway.
Bulstrode was looking into the room with an expression of
extreme disfavour upon his face.

“ Going in to tea, kid?” he asked, with unusual agreeable-
ness, as Bob Cherry came by. Bob stopped.

1 suppose s0,”’" he said. ‘' No good missing meals that I
tnow of. Thero don’t- seem to many feliows here,
though,” he added. ‘‘Don’t they turn up to tea?’

“ We're allowed to have tea in our studies if we like.”

«That’s jolly.”

<+ Of course, in that case, we have to buy the things our-

sely

E.”
‘*;‘[atumlly. It’s jolly, though. If's pretly celd in the

hall, and the grub doesn’t seem to be firstclass. You
wouldn’t take this for the Carlton.”
“I can’t stand the tuck here,” said Bulstrode. **If I

weren’t stony, I shouldn’t be coming here, I can tell you.”

““You usually have fea in your study, then?”

“Yes; there are four of us there.”

“And all stony?’ asked Bob sympathetically. '

“Oh, no! But I'm on bad terms with two of them, and
I'm not going to ask them to let me share their tommy,”
said Bulstrode. ‘“As for the other, he’s always stony, an
sponging on somebody., I'm left out. By the way, what
study have they put you into?”

*I haven’t been told yet.”

** Then you’ll have to feed here.?

“I suppose so,” said Bob. S ,

“1°1] tell you what !”’ exclaimed Bulstrode, ag if struck by
a really good idea all of a sudden. “If you like to stand a
tea, we'll have it in my study, cosy and comfy. It’s ever so
much better than pigging in here.”

Bob Cherry’s face brightencd. He didn't particularly
take to Bulstrode, but as a new-comer and a stranger he was
glad to be with someone, and the suggestion was certainly a
good one. i

“Right-ho!” he exclaimed. idea! But
where can we get the tommy ¥’

*“In the school shop. TI'll show you.” .

- Is there a shop here, then?’ asked Bob, in surprise.

*“Yes, come on, and I'll show you the way. It’s kept by
Mrs. Mimble, the gardener’s wife,” Bulstrode explained as
he led the way. “It’s open out of school hours. You can
get really ripping grub—if you can pay for it. Are you in
funds?’

“ Yes, pretty well”

“ That’s all right, then.”

The two juniors were soon in the school shop. .

Ars. Mimble was glad to welcome a new boy to the list of
her customers. New boys usually had cash to spend, and
all was grist that came to Mrs. Mimble’s mill. And Bob
was certainly liberal in his purchases, Bulstrode pointed
out varicus articles that he said he could recommend, and

“Tt's a good



KINDLY FILL IN THE ORDER FORM.

Bob sampled them all. By the time the shopping was
finished, Bob Cherry found that he had five shillings to pay,
but he paid up cheerfully "enough. Laden with their pur-
chases, the two juniors left the school shop.

“This way,” said Bulstrode, when they were in the School
House agnin; and he led the way upstaira, and along the
upper corridor, to the door of No. 1 Study,

Bob Cherry halted.

“1 say, is that your study?” he exclaimed.

““Yes,” said Bulstrode, looking at him.
matter with it?’

*“That chap Wharton hangs ont here, doesn't he?”

“Yes; Wharton and Nugent are the two fellows [ told
vou of. Thev'ro at tea now, I fancy; I can 'niff tha salmon,

hey haven't asked me!”’

*“But I had a fearful row with Wharton this afrernoon!”

The bully of the Remove grinned.

““Well, that doesn’t matter, kid; this Is my study, not
Wharton’s,. Wharton is only a new-comer himself, and he
was shoved in here against my will, If bhe says anything,
I'll jolly soon shut him up!”

Bob Cherry still hesitated.

It did not seem to him exactly the thing to go into this
study to tea, mfter the scene with Wharton earlier in tho
affernoon; vet, as Bulstrode said, it was not Wharron's
room, and Bulstrode certainly had e right to take in any
guest he pleased. ¥f Wharton thought that Bob had re-
turned there simply out of defiance, let him think so! Bob
did not like the position: but thers he was, with his arms
full of groceries, and Bulstrode swaiting for him. He had
promised to stand that tea, and he was hungry himself.
'There was evidently nothing to be done but to go in and
make the best of matters,

“ Aren't you coming?”’ demanded Bulstrode, opening the
door of the study.

Bob Chetrry nodded.

“Yes, I'm coming.”

They entered.  Wharton, Nugent, and Bunter were just
commencing their tea, and there was a fragrant odour of
tea and salmon—fragrant at all events to hungry lads. The
three looked up at once as the new-comers entered, and a
dark frown settled over Harry Wharton’s face; giving warn-
ing that there was trouble to come.

* Hallo,” said Bulstrode; I see vou’re having tea, mnd
vou've forgotten to ask me whefther I wanted any! Luckily,
I've found a friend!”

“You know very well vou're welcome,” said Nugent
quietly. But Wharton did not speak, Te him Bulstrode,
the bully of the Remove, was never welcome, and he had
not the easy, tolerating nature, of Nugent,

*Well, I don’t want any of vour measly tea,” said Bul-
strode graciously; ““all 1 want is a little room for a feed,
There's the kettle, kid.  Fill it and shcve it on the fire, and
I'll see to getting room for our grub.”

Bob Cherry picked up the kettle from the grate, and lookad
round the atudy.

“Where am I to fill it?" he asked.

“There's & tap at the top end of the corridor.”

Bob left the study, kettle in hand. Wharton turned a
scowling glance upon Bulstrode, his eyes glowing with rage.

* What have you brought that fellow here for?” he asked
angrily.

‘* He’s standing me a tea.”

“71 huad a row with him this afternocon.”

“You're always having a row with somebody, T think.”

*“I'm not going to have that fellow in this study.”

“Your mistake; vou are.”

Wharton's eyes blazed.

T tell you I won't put up with it.”

Nugent tapped him on the arm.

" Quiet, old fellow! We've no right to object to anybody
Bulstrode brings in, so long as he behaves himself.””

Wharton shook Nugent’s hand from his arm impatiently,
His sullen temper was fully aroused now.

“That fellow's not going to have tea here,” he
obstinately.

Bob Cherry was just entering the study again with the
filled kettle. The colour flushed into his face as he heard
Wharton's rude words, but he went quietly to the grate, and
put the kettle down upon the glowing coals.

“Well, he is,” said Bulstrode, who was not blessed with
an especial delicacy of feeling, and regarded the matter
simply as one to be seteled with the strong hand. * He's my
friend, and he's standing me a tea. He stays here.”

‘““ Ahem!” said Bob Cherry. “If it’s all the same to yvou,
Bulstrode, I think I’ll go. "I don’t want to stay anywhere
where I'm not welcome,”

“Rot!” said Bulstrode, who was already clearing a part
of the study table, and getting out the recent purchases
from the packets. ‘“You've got to stay. What are you
going to do for tea, I'd like to know?”

