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Billy Bunter was too short-
gighted tosoe hia dangor for
the moment, and tThe next
instant the form waszs upon
him; and he was knoZked
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ao Overflow Meeting.

T.ﬂ.["! l
Thump !
llang P

Thump, thump, thamp!
There was o knacking, loud and continuous, at (he door of
Harry Wharton's study in the Hemove passage ot Groyfriars,
The door of No. 1 Btudy was generally apen to all comers;
but an the present occasion it was locked, as Micky Desmond
had discovered when, the first to arrive, he reached the door
with 2 double sheet of foolseap rolled 1n his hand.

Then came Ogilvy, and then Tom DBrown, and then

MNo. 106.
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Morgan, and then Russell. They all had papers or books in
their hands, and they all looked suspiciously at one another.
They all tapped at llarry Wharton's door, and then tried
the handle, and then thumped, and then kicked at the lower

panels. .

And all md "l::ll'll'tl! ;

The door did not open !l 1 ]

“ Faith, and they must be oul,” said Micky Desmond, con-
siderably puzzled. * Ihwy docan’t the omadhaun open the
dare?” : :

t g wouldn't go out and lock the door after him," said
Ozilvy, bestowing a kick upon the lower panels that mnde
even the stout cak ring.

“Wharton! Wharton !

February 18th, 1910,
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There waa no repgj' from within the study.

Thea juriors laoked at oné ‘another in great exasperation.

Several more fellows came aldng the passage. Bome of
thaw had little rolumes in their hands, and some of them
tolls of paper, large or small, They Jooked euriously, if not
suspiciously, at the fellows already outside No. 1 Btudy.

* There may ba grub in the study, and he may have locked
the door to keep Bunfor owt,” Russell suggested. -
_ " 0h, really, %uﬂgﬂ.ﬂll," said a fat, spectacled junior, com-
ing up the passage, “ I hope rou don't mean to 1mply that I
oannot be trusted with grub.™

ussell eniffad, ; .

* ¥ou can be trusted to eat it, T suppose?’ he replied.

“To you fellows want to get into the sludy 1™

“Yea! Yes! VYesl"

“Then why don't you go in?"”

“Duor's locked, idiot!” —

“I'm jolly well.going in,"” said Billy Bunter.
well not gomg to be kept out of my own study.”

And he banged &t the door. '

But there was no teply from within, and the Fat junior
banged and hanged again, without eliciting any response.

*Wharton must be there!” exclaimed Skinner, comin
along the passage with a roll-of paper in his hand. *It's
past the time for the mesting he mentioned in his notice.”

*Yes, of course! He's there!”

“ Then, {aith, why doesn’t he open the door 1"’

“They can't be deaf or asleap,”” said Hazeldene.
Eﬂum.e: befongs to the study, too. Call out to them,

unty.” 3

Billy Bunter ?ut hia mouth to the keyhole,

“1 eny, vou fellows!” he called out. . :

A voice canve at Jast from within the study.

* Halla ¥

“Let me in "

“Can'tl”

“ Why can’t you i

* Busy.
" mi here, Wharton. I'm not going to be kept out of m
own study "', ajmutgd B]ﬂ Bunter, through the keyhole.
suppose you're having a teed in there, and you want to keep
me dut. It's not fair. I don’t call it manly {”

" Ha, ha, ha "

“Ta it & feed?” velled Bunter, exasperated.

“Ha, ha! No!"

“What is it, then?"

“A meeting.” _

“ Br-rr-pr!"

Skinner pushed Bunter away from the keyhole, and took
his place thers, The fat junior expostulated warmly, but
that did not matter to Skinner.

“ Hallo, in there |"* called out SBkinner. “It's time for the
meeting i " 2

“That's pll right, the meeting’s here !

“* But ve come to i’

“ Bosh ! :

“ Wa've brought our parts.”

“ Rata 1"

“ Look here, Wharton—-"

* Buzz off I' 1 ; : :

“ We'll jolly well smash in the door if you don't open it !”
roared Skinner. Do you think we're jolly well going to
be kept out of the meeting 11 this way 1"

No reply !

“ Wharton 1"

Silence ! :

“ Nugent! Inky! Bob Cherry!”

3till silence. : -

Skinner kicked wildly at the door, and half a dozen other
foet joined his. and the door rattled and shook. But the cak
was thick, and the lock wae strong. There was no chance
of getting into the study that way.

“My only hat!” said Ogilvy, in wrath, * The frightful
cheek of those bounders, holding & committea meeting all by
themeelves |"

' The nerve I"* :

“ Have the blessed door down,” seid Bulstrode. * There's
a form up the passage, and we could biff the lock off with
& bang or two.'

" Good egg |”

[F] GD itl !l

Half a dozen excited juniors jammed their books snd

apers into their pockets, and ran for the form. It was a

vy oak settle, under n window at the end of the passage,
I'.I: was hoavy, and needed three or four juniors to get it
along.

Six or seven lent their aid, and the form was rushed slong
the passage to the door of No. 1 Study.

“Now, then,” said Bulstrode. ‘“This way—here you are!
Rush it slong! Get out of the way, Bunter!”

Tir Maguer Lisrany.—106.
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The fat junior blinked at him. He was too short-sighted
to sea his 'éa.ng;eg for the moment, and the next instant the

form was upon him, and he was koooked ovér. He yelled as
he rolled on the linoleum.

M Ow! What was that? Owl ORI
“Ha, ha, ha "

“Dw! 1 . you fellowg—"

“ Do pet out of the way, Bunter I

19 r urt

i Yﬂ:ﬂﬂ be hurt some more if you don't clear off I'" px-
claimed Bulstrode. * 8hift, you ass, or I’ll tread on you {”

“Ow! Owl"

Billy Bunter %&uill‘mﬁd along the passage with wonderful .
gu_mknﬁuu, considering’ -his girth. The excited juniors

rought the form round td No. 1 Study door,
waa wide, and took in the length-of the form, and
room to draw it back far enough to give a heavy
the door.

Bulstrode knocked at the door.

"TWh:-_Elrtﬂﬂ‘ !J I'

Ailence within the study, only broken by a faint sound
fuspiciously like s chuckle. _ :

“Wharton! Open the door, or we'll biff it in ™

Another faint chuckle.

“0Oh, all right!” said Bulstrode. * Gol"

The juniors rushed the form forward. :

It crashed upon the door, and tha crash wae terrifo. The
door held fast, and the form recoiled, and the jerk sent its
bearers staggering to the floor. They rolled over one sndther
on the Linoleum, and there wera loud yells as the form
R S i velled Bily Buster, ¢

“Ha, ha, ha! i untar, from tha
possage. “‘I'm jnl]yyglndl an ha, ha 1" "1'."’.'“*5

Ogilvy -scrambled up. He was hurt, snd at a time when
he was hurt, it wes not judicious for Billy Bunter to state
that he was jolly glad. :

Ogilvy made a rash for Bunter, and Bunter made & sush
for the staire. He reached them firat, fortunately for hi
but unfortunately missed his footing in his haste, mod rﬂ]lﬁ
rdown instead of running,

Dﬂlvg burst into a roar on the landing, g

“ Ha, ha, ha! I'm jolly glad " he shouted, in his tarmn,

Bunter clung to the banisters and stopped his Bight, and

vl and groaned. . Ogilvy ran back to the door of Nov 1,
and joined the juniors who were raising the form again.
Billy Bunter crept up the stairs to the landing, rubbing his
lchmg{hﬂnm as he went, his eyes gleaming behind his
spectaciea.
bIl..- 1;;: anrprg.;m;:g thnt&:nniu inT';:lhI £ hed nob

rought a pre upon aCene. & Janjors were too
oxciled to think of prefcis. :

But Bunter, the ventriloguist, could imitate any voice in

Eﬁ{!ru;u, and a scheme for getting ““his own back” was
wor msTm bkis braino.

8 passage
ave them
low npon

b o .
The form bumped on the door sgain, and this time the
assailants were more careful, and not fall down in tha

The door groaned ominously. '
ere was a volce from within the study. Harry Wharton

& Co. were evidently disturbed at last by the methods of the
assailants.

“Hold on, you asses!” shouted Wharton, from within.

“'There'll be a row if you smesh that lock, you howling

. the door, then I
y n the door en
“Can’t be did ¥

“Then we'll burst 1t in!"” said Bulstrode

“ Loack here, Bulstrode—"

:: Rniﬁj Are you going to open the door ™

“Then here goas ™

Crash !

“ DRoys 1"

It was a dae{A starn voice from the direciion of the stairs,
and as the well-known tones of Mr. Queleh, tho master of the
Remove, fell upon their ears, the juniors simply jumped.

“Doys! What does this mean ¥

The Removites did not stay to explain. They didn’t want
to argua the point with their Form-master. ey dropped
the form, and bolted helterskelter up the passage. The
form lay in the middle of the corridor, nng in about a
gacond that, and the bruises on the door, only remained 1o
tell of the ottack on No. 1 Study. The attacking party
were gone !

Billy Bunter blinked along the passage, with a grin.

Mr. Quelch, a3 o matler of fact, was absent from Grey-
friars at that particular moment, but the Greyfriars
ventriloguist had imitated his well-known tones with effect,
A dead silence reigned in the passage which o few scconds
before had been 20 noisy; and the juniors, scattered in the
passages, were stealing quietly away,

ONE
HALFFENNY,
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‘ A plllow whizzed throngh the alf, and Billy Bunier suddenly cellapsed into his bed with a gasp. * Now gn-ﬂil

to sleep!" roared Bob Cherry.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Amateur Dramatists.

ARRY WHARTON grinned in the study as ho heard
the departing feet of the Removites. He had not
heard the offor* of the Greyiriars ventriloguist, but
ke guessed that some master’s veice had interrupted

the sioge of No. 1 8tudy. Blessed silence settled upon the
mnT. as the besiegers ceased to hammer and the door to
rattle.

There were four juniors in the study—Harry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, to whom
the study belonged, and Bob Cherry, from No. 13. The
four were very busy, and they were not likely fo allow
thoir labours to be interrupted by the chstreperous members
of tha Lower Fourth. )

“ Thank goodness these duffers are gone!' exelaimed
Wharton, I wonder how they can expect us to admit the
whole Form into a moeoting in o study this size”

“ The absurdfulness of the expestation is groat,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in his beautiful English.

“ Brown, Ldnley, and Hozeldene might have come in,
but we can't have the whole blessed Form,” Wharton
remarked. * Wea've got to talk the matter over and seftle
the parta. The play is to come off next weel, and we've
got plenty of rehearsing and learning up lines to do”

“Yes, rather!"

“The ratherfulness is terrifie

“1 don't ses that we can do better than choose Shake-
apeare,’”’ Harry went on thoughtfully. * Shakespearo’s all
right.  It's a modern custom to ran down Bhakespeare, but
there’'s no getting away from the fact that Shakespeare

wrote soma th.:llg.r god stuff."

“There's * Hamlet,” for example,” said Nugent. _* The
part of Hamiet would snit me down to the ground. I come
out specially streng in the soliloguy. I'il tell you how it
Dog—

J “Oh, don't trouble now !

Tur Macxer Lisgary.—100.
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“THE CAD OF THE SIXTH."

““No trouble at all. *To be or not to be, that is tho
gquestion.
Whether ’tis nobler.in the mind to suffer
The slings are harrows of cutrageous fortune—'

““Ha, ha, ha ¥

“ What are you cackling at "

“The harrows,"” said Wharton, grinning.
arrows when I last read the play.”

“Rats! It means barrows—such as harrowing the feel-
ings, and so on,” said Nugent. “If you heard & chap say
nrrc-}wfs. |:|'.|:s was & chap who dropped {liﬂ h's.”

“ Rata!"

“Wall, I think T ought to know, when I always keep o
Shakespeare in my box, quite new, and with thé blesscd
pages uncut,”” said Nugent warmly.

“Ha, ha, hal!l"

' Oh, don't cackle! As I was saying——"

“*You had fnished,” zaid Bob Cherry. .

“I1 hadn’t! I was just getting into the swing of it when
Wharton intarrupted mo. It goos on like this.”

“ Wever mind how it goes on, so long as you don't go on.”

" Look here, Bob Cherry—"" :

“This is & meeting not & Shakespeare sclection competi-
tion,” said Bob Cherry. “If if comes to giving sclections
of Shakespeare, I can give you some raliling things from
*Ling John.! There's the Prinee Arthur scene—"

“Blow Prince Arthur!”

“¢ Heat me those irons hot !" " said Bob Cherry obstinately.

“iAnd look thou standest within the arras.

When I strile my foot upon the Losom of the ground

Rush forth and find tho lb::ﬂ.r-l mean, bind the boy--
whom vou shall find with me,

Tast to the chair. Do heedful! Hence, and watch ™"

“ Iow long have we got to listen to that?" demanded
Nugent. " Is this & meeting of the Awmatear Dramatic
Soctety, or a spouting match 7'

“Tt's a meeting,” said Wharton. ** Do shat up, both of
you! We might as well have admitted all those duffors to

k¥

# They were

A Doubla-Length Tale of Harry Wharton
e FRANIK RICHARDS,
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Eqmug. I 1knnw jolly well they were all bringing copies of

Julius Cwsar' along with them, and that they were all
:‘ra.nt-mglt-u ey either Brutus or Mark JAntouy. 1 know
em! WNow, bless.* King John ! and ‘ Hamlet,’ we're settled
that ‘Julius Cesar’ is to be the thing.”

“The eeitlefulness is ferrific. However, if my worthy
chums will, deignfuily lend the pelite idea to my suggost-
fulness, T should like to make an honourable proposal.’”

T mamma !’ said Bob Cherry.

. itl.l:‘i"%‘" don’t be funny, Cherry! Go ahcad, Inky! What

It is the wish of my worthy chums that T should take

art in_ the representation of tho estecmed play of tha

onourable Shakespeare, is it notfully so'” azked the
nakob.

" ¥ea, rather ™

“But the colourfulness of my honourable complexion is
not suitable- for the parts of thoe esteomed white sahiba,”
oxplained the nabab. “I could net successiully take tha
part of the 8shib Juling Cwsar, or ths ecsfoemed Marck
Antony, or the honourablo Brutus.”

“To may nothing of his giddy English,” murmured Bob

Arry.

“Thorofore I suggestfully propose the playful tragody of
*Othello,” ™ zaid the nabob. * Tha title role would Euitynm
down 1o the groundfully. I should not havoe to disguise my
honourable cemplexion, as Othello is a dark gentleman.
And I have inade a study of the henourable works of Shako-
spoare, under tho good master in Bhanipur, who instructed
me in the estcemed English languoge, and I knowlully
scquaint myself with the part.”

[} I_!]‘m !J’

“1T can speak the speechivlly of the estecemaed Othello from
memory,” said the nabob modestly.

“ More specimens,” murmured Nugent.

“'Of antrea vast and horourdble idle deserts,

Roughful guarries, rocks, and hills whose headfulness
reaches to the estcemed heavens,
It wos my hint to speak.'”
“ Ha, ha, ha["
** Bhe luvaﬂe me for the dangerfulness I had passfully
escaped,
And I regarded her lovefully for she did pity them,”™
said the nébob. * SRR

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

“The laughfulnesa of my honourable chume is ferrifie,
but I do not quite perceive the honourablo cause,” said the
nabob gently. - z
. "My dear kid,” said Wharton, laughing, * your English
13 ever 80 I more poetical than ours, but it isn't quite
suited to & Bhakespearian rale"

“We'll play you in the fitle role when we're doing the
‘DPumb Man from Manchester,” or something in that Fmﬂ:,"
said Bob Cherry,

"‘Juln;:s Cesar? is the thing,” said Harry Wharton.
“Inky will have to have a part, but 1 think the Soothsarer
will do for hiin, as tho Scothseyer might be supposed to be
a—a dark gentleman.™

“ T shall be very happy to be the honourable Scothsayer,”
anid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dp&nﬂefull:l;.

“Good! Now, I've ear-mnrked Brutus for nrysclf.”

“ I don’t mind, se long as I'im Mark Antony,”” said Bob,

YHere, I like that!” exclaimed Nugent indignantly.
“What eort of a part am I going to have, then?”

“ ¥ou can be Juling Cesar.”

“ Blow Julinsa Cmsar! Why, he’s killed almost in tihe
beginning,” exclaimed Nugent.

“ ¥os, but that's all right: you can come on agein as
Detaviuz Cesar,”” explained Wharton, ** You got two whacks
that way."”
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Nugent grunted.
itéle bis. A
head.”

“ Wall, that wouldn’t be any good; Mark Antony has to
do it right end up.”

“"¥ou know what I mean.

* Look here, Nugent—""

‘" Briends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your earg——-=""

“ Sha'n't; your own are long enough.”

“Look here, Cherry—-"

“Look here, Mugent—-"

Crash |

The amateur dramatists ceased their dispute, which was
Prﬂwln axeited, suddenly, A ferrific erash proceeded
roun the window. Fragments of glass flew into the room,
scattering all over the carpet, as the end of a ladder sud-
denly jammed in through the window.

well, but T think Mark Antony is my
could do the oration to the mob on my

Just listen—--=*

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Turned Outt?

HARTON sprang to his feet. For a moment he could
scarcely believe his eyes. But there was the broken
window, with the fra nte of glass scattered on
the carpet inside; and therc was the end of the

ladder sticking through the gap.

“My only hatl”

“It's those duffers again !

Tho next moment a face appeared at th
dow. It was tha face of Skinner. Behin
a roar of voicos.

“Go it, Skinner !’

(et the door open o

“Have 'ecm out !’

*¥ou ase!" shouted Wharton, springing towsrds the
wingdow,

But he was too late to stop Skinner.

The junicr flung the window up, and hurled himself hoad-
long into the room. He rolled on the floor, and erashed
against the legs of the table, and sent that article of furni-
ture whirling. .

There was o roar from tho juniors ns the table crashed
aver, Nugent getting a lapiul of pens. and papers and ink,
and Bob Cherry & crack across ihe legs from the tablo edge.

Wharton seized Bkinner, who groppled with Lim and
yolled desperately for help.

Stott and Hazeldenoe appesred at the window ono aflter
another, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rushed to repel
boarders.

But he could not burl the besiogers forth without danger
of breaking their necks, while they had ne hesitation in
clambering in.

Both of thern came plunging desperately into the study,
and as thoy rolled on the fluor Haweldene seized Huvreo
2ingh by the leg snd yanked him over.

“0Oh Y yelled the nabob.

He bumped on the carpet, and Hazeldone rolled over him,
end Stott sprang to grapple with Whartesy, whoe was spring-
ing lowards the window,

They closed and fell on the floor, crashing upon Hazeldene
and Inky. eliciting painful yells {rom both of them.

Maanwhile the windew wea darvkened with head after
lhwad, as the exaspevated Remove pourcd to the attack.

The aszzailants were in deadly cavnest. It must have cost
them &4 shilling at least in the form of a tip fo obtain the
loan of thai ladder from Gosling, the school porter, and
they evidently meant to get their money’s worth out of it

Ogilvy and Bulsirode rolled over onc ancther in at the
window, and Russell, Trevor, and Teom Brown came hurtling
in.

The siudy was gefitng crowdod now.

The Famous Four made a desperate offort to stem the
1ide of invasion, but in vain. There were long odds against
ihem already, and more Juniors were pouring. in.

And now knocking could be heard at the door again.
Ogilvy rushed eeross the stady, unlocked the «ddor, snd
throw 1t opon.

A crowd of juniors poured in,

Herry Wharton & Co. drew togother, with a hepeless sort
of grin. The meeting way * buzied op ™ with » vengeanon
now. The study was crammwed, aud exeited juniors weroe
trampling over the Looks and papers on the floor.

“ Here, hang it all. got out ! exelaimed Harry Wharton.
*Thiz se't o blessed bear-garden, you know M

“ Hore we are!? exclaimed Bulstrode trivmphantly, “1
I;Im:iw iy wheeze of getfing the Jadder would work out all
right.”

“ Horrah !

“Woll, now yvou're here, what do you want?" demanded
XNngont.
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“ We've coms to the meeting," shouted a dozen voices.

“It's a private committee meeting—""

“ Private committes rats—-"’

* Look here !

“Bosh! We're going to lake part in the meeting. Why,
the blassad Plﬁ-y coyneg off next week !I" exclaimed Russell.

““Yes, wa'ro nssigning the parts—"

“And that's whire we come in” said Ogilvy, with
emphasis. " We're jolly weall not going to have the parts
pasigned in g private committes mesting."

# Not mucﬁli”

“Hear, hear!"

“1 know jolly well you'll be keeping all the fat for your-
solves,” said Ogilvy. “Now, I'm going 1o be ark
Antony."”

“Oh, rats, Ogilvy!" exclaimed Elliott warmly. “I'm
gowng to be Mark Auntony. That's the part that just suiis
me. ‘Friends, Romans, countrymen——"""

““You're bhoth talking out of your hats," said Tom Brown
of Taranaki. “I'm Mark Antony. Why, I'm perfect
in the part. ‘Friends, Romans, countrymen—""

“I've h}}lnyed Mark ﬁn’mn%r in private theatricals at
home,” Morgan observed. ‘' Of course, Wharton was going
to Eive that part to me.”

““Of course I wasn't,” said Wharten,

“ Now, look here, Wharton——"

“Oh, shut up, Morgan! T don't say I think much of
Wharton's bramns as a rule, but I must say I agree with
him there.”

“ Faith, and s0 do I!" exclaimed Micky Desmond. “ Bure
and it’s for me that Wharton's reservin’ the part intirely !”

* No imd. Micky—Mark Antony hadn't a brogue™

“ Faith, and sure I—"*

“ Look here—"'

“I'm jolly well going to be Mark Antony i

“You're jolly well not 1™

" Look here, Dgilvy—=""

“ Oh, shut up, Trevor 1"

“I'll jolly well shut you up—""

“1'd like to see you do it[”

““Here gpoes!”

“Ow! Take that!"

““My only hat! They're turning this affair into a dog-
fight!" cxelaimed Bob Cherry, as Trevor and Ogilvy roeled
to and fro in deadly combat; an exampls speedily followed
by Micliy Deamiond and Morgan.

“(o it, Micky 1"

“ Kaith, and sure I—"'

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Get out of our study !" roared Wharton.
fight Iri-: il:}m passage, you giddy asses! Qutaide ™

1 E i

“Chuck them out!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Let’'s get
to business. Now, then, outside with all thoso silly asees !

“¥ah! Rats!"

*Let's chuck them out, end hold a meeting oursalves!”
exclaimed Bulstrode. The suggostion was greeted with a
shout of approval,

i Hurr’n\h |rH

““Hear, hoar!"

“ *huck them out!"

“Hold on!" shouted Wharton. ‘*What do you mean?
This is our study! Why, of &ll the cheek——  Chuck it!
Loggo! My hat! Oh!"™
_The Famous Four hit out in deadly earnest, but there was
little reom for hitting, and the pgds against them were
enormous. The rivel claimants to the part of Mark Antony
Ioft off their private tussle, to join in kicking the Famous
Four out of No. 1 Btudy. Harry Wharton & Co. resisted
desperately, but in vain.

Fighting valiantly, one after ancther they were hurled
forth, and relled hei{plamly on the linoleum in the passago.

They leaped up again and rushed to the attack, but furth
they went spinning again, and then Ogilvy slamined the door
and locked it on the inside.

“"My hat!" roared Bob Cherry. “OfF all the cheek! I'll
have the blessed door down! Kiek it in!™

The chums of the Remoyo kicked and hammered, but thn
door resisted all their efforts, as it had previously resisted
ihose of the besicgers. They were still in the midst of their
excited attack, whon a cane swished through the air, wnd
Nugent gave o roar asg it thwacked on his back.

Wingate, of the Bixth, the captain of Greylriars, was on
the scene, looking very red and sngry. It occurred to the
juniors--rather late in the day —that they had becn making
a Frcat deal of noise,

‘Ow!" roared Nugent. * Stop that!"

Swish! Swish!

“Ow! Yowl!"

“(Cut off, you noiay young sweops !™

“We're trying to get into our own blesard study —

“1 don't care what you're trying to deo.” SBwizh, suish!
Y Cut off 1M
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And the Famous Four had to cut off, and Wingate fol.
lowed them up the passege, accelorsting their doparture
with lashes of the cane. enemy wors laft in possession
of No. 1 Btudy, and they proceeded te hold their meeting
there undisturbed by the Famous Four,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Capses Trouble,

L GH!". _ _
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Romove, gave that
grunt as he put his nose cut fromm under the bed

clothes. :
It was a chilly winter's morning.
The rising-bell had ceased to clang, and the Homove wore
slowly and um'illinfl'y turning out of bod.
“Ugh! It'secold!l
“That’s on sccount of the weather,” Bob Cherry
remarked. **It'a often cold st this time of the year.”

“ Oh, really, Ch&rrg:”
:: %‘umbla 'L{, , lazy- ldr:m!"
t's a0 jolly c-ccold 1

“Well, it wyun’t get warmer,” said Nugent. * Tumble
up, or you won't have time to wash "' ) )

“That won't worry Bunter,” said Bulstrode, with a dis-
a.g'rulfszlﬂ laugh. **He dossn’t trouble soap and water very
much.

“ Dh, reslly, Bulstrode—"' ]

“1 think something ought to bo done,’” said Bulstrode.
# No. 1 Study is a disgrace to the school.”

“Eh! What's that?” exclaimed Wharton. _

“J way your study is a disgrace to the school,” said
Bulstrode, * Blessed if it's healthy to have a fellow in the
school who never washes !

" Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

Wharton was silent. He was rather suscoptible on that
point; and the chums of No. 1 8tudy were extremely
annoyed with Bunter themselves. Billy Bunter was, as the
Removites said, opposed to soap and water on principle.
Even in summer his ablutions were more or less of & farce.
In winter he dabbed his nose with m% and hastily rubbed
it off again, and he was finished. ough genarally the
last out of bed, he was frequently ‘ﬂaadf go down with
the quickest, because he spent so very few minutes at the
washatand. Thero was sometimes a rush for the bath-rooms,
and fellows would stend waiting, towel on arm, for five or
ten minutes for their turn. Bui Billy Bunter never joined
in any of thoda rushes.

Wharton glanced at him with great disfavour as ho slowly
put one la{. out of bed, like & swimmer feeling the depth of
ths water before he P!ungad i,

L Uﬁ,‘h! It's ﬂﬂld i 2 ;

“Oh, get up!” said Harry crossly. “ Don't be a cowardly
slackor 1"

" Look here, Whar .44

" (Zet out of bed "

“Tt's c-ccold !" . . . 1

harton grasped his bath-sponge, and sopped it with
watér. The fat junior blinked at him, and made one bound
out of bad. -

“It's—it's all right, Wharton ; I'm getting up.”

“ You're only just in time, you oyster.”

Billy Bunter grunted discontentedly, and began to put
on his clothes. He had nearly finished dressing whun
Wharton spoke again. _

“ Aren't you going to wash, Billy

“Of course I am,"” said Bunter peevishly.
bother 1™

He turned to his washstand. .

S3oma of the Removites watched him with interest. He
dabbed the sponge on his nese, and thon agueozed it out
and dabbed it again. Then he commenced a tremendeus
rubbing with the towel.

“My only hat !" said Skinner.

“ Oh, really, 8kinner——"'

“ Dirty besst! said Bulstrode.

“You fee, I'm in rather delicate health,” explained
Bunter. *“I'm afraid of the effect too. sudden o sheek might
Lave on me—"" ¢ : L

“(3h, then it won't do [or you to start washing n the
morning !’

““I1a, ha, ha!"

T diddn't mean that, Bulstrode. T menn that tha sudden
contact of the cold water might give me pneuamonia, or
consumption, or something. I'm an awfully elean chap, but
1 don't belicve in over-dotug a thing."'

And Bunter brushed his hair, and was finished.

Hutlstrode and Skinner grinned to one another as they
wout downstatrs. Stolt juoined them, and the three clinckled

h
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over o discussion they carried on in low tones. Bunter was
too short-sighted to observe them, or he might have known
that mischief was afoot.  Buolstrode and Skimner had
schemed & scheme several days.before, in connection with
Billy Bunter, but had not yat had an opportunity of putting
it into practice.

During morning lessons in- the Remove Form-room,
Bulstrode whispered several times to Skinner, and Skinner
chuckled, Harry Wharton glanced at them once ox twice.
After the morning’s lessony were over, the chums of lthe
Remave went out into the Close, Ti:.ey had a copy of

Julius Cesar” with them, and they intended to find a
quiet spot where they could go after the parts undisturbed.

But there was no escaping Billy Bunter.

I say, you fallows 1"

Wharton had just openad the book when the vcice of the
fa;f.' :;[unmr was heard. Billy Bunter came up blinking.
. & 82y, you know, I—"

Oh, buzz off, Bunter! We'ro busy.”

[.'l” But I want to speak to you. I hear that the Amatene
Eﬂramatm Bociety is going to give a representation of Julins

Jeaar.
**That's correct. We're busy with it now; so buzz off "’

::IE”I':I_.I#; J’m going to take part in it.,”

“I‘think I ht & : . 5
snid Bt ;;Jlfé!ﬂ; be given the part of Mark Antony,

“Ha, ha, a1
32 Blessed if T can soe anything to cackle at 1"
: Well, you see, we couldn’t have a Mark Antony. in
ﬁﬂﬂ;ﬂtﬁﬁﬂ, said Wharton consolingly. “Ii weuldn't Jook the
“ Rot !

I suppose some of the greatest men in the world,

5‘:?;:: mﬁlﬂa};;#i worn glasses," said Bunter. * How

: [ ntony wasn't short-sighted 1"
= ;:t;slh I dm‘; t ﬁn-:mr t}l:a.t he wasn't, hutE-'—-»”
going. to have the part. I'm not 3
selfish motive, but becauss want to mmu i:EH fl-lf;:ﬂgamfmm n:}

the play,” explained Bunter. * I' =3 of
b NEW? Iﬁﬁ hgrﬁ’ LBuntEr.___HI m rather & dab at acting.

‘ IR.‘].:E?I;‘" my doing the part. ‘Friends, Romans— "
o 'Gﬂu;ltryman_ lend -
:r {%hr buzz aoff I me yYour earg—'

i ﬂ‘“’d hﬂ' I, L
money,” mﬂriﬂﬂ:lﬂlﬁub‘k&ﬁrm ask them to lend you their

:hﬂ:}g it bm””ry. “Will you take a run, or
» really, Charr 4
* Bunk !"" roared _I;ﬂur voices together,

Bunter gave ome indignant hlink et the

And  Billy
amateur dramatists, and bunkod. He rolled awa

state of u:mmaring wrath. Nugent minor, Frank onts
: ugent
ounger ‘brother in the Second Form, p;u'am:l hin;_iﬁethz

ose, and called out :
* Halle, Bunter!
“Eh? Whatt”
* What price soap "
oo  expensive!” said ancth
“ Bunter prefers to do without it !-’Fr T o g
““Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter snifféd, and rolled awa ia thi '

_ 5 i y. His thick skin was
nimpnn lous to most attacks. He rolled off in the direction
of . tha tucksh Meanwhile, the Famous Four weare having

& quiet practice under the trees. But Bob Cherry's decs
voice rolling out the lines of Mark Antony's mtft. soon
attracted attention, however, and they decided to adjourn to

the study.
ughter from a group of Upper Fourth fellows

A shout of la
greeted them as they entered the house. Wharton glanced
or the

at Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth.
moment he imagined that the Upper Fourth were amused
ramatist business, But ho soon saw that it

What price soap 1"

by the amateur
was not that.
ere come the anti-soap merchants " exclaimed Templ

:: h, rather I’ zai1d Eabﬁe;. e Srenipte,

I hear that the Head is going to have No. 1 Study dis-

:l::i;catﬁl.:],” said Fry. * There's going to be a fumigation

RT Ha, ha, I_IB!"

" What price soap 7"

The chuma of the Remave strode on with red, indignant
faces. The laughter of the Upper Fourth fellows foljowed
them upstairs.

“ This 13 all through that fat worm Bunter,” growled
Nugent. 1 knew there would be a row sooner or later
about his not washing. Wo ocught to take the matter into
our own hands, and give him a lesson.  It’s beastly !’

There was a shout of laughter in the Remove pasmsage,
Half the Remove seemed to be there, and they were all
laughing heartily over something.
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““ Oh,.it's all round the school, now it's once started ! said
Wharton. i . -

“ Thay're locking at the deor of your study,’ g:mnqd Bob
Cherry. “Upon t c‘: t

Cherr ] whole, I'm rather gla t I dig in
0. oW,

The chums of the Remove %Juﬂhﬂ& their way through the
erowd of chueckling juniors. ~They came in eight of the doox
of their study, and uttered a simultancous exclamation of
anger. o . I

There was an inscription in white paint on the dark osk
of the door. In big, glaring letters it stared at them in the

155 81 N1 LIS -
A “ THE ANTI-WASHITES I”
“DOWN WITH SOAP I

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Painter Painted.

ARRY WHARTON looked angrily up and down the
passage. His expression only caused a fresh burst of
laughter from the Removites.
«“Who did this?”* exclaimed Harry.
“ Ha, ha, ha!” 1
MNugent dragged his chum into the study.
than useless to make a row over the joke.
Bam Singh slammed the door. _ .
They could hear the juniors laughing as they dispersed

down the passege,
“It's rotten!” exclaimed Harry. ‘' Of course, Bulstrode's
It's beastly unfair! Bunter 15 a dll'li-;i:

It was woree
Hurroe Jarmeet

at the bottom of it!
little brute, bat that’s no reason to brand the whole study !

“ Oh, Bulstrode is glad of the chance of getting at us, of
coursa !’ .