“{Chat’s the

satd

““I suppose I can have it in the hall?” i

“ After just laying out five bob in grub?’ exclaimed Bul-
strode in astonishment, *‘ Well, I really think you must be
off your rocker, Bob Cherry!"’

Bob Cherry hesitated. Lo

It was certainly *“ hard cheese,” but he did noi feel inclined
to sit dewn to tea with one of the owners of the study
glowering at him; even if it stopped at that. But it wos net
lIikely to stop at that. Wharton was evidently lookiag for
trouble. To make a row in another fellow's quarters was
very repugnant to Bob’s feclings. :

““Oh, don't go,” exclaimed Nugent; ‘‘it's all right!
You've no right to start ragging the new kid, Wharton. If
you want to have it out with him, with the gloves on, well
and good ; but for goodness’ sake don’t begin henpecking !’

Wharton turned a sullen red. o

Nugent spoke impatiently, bat the only effect of his im-
patience was to make the wayward lad more obstinate than
ever upon the point.

“T tell you I'm not going to put up with it,”" he said
doggedly. * The fellow can g_o—" X
“0Oh, T'H go!” said Bob. “I couldn’t eat my tea with a

face like that in front of me, anyway. I don't envy you your
friond, Nugent. If I had to pig in with him it would turn
my whiskers grey.” .

“VYou're not qoing," said Bulstrode, crossing to the door
and closing it. * Do you think I'm going to have you turned
out of the study like that! There's the grab, for one thing.”

“0Oh, I'll leave that there!” said Bob indifferently.

‘“ Well, of course, that makea s difference; still, I'm not
going to have an outsider like Wharton turning & guest of
mine out of the stady!”

“ Yeos, but—-" ;

“ Hang it all, you're myfuent, ain’t you? Well, then, it’s
an insult to me to go!'’ said Balstrode. *° You can go if you
like, ’of course, but if you do I consider that you are a rotten

ig!"
Bob Cherry turned red. .
“ Well, if you put it like that * he zaid.
“ 1 do put it like that. I can’t eat your grub and see you
turned out!” R i

* Oh, that's all right, Bulstrode,” said Billy Bunter; ¢ F'll
eat it, if you like! I don't mind in the least!”

“ ®hut up, you greedy young codfish! You see, Chm‘ri’,
you can't go. Sit down and make yourself at home.
Wharton doean’t like my friends, he can go himself.,”

Bob Cherry looked across the table at Nugent and
Wharton.

“ You see how it is?” he exclaimed. “1 came here as Bul-
strode’s guest, and I must stay if he makes a point of 11!

“ ¥ou sha’n't stay " said Wharton,

““1 must!”

“You won't!"”

“Then it comes to a question of chucking out,” said Bob
Cherry, his eyes flashing, “* if that’s how it stands; then I tell
you plainly that I won’t go. I’'m here by Bulstrode's invita-
tion; umfr he had every right to invite me, and 1 to
come———""

1 should say 30,”" said Bulstrode. .

“ And so I am going to stay,” said Bob. ¢ That settles it!”

“ Bravo!” exclaimed Bulstrode.

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. Nugent tried fo pull him
back into his chair, but Wharton angrily shook away his
detaining grasp. .

*Are you goin%‘, Cherry?” he asked, between his teeth,

Bob’s oyes met his furious'glance steadily.

“ No, I’'m not going.”

““Then you'll be thrown out.”

“ Who’ll throw me out?"”

113 i Wll[ Ill R

Bob Cherry quietly gushed back his cuffs.

Y Yery well,” he said; “ I'm ready. Begin!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not Thrown Out.

HARTON stood for a moment, his hands clenched hard,
his eyes blazing, The remembrance of his former en-
counter was in his mind, and he knew how liitle of a
match he had been for the new boy at Greyfriars.

But this was not the first time that his passionate temper
had hurried him into an unequal encounter, and he possessed
at least one undeniable guality, that of courage; that he had
naver lacked.

Bulstrode, who was sorting out tarts from s paper bag,
looked on at the scenc with, n grin. =~ He disliked Wharton
intensely, equally for his good and his bad qualities, and he
was rather pleased than otherwise to see him come to blows
with the new boy. If Bob Cherry got the worst of it, Bul-
strode wasa quite ready to interfere upon his behalf,

Nugent looked red and ashamed—ashamed of his friend,
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As for Billy Bunter, he did not look on the scene at all. He
was busy finishing up the cake while his companions were
otherwise occupied.

**You had botter go,” said Wharton, in a low, strained
voice, which scemed to be wrung from him. “I tell you, you
had better go.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“ Go ahead with the chucking out,” he said. ‘ You didn't
make such a good job of it before that I've any reason to be
nervous now.”’

Wharton made a spring forward.

Bob Cherry’s clenched fist went up, but the blow was not
struck ; for Nugent sprang forward at the same moment, and
caught Wharton by the shoulder, and swung him back.

arry glared at him fiercely.

‘“ What do you mean by that, Nugent?'

‘1 mean that you shall not attack Cherry while I'm here,”
said Nugent resolutely. * You’'re in the wrong, Harry.”

““ Mind your own business!”

Nugent bit his lip hard. ;

“This is my business, since I've been fool enough to make
you my frieng," he said, with hasty bitterness.

“ I don’t ask for your friendship.”

“No need to talk about that. I say you sha'n't louch
Cherry. You are in the wreng, and you ought to own up like
a decent fellow.”

Wharton breathed hard.

' Stahd aside, Nugent.”

I will not.”

For a moment it looked as if Harry Wharton would aitack
the only lad at Greyfriars who had ever offered him the hand
of friendship. .

But enragod as he was, some glimmering of right feeling
remained which kept him from that step, savege and reck-
less as his humour was. Ilie drew back, quivering with
passion.

“Vory well,” he said thickly, “if you take his part,
Nugent, I am donel But I won't remain if he does!”

And Harry Wharton swung sullenly out of the study.

“Good riddance,” said Bulstrode indifferently, ‘‘ What
vou can see in that sulky brute to make a friend of him
for, I can’t imagine, Nugent!”

“That’s my affair!”” said Nugent, with unusual tartness.
And he, too, left the study.

Bob Cherry looked uncomfortable. For Wharton he did
not caro a pin, but he already liked Nugent, and he felt
that he had driven him out. Billy Bunter looked round, and
blinked owl.like at the juniors.

““Hallo! Is that fellow Cherry gone? What the dickens
did you want to bring him here for, Bulstrode, making a
fuss? He’s too cool by half; and if he were here now, 1I'd
be very much inclined to sling him out myself.”

Bob Cherry chuckled. .

“ You'd better start, then, old kid,” he remarked genially.

Billy Bunter gave a jump.

“Hallo! I thought you were gone out. I suppose it was
Nugent went? It’s a great affliction, not being able to soe.
I suppose, as Wharton and Nugeni are both gone, they
won't want any more of this cake, so I may as well finish

1f.

And Billy Bunter did finish it.