“ Confound him " . .

“ Bomething will have to be done with Bunter.”,

“Wa must get that foolery off the door,” said H
# Tt will be a joke all over the school, scon.”

““ Ha, ha, ha " rcared Bob Cherry.-- B
EI;PhrEE pairs of eyes glared aggressively at the. hilarious

arry. - _ ' _

" What are you cackling about?" demanded Nugent. “I
can’'t sce anyt in,'g‘ funny in this."”

“Ha, ha, hal'

“ Stop that row!"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" ; o

“TLook here, Bob Cherry, if you went to imitate- s
cheap American alarm clock, you caen go and do it in your
own study " shouted Nugent. .

“ }ia, ha, ha!" gurgled Bob Cherry. ** Ho, ho, ho!

::%utai:lq t; s

a, ha, ha! ]

The chums of No. 1 Study looked at onme another in
exasperation, and thenm, with one aecord, they seized upon
the hilarious Cherry. Bob, stitl liughing hysterically, was
whirled to the deor, and Hurrce Singh flung it open.

* Now, then,” exclaimed Wharton, “are you going to
stop_that gurgling "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will you chuck it?"

“ ¥Ho, ho, ho!®

“ Then out you go !’ . _

With a whirl, Bob Cherry went filying into the passage,
and he spun round on the linoleum, and sat down with soma
violenoe. But he did not seem to mind the bump. He sat
there, and went on laughing uproariouely.

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“ Shut up ! shrieked the exasperated Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha ™ ’

Nugent slammed the deor with a slam that rang aleng the
nassage like o cannon-shot. Tlob Cherry picked himsell up,
and almost ‘staggered away, Iaqﬁung hystarically. As hs
was no longer an inhabitant of No. 1 Study, he naturally
saw the mafter in & more humorcus light then Wharton,
Mugent, or Hurrea Singh did.

“Tt's beastly ' growled Wharton,
Cmsar ' on the table with o crash.
cured IV

“ ¥ps, rather I . .

“Tha ratherfuiness is terrific!”

“ Let's get that rot cleaned off the door now, though,”
said Wugent, ** The sconer we tackle it, the easicr it will
come off "

“ Right you are!” ; _—

The chums opened the door, and started on the inscription,
Fortunately, the paint had not had time to harden. They
rubted and scraped until 1t came off, and there wers only a
few while smears left to show that 1t had been there.

This occupied the fime they had intended fo spead in
rehearsing, and then they had to go to dinner. Bulstrode
grinned at them as they sat down at the dinner-table. They
had littla doubt that he was responsible for the inscription

BIIY.

throwing * Juliua
“ Bunter will have to bo
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on the door. It was {unnﬁ enough, but, as Wharton had
said, it was unfeir. Billy Bunter certainly deserved a rag-
g;lng, but Wharton, Nugent and Hurree Singh, who too

8jr bath every morning as regularly &s their E-reakfast. did
not deservé to be incladed in the jape. '

Bulstrode finished his dinner very quickly, and rose,

*“If you please, sir,” he said, looking at Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, “mey I go! 1 want to write a
lettar for the two ecollection.”

“Certainly, Bulstrode, if you have finished,” said Mr.
Quelch unsuspiciously.

“Thank you, air."”

Bulstrode retired from the dining-room. The chums of
No. 1 Study exchanged glances. hey guessed that Bul-
strode’s remark about writing the lstter was what ia
suphonistically called a terminological inexactitude, They
could guess, without much mental effort, that the billy of
the Remove intended to pay another visit to Ne. 1 Study,
:rlﬁf: the juniors it belonged to wers detained st the dinner-
able.

_As soon as dinner was over, and Mr. Quelch gave the
eignel to rise, Harry Wharton & Co. were the first out of
the dining-room.

* Bulstrode’s up to mmuihing,” said Wharton.

* Xes, rather. Let's go up.'

“The go-upfulness ia terrific.”

thres chums hurried upstairs. Billy Bunter made »
clutch at Harry Wharton as he went, and caught his slecve.

“I soy, you fellows—I say, Wharton, have you finally
decided about letiing me have Mark Antony's part ?"

M Got away 1"

““But I say—"" ;

Wharton jerked hiz arm, and the fat junior spun round
and sat on the lowest stair, with a bump that shook all the
breath out of him. He sat there, gasping, while the chums
of No. 1 Btudy ran upstairs, -

A smell of paint greeted them a9 they rar into the Remove
Pasanga, o i

Bulstroda was there. 5

He was standing at the door of N8.°1, chuckling, with e
p:i:nbbmah in one hand, and & pot'of white paint in the
other. :

He had evidently lost no time, for the inscription on the
door wee progreseing tapidly. It was nearly finished when
the chums of the Remove srrived on the scene.

FNOTICE !
¥ No scap allowed within IQ yards of this study.
= H}r l:l.f'li—-—"

-

That was as far as Bulstrode had %ﬂtu

Hea mpﬂ:d’ and looked round quickly as he heard the foot-
steps of the chums of the Remove. But it was too late o
gacape. :

* Collar him !" shouted Wharton.

In » moment they had him pinioned. _

Bulstrode drup])ad the brush and the pot of paint ta the
floor, and struggled violently.

“ Let go!"" ha shouted,

“Rata!"

“Leggo! I-I'll—"

“¥oull shut up,' said Wharton coolly, picking up the
paint-brush, while Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Eingh
ammed Bulstrode agninst the wall, an i&%lmed him there
i‘)j’ main foree, s struggling prisoner. “* This 15 what vou
call & jape, tan't 1t}

“Well, it's & good jape, too," grunted Bulstrode, a little
alarmed now. ** Look here—"

. “*Yes, remarkably funny, I must say,” said Harry, laugh.
ing. '"Of course, 2 jape is a jape, and I’ve got as lieen a
cense of humour as anybody. &, ha, ha!"

* Look here—"

“It's funny to paint our door, and it will be equally
funny for me to paint your chivvy,” suggested Wharton,
“What do you think 1"

‘“Ha, ha, ha " roared Nugent.

“1 won't stand it! I—— Lock here, you—""

Wharton dipped the brush into the paint, which had
mostly streamed out upon the floor from the upset pot.
Then he begon to paint Bulstrode’s face white,

The Remove bully yelled and struggled and sguirmed, but
Nugent and Hurree Singh held him fast, and Wharton
calmly painted, till Bulstrode's furious foce was covered with
a ghastly white. « o

dis aspect was very curious by the time Harry had
finished. His eyes glared from a face of deadly whitencss,
He was gasping with rage.

“There's still a lot of paint on the floor,” Nugent re-
marked. * The best thing we can do with Bulstrode, 13 to
wipe tb up with him."

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Ow! Leggo! I—— Yow!"

The Remove bully was rolled on the floor, and his head
was dragged through the paint. His hair mopped up most
of it, and Bulstrode was immediately transformed into a
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white-haired as well as white-faced youth. His appesrance
was 80 odd that the jruni::rra shrieked with laughter.

““¥You—ryou beasts " yelled Bulstrode. :

“Ha, ha, ha! Pi.‘:rhaém yvou won't be so liberal with tha
paint next time !” gasped Nugent.

The Remove bully was released, and he staggered away,
gasping. There came yells of laughter from below as he
went downstairs. Wharton, snd Nugent and the nabob com-
menced to clean the inscription for a sccond time from the
door of the atudy, but they had to interrupt their lzbour
frequantly to give vent to yells of laughtor.

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Barred,
BILL‘E" BUNTER locked a little nervous when he came

into No. 1 Study, and found the chums of the Remove
there. The latest joke of Bulstrods and his frienda
was all over the school now, and the chums of No. 1
were everywhere alluded to as the anti-soap merchants, and

a never-washers, and so forth. Billy knew that he was the
cause of the trouble, and he wondered what kind of a
reception he would get from Harry Wharton & Co.

He blinked uneasily st the chums of the Remove, who
;:rpm having their tea in the study. They did not look at

1ITL.

“ I say, you fellows——'

They did not look up. Wharton drank his tea, and
Nugent helped himself to cake, and Hurrce Jamset Ram
Bingh skinned & banana. The three of them appearad to
be cil.utﬁ unaware of Billy Bunter's prosence. S w

“I say, you fellows, you might have oelled me in to teal
If you'd like anything extras, I'm guite willing to run down
to the tuckshop for you.” =

‘No reply.

“Lock here!” exclaimed Billy
“Can't you speak?”

Bilence.

“ Can't you tallk, you dummies?"

atill no reply.

Bunter strode towards the table, and grasped Frank
Nugent by the shoulder, and shook him.

i k hero, Nugent "

Frank rose to his feet, took Billy Bunter by ono fat car
Ellh his finger and thumb, and led him squealing to the

oor,

0w, ow, ow 1"

. Bunter was led into the passage, and then Nugent retired
into ﬁ;ﬂ study again and closed the door. He had not spoken
8 WOIC,

Tho fat junior stood blinking in the passage for some
moments.  Then he hurled the door of the study open again
and rushed in.

" Look here, vou fellows——"

Harry Wharton rose from his seat, took the fat junior by
the bair, and jerked him into the passage again. He whirled
Bunter round, gave him a gentle kick thot sent him half &
dozen steps along the passage, and went into the study.

Bunter staggered along in great surprise, and stopped him-
solf by ciutching at the wall.

“They're mad ! he murmured.  * Mad as blessed hatters !
I'm blessed if I'm going to be shut out of my own study
in this way! I'm not going to stand it! And I'm jolly
hungry, teo! I'm going in to have some tea !

He gpened the door of No. 1 once more, and blinked in
wrathfiully.

Biff !

A cushion, hurled by a stoady hand, smote the fat junior
fairly on the cheat, and bowled him over.

Back he went into the passage. and orashed on the opposite
wall, and slid down to a sitting position.

. Hf,:haa.t there for a full minute, gasping to recover his
reath.

When he rogained his fect he was rod with rage, but he
made no further attempl to enter Wo. 1 Study., It was
ovident that he was barred there.

fat junior was in a state of simmering indignation.
No. 1 Btudy was his study, 22 well as Harry Wharton's, and
it wasg high-handed in the extreme to exclude him from it in
thiz way. Buonter knew the reason, but the rcason did nok
appeal to him as an adequate one.

He rolled down the passage towards No. 13. He pucssaed
that Bob Cherry, Mark Linlay, and little Wun Lung would
be heving their tea ohout that time, and there might be a
chance for him at the ton-table of No, 13

Hge blinked in at the open door of the study, Sure enough,
there were the three chums of No. 13, but they did not scom
irlnd to sce Bunter.

“I say, you fellows,' said tha fof junior, with an in-
gratiatimg smile—* I say, I thought I'd give you a look in.

T
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If you'd like any cooking done, or anything fetched from the
1 hop, you've only got to say s0.”

Bob Cherry rose from the table. He held his ncse with &
finger and thtump, with one hand, and picked up the poker
with the other.

¢ game towards Bunter, who eyed him dubiously.
*1 say, Cherry, you know—— i
-8til]l holding his nose, Bob Cherry jabbed at the fat junior
with the end of the
wishing to come too near him.
O 1M ggageld Bunter, “0Oh!™
ab !

ow 1"
Hé skipped out of the study, and Bob Cherry closed the
door. He flung the poker into the grato with a clang, and

burst into & laugh.
JBunter did not feel like laughing. It might be funny, but
umour. He drifted down

it did not appseal to his sense of

the passage’ In an almost frenzied stete of mind. It wasz

too late for tea in Hall, and if he did not discover some
provender in the Remove pamago, he would bhave nuthinﬁ to
est till bread-and-cheese were served out for supper: And
what was bread-snd-cheess to Billy Bunter? If had had
any money, ke could have obteined supplies at the achool
shop, of course; but Bumter never had any money. And it
was evidenily useless to attempt to borrow any in No. 1
Study—hiz vsual rescurce.

In desperation, Bunfor locked into Bulstrode’s study. Bul-

was thers, with Tom Brown and Hasoldene, who
[ the study with him. They were having ten, and they
&ll ttarod at Buntor.
ulstrode poiuted to tha door.

: ?uta:dnu s !i: H:;;d bria;ﬁ:f.

" 1 say, you wi—'

£ ﬂutﬁildﬂjl"

“I'm b r;r,i ! I’;!jrn been turned out of my own study by

those beastsl I
Bulstrede picked up an Bgﬁl Bulstrode was not W the

best of tempers. In spite of all his washing and scrubbing,
there wers smears of white paint still over hia hair and his
vars. He took aim at the fat jumior, and Billy Bunter

promptly dodged dqui of the study, ;
. The egg was not thrown, and Bunter took courage to
inte the
doubb,
"Ha put his head cautionsly round the door.
;.;1 “fi Bulstrode—— 0-0-0-0-och "
o

room agoin after about a minute of heaitation an

P

}‘ha egg amashed on Bunter's nose,

t spread on his face in & shower, and the [at junior gave
a choking gasp.

“Ow! Yow! Groo! O-ch!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yop—you beast ™

“ﬂﬁf, hs, ha ["

Bunter did not lock into the study again. He scuttled
away to the dormitory, and tried to olean off that smashed

e .

) took him ten minutes to clean it off, and change his
collar, which was splashed, toco. FHe was bursting with wrath
when ’hqquittud the dormitory. The persecution to which ho
was subjected would have tried a patient nature, and Bunter
was not patient. He had brought it all on himself, but that
made no difference to thea Owl of the Remova.

He cama down frons the dormitory, and met S8kinner and
Stott in the Remove passage. He came up to them with a
wheedling amile. .

‘*I say, Bkinner, old chap, I'm expecting a postal-order
this evening. Would you mind lending me & couple of bob
of it in advance ™’

Bkinner rande no reply.

He grasped his nose with finger and thumb, with a
dramatic gesture, and walked away, followed by Btott, in a
similar attitude, .

Bunter blinked after them furiously.

" Beasta ! he mut ;

He made his way aleng to Bulstrode's study. He peepod
i at the ﬂﬁan door, aad saw Tom Brown standing on the
hearthrug, Hazeldene reading a hook, and Bulstrode pouring
out a final cup of toa.

Bunter’s eyes glistened, The Greyiriars ventriloguist was
not {o ba pefte»:! with eges with impunity.

* For ﬁ:)-odnm’ sake, ?:lﬂ finish, Bulstrode! What a pig
rou Bre !

z It was Tom Brown's voiee, or seemed to be so. Bulstrode
;.iﬁ‘ramﬁaql stopped pouring out the tea, and glared at the New

d junigr.
“ What's that!"" he roared,
“Eh? What??
“Pig, am I? VYou can have the tea, then '
1] never said— Gro-o-c-och!”
Tor Maoxer LiBrArY.—106,
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Bulstrode swept the teacup through tha air, and flung the
contenta full in Tom Brown's face. Tom was not likely to
take that “lying down.” In & second he had rushed at
Bulstrode, his face streaming with tea, and he had the
ERemova bully’s head in Chancery. : ;

They tramped round the study, strugglin fr.:rmualfu

* Here, hold on!” yelled Hazéldene. * Look out[”

But it was too late, he furious combatants lurched
againgt the table, and sent it rocking, and there was B
terrific crash ae the tea things shot off oh to the floor.

“*¥Yah!” grunted Bulstrede. ** Take that!”

“Br-r-r! Take that!"

“Cad 1"

“ Rotter I )

Tom Brown stumbled over the teapot, with destructive
results to the teapot, and fell, dragging Bulstrode down wi
him. They mllag among the broken orockery and upset mille
and tea and sugar, fighting furiously.

In the passage, Billy Bunter gave a solt, unholy chuckld,
and qguietly retreated me the apot.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Famine,

“ g% H dear! Oh dear!” _
It was the plaint of Billy Bunter. ;
He had avenged himself upon Bulstrode, and
ravenge is said to bo sweet. It might be sweet, but
Billy Buntor would have found & tart or a bun swester at
that moment. He was hun%';', and hunger was a se
matter with Wilham G ¢ Bunter. . _ _

He was excluded from his own atudy, kicked out of avery
other;-he was stony broke, and could get no credit at the
tunka.l{mp, He had even mised tea in Hall Ha had the
prospect before him of seversl hours of famine. _

It was appalling. Bunter wae generally ready for & meal
just after finishing one. And to actually miss a meal—in

eon, winter weather, too! Appalling wes bardly the word
for it. .

“0Oh dear!” moaned the Owl of the Remove. “I'm
beginning to understand how they get to cannibalism in
open boats at sea now! It's fearful! I samp1¥ must have a

, square meal; there's nothing €lee for it! Where is it
to ecome from1i"”
h_Hh spotted Wun Lung in the hall, and bore down upon

im.

“1 say, Wun Lung, could you cash a postal-order Jor
me "

“No savvy."” i

“ Well, lend me & couple of bob of it.'*

(13 ¥
i y:aﬁ::riigéd my tea.”
“ Do Buntee : bling down fatce !'*

“I'm hungry."

“ Velly plenty good!”

“Look here, you beustly yellow heathen—"
A Won g wallioh

n un Lung walked away.

Billy Bunter a'g'ift.ed ouf m:;i;u school shop. He found
Mzrs. Mimble in &n uncompromising mood, and very abnoyed
at being ralled out of her little parlour E:r e customer who
wished to obtain credit, and had ro cash to show. She said
some very candid things to Bunter, snd he retired defeated.

“ Oh, dear—ch, dear!” he murmured, .

He blinked into the diming-rcom next. He had a faint
hgge that something might ﬁe left there. But cverything
had been cleared away. ) i

A few minutes later he was csutiously descending the
kitohen stairs. He met the cock w bottom of the atairs,
and the cook glared at him like a isk.

"4 Well, Master Bunter, what do you want?’

Billy Bunter made no reply. He retraced his steps wem-itj‘-
to the upper regions. He thought for some moments, anc
then’ moved off to the Bixth-Form passage. Some of the
scniors might be having & late tea, and there might be pick-
ings fm-“& BE.

The sight of Stott, of the Remove, carrying o tray into a
Sixth-Form study made Bunter utter that sjoculaticn. The
study was thet belonging to Jlonides, the Greek Bixth.
TFormer. Ionides was & bully, and no junior eared to get teo
near his study; but Bunter, on the scent of & feed, was
reclless. :

** I sa¥, Stott, old man—"

“(h, get away " said Btott.

“You're fagging for Ionides, I suppose? Look here. do
you want any help? I'm willing to lend & hand if you like.”

“ Clear out, and go and buy some seap !” said Btotr.

“0Oh, really, Stoit]” Bunter peeped after him into -the
study. ** What a lot of grub! [ suppose lonides is standing
s fced ™

ONE
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“Yow!' yelled Billy Buater. “] won'¢ be washed! I'll meialn to the Hl.';i?- 1t's unhealthy to have a bath
[ won't—1 won't!™

“Yes, he is,"” seid Stott. “Carberry and Loder are
coming. You can get out.”
“1 say, vou know, Ionides is a filthy bully, and he's as

likely as not to give you a licking,”” said Bunter. “1'll fag
instead of you, %1 you like, You fknow what a horrid beast
that Greek chap is, and F 1

Bunter left as a vice-like finger and thumb fastened on
hiz ear froin behind, but Bunter was quite taken by surpriso,
1le blinked in anguish at the (ireek semior.

“w! Leggo!"

“You younp cad!" said Ionides, hia eyes glinting with a
curious opalescent light, as they always did when he was
angry. “ What were you saying about me?"”’

“I—1 was only saying to Stott that you were such = decent
chap that it's o pleasure o fng for you!" wailed Billy
Bunter. " Ow! Ow!”

“ Get away, you lying little fut beast!™
H (th, really, Ionides-——

' Gﬂ' !‘H :

The senior slung the fat Removite along the passage, and
Bunier scuttled off, guite giving up the iﬁea of fagging for
lonides. The Greek luoked into the study.

*“Arc you ready, Stott?

“Gothing on,' said Stott. “* T've only to makes the tosast
now, and the tea, 1k will take about ten minetes to make gll
that toast.™

“Oh, very well!” And Ionides walked awsy.

Billy Buuter seuttled ouwl of his sight, getting back to the
Romove quarters. e peeped into Nao, 1 Study. Tea was
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quite over there, and & number of the amatour dramatists
were gathored in the room. Bob Cherry was holding forth
its deep tones tb an imaginary mob of Roman citizans,

“ Friends, Romam, countrymen, lend me your ears("

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ Ehut up, Bunter !

* Look herg-—-—""

The amateur dramatists made a rush at him, In s moment
Bunter was hurled forth, and the door was slammed behind
him. Bursting with indignation, he rushed back to the door
and flung it open.

“ Look here,” ha yelled, I tell you—""

Yot out!”

“1hwn not going to be turned out of my own study !
shrieked Bunter,

“You're barred hore," said Harry Wharton. * We can't
havae anti-zsoap morchants in this study. It gives us a bad
naine"’

“1 say—o

“ You can come back when you've got into decent habits
of bathing cvery morning. Until then you're barred," sadd
MNugent.

“ The barfulness is terrific.”™

it LWI'E hc.”;_n

Horry Wharton picked up a cushion, and awung it above
lus head. Billy Bunter made s wild dive into the passagc,
and Bob Cherry closed the door alter him.

The fat Junior moved away, hungry and furious. The way

A Double-Length Tale of Ha Whai
% Co. By FRANK RICHARDS, o



10 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D& THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "1

of the transgressor is hard, and Bunter was finding it
decidedly rocky. . ) o

A kind of fsscination drew him back agein to Jonides's
study in the Bixth-Form pessage. Even if he could not
partake of it, there waas something gratifying in the sight of
a large s I of provisions.

Bunter blinked into the room. :

_He started, and hie oyes glittered, as he saw that it wos
Stott had evidently left the study for some purpose,
and for the moment the tressure wis ungusrded.

Buntor stepped quickly into the room.

On the table were plates of cold ham and becf, tongue and
chioken, tarts and cakes, and jelliea and meringues.
Surely thers was time for a hasty grasp at something before
he was discovered! .

There was a step in the passage even as Bunter hesitated
o to which srticle he should grab. .The fst junior turned
cold all over. He undetstood—a little too late—that Btotd
had only left the study to tell the semiors thet all was

re L]

’ ‘IE: be caught there! )

Bunter knew what that would mean. JIonides, Carberry,
and Loder were the three worst bullies in the Bixth. They
Eﬂw}!ﬂd licléhhim unmercifully, and kick him out of the study—

ew that.

The fat junjor cest a despairing glance round in search of
some place of concealment. He g]:}nmd under the table,
but the cover was too short. He locked at the bed, which
was in an aloove and hiddon by Jdraped curtaine. That was
evidently the place. In a moment the fat jumor was through
the curtains, and muathng on the bed. @ curtains, falling
back into their place, hid him completely. ;

Hé had hardly effected his retreat when the seniors entered
the study. Stoit followed thom in. Ionides glanced at him.

“You can come back in half an hour and ¢clear away,” he

::Iﬂh, all right!” said Stott. Ho went out and closed the

Carberry and Loder glanced st the table with looks of
satisfaction. lonides was the richest fellow at Greyiriars, and
when he stood & feed, it was worth sitting down to. I&,bﬁdﬂ’
at Greyfriars liked Ionides, but few refysed his mvitations.

“g8it down, you fellows,” said the Greck. * All ready, I
thhn{gr”. I!!

' Tonidea lifted o huge plate of werm, buttered toast to the
table from the fender. o three seniors sat round the tabls,
and then commenced a scene that was simply torture to Billy
Bunter,

The curtains of the bed were a kind of muslin, and he
vould’ see through them into ihe lighted study, though he
himeelf, in the dark aleove, was quite invisible,

He watched the three seniora at their feed, and ss he ssw
the piles of ham ond t.m:gua dissppoar, he could have wept.

The toast diminished alarmingly, and Bunter watched every
glice of g with hungry eyes. n they commenced on the

ana tarts.

Bunter could not restrain his feelings.

In spite of himself he gave a low grunt, almost a groan, and
the next moment he was ]E:-etni_iml with texror as he saw Car-
berry raise his head in a listening attitude,

L

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Mysterlous Dog.

ONIDES glanced at the prefeet, mistaking his motion. He
I ut his hand upon the silver teapet. Everything in
?:nides’s study was in the most expensive style,
* Another oup of tea, Carberry?” =

" No, thanks., I thn:-uﬁht. I heard something.”

“Eh! What was iti"”

“ Have you any animals in the study "'

“ Animals | Certainly not.” ‘ .

“ It's curious. mn&lft]i:ﬂ 1 hﬂﬁ-‘l‘i‘i 3 mun&,lmmeth{ng IE;]:&
a whecnn rherry. 1 suppose 1 was mistaken.
Itdc?:ﬁﬂ frﬂmgirim direction of the l;wzﬂn:'lJir

“ T will soon see,” said Ionides. 1

He rose to his feet. Billy Bunter's heart stood still as the
Greek came towards the bed. He was so terrified that he
idrga& even his ventriloquism, which might have been useful
to him then

He could only sit still, holding his breath. .

5 Gﬂlmaﬁnﬂgma over to thagbe-:l, and, stooping, raized the
coverlet to glance underneath. He rose again, and shook his
head.

* Look on the bed.”

L1} _Ahi FEﬂ!-”‘ . .

Tonides, who was turning away, turned back and lnid his
hand on'the curtains. Then, in the nick of time, an inspira-

K was a wonderful imitation of the growling of a dog, and
it seemed to proceed from under the .
Ionides gave a start, and dropped his hand from the curtains.

“ Why, there is & dog there, after all!’’ he exclaimed. “1
BAW :mt{aing when I looked under the bed!™

Carberry chunkled,

“Well, it jolly well sounds like it]"” he remarked.

“1 will look again.”

Ionides bent down and looked under.the bed. He looked
and stered, and stared sgsin. There was no dog there.

“ I—I cannot understand it!"” exclaimed the Greek. ‘' Thore
cartainly is not a dog under the bed.”

Gr-r-rl
Carberry gave & jump.
* My hat! The i:-lmmd thing’s under the table!"

The growl had

He jum up, kicking back his chair,
g ' ﬁha was in fear of feehng canine

quite a savage sound, an
teeth in his leg.

Loder jumped away from the teble too, and both of them
looked under it—Loder grasping a.t%t;g and Carberry a chair,
ready to execute vengeance upon &-:;gg:r offender.

They both as they failed to sce any dog there.,

“ My word!” said Loder,
“ It was growling under blessed feot!” said Carberry
hat has become of the oon-

in amazement. ** itl
founded brute " 1 .

“ Blessed if I can get on to it at all!” said Loder.

The Greek was ng excited. Very little was required to
rouse his passionate Oritental temper, and he was in a whita
fury now. He caught up the poker from the grate.

‘T will find it!" be exclaimed. “I will kill the brute! I
will break every bone in its body!” .

“ Oh, hang it, Ionides, give it a kick in the ribs, and that
will do!"’ said Loder. .

T will kill the brute I’

“Oh, pleasa yourself I" _

Iﬂninciw, oker in hand, locked round for the dog. Bunter
oould eeo gu face t h the ourtains, and its expression
made the junior shiver. lonides would nar-t-g.g:]!y have killed »
dog, if he had found one. He was not & te kill Billy
Bunter, but he would meke the fat junior feel sorry for
himzelf if he found him, that was certsin.

Ionides upﬁwu the sin, and promptly a growl
came from the direction of the door.

The (Greek swung round in that direction.

Gr-r-r!l Ya.pp-;;:ipfz

“ Hang it!" sa der. ““The beast seems to be outside
the door all tha time.”

“ Nonsense! He was in here.” _

“ Wall, I jolly well can't ses anything of him.”

Y will find the brute. I will smash him.”

Gr-r-rr. , ) _

Ionides was turning towards the bed again, a _
the Greyfriars vemtriloquist's wish to keep him off that
direction. The growl now proceeded from behind a little
cabinet of Japanese manufacture that stood across a corner
of the reom. Ionides spramg towards the cabinet, and
wrenched it away, and two or three articles fell to the floor
and smashed. ey werae valuable pieces of china; but the
Greek semed to care for nothing in his fury.

Eham was ing behind the cabinet, however.

F=E=T.

Tonides made a swipe with the poker in the direction of
that growl, and there was a crash as & chins bowl of flowers
went flying into pieces.

“ Ah! f nearly had it then”

“You quite had the bowl,” grinned Carberry. * You'll
make & wreck of the happy home if you keep on like thia"”

“My belief is that t?w dog is outside the door all the
time,”" said Loder. o ;

“ ool 1 said the Greek passionately. “ How could is be
outside, when we heard it in the room 1"

“ Who are you calling a fool?" demanded Loder.

“You! Fool! Idiot!"” i .

““ If that’'s the way you talk to a guest, Jonides, you jolly
well won't see me inside your study again in a hurry,” =aid
Loder angrily.

“Bah! I care not.''

“(h, all night!” 2

Loder opened the door, and stamped out into the pa :
Tho feed had been very nearly finished, and Loder was able
to consider his dignity without losing much. Had it been
the beginning of the feed, there might have been a difference.

Jonides scowled after him. When he was in a violent
temper as was freguently the case—the Greek cared
nothing for snyone. He had even be#n known to fail in
respect to the Head at such times. ;

“VYeou'd better chuck it, Ionides!' said Carberry. “1I
agree with Loder, that the dog must have been outside the

tion came to the Greyfriars ventriloguist, door. There's something wrong with the acoustics of the
E;Er-rﬁl wﬂﬂw !E Ii}rigé P study, I suppose.’
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“ Rot 1™

“ Look here!"

“The dog is in the study.”

“Well, whera is it, then 1™

“Bah! I will find it—I will kill it! Fool! How could
it have been outside the study when we heard it growl under
the bed " exclaimed Ionides.

Carberry knitted his brows .

“ Look hers, you blessed foreign sweep, you'd better mind
what names you call a prefect!™ he exclaimed.

“Bah! I care nothing for o prefect.’’

“ What 1"

“"Bah! Do not talk to me !

Carberry clenched hie fist. Hut he remembered that
Tonidea wes the richest fellow in the Hixth, and that he
owed hirn money., And instead of striking the blow, his
fingera itched to strike, he strode in silence from the room.

Ionides scowled- as he went, and resumed locking for the
dog. His passionate temper was at boiling point now.

“Ab! 1 will find the dog—I will torture it!” he ex-
claimed, in a suppressed voice. “JI will kill it by inches
when I have found it

“Oh, lor’, the ferovious beast !” murmurad Billy Bunter.
“I—1 wish I was out of this study. I know the horrid
ﬂaaagﬁ cannibal beast will find me sooner or later.”

r-I-r-r.
The EEEGwI scemed to be unmistalably from the passape this
time. Jonides sprang fo the door and locked out. A yelp
died away faimj;'

The (xreek’s eyes blazed.

He did not deubt any longer that Loder and Carberry
had been, after all, right, -and that the dog wos in the
passaga or on the stairs. (i'cmplﬂtﬂly bewildered, the Greek
rushed out of the study, the poler in his grip, and dashed
down the passage towards the corner.

Billy Bunter whinped out of his hiding-place, and darted
fr&-m the study. He gasped with relief to find himself out-
sida.

Then a dreadful thought crossed his mind. He could only
got out of that passage by taking the same direction that
lonides had taken, [Lefore he had time to think about it,
tha Greel's footsteps were heard returning. He had passed
the corner, and had found no dog in sight either in the
pasage or on the stairs. Com ulﬁt.eﬁr bawildered, the Greek
was coming back, wondering whether his senses were playiug
him tricks, and n a state of boiling rage.

Billy Bunter skipped into the nearest study, and closed
the door without latching it. He dared not make a sound.
Ionides passed the study, and went on to his own. Billy
Bunter hardly breathed.

The Greek re-entered his study. Bunter, in the next
room, could hear him running about, evidently looking for
the mysterious dog, in the faint hope of ﬁnd}"ng him and
wreaking a savage vengeance upon Lim.

A plimmer came into Bunter's cves. He was safe: but
immadiatﬂiﬁ he waa relisved of fears for his own porsonal
anfety, he began to remember that he was hungry, and to
think of the piles of good things lett uneaten on tie table of
Ionides.

The fat junior was dense ns a rule; but when he was
hungry, his faculties were wonderfully sharpensd. He
sfood for some minutes in d2ep reflection. Then he took
the key out of the lock, and changed it to the cutside of the
door. The study he was in was %urna‘a, and Burter knew
that Clarne was out. There was not much danger of his
fittle schome bsing interfered with; and Bunter, as usual,
had n little schome,

He stepped guietly out of the study, and crept along to
Ionidas's door.

That door was open, and he could see Tonides still
rummaging about the study, with a face white with rape,
and glinting ﬂizaie-amnt ayes,

*“He looks like a blessed tiger.” muttered Bunter, and his
heart failed himr; but he loocked at the foed on the table,

and his courage revived. It was worth while running some
risk for that.
ilfrr-g::lr-r.
onides gave a jump, ond sprang out into the passape.
He glared at Bunter, who suppressed his desire to rlun, .'E:fi
smiled a zickly amile,

““ Ara you looking for anvihing, Ionide:?'' he faltered.

“ The dog!™

“0Oh, you mesn Carne’s dog !’

“Carne's! I did not know Carne had & dog

ST Well, as it went into Carne’s study, I supposed it was
his dog," said Bunter, as carcleszly as he ﬂDll]Eil.

Iomides waited for no more, He rushed along the
passage, hurled open the deor of Carne's study, aml rushed
into it. Bunter followed him ouickly. e pulled the study
cdoor shut behind the Greelr, and furned the kev in it,

Ionides was a prisoner, i

Buntar darted back to Tonides’s studv., In a =econd or
two he was filling his pockets at the wall-laden table.