“Let's get to tea,” said Bulstrode.
vou looking down in the mouth for?
Wharton, are you?”’

““No; hardly,” said Bob Cherry, laughing. *“But—
Never mind. Let’'s have tea. I’m fearfully hungry, any-

»

“Hallo! What are
You're not afraid of

WAaYy.

“The kettle's boiling. Tt only wants making. I'll do if,
wi;)ille you open the sardines. There’s a tin-opener on the
table.’

‘“ Right you are!” . .

“Tll have a cup of tea with you if you like,” said Billy
Bunter.  “‘T always like tea that's fresh made. Those
tatts look ripping, too. 1f vou don’t mind, I'll have tea with
sou fellows.”

“You've had your tea, you young pig I’ said Bulstrode.

“Only some salmon and cake,” said Billy Bunter dis-
paragingly. “You've got a good feed there. T'd like to
nave a snack with you, g'lust to show Cherry that I don’t
cbject to his presence in the study, like some people.”

"Wl:]y, you were going to chuck me out just now !’ ex-
<laimed Bob.

Billy Bunter was abashed for a moment,

*“Oh, that was only—only a figure of speech!” he stam-
Tered. “You see, what I really meant was that I wished
Tou were going to chum up in this study with us for good,
That's what I really meant. Of course, I'll stand you a
{eed in return when I'm in funds again. I'm expecting a
~ostal order i

" Feed away, kid !’ said Bob Cherry. " Thare’s enough,
tnyway. Feed away, and don't tell me any more fiba!”

“They're not exactly fibs, Cherry,”’ eaid the unabashed
Owl, starting on the sardines. *'I always tell the truth, ex-
c=pt sometimes; and then it's really not my fault. You
e —
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“My word!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ You're like the
little brook in the poem--yeu go on for ever. Cap't you shut
up at times?”’

“Certainly,” said Billy Bunter. “T don’t wart to fcrce
my conversation on anybody., But, as [ was saying-—-- "

“Dry up!” said Bulstrode. *' Here you are, Cherrv. This
is jolly good tea. I thought we'd have the be<t Mrs. Mimble
keeps, as you were in funds.”

“Good wheeze,”” said Dunter. ‘ Always have the best of
everi'fthing when enother fellow is doing the paying part of
the business!”’

‘“ Shut up, Bunter !

“Certainly ! I say, you fellows, T wish Cherry were going
to study in here, instead of Wharton. Do you think we
could get.Wharton to change out
* *Wish we could,” said Bulstrode, as he helped himsclf
very liberally and started his tea. ‘“ He's an 1ll-tempered
beast. He broke my camera when he first came to Grex-
friars, and the Form ordered him to pay fer it. I'd like to
see him sacked from the school. Can’t see what Nugeunt
wefstes 50 much trouble on him for.”

“Nugent seems a decent sort of chap,’” Bob Cherry

* Not enough spirit,

remarked.

*“ Oh, he's all right !’ said Bulstrode.
vou know, He seems to take everything from Wharton,
Wharton pulled him out of the river onee; bui that wouldn's
make me stand his cheek, I can tell you.”

‘1 dare say it wouldn’t,”’ agreed Bob.

“I'm & bit different stuff from Nugent, you see.”

“Yes,” Bob Cherry assented; “I can see you are.”

Bulstrode looked at him quickly, to see if he meant ang-
thing moere than his words implied. of assent. But Bob
Cherry was eating sardines, and his face was grave as s
judge’s.

{

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Gym.

USK had fallen on the close at Grevfriars. The loug
shadows of the elms mingled with the growing gloom,
and the great school buildings faded into a dark mase,
A thin rain was beginning to fall, blurring 1ue

v;l'indows from which the lights gleamed out into the dim
close.

Under the elms a figure paced bareheaded. i was Iarry
Wharton's. With his hands thrust deep into his pockets, his
face white, and his eyes savage, Harry Wharton paeed there,
unconscious of the rain. The drops pattered on the leaves
of ithe elms, and came scattering down over him, but be
did not heed them. A footstep sounded in the silence of
the close, and a shadow loomed under the elms.

“ Are vou there, Wharton?" 5

Harry stopped hig restless pacing. Ie knew Nugent's
voice, but his heart did not respond to the anxious tone of
his friend.

“1 am here!I” he said coldly.

Nugent came towards him.

“ 1 thought T heard somebody,” s:aid Nugenl, with a
cheerfulness of manner he was in reality far {rom fecling.
He did not quite understand Harry Wharton, and he never
quite knew to what lengths the boy's intractable, ungoverned
nature might lead him.  “ Aren’t you coming to the gym. for
the boxing lesson, old chap 7”7

Harry bit his lip.

“I forgot,’” he said. “I thought you came to look for me
because—becanse— '

Nugent knew perfectly well what wos in Harey's mind.
He thought Nugent was coming to look for him because ho
was sulking, as a matter of fact, though he would not have
put it in those words. Nugent was foo tactful to let the
touchy lad know that he had guessed correctly.

“It's timoe for the boxing-lesson,” he said; “unless vou
want to miss it. That would be a pity, as you are geiting
on so well with the gloves.”

“I'm going to fight Beb Cherry to-night,” said Whaiion
abruptly.

“ Not to-night, old fellow. You're no match—-"

* How do you know I'm not?”

“Well, I don’t mean exactly that,” said Nugert. who
hardly knew what to say. ‘‘I mean, he looks the build of
a fighter, and your boxing is hardly vp to the mark yet for
you to take on an unknown quantity like that.”

“I'm going to do it, all the same.”’

*“I don’t see what you’ve got your knife intoe Cherry :o
much for,”” said Nugent, .looking puzzled. * He’s a  bit
lively, and thundering independent for a new kid; but I
believe he’s a decent, good-natured chap.”

‘“1f you want to chum up with him—'*

. "I don't; though I might do worse,” It was on Nugent's
lips to say that he had done worse, but he refrained. The

Another Tale cf
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pingular patience of his kind nature was equal to the strain
Wharton put upon it. * But I don’t see what you hate him
for."

“1 don't hate him.”

“Well, you've managed to get to daggers drawn with
him, anyhow,” said Nugent. “ As for your idea of fighting
him, there's no reason why vou shouldn't, if you feel
inclined to. A round or two with the gloves on won't hurt
either of vou; but leave it till you've picked up o little more
boxing. There's no sense in standing up to be licked.”

“I don't see why vou shonld assume thal L shall be
licked.” said Harry Wharton doggedly.

“1 fancy he's a bit above your weight at present, old
fellow. In o week's time, though, you may be alh'.e to stand
up to him.”

“I'm not going to let him think I'm afraid of him for a
week.”

“I don't suppose he thinks so.
thinking about you at all.”

1t was rather an unfortunate way of putting it.
flamed up into sudden anger at once.

““No; vou suppose he rogards me with contempt, becagse
he got the better of me this afrerncon!” he exclaimed
savazely., 1 don't thank vou for your opinion.™

Nugent was silent, He did not know how to deal with the
perverse lad, and everything he said seemed only to make
natfers worso.