There waz a roar of rage from tho next stady, and o wild
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hammering on the door. Ionides had discovered that he
"l‘l'ﬂﬂ‘ﬂ. PEI3ONIAT.

BI“?- Bunter nnl;,r chuokled. He had the 'key out of
Carne’s lock, so that even il anybody came fo the rescus,
Ionides could not be relessed until another key had been
found. Of the conseguences of his reckless sotion the fat
jufitor did not eved think. Bunter was short-sighted
mentally as well ‘a8 physically, and he was constantly com-
mitting actions without reflection, and then spending hours
of terror when the unferesesn;, though perfectly obvinus,
CONSAOUENCE: 0AMS Near. ]

. The fat junior filled his pockets rapidly. Cuokes and bun;,
jars of jelly and heaps of meringues and puffs, disappeara
inte s capacious ats.

In a few minutes hiz clothes wers bulging out on all sides,
and at the same time his jaws weres working rapidly; for
Bﬂl{y waes taking snaclk after spack as he procesded.

Hammer, hammer, liammer [ camea Ionides’ furious blows
from the next study.

Thera was o sound of footstaps in the passage, and Bunter
hastily ran out. Stott was standing outside Carne's study
in amazement. He glansed at Bunter as the latter passed
bhim hastily.

_ “What's all this about, Bunter "’ he asked.
in lere "

“ Boundsz like it, doesn't it "

“Is he locked in®"

“ 1 shouldn’t wonder.”

‘Bang, barig, bang !

“Open this door! Let me ont!”

Bunter scuttled off. Ho sought a quist apot to enjoy his
feed. Stott put his mouth to the kevhole of the door and
vellad to the Greelk.

* Where's the kev "

“*What! The key! I do not know.™

“T1t isn't in the lock.”

““Find one, then—fnd one—this is a trick—it was Bunter
—I will srnash him! Find Bunter, and make him give you
the key. Quick "

“Bunter! My hat! All right. Tl find him in & jiffy."

And Stott rushod sway in search of Bunter. But Bunter
had found the quiet corner, and he was sitting hidden by
trunks in the box-room, enjoying his fesd. Needless to say,
he had a g-nr:-d appetite for it. Stott sought him in vain;
while in Carne's amdi the angry senior's blows were still
ringing [uriously on the lock OOT.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

“Js Tonidea

Locked In!
it RIENDS, Romans, countrymoen, lend me your ears;
jI ﬁm'ﬁe to bury Cmsar, not to—— Hallo, hallo,
ntlo 1

Bob Cherry broke off suddenly az the door of

No. 1 Btudy flew open. Nugent grasped & cushion, thinking
that it was Bunter back again.

The cushion HRew through the air, and landed with a

thump on the chest of the new-comer. He velped and sat

down in tha doorwa

“Oh! Ochone! %Iurm{;ul Faith, and phwat do ye maneg
b it intirely ¥ he roared.

LE ghaw! ét‘ls Deamond "
* Bure, and [—"
“8orry " pasped WNuogent.  * Sorry—ha, ha, ha!--1
thought it was Bunter."
Micky

Bob Charr Fave- the Irish jumior a hand up.
plared w rnthful v ab Nugent, who may have been sorry for
the mistake, but certainly did not lool very sorry. As
a matter of fact, he was roaring with laughter, icky
lacked very much inclined to commnit assault and batiery on
the spot; but Wharton intarposed with a question.

“ What's the matter, Micky? What did you come rushing
in like that for?™" -~

“Haith, and ean’t ye hear the row 1"

*Row! No"

“Bure, and I suppose ye were making {oo much yere.
selves,'' =aid Micky, with a grin. * Thoere's 2 row on in the
Sixth-I'orm passage though, and I came to tell ye, so that
yvou could come and see the fun”

“Good!” exclaimed Boly Cherry, throwing down his
Blinkespeare with an slacrity that was hnrdl}f complimen-
tary to the wwmortal Williamn, * What's on?

t E&‘Huieb{uily'a locked up lonidea in Carne's study.”

YU iMy hat!?

ANSWERS

& Double-Length Tals of Harry W
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDS. %
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“The deor’s locked on the outside, and nobody can find
the key,"” chuockled Micky. ** What do you think of that for
a japaf”

“Ha, ha, ha! ) .

“I think the fellow who did it must have a )olly strong
narve, or & jolly weak head,” said Harry Whaorton.
“Tonides will be as mad-as a hatier.”

 Waith, and he's all that! Listen!™

At the open door of the study the juniors could hear the
sound of a distant disturbance. It sounded like someone
hammering on wood with a heavy implement,

“He's kaping that up,” grinmed Miecky Desmond.
“ Russell sava he's using the poker, and DBulstrode thinks
it's a cricket-bat.”’

“ g, ha, ha!"

“Come along and see the fun.”

" What-ho ™ . i

And completely forgetting the rehearsal of Juling Cmsar,
the chums of the Remove tore after Micky Desmond in the
direction of the Bixth Form paszsage. Ionides waz so un.
popular in the school that any jape against him was certain
to be approved, and to awnﬂﬂn widespread inferest. Bul-
strode, Tom Brown, and Hazeldeno were on the stairs, and
they looked at the Famous Four as they passed.

* Have you seen Bunter !’ called out Bulstrode,

“ Bunter ! Not lately.”

“YWe're looking for him."”

“¥ den’t know where he is."

And the chums ran on. .

“(dh, we'll ind him!"* said Tom Brown " Everything's
ready now in the dorm. I've passed the word to the fellows,
and they'll all be along as soon as that row's over in the
Sixth Form. I say, Bulstrode, I'm sorxy about your eye.”

Bulstroda grinned. .

* (Oh, myreye's no worse than your nose ;" ;

"Toin langhed and rubbed his nose, which certainly was
gwollien, There had been dainage done on both sides in the
tussle in' No. 2 Study, caused by Billy Bunter's ventrilo-
guism. It was not till the fight was over that it had dawned
upon the juniors that it was some meore of Bunter's playful
ventriioguism that had caused the trouble; and then it was
tog late te reduce Tom Brown's nose to its usual size, or fo
lighten the black shadows that had gathered round Bul-
strode’s left eve,

Harry Wharton & Co. ran on fo the Sixth Form passage.
They found it erowded with fellowe of all Forms, lListenmg
to the shouting and hammering from inside Carne’s study,
and mostly grimning and chuckling. Ewen in his own Form
tha Greek was not hked, and his absurd dizsplay of temper
only made his plight seem more ridiculous. For a senior to
be locked up in a study like a dog in a kennel seemed
funny encugh, especially to the juniors, and shouts of
loughter answered Jonides’s angry yells from within
Carne’s study.

“ Open this door !" the Greek shricked for the tenth time.
“Find the key.”

“4an't be done ! celled back Wingate, who had been at-
tracted to the scene by the uproar. * The lock's & new one,
and the other kevs in the passage don't fit it.”

“You must find a key. Do you think I am going o
remain here 7' yelled the Greek.

“Well, it's no business of mine.™

“Where 13 Bunter 1’

113

“ Bunter! Was it Bunter locked you in?"
" Yee, yoa, yes!' 2 5
“How do you know? Did you see him1”

“He was mn the passage.”

“ How do you know he locked you ini"

T am sure of it. I will smash him when I gol out. T,
will break every bone in hiz body. I will wring his nock !

“Oh, shut up!” growled Wingate, in disgust. “ Yonm
jolly well won't touch him, unless you can prove that he
ocked vou up here. If you didn’t sce him do it, I don't
gee how vou can be sure about it."’

“I am sure about it. I will emash him. Find lum af
once, and get the key, and unfasten this door.”

Wingate flushed red. The Greck's tone was dictatorial,
and Wingate, the captain of Greyiriars 3chool, might have
been a lackey by the way the Greck spoke to him.

“ Do yvou hear me?” yelled Ionides.

“¥Yee, I hear vou,” said Wingate quietly, " And it'd
lucky for you there's a door between us, you foreign cad !’

And the captain of Greyiriars walked away,

Thump! Thomp! Thump!

Iontdes was Lammering on the door agpain. He was evi-
dently using a poker or a cricket bat, for the blows wero
territically %um-y.

The followa in the passage chuckled gleefully. Tonidez
was o helpless prisoner, that was cortain; and however hard
he struck, it was impossible for him to break through
cither the lock or the door.
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And, boylike, they enjoyced the terrific din. Harry won-
dered how long it wnuf]d bo before the uproar brought &
master to the spot.

"Hnl[u; halle, halle!” axclaimed Bob Cherry.
Capper I

L]

“Here's
k out!" . )

The master of the Upper Fourth was approaching. His
face was very red and angry. He stared at the groups of
grinning boys in the passage, '

“ What does this notse mean?” he exclaimed hotly. * The
Head has been seriously annoyed by it, and has asked meo
to sec to it and punish the disturber of the peace. What
does it mnean "’

Cvash! Thump! Crash! .

Mr. ﬂanEr tried the door of the study, and found it
locked. He knocked on the door, the juniors watching him
with interest. They wondered whether Ionides weuld talk
to & master as he had talled to the eaptain of the school.

“Wno is in here?” exclaimed Mr. Capper. " Who is
Lnn.hi?g that noise? TUnlock the door at once. Do you

ear ¥

“ It is locked on the outside!" yelled Ionides,

Y Mansense! The key 15 not hore IV

“I tell you it is.” .

* That 15 not the way {o speak to me, Tonides."

“T am locked in here, a prisoncr. I demand to be re-
leazed. This is an insolent trick of a junior.

“Dear met”

“ Don't waste timo chaltering " yelled the Greol.
me out, T say ™

““ Bless my soul! I was never spoken to so before since 1
have been a master at Greyiriars " exclaimed hr. Capper,
very much shocked.

The boys were indignant, foo. They were unruly enough
at times, but they knew that it was bad form to treat a
master with disrespeet, and the Greek's msolence made
them angry.

“ Leave him in there, sir,” said Blundell of the Fiith,
“The ¢ad ocught to be licked. Let him stick in there for an
heur or two and eocl his temper, sir.”

“ Dear me! The boy is dutrageously insglent, Blundell,”
said Mr. Capper. “ Perhaps your suggestion i3 a good
oo,

“Bend for o locksmith 1" yelled the Greck.

* I shall do nothing of the sort,”” said Mr, Capper angrily.
“I will have inguirizs made for the key. In the meantine,
Tonides, you will remain quietly in this study.”

1 will not—I will not!" _

" Understand me, lonides! If you shout out or strile this
door once agein, or anawer me with insolence, you shall bo
publicly flogged before the whele school 1" zaid Mr. Capper,
his voice trembling with anger.

The Upper Fourth-master was in deadly carnest; but
even so, the junicrs half expected the passionate Greek to
reply with a torrent of insolence. But some saving romnant
of his voice restrainad the Greek from that.

He was heard muttering to himself in the study, but
there was no more shouting, no more hammering at the
door. Mr. Capper strode away with rustling gown, his faco
still pink with indignation. Within the study Ionides could
be heard striding to and fro hike a caged tiger.

The juniors grinned, and dispersed. The fun was over.
How long ].ﬂniﬁcs would remain in the study no one could
tell, Billy Bunter was supposed to know where the key
wag, bul no one could tell where Billy Bunter was. Stott
had given up looking for him, and had gone into Tonides's
study to look after the remnants of the feast. As the fag
who had prepared the repast, he was entitled fo the crumbs
from the rich man's table: and whatever happened to
Ionides, Stoti was hungry.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter, in a corner of the ton lbox-
room, hidden behind the trunks, was enjoying himself,

He had turned out tha contents of his pockeis, and his
oves glistened behind his big spectacles at the enticing array
set forth before him., ;

 Jolly good !”* he multered, twenty timesz at least, as ho
disposed of item after itemi.  “ Thia is something like! Thas
forcign waster is a beast, but he has a good taste in grub.
I should like to fag for him if he wasn't such o bad-
tompered beast. This is rlpgllng?” _ _

It was all so good that Billy Bunter finished it up to
the last eramb. o

And when all was gone, and the fat jumior was fecling
more satisied and contented with himsell  and  things
generally, he gave vent to a long gratified sigl.

The sound was followed by a sharp exclamation,

* He's here ! y

It was Bulstrode’s voice,  The rext momeut Bulsirode,
I‘]u:i'_[-]_glgnl:": ﬂ.nd Tﬂ]]:'_[ lsl'l'l.:I“'TI L }{jﬂ]'i.lﬂg ]"'U“Ilr.l t]:i{: trl.l]'l]";ﬂ
al: Billy Bunier.

Let me out ™

i

ONE
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‘ Thwack, thwack, thwack! *“There!” exclaimed Aunt Matilda, a little breathlessly, * There, take that!” l

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Baih for Bunter!

UNTER blinked at the three juniors dubiously. Tle
B wondered what brought them to so deserted a place as
the top box-room at that hour. It was geiting dark,
and thers was no attraction in ihe box.room that
Puntar conld sec. DBulstrode might have come there to
emoke, and possibly IHazeldene, but Tom Irown never.
They prinned at the fat junior, and Bunter blinked at them.

“* Hero he is!"” said liulstrode.

“Wera you looking for me, Bulstrode?”

“ Yos, rather! We've been looking for you everywhere.
And I don't think we should have found you hero if you
hadn't grunted,” said Bulstrode. * Vve just looked intu this
yeom on chance.” i -

“T'mn sincerely sorry I've finished my feed: T was gomg
to ask vou fellows, only somchow it alipped my mencry.™

** Been robbing soincbody ™ asked Hazeldene.

 Oh, really, Vasclinge——""

“ Ofy, his postal-order's come ! said Tom Brown., * Thaot's
it—I don't t[hinli b

“(h, really, Brown—"'

e, come on,” gaid Bulstrode. “ We wanl you!"

“ What do vou want me for, Bulstrode¥"

i Wa've got o little treat in store for you, Bunter,” said
Tuletrode kindly. *Wo've hed an eyo on you for soumm:
time, and wo've all felt that you descrved it, and that it
will do you good. It's sowmething guite nice, that you
haven't had for a long time. Comeo on, and sce what 1t 13"

“7..1'd rather konow what it is first, Bulstrode, il vou
don't mind. You sce——"

' {vh, come on 1’

“ But—bug——""
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Bulstrode inscrted his fingers into the back of the fatb
junior's collar, and jerked him to his [eet,

“ Now come!" he said. o .

As Dulstrode retained his grip on the junior's collar, Billy
Bunter hadn't much choice about mmln% He trotied die-
contentedly nlong with Bulstrode, Tomm Brown and Hazel-
dene Lringing up the rear.

Bulatrede had promised Punter a freat, but Bunier knew
Bulstrode. Fle was in a sigte of nervous apprehension. As
they descended the stairs from the top box-room, they came
upon many Removites, all of whom greoted them with
BRgECrY. : ; .

“ (i, 8o you've found him!" aaid Bkinner,

“Yeoy; he's been gorging in the box-room."

" Where's tho key of Carpe's study, Duntor?” ]

“ Never mimd that now,” interposed Bulstrode. ' Ionides
ean wait. It will do him good to cool his heels a bit longes.
{mmmo to the doroi, Bunter,™”

“ But, yvou seo—""

“Come on " :

Dulstrode marched the fst junior up, and quite a pro-
cossion of Removites accompunied them.  They reas)
tho dormitory, and there o frosh crowd of junicrs awaited
them, all of whom burst inlo a sniggoer at the sight of Bill
Bunter, Bunter gave a sort of spasmodic wriggle in Bul-
strode's grasp.

 [-~I suy, you fellows——"" he began,

#8hut up, Bunter!™

“ What—what's tho little game?

 Lock the door, Skinner !''

“ Right-ho!"

Bunter made o desperate altempt to break awsy. He
nearly suffocated himse!f in the attempt, for Bulstrode did
not cebax his grip for a moment.

ble-Leo h Tale of Ha
A ﬂﬂ!& Co, anﬁFRﬂI;IE RICH

You sco—""

Wharton
RDS,
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¥Ow—ow! Oh! Groo!"

“Keep still, can’t you, Fatiyl™

“Yow! Owl Groo!” -

“He's boen over-eating himself,” said Skinner.
often ndticed him grunting like this after a big feed.”

“Grao! Ow! éhf Really, Skinper——"

"“1s the bath-ready " demanded Bulstrode.

*The bath!” ejaculated Bunter, o

® Quite ready ! chorused o score of voiced,

“*Wall, here's Bunter. He’a ready, too!” .

Bunter-was jerked forward. Bulstrode released him, and
the fat junior gasped for breath, and blinked round him in
vreat apprehension,

A huge bath stoed in the dormitory, and ranged round
it were six large cans of water, some hot and some cold.
A collection of zerubbing-brushes, bath sponges, and cakes
of soap lay round the bath, and rough towels galore.

lBiil:.r Bunter eved these great preparstions with indignant
BLATIN,

“ Look kere, you fellows, is this a j-j-joke #* he stammered.

“ Mot at ell. It's deadly sarnest.™

“We're going to give you & treat, Bunter.”

“One vou haven't had for a long time, you know.™

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Tha fact is,” said Bulstrode, * we've determined that
No. 1 Study can't be allowed to bring disgrace, and perhapo
an epidemie or something, on the school. If chaps won't
wash, they're to be made to. You oatoh on

“Oh, really, Bulstrode—""

“ We've gone to considerable trouble and expense to pro-
videt you with a really good bath,” said Bulstrode. **'We
hope tha change won't be too viclent; bat, anyway, it's
bound to do you good in the long run."

“I—I say, you fellows——""

* Now, strip ond g2t in."”

“I won't ! yelled Bunter. :

“"Then wa'll.10lly well strip you and chuck you inl"

“1 say, you xgellm'ﬁs"—_”

"ONuff sald! Btrip!"

i I wﬂn't. !!!

Bunter made a wild rush for the door. A dozen hands
Faapad him, and he was whirlad back. Tom Brown care-
ully took _nfl‘_ his spectacles and put them in a safe place.
Then the juntors began to strip Bunter,

Bulstrode

The fat junior struggled and Ekicked wildly.
raceived a kick under the chin that sent him rolling on the
fioor. He jumped up in a fury, with clenched fists, und was
rushing et Bunter, when Tom Brown caught him by the
ATrI.

“Hold on!" said the New Zeslander quietly.

Bulatmd:dglared at him furicusly for a moment. Then hia
face relaxed, and he unclenched his fists. He knew there
would be no bullying or brutality while Tom Brown was

resent, and he did not want to interrupt the “ jape ™ for a
ight with the boy from Taranaki.

“(th, rats ! he eaid.

“ lemme 1" gplutterad Bunter.
You're a set of beasts!
bath just sfter a rueal I

“It's still more wnhealthy never to bath at all,” said
Skinner.

“ Oh, really, 8kinner-—" o

“ Yank those things off him. My hat! They fit him like
s second skin! How do you get 1in and out of these things,

Bunty

::%'-I ; ELw ! };fuh'! é}rhi'.:'

ow, then, he's ready !"

“ Chuék him in 1"

“ Get into the bath, Bunter ['*

“Yow! I—I won't!"

Many hands grasped Bunier, and he was plumped into the
bath. He blinked round st the juniors furi-:-ually. Ogilvy
began to pour In the water, and there was a yell from the
ha}i:-Iess Falstaff of Greyfviars.

“Ow! It's c-c-cold !

“ Shove in some more hot, Russell.”

Russell began to pour in from a hot-water can, and there
waa & still wilder yell from Billy Bunter.

“ Yow-w-w-w! It's hot ! 3

“ Thera's no antisfﬂn% sONIG Rmp]_ﬂ-,"" said Bulstrode.
“ Shave 1t all in, ond he'll get used to it in time.”

“Ha, ha! Good!” .

And the water was gwamped into the bath. Bunter velled
in earnest now, as he received nlternately a swamping in hot
and cold water. : :

“ Now, then, who's ?:ung to wash him "' asked Eu]atrﬂde’,

“ Yow ! yelled Billy Bunter. *“I won't be washed! I'll
complain ta the Head., It's unhealthy to have a bath afler
ﬂatingi-. I won't—I won't! Yah!"

“T'1 wash him,"” sawd Skinner.

And he started,
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“1 won't be bathed!
Look here, it's—it's unhealthy to

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bathing of Billy Bunter,

KINNER grasped Bunter by the hair with his left hand,
and seized a scrubbing-brush with his right. He began
to serub Bunter. As the scrubbing-brush was one that
the maids used to scrub a wooden floor, it was rough

on the human skin, and Bunter had good cause for thd yells
heﬂu&t&mdﬂ £ B
w! QOw]l w :

He kicked out furicusly, and rolled over in the bath, send-
ing a swamp of water over the side, and then it was
Skinner's turn to yell. The water had Hooded on his chest,
and he was soaked to the skin.

“Oh!" he roared. “The fat beast] Oh["

“ Ha, ha, ha!" L

“ What are you idiots cackling ati"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You silly asses!™

“ Ha, ha, hal"’ -

Skinner growled and retired. He had had enough of the
washing, ?{e was nearly as wet as Bunter, and he had his
clothes on, too. He retired to change. Billy Bunter sat in
the soapy water and blinked round him. ;

“ You lemme alone !’ he gasped. * I'll complain to the
Head! T'm not going to be bathed ! You know jolly well
what a ¢lean chap I am.” . .

“Ha, ha! We do! That's why we're bathing you!"™

There was a knock at the deoor, and: Harry Wharton's voice
Was hail.rd, 5 - 5

“ Hallo ! at’z on in here ¥’ i

“Jt's all right!™ called out Russell. *“ We're bathing
Bunter [

“ Bathing DBunter "'

i Yﬂ-ﬁ Eu

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“ Rescue ' yelled Billy Bunter. “{ say, you fellows, you
ought to utuntr b;,r & chap in your own study, you know |

“Ha, ha, hal’

“¥ah! Rotters! Cads] Rescue!” |

“ Ha, ha, ha! My dear Billy, T wouldn't rescue you from
a treat like that for anything " called cut Harry through

the door. ¢ It will do you good!”
“Yah! Loock here! Ow! Hescue! Help!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Wharton’s footsteps could be heard dying away down
the passage. It was evident that he did not intend to
interfere with the bathing of DBunter,

“ Mow, then, scrub away,” said Bulstrode.

“Yah! Help!? _ ‘

“Blassed il 1 like to get near him," said Ogilvy. " He's
splashing like a _blessed whale.”

“ Keep still, Bunter [

“Yah! 1 won't!” _ _

“ Shove his head under when he struggles,’” said Hazel-
dene. **You hear, Bunter? You'rs going to be ducked
whenever vou wriggle.”

[T I'I'E]-P |L:u‘ -

Ogilvy soized s big bath sponge, and began to rub. Buynter
aplashed furicusly, and Bulstrode jammed his head under
water, The fat junior lifted it again, gasping and splutter-
ing wildly.

*Oh—aooh—groo! Yaroch!”

“ Are you going to keep quiet, then?”

“Yah! No! Yes, yesl”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” : :

And Bunter kept o little more quiet while two or three
juniors rubbed him into a lather with soap and sponge,

Tn a few minutes the fat junlor was & muoss of scapsuds,
and he was spluttering and sniffing and blhinking painfully
as the soap found its way into his mouth, nose, and eyes.

¢ Thera, I think that will about do,’" said Ogilvy, who was
wet to the slbows. “ That's enough soap on, I think."

* Yea, that'll do.”

i Now to gel {:hl:'.l soap off. .

* Better roll hun right under the water.

““ Ja, ha, ha !’ )

“Yow! Ow! Help! Murder! Fira!”

““ Ha, ha, ha " _

The j'uni:::rs swammped waler over Bunter, but did not shove
him underneath. The scap was washed ﬂff, and then Bunter
was permitted to hep from the bath, .

The fat junior certainly locked much the cleaner for his
involuntary ablutions—there waos no doubt on that point.

4 Oy ! shall e-c-eatech ceold, I know!™ he stuttered.
“Ow! If 1 expire, my death will he at your door,
Bulstrode "

“1 don't mind !’

“You-—you beast ! Owl”

“ Here's the towels.” said Ogilvy. * ITe can do that part

of the business himeslf ™
“ Good I
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]_ Skinner made no reply to Billy Bunter's request_,_hut grasped his nose with Hng;:r and thumb with a |

dramatlc gesture, and walked away.

S

—

Billy Bunter rubbed himself dry with the towels, amid a
grinning circle of juniors, He blinked and gasped furivusly
all the time. Lo
. }Ej}mn he was dry, the fat junior began to don his clothes

LIE1LY.
. " Now we've done cur duty,” said Dulstrode, “ my opinion
is that Bunter ought to stand us o feed.”

“Hear, hear!™ :
“¥ou beasta! I'd like to lick you all round,” said
“Yah "

Bunter, glowering.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Mind, this iz only the beginming,” said Bulstrode. “1f
you Jolly well miss your wash te-imorrow morning, there'll bo
another bath for you to-morrew evening. You savvy ¥

* Look herg—""

“ We're going to teach you cleanliness, It was really up
ta2 Wharlon to do it, but we're altewsding to it for 'Lim.
We're not going to have the fags of the Sceond and Third
chipping the Remove as anti-soap merchants.’

* Not much [

Y Deasts 1"

“Well, jurt you remember,™”

And Bulstrode unlocked the door, and Tlunter finished
dressing,  Ogilvy glanced at the bath of scapy waler, and
the swamp on the floor.

* Whe's going to clean all that up?™ he ashed.

There was a chiorus at once,

* Buuler ™

Tue Mauxer Lipranry.—106.

“T won't ! roared Dunter. “*I'm jolly well not geing to
do anything of the sort, CUnich me! No fear! 5
Y Wes, you are,” said Skinner. ** All this trouble has been
taken on your wccount, and it's only fair you should clean
up.”’
“* Yeu, rather !

“{io 1t, Bunier??

e | u‘uu’tl! '[—I wop't '™ i

“ Duel him ie the bath, then,” said Bulstrode,

“ Collar humn "

“Ow! [=I'll clean up, 1If vou like!"

0 (T'_.:.nn'.f: on,” sald Twan Drown good-naturcdly.
you "

Bunter grunted. The juniors eleared out of the dormitory
chuckling and grinning, and Tom Brown and Dunter clea
up after that enforcad bath, Tom did most of the work,
Bunter prunting and glowering all the time.

HBonter dud not utter a word of thanks to Tis assistant.
lle was not feeling in a very thankful mosd. He quitted
the Romove dortuttory, and went downstairs. As s matter
of fact, he wus feeling all the better for his bath, but he
would ot admit it to himseld. As he entered the Remova
[rssago, fie suddenly halied, and gave a gasp of fright.

Tomides was just entering it from the lower stairs ot the
other end. The Greek caught sight of him at the same
nmenent,

Bunter stood petrified, Tontdes had evidenil
the studr. As o matter of fact, Carberry nmi’

“I'lIl help

at out of
arne had
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proight a ladder to the window, and the Greek had descended
that way, and the doeor was still lecked. Bunter, in hiz late
thrilling experiences, had forgotten all about Ionides, and
ha was suddenly reminded of the [act that aflier the feast
comes the rackomng. .

The Greek's eyes ware blazing.

“Ah! You!”

He ran swiftly along the passage towards Buntor,

“Cut for it, your zss!” wolled Tom Brown.

And Bunter ran.

But the Greek ran & yard to every foot of Bunter's, and he
overtook the fat junior in a fow scconds.

Billy Bunter heard the pattering footsteps close behind, and
in sheer terror he dropped down, aimost under the Greek's

foek.
_Tonides, who was not prepared for that movement, stumbled
right over him, his knees coming upon Bunter's . Hao

flew headlonp, with outstretehed hands, and rolled over om
the Acor, having pamsed completely .over Bunter,

3 Hu,'iﬂﬂ, ha!" yelled Tom IBru:ln'.mi-'ﬂ. “Cut it, Bunter! Cut,
you nss! _

Bunter staggered to his feet. He gave ono wild blink at
the rolling Greek, and flad.

Ionides was on his fect in & few seconds. Ho was in time to
see Bunter whisk into No. 1 Study, and to hear tho door slam.
The next moment the Rixth-Former was hammering furtously
at Harry Wharton's door.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Chucked Out!
" UNTER !
B “ et out!™

‘" Kisk him out!"

“ Let the kickfulness be terrific, my worthy chums.
The csteemed Bunter i3 interruptfully spoiling the honourable
rchearsal.”

Bang, bang, bang!

“Hold on, you chaps!" gasped Bunter. * That beast
Tonides is after me, you know, He thinks I shut lim up in
Carne's study, you know.”

Thump, thump, thump! o

_Eil.f.ntur hod locked the door, and the Greck was assaulting it
wildly.

Wharton frowned.

“ Look here, we can't stand thst row. I suppose you did
sh:.it?!i-:midaq_up, a8 a matter of fact, didn't you, Bunter "

(13- frefrd,

“ Then you'd better go out and take 4 licking."

“ Dh, really, Wharton——"*

“You'll got it sooner or later,” sald Nugent. * What pos-
scasod you to be such a ailly ema? IDhdn't you foresee thet
¥onides would be wild?"

Hammer, hammer, hammer|

H I-~1 didr't think about it,” stammerad Bunter. ** You soe,
I was hungry, and there was & ripping feed in Jonides's study.
It was the fault of you fellows, Jlflgc:u hadn’t deprived mic of
my tea I shouldn't have wanted Jonides's prub.'

‘Hea, ha, hoa!”

* Blessed if I can see anything to rackle at. Ionides is after
me now. Hea nearly bhad me in the passage, but 1 fell down
and—I mean I tripped him up with wonderfnl presence of
mind. He can’t get in here, though”

Bemi, bang, bang!

G arton, open this door?' came the voice of the Greek,
stifled with rage. “'I want Bunter!”

“Oh. rats?' paid Harry.

“Will you let me in?"

113 Hﬂ ¥t

1 will make you smart for this, Wharton!™

“ More rata.’

“ That's the style!” murmured Bunter. * Look here, if you
fellows stend by me he won't be able to do anything. a's
not popular with the prefects, gmu know, and they won't
interfere. He couldn't hurt, the five of us”

The Greek bestowed a fina] savage kick u
retared. Billy Bunter heaved a sigh of relick,

* Thank goodness he's gone!” . :

U ¥ou'll see him again,” said Nugent grimly. " Look here,
if you'rp going to stay in this atu&f—an{i 1 suppose you can
atay 1o it now you've bathed—youw'll have to be quiet. We're
rehearsing.”’ )

“Oh, that's all right! T'll rehearse too. I want to teke tho

part of Mark Antony, s I told you, when the play comes off.™

LHE Yﬂu IER !'F

" Oh; really, Nugrent—""'

*Wo can work you in a3z a sccond or third citizen, if you
like,” said Wharton; “ that's the best we can do for you.”

“ Look hero, Wharton, I'm & member of tho *Remove
Amateur Operatic and Dramatic Society,” and I'm poing to
stand up for my righta!™

Tar Macner LiBpary,—106,
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% Bogh 1

“I'm jolly well not going to pay my subscription every
terrn for nothing,'” said %unter indignantly.

" ¥You never do pay it.”

* Oh, really, Nugent—""

“ Well, don’t talk rob,” said Nugent.
never ﬂﬂr& a penny.'’ 3 g
{liul‘ ave put it down in the account,” said Bunfer, with

Enity.

“Oh, blow the account ! ]

“Can’t you see it's practically the same thing as money?
The whole commercial world in ¢ur days is run on a system of
eredit. If everybody were to call for cash, the whole system
would break down. I'm Teally surprised, Nugent, that a
fellow of your intellizepce should be zo utterly wanting in
business ability.”

Nugent {ook tho fat junior b
to the armchair, and sat him

“You know you've

the shoulders, marched him
own there with a suddenncas

that made him pasp for hreath.
“ Now, you shut up!” he said. * We're going to work "'
l'l'ﬂ.}.i' rcili}‘r :F ] -
" Bilence I And Nugent looked so oxecited that Bunter

thought he had better be silent.
at the four as they rehearsed, L .

They were simply going over their lines now to themorise
them. Most of the parts had been assigned, and a dosen or
moere juniors were going about with papers under their arms,
or sticking out of tﬁe:r pockets, learming their lines. A dozen
azpirin ark Antonys and Brutuses were trying to oontent
themsolves with being tribunee of the people, or senators, or
first and second citizens,

! Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend mo your earal’" de-
cleimed Bob Cherry, for about the hundredth time.

* I think you know that pretty well,” said Hatry., * Get on
to the quarrel seene, where we ge it together, and we'll sre
whether you're up to 1, Nugent.”

“Good ! said Nugent.

Bob Cherry held his over his lines, while
Nugent and Wharton began on the famous gquarrel scene
between Brutus and Cassius.

Billy Bunter watohed them with glowering eyes. Harry
Wharton declared in theilling tones that he ]13.5 sent to Nugent
for gold to pay his legions, which Nugent had denicd him.
Nugent forthwith proceeded to deny the soft impeachment:

“*Y denied you not,
He was an ase that brought my answer back—" 72

* Hold on—that won't do!"

* What's the matter?"”

“It's all right, but it's not Bhakespeare.
docsn't call & chap an ass, you know.”

“ Oh, [ don't beliove in sticking too closa to tha text! A real
human word gives & thing a touch of life.”

" Btill, it"s no good making Cassius call & chap an ass." said
Harry, with & shake of the head.

“QOh, rats! What wags it, then—duffar 7"’

“ (h, no!"

“Well, I'll make it ‘chump.’ ‘I denied vou not. He wes a
chump that brought my answer back,” " said Nugent.

Hearry laughad,

“'He was s fool that brought my answer back,'™ he
explained.