“T1'll show him, at all events, that I'm nol to be despised !”
said Wharton, between his teeth.  “1 tell vou I'm going to
fight him to-night. We can have it ont in the gym. I'm
ready for that round with the gloves, if vou are.”

* Clome on, then.”

They went into the lighted gvmnasium, There were a
good many fellows there, and same of them glanced
curionsly ul the two juniors. Harrs's looks showed thal he
was in whal the Remove fellows usually alluded to as his
“tantrums.”  Others, beside Bulstrode, had wondered whar
made Nugent so patient with his perverse chum.

“Hallo, kids!" said Hazeldene, coming up fo fhem.
“ Did you pick that up afrer a cireus had pussed, Wharton ™™

“Did I pick up what?"" snappsd Harry.

“That face!”

There was a snigrer from the fellows standing round, and
Marry's white face weni red. 1le clenched his dist, buc
Nugent pulled him awax.

“Vou don't wan! to fizht with the whole Remove to-night,
do you?’ he muttered impaticntly, “ Come on, and let’s
get going.’”

The chums soon had the gloves on.  Much to Tlarry's
annovance, a ring of Remove fellows gathered round them
to watch the glove praciice. ITarry was fully conscious that
his boxing was not quite up to form, and he was sensitive on
the point of showing any clumsiness hefore an audience,
especially an unsympathetic one. His hard reserve mude
hin many enemies, and the burs were not backward in
showing their resentinent.

“Slin into hin, Nugent!" exclaimed Trevor, ¢ What
are you playing with him for? You won't teach Lim to box
by inissing him every time.”

“1 should sav mot,” said Hazeldena,
Lknow that that fellow wants a lcking.
for irouble ever since he came to Creyfriars. He needs a
licking. ITe requires one badle. He cries aloud for a
licking, as it were, And I.think thst Nugent, as his friend,
onght ta give it him.”

The Remove sniggered, Tlarry pretended not to hear
what was said: but the tips of his cars were burning, and
the tightening of his lips gave his feelings away.

“ Nugent won't hit him,” remarked Owen, shaking his
head. * Nugent wants to train him gently by wrapping
him in cotton-wool.”

< And soothing hitn with syrup,’” said Trevor.

“ And kissing him nighty-nizhty on his baby brow,” satd
Hazeldene. * Verv nice and verv touching. Bur a licking
would do the business better. That new chap—Cherry
guve him a licking to-day, and, in my opinion, ke's all the
better for it.”

[larry Wharton went scarlet. He lost his guard. and
Nugent's glove came home on his nose harder thun Nugent
had intended. Harry stamwesed back, and an unfeeling
giggle went round the ring of Remorvites,

SThat's one for his boko, at all events,”” commented
Hazeldene, * Nugont looks s if he could weep over him.
1 really don't sea why he shouldn't for that matier. Trevor,
old chap, fetch one of ihe fire-buckets yondar for Nugent to
weep into !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Remave.

Harry Wharton swang round like a tiger upon Hazeldene.
Ile was in no mood to be raguad, and the cad of the Remoyve
eaw thai he had gone o little ton far. He felt if, too, the
next moment, as Harry's right-hand boxing-glove came with

I don't suppose he's

Wharton

¢ Besides, you all
[e has been asking

a sounding thwack upon his prominent nose. He staggered
back against Trevor.

“If you want any more,” said Wharton savagely, © you'va
only got to say so. I'll fight you, if you like, or any fellow
in the Form!"

The Remove mrowled. The challenge was not much to
their liking, and several showed a keen desire to take Harry
at his word.

“ Right-ho !
man !’

“And I!" exclaimed Owen.

‘ After you, then,” said Ilazeldene, rubbing his nose.
“T'll be vour second, Trevor. I fancy that sulky rotter kai
bitten off more than he can chew this time!”

*“Oh, shut up, all of you!" cried Nugent, as Harry
glowered- round upon the circle of unfriendly faces. ** Why
can't you let the fellow alone 7’

“' He challenged us!” growled Nugent.

‘““He's got a fight on his hands already for to-night. Now,
do leave us alone for a bit,"”’ said the worried Nugent.
‘“As for you, Hazeldene, you'll get it in the neck if you
don’t shut up, I can tell you!”

“Got a fight on already. has he?” said Hazeldene. “ And
who is he going to fight?”

* The new chap, Cherry.”

““Hallo, there comes Cherry, with Bulstrode!” ejaculated
Owen. ‘‘Let the sulky rotter alone, kids. If he's going to
fight Cherry, I fanecy he's got all his work cut out. We'll
soe him licked, and serve him right!”

** Come on, Harry,” said Nugent.

Harry Wharton was quivering with passion. But he
turned to the boxing again. He knew that he had taken a
difficult task in hand, and that there was no avoiding it
now, and the botter fitted he was for facing it, the better
it would be for him.

Hazeldene strolled across to the doorway, where Bok
Cherry and Bulstrode had just appeared. There was trouble
in the air, and in troublous times—unless it came home to
himself —Hazeldene was hapoy.

exclaimed Trevor instantly.  “I'm your

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight to a Finish.
B(}H CHERRY glagced round the gymnasium with his

usual coolness as he entered. He saw that his entrance

had excited general interest in the Remove, and he

wondered why. Ile was feeling very comfortable and
contented after a good tea, and Bulstrode, in unusual good
humour, had offercd to show him round the school. They
had come into the gym. on the way round.

““Saecms to be something on,” Bulstrode remarked. “I
say, Hazeldene, what's in the wind? Anything going on,
Vaseline?"

“Yes; don't you know?!" asked Hazeldene, looking at
Cherry.

Bob Cherry stared af him.

“T certainly don’t,”” he replied. “ Tlow on earth should
1 know, Cold Cream, or Vascline, av Lancline, or whatever
your name is?”’

“Well, a chap generally knows when he's got a fight on
his hands, I supposo,” said Hazeldero.

“Yes, | suppose so; but | haven’t got a fight on my
hands, that T know of.”

“ Then you don’'t know that Wharton 15 slogging away
with the gloves yonder for the purpose of staggering
humanity with his fistical prowess, and that you are to be
the giddy victim?"”

“No,”" szid Bob shertly, “T didu't know it, and I'm not
going to take your word for ity cither, Lanoline.”

" Hazeldene shrugged his shoulders.

“You needn’t,” he said carelessly. < Any of these fellows
will tell you the same, and I suppose Wharton won’t leave
vou in the dark long.” )

“Tt's a fact, Cherry,”" said Trevor. “ The sulky brute’s
wot his knife into you for something. Have you had a row
with him?”

“ We've had a little disagreement.”

“Ia, ha, ha!" chuckled Bulstrode. “I say, Wharton
wanted to chuck him out of Study No. 1 wlhen I took him

in to tea. 1 -
“Tlow did it end?”

Cool, wasn’t it?
< Just like Wharton,” grinned Owen. |
 Well, Wharton would have got chucked cut himself, only

he preferred to walk. I suppose he wants to get his own

pack now. You'll stand up to him, Cherryt”

“1 don't want to fight himn,” said Bob.

“Not afraid, are yon?” .

“You'd better not ask that question twice, Bulstrode. 1
don't want to gquarrel with you, but L don't like that sort of
remark.”

KINDLY FILL IN THE ORDER FORM.



' Oh, keep your wool on! ¥Vou'll have to face Wharton,
whether you like it or not, if he's made up his mind. He's
the‘ most. obstinate brute at Greyfriars.”

s Ra’ther!” said Hazeldene. * He couldn’t lick Cherry in
:.w(lig[ia age; but he'll try—oh, yes, he’ll try! That's his

**Come along, Cherry,” said Bulstrode, pulling the new
boy by the arm. ' Let’s go over to them and have it out.”

Bob shook himself free.

. ** I'm not going to pick a quarrel with anybody,” he said.

If he chooses to pick one with e, that’s a different
matter.”” }

*“Hallo, what are you kids jawing shout?” asked Car-
berry, of the Sixth, coming into the gym. * Plotting someo
mischief, you young rotters, hey?”’

*Oh, no, Carberry!” said Hazeldene, * It's only—'

“¥You oily young scoundrel, I’ve been locking for you!
You haven't fagged for me to-day at all, and—"

“T’ve been ill, Carberry,”” said Hazeldene, dodging out of
the bully’s reach—* ‘I have, reully. You know I like fag-
ging for you—-7"

“You lying young rascal!” said Cearberry. “But what
was that you were saying just now? Is this kid going to
fight Wharton{"”

“Yes, that's the programme.”

“Good !’ said Carberry. ‘' I'll keep time for you. Come
along, youngsters, and I'll see to it, and if it's & good fight,
I’ll let you off your next licking as a reward.’”

Carberry strode towards the spot where Nugent and
Wharton had been boxing. They had left off now, Nugent
deeming it advisable for his friend to get a rest before the
encounter with Bob Cherry, which seemed destined to come
off at once.

‘“Hallo, here!' said Carberry. “1I hear that Wharton is
going to fight Cherry, and I'm going to referee for you, and
keep time. Get a couple of sponges, Hazeldene. You can
draw a basin of water, Bulstrode.”

]
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such a thing as discipline here, Wharton, as I hope you
will learn in time. And I fancy that before you are finished
with Cherry, you will be glad that you have the gloves on.”
~Wharton looked sullen. But Bob Cherry stepped into the
ring briskly, with the gloves on his hands, and Wharton had
ne choice but to follow suit.

“Just a minute,” said Bob Cherry quictly. 1 want to
speak to you, Wharton. I haven’t sought this quarrel with
you, and I don’t want to go on with it. It rests entirely
with you.”

“ You can't back out now!" exclaimed Hazeldene,

" Hold your tongue, Hazeldene!” said Wingate sternly,
while Bob Cherry remained apparently unconscious of the
remark of the cad of the Remove.

Harry Wharton's eyes met Bob Cherry’s with a steely
glance.

1 am going to fight you, and lick you if I can,” he said,
bhetween his teeth.  — Get on with it!”

“ Very well; I've said what I had to say.”

The two juniors mechanteally shook hands, and then im-
mediately the fight commenced.

e Remove, and a good many fellows in other Forms,
erowded round, looking on with great interest. Bob Cherry
looked like a fighting man, and Wharton, although not great
in the boxing line, was known to be obstinate and deter-
nined, and so the encounter was pretfy certain to be a well-
contested one, .

And, in fact, in the very firet round, Bob Cherry showed
that he was the superior of the two, in boxing skill and in
quickness of movenient, and, in fact. in everyvthing but in
bodily strength, in which, perhaps, Harry Wharton had a
slight advantage,

IT IS ON THE OTHER SIDE!

““Right you are, Carberry.”

“ Chuck those gloves aside,”” went on the senjor.
rnot babies; you don't want those—knuckles
snough.’”’

“1’'d prefer the gloves,” said Bob Cherry quietly.

** Afraid of getting hurt?”’

‘“No; but I prefer the glaves.”

““ Well, you're not going to have them.”

“ Bxcuse me,” broke in the voice of Wingate—and the
captain of Greyfriars came gquietly into the ring—" you arc
:aistaken, Carberry. They will have the gloves on.”
Carberry glared at the captain.

“I,don’t see what you want to interfere here for, Win-
ate)

“1 do,”” said Wingate. ‘ There's not going to be a prize-
Zght in the gym, here if I can help it. There’s no objection
2 two juniors settling their differences with a mill, but
“hey've got to have the gloves on.”

1 don’t see 12

“ Well, it’s not really necessary for vou to see, Carberry,”
said ’\?r‘inga,te, with a smile. * I'll take this matter in hand
rvself.” \
Carberry scowled, and drew back. He had promised him-
«!f the treat of something in the style of a prize-ring
smcounter, and he was disappointed. But he knew that it
zs useless to oppose the captain of Greyfriars

*Now, off with your jacket, Cherry, and on with the
cioves,” said Wingate cheerily. *‘ I'll zee you through this”
" Right-ho!” said Bob Cherry; and he was quickly peel-
=z off his jacket and vest, which he handed to Bulstrode,

=0 wag to be his second,

"I don’t want the gloves on,” said Harry Wharton,
The captain of Greyfriars gave him a quick glance. .
“ You've got to do as you're .told,” he said. ° There is

“You're
are good

]

5

NEXT
TUESDAY:

““THE MYSTERY OF CREYFRIARS.”

His guard was not perfect, but it was very good, and
very few of Harry's blows came anywhere near the mark,
while almost every counter of Bob's came home with telling
effect upon Wharton'’s face or chest,

Ere a couple of minutes had passed, Harry realised quite
clearly that had the contest been with the bare knuckles, it
would not have lasted long for him. As it was, the incessant
raps and taps of the boxing-gloves were dazing him.

“Time!” ealled cut Wingate, his eye on his watch.

The combat ceased for a minute rest. Wharton was
l{reimhing hard, while Bob Cherry seemed as fresh as a
daisy.

Bulstrode patted him on the shoulder.

“You'll do, kid,” he said. ** You've a fine style about
vou. I verily believe that you would be able to stand up to
me for a few minutes.”

“ Really?” said Bob Cherry, looking him up and down.
Do you know, I think that's very %Eke]_\‘, and even for
nore than a few minutes, too. As a matter of fact, 1 think
1 could last you out, yeu know, and feel quite all right after-
W 21,!'(15.”

““He, he, he!” cackled Hazeldene.

Bulstrode looked rather taken aback. He had not ex-
pected his kind patronage to be received in this spirit.

“ Hand us that sponge,” said Bob cheerfully, before Bul-
“irode could reply, and he wiped his warm face with it.
** Hallo, there’s time !’

“Time?? said Wingate.