* Oh, all right!” said Nugent resignedly. ** Of course, you
cen't be expected to be letter perfect in these things. “ He was
o fool that brought my answer back.'

“*1 really think you are a fool too." ™

Nugent jumped.

“"Thank you!" he exclaimed.

“Eh! What?' ssid Wharton, who was looking over his
part for a forgotten line.  ** What did you say i

Nugent's foce waa red. He flung lus port on the table.

“1f thats your opinion, perhaps you'd like somebody colse
to take the patt?'’ he exclaimed ongrily.

Wharton staved at him. ;

“What on earth are you driving ati"

2 “That's all! I'm'going out!” And Nugent strode to the

oo,

“ What's the matter ? What have I done?*

“0Oh, hang it!' said Bob Chetry. “I know a stago-

manager is worried over tho parts, but there’s no necd to call
s chap names."'

“ What on carth do you mean?'

I suppose vou know what I mean.”

“T don't!" said Wharton tartly. * Can you tell me wlat,
the silly nsscs are driving at, Inky?"

“The honourable Wharton exprazsed the opinion that the

esteomed Nugent was an august fool,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“1 didn't!" .
“ Oh, come off I" said Nugent.

LIBRARY.

He gat blinking indignantly
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if I'm: & iool 1'm no good for the part, and you can jolly well
give it to somecbody clse—that’s all}'

Heorry Wharton stared blankly at his offended chum.
Then w» sudden idea Hashed into his mind, und he rushed
over to the armchair, where Billy Bunter sat, looking
extrainaly innocent.

He seized the fat junior by the collar and shook him.

“ ¥ou young sweep! Is this some more of your ventrilo-

u

“Oh!"” exclaimed Nugent, & light breaking upon him.

" Ow!” gasped Dunter. * Loggo! Yow!”
1z this one of your tricks, Bunter?''

“Owl!l Don't shake me like that! You may make my
Ias.:ﬁa fall off, and if they get broken you will i:we to pay
or them, so I tell you!"

M Did — 'le — play — that — trick?” demanded Wharton,
giving the fat jupior o hearty shake with every word.

“ Ow—no—yes—yow—yes! Tt was only a j-]-joke!”
"Wall, thiz shaling 1z a joke, too!"™ szid Wharton,

* There, and there, and there!”

0wl Owl Ow!"

Wharton jerked tha Greyfriars vontriloguist to the door.
He opened it, and ejected Billy Bunter into the passago.

“Now cut,” he said. " We've had enough of your
ventriloguism. There’s a time for all things, and a vehearsal
1zn’t the time for a ventriloguial exhibition. Cati™

“ Ch, really, Wharton—""

Tha door slammed,

“ Mow, Nupent, you ass—""
“Oh, T'm sorry I said Nupent.

voicas wonderfully! T didn’t guess—I'm sorry !

“*(h, all right! Let's get on with the washing ™

And Wharton went on with those magmficent lines which
everybody knows by heart, or ought to know by heart. and
peace once more reigned in No. 1 Study.

“That beast imitates

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Chaunges Beds.

HERE Buantcr was for the next hour or tweo nobody
knew precisely~—Xonudes Jeast of all. Tha Greek
was keeping an oye open for Bunter.  But Biily was
wisc 1n his generation. He knew that it would not ba

E-Il_fﬂ to et near the sentor for some time to come, and he
wisely kept himsell outl of sight.

He did not reappear in public 6l it was {ime for the
Remove to go to bed, and then he joined the juniors going
unstairs.

_ Uarberry, the prefect, gpave Liim a queer look as they went
into the Remove dormitory. The prefder, though he
chummed with Ionides, liked the Greek no better than
othera did, and he was not at all angry with Bunter for the
trick he had playved. At the same time, he had no objection
to Ionides revenging himself if he chose, and he was
certain to turn a deat ear to any unusual disturbance in the
Remove dormitory that night. Billy Bunter knew that per-
fectly well. Bhortsighted as he genorally wus, the fat
junior could be keen enough where his own safery was con-
cerned. Fle knew as it wevre by instinet that 4here was to
be trouble that night. Tonides had been unable to find himn
during the evening, but in the dormitory there was no

ezcape, 1f the Greek chose to come there after lights out.

Billy Banter, in great nneasiness, turned the matter over
in kis mind. Bunter could not be called clever, but he cer-
tainly was cunning, and he was not long in thinking of &
szhemo.

“1 5:1%, your fellows,” he said, blinking et the Removiies
a5 they bepan to undress. [ say——""

‘' Bhut Uy, Dunter 1"

1 say,” persisted Dunter, *“did you ever zcec me do a
balancing trick with a juz of water?"’

* Rats 1"

*1 can balance a washstand-jug full of waier on my chin,
you know."”

*Oh, pood ! exclaimed Bkinner, his tone changing. 1le
thought rhere was a fair prospect of seeing rhe fal junior
:::I'E{I[:hl.':{l. and he was interested at once, - Let's see you

0t

“Certainly. T'll take your jug.”

“ Better take vour own; youn might breal 4.

“(Oh, I'll stand close to the bed in ease it falls, ond then

it will fall on the bed and it will be all riglhs ¥
© “You ass!” howled Skinner. " You'll drench my hed 1™

“*(h, there's no risk !'" said Bunter, taking Skinuer's jug
from the washstand,

“You utter ass !’

“(h, really, Skinner!™

“Gel avay from my bed with vour silly frjeks

i There's no risk, you knew, I'm a dab st balancing-
tricks."

* Look hera,” shouted Skinner. ©if you soal my bed wirly
that blessed water, you can :levn in if, and 1 shail sloep in
yours, o remembor”

Oh I don’t mind; it's s pight !
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““ All right, then,” said Skinner grimly.
ahead.”’

And Billy Bunter went ahead.,

For a “dab' at balancing the fat junior certainly was

veg clumsy. :

¢ lifted the jug of water, with considerabla affort, ns
Ei%‘ih a3 his chin, and it tmmed:ately toppled over upen the
ed. :

Thera was a bump, and a splash of gushing water,

The jug did not break, but it rolled over on the bed, and
the foot of the bed was simply drenched with water.

“Ha, ha, ha!" shout Bob Cherry.  * Behold the
balancer? Is that what vou call being a “dab” at it,
Bunter 1"

** Oh, really, Charvy !"

** Let's see if !J'Gu can do it again, with your own bed."

**That he Jolly well won't!” excliimed Skinner wrath-
fully. “I'm ﬁ::}ing to have his bed to-night, and he can
have mine, a3 he's sozked it with water.”

“Oh, really, Skinner—""

“Shut up! I'm gu';:ig te have vour bed.”

Bi:lly Bunfer grunted, but made no objection. Harry
Wharton glanced at him curiously. Bunter was so attached
to his own personal comfort that he might have been ex-
Eﬂqtﬂd to raise strenuous cohjections to giving up hia bod to

Ti_lnt.'nE-h But he appeared to be quite indifferent upon the
point.

Bunter was much shorter than Skinner, und he was accus-
tomed to sleep curled up like a hedge-hog, 20 he was able to
aveid the dampness at the foot of the bed. The juniora were
all in bed when Carvbarey came in to extinguish the lights.
Bunter had coverad his head with the bedclothes, so that
Carberry would not have noticed that he waa in the wrong
bed, even if ha had looked at him—which he did not.

Tha door closed, and the juniors were left to sleep.

_ Most of the members of the Amateur Dramatic Society,
instead of chatting as wsual before going to sleep, began to
recite their Jines to memorise them, und there was a curious
mixfure of Bhakespears to be heard, till one by one they
dropped off to aleep.

Billy Bunfer was one of the first to slumber,

In ten minates or &0 his unmusical snore hummed and

“¥ou can go

"buzzed through the long dormitory. All the juniora were

rufe in the arms of Morpheus, when the door of the dormi-
tory -:fuittly opeiied, and o new comer peered in in the dark.

“They're asleen,” said a whispering voice.

“Goad!" answered the tones of Ionides, of the Bixth,
“It 13 better to have no disturbance; the Form-master,
ueleh, might come, and he doss not like me, already.”

* Mo wonder " murmured Loder,

“What did you say, Loder "

* Nothing.”

* 1 thought ]gnu spoke."

“0Oh, no! Bunfer's bed i3 exactly opposite the door—
you can'l nnsa i

“ Vory good.”

“ Minld, you'd better buzz off when you've larruped him,”
muttered Loder. ™ The fat beast will make a fearful row,
ond the masters wouldn like this sort of thing, you know.”

“The masfers be hanged !

* ¥es, that's all vight hetwean ourselves, but voul see they
have the whip hand, so it's no good plaving the giddy ox.
Besides, those young rascals would think nothing of piling
on veu in a ¢erowd, theugh you belong to the Sixth.”

The Grack gritted his teeth

“¥ea, I Eknow that™

“Well, lareup him and buzz off, then. T'll get along now,
I think,” said Loder, and he went quietly down the passage
witlhout waiting for the Greek to reply.

Llonides stepped sileotly into the Remove dormitory,

Ho had a strap in lus hand—a thick leather strap, which
was intended for the plomp limbs of Billy Buanter.

. Tle graped his way towards Bunter’s bed.

It was very dun in the dormitory, only a lew straggling
reys of starhight penefrating at the high windows.

But Ienides knew which was Bunter’s bed, and he groped
his way to it with the certainty of & cat in the dark., It
did not even oecuy fo him that fge fat junior might hove ex-
changed beds wirh another Removite,

He teached the bed., and heard the eound of steady
breathing. 1llis eves glittered in the dark as he gripped the
=irap.

E]Eush J

The lLirave strav descended across the shoulders of tha
sleeper, and Skinner come out of the land of dreams with &
uEp.

& “Iﬂa'ﬂ—-nw '—vow b—ah !—ah l—oh 1"

Slash, slash, slush !

“ Take that, aud 1hat, and that I hissed the Greck,

0w ! Ah! Help! Murder! Durglars ™

“Take that !

17
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# Help 1"

Harry Wharton sat up in bed, startled. There wers wild
FB}}I, and the sound of a slashing strap, from Skinner's bed,

& Eﬁ;tlgn earth’s the metter "' gasped Wharton.

The captain of the Remove ¢ rang out of bed, and groped
for a matchbox. 8kinner rolled out of bed on ’tlﬁar gda
“5_5’“'-“.':“ that where his assailant stood, aching all over
a jﬂ“lﬂ?’ with pain,

Beratch !

Harry etruck a match, and uttered an exclamation of

amazement as the light showed up the dark face of the
Greek.

# Tonides !"

“My hat "' ejaculated Bob Cherry.
uhmi‘;fd beds with Skinner.”

“Phew ! The ¢unningk rascal 1"

I_I‘;Il'izﬂlrﬁrﬂ" gasped Bkinner. “Ow! The beast!

‘Tonides uttered a ferce exclamation,

**What! Where 13 Bunter? It is Bunter I meant to
punish ! Bunter.!™

The match went out.
Nugent atruck another, and' lighted a candle-end. Bunter
blinking, roused by the uproar in the

““This is why Bunter

Yow!

sat up in bed
dormitory.
The Greek's savage eves foll upon him,
“Ah! You are thera!" .
. He strode towards Bunter, With a gasp of terror the fat
jusior rolled out of bed, and in s twinkling he was en-
aconced behind Harry Wharton for protection,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Rough on lonldes,

a TAND aside, Wharton !
Ionides rapped out the words angrily, as the
young captain of the Remove stood between him

.and the ehivering Bunter.

"Ow! Don't!" gaspad Bunter. “Don’t let him get at
me, Wharton. You nu%ht to stand by & fellow in your own
study, you know. Ow!

i k here, Ionides—"'

“ Stand aside !”

(1] wnu“t tll‘

The Greek's eyes Aashad with rage.

Beveral candle-ands were lighted now, and nearly all the
Remove were oyt of bed. Most of them were lookin
decidedly angry, Skinner was groaning and rubbing his
aching bones. 'Tha juniors only wanted a leadsr, to malke
things warm for the bullying 8ixth-Fermer ; and they had a
leader ready in Harry Wharton. Wharton's face was
Bushed with anger, and he faced the Gregk; he would not
have stood aside, if Ionides had had a deadly weapon in his
hand instead of a strap.

‘““Y¥ou coward!™ he said.
dormitory."

Tonides gritted his testh.

**Once_more, will you stand aside 7

“No, T won't!"

The strap whistled in the air. In a second more it would

ve descended with a slashing cut across Wharton's unpro-
teoted shoulder., But at thet precise moment a pillow
whirled through the air, hurled by Bob Cherry, and it
caught the Sixth-Former full in the fnce.

donides ataggered back as if he had beon struck by a
cgnnon-chot,. and he fell with a crash on his back,

“ Hurrah !" yelled Nugent. * Clean bowled [*

* Ha, ha, ha!"

The Greek struggled to his feet. A perfect hurricans of
pillows and bolsters rained upon him, and he was sent
staggering again. He rollad over on the floor, his dark
face convulsed with rage.

“Kick him out!™ showted YWharton.

“Huarrah!"

“ Uollar the cad !

“ Kick him cut!"

‘The Remavites rushed upon the senior.

Tonidaes' tried to struggle up, but & dozen pairs of hands
were gresping him, and, powerful as he was, he had no
chance against so many. _

The juniors relled and hustled hiin along the floor to the
door, and he was sent whirling out into the Sassage,

He bumped against the oppesite wall, and lay for some
moments gasping.

Then he picked himself up.

The Removites crammed the door of the dormitory, laugh-
ing and hooting, and the Greck gazed at them for & moment
with o face convulsed with rage. ] ]

Then he came charging into their midst like a bull.

“ Line up!" shuutag 'a’?'-harmn.
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The juniora stood firm to resist the shock.

Three or four of them were sent flying, but the rest
fastened upon the Greek like cgts, and he was dragged down
with a bump upon the floor of the passage, with the angry

juniors swarming and sprawling over him.

“We'll take him downsiairs this time,'” ‘said Wharton, his
¢yea Hashing. *“ Even the Sixth had better learn that they
must not cote ,j]-fﬂ.ymg tricks in the Remove dorm."

“ Good agg !

“Hurrah I

“Let me go!"’ gazped the Greek helplessly. ' Let me gol
I will go, and——"" {

“ Wes, you'll qc:,” sald Harry grimly. * Yank him along.”

“ Here goes !’

The Greak was rolled and dragged ond shoved along the
passage to the stairs. There he was rolled over, and he
was half-way down before he could grasp the banisters and
atcﬁ his descent,

s clung to the banisters, gasping for breath.

From the landing the juniors looked down at him, hooting.
Clearly the Greek would have liked to charge at them again,
hitting out right and left; but he had had enough of that.

He glared at them savagely, muttering threats, to which the
leora of the juniors answered,

There was a sound of an opening door, and the Groek
started. He was dishevelled, dua%rs, bruised; he had no
desire to be seen in that state. He hurried away, and the
Removites, too, lost no time in scuttling back to tho
dormitory, )

** Lights out I”" whizpered Wharton quickly.

In & fow seconds the dormitory was plunged into darkness,
and the juniors were ‘all in bed, and ready to appear buried
10 innocent slumber as soon as a master nppuareg,

A minute later the door opened, and a lamp gliunmered in,

a;f Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove, looked into the
room.

The juniors all had their eyes closed, and were breathing
ragularly.

The Remove-master shook his head slightly, and retired.
He had certainly heard a disturbanee, buf it did not appear
to be in the Remove dormitory. But Mr. Quelch knew the
Remove too well to trust whﬂlfj‘ to appearances.

When the master's footsteps had died away, the juniors

ventured to it up in bed, and therd wis 3 succesmion of
chuckles.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry, “I really think we di
Innfde!; that time! What?" ¥ d kwe did

“ Yes, rather I

* He won't come back in a hurry.”

“ Faith, and sure it was an illigant bating," said Micky
Desmond.

Bliinnﬂr gmialxnﬁd. —_— E

“I'm sore all ever, and aching in every blessed bone,” he
mumbled. **The beast wont for me while I was aslesp.”

“A cowardly thing to do,” sasid Wharton, "“ an
dangerous, tgo. The shock might do a weak fellow a lot o
harm. I'm ]ullﬁ glad we gave that bully a good regging.”

“dt was all through Bunter,” grunted Skinner. 1 know
now why the fat beast changed beds with me.”

** Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. “It was funny! I
nover gaw what the oyster was driving at, any moroe than
you did! But we ought to know cur Bunter by this time.”

‘“ Oh, really, Cherry——""

_ "“Ionides mneant to be licking him, but he licked me
instead. The fat beast! I ought to have guessad that he
was up to some mean trick !’ gruntad Skinner,

" Oh, really, Bkinner, you insisted upon changing bads
with me! I didn't ask you to. ¥You can’t say I asked you
to do anything of the sort.”

“You spilled the jug on the bed on purpose, you—you

worm !’ . :
"I was performing a balancing trick—"
““Oh, don't tell lies " growled Skinner.