The combatants faced cach other again. ;
ever grew the contest in the faces round the ring.
were standing three deep to look on.

*(a it, Cherry!” .

“Alost of the fellows there had mever spoken to DBob
Cherry, even; but the eries were all: ** Go it, Cherry!” No

Alore keoen than
Boys
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one said ““ Go it, Wharton!" Harry noticed the difference,
and a more hard and spitefnl look prew upon his face. He
would win yet; he would defeat his adversary, if only as a
blow to the Remove.

They went at it hammer and tongs. Some of Harry
Wharton'’s blows, planted with fierce strenzth, camo home,
in spite of watch and wariness. But for every ome that
touched the face of Bob Cherry, at least two crashed upon
Iarry Wharton.

At the end of ihe second round, Wharton was breathiag
heavily, and he sank upon the knee his second made for
him, to rest. Nugent- sponged his heated face. .

Ilo did not speak. He knew that whatever he might =ay,
it would be received in ill part; but perhaps his faco spoke
piainly enough for him., He knew perfectly well that his
chum was no match for Bob Cherry.

Yimel!” i )

Harry Wharten stepped up to the line again. ITis face
was white, his eyes burning. Bruises were showing on the
white skin, but he did not feel the pain.

Bob Cherry was calm and cool, and not in the leasi
danger of losing his judgment. But the anger was mount-
ing liké wine to Harry Wharton's head.

The third round was as keen as the previous ones, bui
it ended more badly for Harry Wharton.

After a little sparring, a terrible right-bander caught
hira full upon the jaw, and though his feeble counter came
home on Bob Cherry's nose, he was finished for that round.
The blow Hung him fairly upon his back, and he lay
gasping.

Wingate began to count.

“Omne, two, three, four, five—'

At ten ITarry Wharton would bave lain there a_ beaten
man; bub at six he staggered to his feer unsteadily, but
with his eyes abiaze.

Kindily fili in this Form and
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pluck; and he held back the punishment he might have
given him if he had chosen.

“Go it, Cherry!’ sang out Hazeldene, ever rcady te
make mischief. “Don’t let him*off! You can’t hang ib
cut all night, you know!"

Bob Cherry gritted his teeth. At that moment he would
gladly have had Hazeldeng before him instead of Harry
Wharton.

Wharton's face was black. Ho realised as he heard the
words that his enemy was sparing him, snd the humilia-
tion was bitter to the proud, sensitive lad.

He rushed on savagely, forcing the fighting with such
fury that Bob Cherry's tactics had to change speedily.

Two or three blows came homo on Bob's face, and
staggered, and then he roused himself and struck out with
equal fierceness.

Right and left, left and right!

The blows came home upon Harry’s face like hammer
thuds, blinding in their force and terrible swiftness. Ile
staggered back, and fell helplessly to the ground, and lay
there upon_ his back, too utterly dazed and exhausted to.
nmaove,

Wingate snapped his watch shut.

“It’s over!”

Harry Wharton made a frantic attempt to rise.

“It's not over! You haven't counted! I can stand up
vet! Lend me a hand, Nugent—hang you, lend me a

hand I

1t 18 over,” repeated Wingate sternly. “ You have had
as thorough a licking, Wharton, as I've ever seen a fellow
have, unc{ I must say that it serves you right. Tven if
vou could go on, I should not allow ﬁou to do so, as I think
this affair has gone quite far enough.”

“1 will go ont I will—>

‘“Hold your tengue!”
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A single blow would have sent himn reeling to the earth
again, but Bob Cherry did not strike it, He stepped back,
with the evident intention of alowing his adversary time to
recover, and Hazeldene indulged in a laugh.

“Why don’t you finish him, Cherry?”

£30b Cherry did not reply. i .

tle filled up the rest of the round with sparring, and
when time was called Harry Wharton was glad to sink
upon his second’s knee. ) .

Nugent’s face was vory serious now as he tended his
principal. Wharton was to all intents and purposes licked,
but he evidently intended to go on. He was full -of dogged
pluck, and did not know when he was beaten. B

 Better chuck it now,” Nugent whispered at last. ““ You
can tackle him again later, you know; but now it

Wharton shook his head.

“I'm not licked yet.”

“ But the next round will finish you.

“You'll see.”

Nugent was silent. It was useless to argue with one so
ubstinate, and the only thing to be done was to let Wharton
have his way, and allow the fight to go on to a finish. The
finish could not be very far off now!

“Time!" )

With his head reeling, and lights dancing before his eyes,
Harry Wharton stepped into the ring; but so determined
was he to keep on, and control the weakness he felt stealing
over him, that even Wingate could not see how bad a state
he was in.

Bob Cherry faced him, and the fourth round commenced.
It did not take the new boy at Greyfriars long to discover
that his adversary was quite at his merey, and that
Wharton was in his hands to defeat or to spare. Little as
Bob liked the sullen nature of Wharton, he could not help
feeling: something of admiration for his grit and dogged

Better—""

‘I won't touch you again, Wharton,” said Bob Cherry.
“T think you're a spiteful rotter, if you want to know my
opinion. If you want to have this out over again another
time, you'll only have to say so, that’s all.”

And putting on his jacket with Bulstrode's assistance,
he walked away with the latter.

Harry Wharton stood alone with Nugent. Slowly and
painfully he donned vest and jacket. He had never felt
quite like this in his life before. He had had some rough
times since coming to (Greyfriars, but nothing like this.
But for the gloves—which he had not wanted—he knew that
he would have been knocked out to o mere wreck; even as
it was he was aching all over, and his brain seemed to be
in a whirl,- He leaned heavily upon his chum’s arm,

“Let’s get out of this, Nugent,” he said huskily; "“1—
I'm feeling rotten. I—I suppose I have been a confounded
fool, but—but we'll try again some day.”

“Come along, old chap,” said Nugent quietly; and hs
piloted his injured chum out of the gvm.

Curious glances followed them, and more than one hisa
Harry Wharton's defeat had not caused a single regret
throughout the whole Form.

He realised it, and, not for the first time, a scnse of his.
wrongheadedness smote him as hs looked back from the
rainy close into the brightly-lighted gym., end saw his
victorious adversary surrounded by the fellows of the
Remove, and on the best of terms with all of them, Then
he went out sullenly into the gloom.

Harry Wharton had yet to learn that pluck must be
-allied with chivalry.

THE END.

(Anotheyr long, complete iale dealing with Hariy
Wharton, Nugent, Bob Cherry and Vaseline next Tues-
day, entitied ¥ The Mystery of Greyfriars,’ by Frank
Richards. Please fill In the Order Form.)
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GLANCE OVER THIS FIRST,
Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two City clerks, are thrown

out of employment, But Grip, their dog, finds a purse
contalning certain heirlooms, ‘‘We're going to find the
owner of this purse,” declared Bob.

Lomax Puzzles His Chum.

Robert Lomax spoke with such determination and serious-
ness that his friend looked at him sttentively.,  Surely
Bob, who had alwoys laughed at his own predilection for
the reading of detective stories, and had so often derided
him for the admiration he felt and expressed for these
marvellous masters in the art of defecting crime and un-
ravelling mysteries, could not be really meaning to sssume
the character himself,

And- yet Robert did not have the appearance of indulging
in & joke; there was resolution in his close-shut lips, his
brows were knitted, and his grey eyes alight with a sober
enthusiasn,

* D’yeu mean it, Bob?’ Dennis asked.

“ Mean it Why, of course 1 do!"
“ Never more serious in my life.”

“ But you've always made game of that sort of thing.””

“No, 1 haven’t. What I have laughed at is the rot of
believing vour Sherleck Holmes and such-like as won-
derful beings such as the world has never secen before
Of ccurse, it looks all right in a book: a chap haa got to
put down something wonderful or people don’t want to read
about him, and that’s where the rot comes in. Now, 1 don’t
say that I'm as clever as Bherlock Ilolmes, or know as
much, but, all the same, I believe that what most people
look upon as wonderful and not to be understood would
look a mighty lot different to them if only they’d think
abbut it a bit. My ides is that the working out of these
mysteries only wants a fair amount of common-sense think-
ing. Don't the police do some wonderful bits of work? Yet
o one puts them into books.”’

“ But the police,”’ abjected Frank, ' are always such foels;
they can't see things which u Sherlock Holmes does; or, if
they do see 'em, they don’t kuow what to make of "em.”

““Of course, in books,” Lomax said impatiently, **it's got
to bz like that, or the detective wouldn’t be made to appear
eo clever.”

“Well, let’s see what your common-sense is going to do
with finding the owner of this purse,”” Dennis retoried, with
& mischievous grim.

“We will,’ Robert said decidedly; “and you're going
to help me, Frank., Two heads are always better than ore,
¢von’ when one of ‘em’s yours, Frank.”

“Right you are! And I vote we go home to think it
over. It's just a bit too chilly to stand about here syninting
at that puTse; besides, a policeman may come along and
want to know what we've got hold of.”’ |

Home, to these two young fellows, was répresented by
a big double-bedded bed-sitting-room in a lodging-house in
‘he neighbourhood of Cuilford Street, and thither they
went.

The friendship between Bob and Frank dated from the
lay of the latter's first acquaintance with the dirty, dingy
office of Driver & Driver. Their acquaintance had quickly
ripenod into a close friendship, and it was at the suggestion
of Lomax that the two had combined to share a single
iodging together.,  Robert was a Yorkshireman, with a
Leen eve to the value of money; and for the pair to live
thus, as he pointed out to Dennis, weuld be economical for
poth.

In their lodging they were very comfortable, and had so
far succeeded in getting into the good graces of the land-

Lomax replied.
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lady as {o abtain permission for the keeping of Grip with
them; though, as the lady assured them very frequently,
such a concession was partly due to Grip himsel?, he bearing
sieh & close resemblanco to a wonderful member of the
teerier family which she herself once owned.

But the real honies of both the young men were {ar from
London. Lomax was from Yorkshire, wherc his father was
a farmer of some consideration, and blessed with a big
family ; whereas Frank Dennis’s home was in Somersetshire,
not far distant from the town of Minehead, where his father
was in practice as a doctor.  The swimuer holidays—one
week’s respite only from the worlk which neither found
interesting—pgave the oaly opportuuity for a visit to their
people; for six days of cach of the orher fifty-one weeks of
the year they were at the beck and call of Mr, Worritt or his
chief clerk. The law might be a profitable profession for
some, but peither Bob nor Frank had any great liking for
the law,

Once in their room, with Grip squatiing down on Roberi’s
foot, the two young fellows surveyed the terrier’s find with
the closest atiention. In turn they examined the purse iwelf,
the elipping from the newspaper, and the visiting-card.

“‘George E. Porcival, 118, East Sherman Streer, Pitfs-
burg, U.8 A " read Dennis, aloud. “* Well, that’s all rnight:
he's the same chap who married Ivy Grace Whineop, as it
za2vs here, but that’s not much help to show us where he is
vow. That's a fine yarn, Bob, you've built up out of these
things, but it inay be miles away from the trath.”

“ Perhaps it is; 1 think it isp’t,” Lomax replied doggedix.

“Well, how «'you mean to find out where Grorge E.

Percival is now?” |

“Tve an idea. ITave vou? What'd you do, Frank?
How would you go to work? What'd Sherlock Holmes do
now? You've read so much sbout him—what'd he do?”

“ Don't know,” Dennis admitted.

Y1 do!”

Frank Dennis looked up quickly.

“What*? he cried; and then, still more carcfully, again
examined purse, card, and elipping.

“Well, Kherlock Holmes, Esquire—so I judge from what
vou've told me—would just look at these bits of things out
of the cornar of one eye, put his finger-tips together, and
tell us ofi-hand George 1. Percival's age, weight, appear-
ance, condition of Lealth, what is the colour of his hatr and
cves, whether ha's knock-kneed, narrow chested, or squints;
whether ho's a willionaire, and, if so, if he wuade his money
out of cil, pork, coal, or railways, and a bookful of other
hits of information, in addition to his present whereabauts
in London. He'd tell—"

*Shut up,” yelled Dennis, ““or T'll give you that Corni:h
heave again, and bang all the breath out of you !

“He'd tell us all we wanted to know and more,”" went
on Lomax heedlesslyv.  “ And now I want to know what
vou'd suggest we should do as we haven't got him here,
You cughtn't o have rcad so much about him for nothing.”

“Dite a bit out of his leg, Grip, and stop his reuring!”
Dennis suggested to the terrier. * But, scriously, Bob,
Y¥new one thing we could do that’d find this Percival's
whereabouts.”?

o ahead! What is it?7

Y (gats a lot of money, that's the drawback,” Dennis said;
“and we haven't any to spare. But if we were to eable to
his addross in—where is it’—oh, yves—Pittsburg, someono
there'd be likely to know where he's stopping in London.”

“Not bad,’ Lomax said encouraringly. ‘' Still, we
havew't get the cash, and he might not have told anyoun
where he's staying.”

“Be no good, I suppose,” went on Denniz, after a pause,
“ making inquiry at the address ke was at when he married.

Another Tale of
Harey Wiharton.
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Tt's probably his father's house, and if his fathars still
living he'd be likely to know where his son's staying now
he's back again”

“H'm! Suppose his father is dead, or the kouse is pulled
down, or empty? We can't tell how many yaars old that
nevspaper-cutting is."”’

Further silence. Tomax stared into the fireplace; his
chum, head in hands, stared at the purse, ete. Then ihe
latter looked up again.

“We eould look through the Agony eolumn of all the
nowspapers,” he remarked. ' If it’s something valuable, as
sou say, perhaps the owner will have advertised for it,
offered a reward, perhaps. Or we could put in an advertise-
moent ourselves.'”

“Takes up Loo much time: means zaveral days’ delay, and
I'm going to get this stuff back to Mr, Percival to-night, at
the very lntest™

“ What d’you mean?’ Frank demanded.

“Precisely what I say. I'm going fo give Mr, Pareival
his purae to-night.”’

“Althourh you dor't know hiz address1”

“But [ do know.”

“ Well, what 55 it¥" ericd Denniz. aftor a pause,

“Golden Cross Hotel, Charing Cross.”

For a full minute there was dead silence in the big raom:
the two friends eyed one another, the clder imperturbable
benenth Frank's blue, wonder-filled eves.

* Do you mind saying that agsin?’ Frunk said at last.

“Certainly T will.  Golden Cross Hotel, Charing Cross.”

“ And thal is where George E. Percival is now, you say !’

“No. I don't say that. I say that is the address at which
he is staying in London; that's where I'm going to take the
purse and its content: hack to him."

“Dou't make yourself such a silly ass, Bob!"” Frank said
indignantly. “I'm not a child to be guved in such a tom-
fool's way! This isn't the first of April.”

“I know it isn't,” was Yhe quiet, smiling answer. “I'm
not guying you, Frank. You shall come with me to the
Golden Cross, and you'il see for yourself I'm not making a
fool of vou.”

Frank staved hard. shook his head, and declared he
couldn't understand it. Lomax laughed, ond inguired if
Frank thought his beloved Sherlock Holmes could have Jdone
any betlor.

“Rut how on eartl could you have found it out?’ the
bewildered Dennis asked again; and he fell to making a
fresh cxamination of the varicus arliclas the purse had econ-
tained, as if he expected the address his chum had just
given to be concealed somewhere upon them. but so cun-
ningly that his previous overhaulings had failed to reveal it.

Finally he sat down, and gaped at Robert as if he wero
some new and exccedingly hideous monstrosity, The more
lie thought, the more puzzling it seemed: the further he
got away {row any reasonable explanation of Robert’s quiet,
malter-of fact declaration. Was it a fake? Nothing more
than an elaborate hoax that Robert was playing on him? A
carcfully arranged joke for the purpose of bringing ridicule
upon him, and his faith and belief in the detective heroes of
fiction” Frank was almost

ture of despair; he waa further off than ever from compra-
hending; the belief that Lomas was guying him again

awoke.

“Tell me!” he howled. “I give it up; it's bevond me,
and you're driving me crazy ! How did you find out?"

“ Common-sense, observation, and a good memory.'’ ro-
peated Robert, putting a hund in his jaelel-pocket aud
bringing out a folded-up newspaper. ' Did you wox the
“Mail ' this morning, Frank?'

U Mail'? Yes; had a look at yours before old Worsitt
turned up. What on carth’s that got to do with it™

Lomax had bren carefully unfolding his paper and run-
ring hia eye down its columns, by way of reply to his chum’s
question he pussed the paper over to him, indicating with
his thumb a particular paragraph.

“'Did you read that?’ he asked curtly.

The paragraph was headed, in large trpe: ““ An Amcerican
Visitor in Trouble.” It ran—% George Rdward Percival,
giving an address at the Golden Cross Hotel, Charing Crosa,
was charged at Bow Strect with disorderly conduct. Con-
stuble J. O'Mara stated that Percival, who is said to b2 o
naturalised American, but of English birth, was creating a
disturbance at 10.35 p.m. the evening before in the neigh-
bourhood of Russell Square. Porcival, who was drunk, or
labouring under great excitement, was directing some
twenty or thirty men and bays who were searching in the
gutters and in the roadway for a purse which, it was
nlloged, he ‘had lost; the traffic around the square being
greatly interfered with thereby. Prisoner admitted thia
to be correct, although he was nol drunk, and had offered
a tovereign to the person who should find his purse—ona aof
faded green leather—it containing some personal belongings
of the groatest valus to him. He was discharged on pay-
ment of the customary court fees. The purse has not yat
been found.”

“Well,"" observed Lomax, when his chum Lad read this,
'“now do you understand "7

“Yes; but Why, you—

“¥ read the case this morning, and while we were walking
back home from our walk the name on the card was running
in my head. It seemed familiar; and five minutes after weo
eat down here I recollected .where I'd seen 1t before. Per-
haps you recollect I left off to look at th~ paper while you
wera puzzling over the cutting? And it just proves
what I've said, that the detective business isn't what such
chaps as Counan Doyle and the rest of "eni make it out. And
now are you coming with me to Charing Cross?”’

Disillusioned or not, Dennis did not decline, and without
further loss of time the frignds walked down to the Golden
Cross Hotel and inquired for Mr. George Percival. That
gentleman was out, Lut after they had waited half an hour
he returned to dine, and when he fearned that visitors wera
awaiting him concerning his lost purse, he asked for Lomax
and Dennis to be shown up to his private &ilting-room.
And when the purse was laid in his hands, and he was
assured ifs contents were safe and intact, the ralief and
delight which were expressed in his hard, shrewd-looking
face were sufficient to

"

inclined to think so.

And yet it could not be
to. Ile had seen Grip find
the purse; it would be im-
possible that that could
have been arranged. He

=, NorxiWeek,

prove of what valua wors
to him the cutting and the

recalled Lomax's first ox-
presions of genuine surprise
and ignorance of  the
meaning of the find, and

miniature.
Later on Lomax and
Dennis  went  straight to
Slrppsun’s,_ in the Strand.
‘fhe Editor, * MAGNET " Library, 2, Car-J| © You paid half-a-crown,
melite House, Carmeilte Street, London, and you got all you
will be glad to hear from you. wanted,” as Robert ex-

when he came to contrush
this with his present assur-
ance and confidence he was
utill more bewiidered.

“Say, Bob,” he said at
last, raising his head and
regarding his friends with
a sheepish sort of a smile,
“have vou turned a blessed
magician, or what? Other-
wise, I don't see how yon
could have found out what
vou have.”

*“ No," Robert answered
“teanquilly, but secretly en-
joying his  friend’s be-
wilderment. “There's
nothing. magical about it;
just observation, ecommon-
sense, and a decent memory,
that's all.”

Frank Dennis made a ges-

again,
what | mean.

PLEASED TO MEET YOU AGAIN!
When I repeat that I am pleased to
meet you, | hope that all who read these
words last week are pleased to meel me
It's a blt mixed this, but you know
Next Tuesday's story,
+#THE MYSTERY OF GREYER!ARS,"
will deal with the further adventures
of WHARTON, CHERRY,
NUGENT—and Vaseline!

plained; for they felt that
they had got to celebrate,
in some way or other, the
possession of the bill Mr.
Percival had insisted upon
them accepting, and which

they changed into two
crisp five-pound notes.
They didn't talk much

over their meal, but aa
they left the entirance to
the restaurant Dennis,
speaking slmost in a whis-
per, said to Robert:

“What do you say, Ilob,
to taking this up in dead
earnest?’’

And Lomax's reply, also
very low, was:

*It's worth thinking of,
Frank."

(To be continued next Tuesday.}
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