& Oh, raaﬂ_ﬁ Skinnar-——""

# Shut up!

* I say, you fellows——"*

# Shut up, Bunter I

And the Owl of the Remove grunted, and went to sleep.
The Removites soon followed his Examﬂrla, with the excep-
tion of Skinner, who waa still aching. Was a E-DnsidurnhF
time before sleep revisited Bkinner's eyelids.

Meanwhile, the Greek had returned to his study, where he
found Loder sitting in the armchair, his feet on another
chair, and smoking a cigarette. Loder had heard a sound
of disturbance from upstairs, but he had taken care not to
get near if. Ile kiew that the Greek's passionate, savage
temper might get him into some difficulty, and he had not
the slightest wish to share it. He looked up, and nodded
through a cloud of simoke as Tonides came scowliing in,

“ Licked Bunter?"' he asked,
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“ No " snarled the Greek. * There wos another boy 1 his
bed, and I thrashed hira by mistake.”

Loder chuckled. ;

“ He's a deop young rascal, Bunter 15" he remarked.
“ He'll bo a great lawyer, or a criminal, when he Ercws up.

F;n%hhia fooling you like that! Ha, ha, hal”
““What are you unigiarmg at 1"
“ Well, it's i" a, ha, ha "

unny. -

“Bah " gmwlac?the Greek. *1f that is all you have to
say, you can get out of my etudy.”

r shrugged his shoulders, and r

“ Cortainly,” he zaid. “ What & nice, plessant-mannered
fellow you are, Ionidea! Good-night!” )

And he left the Greek alone, aching all over, end in the
vileet tem that even lIonides had never n in. But
Ionides did not think of peying another visit to the Bemaove
dermitory. He had had enough of that!

roa.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not Toflee!

v« HE question ia, about Fortia!"” Harry Wharton re-
marked thnugfatiullm
The chums of the Remove had been through
another rehearsal a few days after the events woe
have related, and they felt extremely satisfied with them-
solves, and with the progress they were making in their
arts.
P Portia " said Bob Cherry thoughtfully. !

“Yes. I don't see how we can cut Portia. Of course, we
could cut it. But Brutus without Portia would be a great
deal like Hamlet with the Prince of Denmark left out.

* My sister ! said Hazeldene.

* Hum 1" v

The Removites looked at one enother doubtfully.

They all liked their girl chum; Marjorie Hazeldeno, They
thou ﬁt more of her than of almost anyone else in the wide
world, But, boylike, they had their doubts about & girl's
nbilities when it came to really deing anything,

Harry had thought of Marjorie, and Iazeldene had
advocated her {aking the part all the time. There was ne
doubt that she c«m?ﬁ permission from Miss Ponelopo
Primrose to come over from Cliff House for the evening, to
take her part in the play when 1t was given by the Remove

Dramatic Society, : 5
Harry was inclined to think that she could do it. Harry,
as stage-manager, had the decision in his hands.

But there could be no doubt that the other mambers of the
amateur dramatic society had strong doubts upon the point. .
) 'I'ianE:;ia's awfully clever for a girl,”" Nugent admitted.
[ :_ t' pialelin | '

““ You sea, girls can’t do things,” remarked Bob Cherry. -

“We couldn’t have a boy: take Fortia's part, though,”
said Russell, who was a scldier in the gusard of Ceesar.

4 We could eut the part,” remarked Tom Brown.

“ What do you think, Linley 1" .

Linley, who was in the garb of a Roman sendtor, with a
pair of football boots showing under the ample robe, nodded.

# 1 think Miss Hazeldene could do it,” he said.

“Qf course she could!" said Hareldene warmly. “If a
girl's own brother thinks she can do a thing, thers can't bo
much doubt about it, I should think."

“ Well, there’s something in that,” admitted Tom Brown.

“Of course there is. She could do it.”

“We've never seen her act,’”’ sard Nugent. * We all like
lejnriff.'hut it’s no good saying a girl can do things like

s boy. They can't.”
‘* Hather not.” s
“You see, they're not so clever as boys!" explained

t

Mugent. “That’s how it is. I wouldn't run down girls, of
course ; but what's the geod of making out that they can do
things lg‘;ﬂhﬂtﬂ E‘*]'l

“ No at ell."

“ Take football—or cricket.”

“Of course.” ] L

* Well, if_ you come ta that, take sewing, and knitting and
things,” said Hazeldene stoutly. * ¥ou couldn't knit and
sew socks and things like my sister does.”

* Oh, that’s nothing !” o

“Well, take piano, then. Marjorie
and yon can't knock out a note, axcept

“ That's different.” ]

“Take croquet. Marjorie knocked wou all over the
ground at the Clif House garden-party.

"“That's different, too.” ] _

“Take driving. Marjorie could drive your kead off.”

“#OF course, driving—” :
#ake cycling. She could eyele rings reund you.”
“ Very hkg_]y, but;,_u, :

r

lays hke anything,
harton.”

*Then acting— . 1

“You see, acting’s a difierent business sltogether,” ex.
plained Nugent. “That i3 where the masculine intelligence
COnes 1n. g

“ Masculine rats!™

“ Look bers, Hazeldene—"
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“ Wall, you're tnlking niffle,” said Hazeldene warmly.

" ¥You cheeky nss——"

“Ratal” - _ .

The chums looiked at Hazeldene in surprise. As a rule,
he played a very sccondary Gddle. It was seldom, or never,
that he came cut in a decided fnshion like this. ﬁut+ﬂllﬂ1-
dene was very fond of his sister Marjorie, who had, mdnnd&
saved him from many & scrape into which his weakness an
folly hed led him. Hazeldene's good qualities were limited
in number, but he had the sense to be very fond and proud
of his sister.

“ Look here, vou are out for a thick car, 1 suppote,” caid-

Nugent tting up.
sgenty o

*“ Hold on, Frank I’ -

“T'm jolly well not going to be cheeked in my own study,
Wharton." -

“Well, I think you're wrong, sou know. I really think
that Marjorie could take the part rippingly well, if she
would. We could alter p few lines, of course, so as to make
it suitable for her. I vote that we ask her.”

“ We haven't seen her act." _

“Well, look here,” said Hazeldone., ''If vou talked any
of this pifie before Marjorie, she would refuse to take the
part, enyway. Il speak to her. T'I1 ask her to let you see
nﬂ;nc speeimen of her acting, and you can judge for your-
Selves,

“That's a %‘Ood iden.”

“ The goodiulness is terrific.™

“ Right-ho " said Nugent. '"Of course, vou all know I
should be jolly glad to have Marjorie in the cast. only I
don't think it's much good relyving on u girl for anything.™

“ Well, you'll see,”” said Hazeldena. *“I'll eyele over to
Clif House after school to-morrow imorning, and speak tc
Marjorie.”

“Good! That's settlod.™ £ ey ,

Arid the meating of the amateur dreniatic anciety broke up.
They had been getting in some practice with ‘making up,
and Harry Wharton carefully put the grease-paint: away.
He left a stick of grease-paint on the table, marl?nkmig it In
the multitude of thinrs he was gathering up. Billy Bunter,
who had been locked out of the study during the rehearsal,
in case of any ventriloguial tricks, blinked in as the juniors
who did not helong to Ne. 1 Btudy went out.

“You fellows finizhed !’ :

L] Y‘Bal,l i . "

“Blessed if I know when I shall get my prep. donel
grurﬁhtlad Bunter. “I think you chaps ought to Lelp me.

“ Rats!"

“ Blessed if I know whet a school's -:*-:amyzg to, when a
chap is lockod out of his own blessed study i™ 2

‘“ You could stay in if you would behave youreell.”

“ Br.r-r! I don't want to stay in. It mnkes ma eick, 4!]
this petty, personal jealousy that’s shown of & chap's
superior abilities! I suppuse you haven't decided to let me
have Mark Antony's part?” 1

“ Not yet,” said Wherton, laughing.

Bunter grunted. ]

“ All right; if the play's a rotfen failure, don't blame me.
I'm willing to talie the part, and meke o euccess of the
thing.”

Wharton laughed again, snd took out his booke. As he
sat down at the table, he crught right of the stick of paint
he had left out, and ha picked it up and dm::-p:-gi it inte
a drawer of the table. Bunter's eves wera following him.
Those round little eyes blinked behind the big glosses:
Billy Bunter was shortsighted, and he jumped to the ‘con-
clusion at once that the chums of the Remove had locked
hiin out while they ate eweets, and that this was s stick of
toffee or butterscotch that had been left.

“I say, you fellows-—"'

“ 8hut up, Bunter !

“1 jelly well know why vou locked me out, now."”

“(h, do shut up! We want to work.”

*“¥Yes; bat ---"

“ Ring off I"" roared Nugent. ‘ ;

Bunter grunted, and subsided into silence. He sat in the
armchair, and watched the chume of the Remove at work.

+His thoughts were all on that supposed stick of toffae that

he had seen Wharton put in the drawer,

Fle wag revelving in his mind various plans for gettin
the chums out of the study for a minute, while he raid
that drawer and seized the toffee.

His ventriloquiam, as usual, was his rescurce.

“ Wharton- -quick !

It was Bob Cherry's voice, fsintly, from the pascage,
IMarry started up.

"Iz that Bob calling ¥

“ Bounds like 1t," said Nugent, rising too,
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" Rescue, Romove I''

“ Come on!" exclaimed Wharton hastily.

He ran to the door ef the study, threw it open, and
rushed out. Nugent and Hurree Jameet Eam Singh quickly

olowed. :

Billy Bunter grinped.

In a moment he was on his feet, and the drawer was opened,
and he was groping ie it for the stick of toffee. o

He found it, and bounced back to the armchair in
triumph. The next moment it was in his mouth, and his
jaws were actively at work on it.

Wharton and hie chums found the passage empty. They
stared up and down it in blank amazement, but there was
no sign of Bob Cherry.

Harry uttered an angry exclamation.

“It's that confounded ventriloquist again !™

** Bunter | We'll squash him !”

The three juniors rushed into the study. Then they
stopped and stared at Bunter. The fat junior was going
through the most extrgordinary grimaces in the armchair,
and gpasping and spluttering frantically.

“Ow, ow! Oh! Groo! Yow! Fm poisoned!”

“Grreat Scott '

“The great Seottlulness is terrific "

“"YWhat on earth’s the matter, Bunter 7"

“ 0w, ow "

“What iz 1t, then?”

“Yow! I'm poisoned !

“ What the—""

¥ Grooh !

Bunter spat violently into the grate. Harry Wharton

caught sight of the remains of the stick of grease-paint in
hiz hand, and burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow, ow, ow!”

“ Did you take that for toffee, Bunter

“Ugh! Ow! I'm poisoned !”

“Ha, hd, ha!"

“{h, my only bhat!"' gasped Nugent.
Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Ugh! Groo.o!”

“The richfulness is terrifie! The esteemed Bunter mustl
ba: :fﬁli];r%,the estimable sickfulness ot the present moment !

“ Ho. ha, ha !’

Nugent toolk the fat junior by the shoulders, and swung
him out of the armchair, and helped him oub into the
passage with a gentle tap of his boot. Billy Bunter staz-
gered out of the study. -

an

“You can %'runt. and growl outsrde,” eald Nugent.
make me feel as if I were on & bicssed Channel steamer.

 This is too rich!

Cut "
“ Dh, really, Nugeat—— Ugh !
* Buzz off !"'
“Ugh! Groo-o!
Nugent slammed the door. Bunler “upphed’ and

“ grooed "’ in the passage, to the anccompaniment of yells of
laughter from the study. That was all the eympathy
William George Bunter receiyed, or was likely to receive.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nugent’s Aunt.

AZELDENE cycled over to Chiff House the following
day, and came back, with a grin on his face, to an-
nounce that Marjorie was quite willing to take the
part of Portia, when the Remove Dramatic Society

gave a representation of * Julive Cesar.” And that she
would first submit n specimen of her powers as an actress to
the Bemovites, 20 that they could judge whether she was
shle to do Portia justice. The chumns of the Remove were
glad to hear it, but they were a little trouhled also. .

“1 say, you didn't tell her what we said sbout it, I
hope "' said Bob_ Cherry anxiously. ‘"OFf course, the dis-
cussion in the study wes in conlidence "'

“0f course ! grinned Hazeldene,

“] don't want Marjorie to think I'm one of those cocky
asses who think gicls can't do anything [ said Nugent,
equally anxious. “Of course, they can’t act. We all know
that; but still—"" )

“ Oh, Marjorie knows what you think '

" You haven't told her?” 1

“Woll, I haven't exactly told her,” said Hazeldene; * but
girls have ways of making chaps let things out, you know.”

“Woll, you are & silly ass!”

““ You sre a stupid chump !" i .

“ The stupidity of his chumpfulness is terrific "’ o

“0h, it's all right!"" grinned IHazeldeae. ' Marjorie
knows exactly what to expeck of vou, you know. BShe knows
you haven't very much sense !
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" You stupid worm !

“You szilly fathead!"

“ You chumpful duffer !" .

“Weall if that's all you've pot to eay, I'll bunk," said
Hazeldere. And he forthwith * bunked.” ]

The chums of the Remove were naturally a little bothered.
They did not want Marjorie, of nll people, to think them
conceited asses, And that was just what she might think if
{'ga&:;rl-c!&nﬂ had let out any «etails of the discussion in the
&Y.

“0Of course, we all know that girls can’t do things like
bovs,” Nugent remarked; ““but it looks silly and conceited
te a girl if vou sav 0. You can't expect them to see things
just as they ara. If girls have as much sense as bl::jrﬁ,dycu
might as well give em the blessed vote, and have done
with it,”

“0Of course,” agreed Bab Cherry, * Marjorie is a ripping
girl, and awlolly intelligent for a girl; but when it comes tg
real work, you know——"

 Bxactly.””

“0Of course, they're not o 1t."

f Not a bit.”

“ Bosh!" said Harry Wharton, with a laugh. * Mar-
joria’s got more zense in her little finger than you two chaps

sve in both your heads.”

* Look here, Wharton—"

S 0Of all the asses—-""

¢ T wonder when she's coming over ¥ said Harry serenely.
¥ We ought to be ready for her.”

“ Hazaldena said something abont tea-time."

“Good! We'li have a bit of a tea ready in the study,
and make a little celebration of it.”

" Good ege !

And when tea-time came romnd that day, the chums of
the Remove were prepared for the wisit. The study pre-
=ented an appearance of unwonted tidiness. Thers were no
foothalls or football-boots lying about the floor, ne sshes
scattered in the grate, no papers and ks sprawling on tha
table, no ink emlt on the tablecloth, and no unwashed tes-
cups piled on the window-zeat. .

All as the poet says, * was calm and bright.”

A cheerful fire glowed in the newlpcleaned grate, and a
pile of buttered toast was keepinz warm upon an almost
apgressively-polished fender, over an immaculate hearth,
Bright teacups and plates stogd in arroy on a spotless tea-
oloth, =

A cake, and n plate of farts, as well as a new tin of
gardines, graced the festive board.

The chums Lkept a leen eve on Billy Bunter, or these
adjuncls to the tea would not have graced the festive board
very long.

“Time Marjorie was here, isn't it 77 asked Nugent, as the
achool clock struck eix,

Hazeldene nodded. ’

“"Oh, you never know theso pirls!” ‘Nuﬂmt remarked.

r keeping an
appointment. upon them within an
hour or two."”’

“Hallo! Here's Marjorie!"

The juniors were on their feet in a moment at the sound
of & Ffootstep outside, but it was Eob Cherry's red and
flushed face that was thrust into the study.

“ Halle, .hallg, hallo I

“ Want anyvthing ¥'* asked Hazeldene.

“T'va come to tea ! said Bob Grmly.

He walked 1n.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Good! You know you're always welcome, Bob, and
there's no need to stend on. ceremony with us. DMarjorie
may be here any minute.”

“ood M o . ]

“1 thought I heard somchody arrive just now,” eaid
Mugent.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ (¢h, that wasn't Marjorie I

“ Who was it, then®"” :

“ An old lady—a relative of one of the [ellows, T think.
A giddy terrov, to judge by what I've seen of her. 1 just
caught a glimpse .::[l her in the hall. Bhe was inquiring for
somebody, and I caught the word Remove, €0 1 suppose tha
unhappy relation is in our Form. Jolly glad it's not Robert
Cherry, Ezquire, that's all.” N

“ Here's somebody coming along the passage.

“ Thot wnust be Marjorie”

Nugent stepped to the door.

“ My hat ! lIt'a-. not Marjorie I"

“Wha is it, then?"”

“ A piddy terror’”

The jumiors locked out.

You can never depend

A liitle lady of uncerlain ago
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was coming u]u:ég the passage. Bhe had o face of a brick-
red hus, and a decidedly incipient moustache on the upper
lip. Her hair was pulled back tightly, and & hideous bopnet
saemed to be glued down on her head. Her nose was red;
and her brow lined, her evebrows thick and black.

Her dress was of a loud grecnish material, with a cut
about as graceful as that of a wheat sack. Her bools were
laxge and heayy. She wore cotton gloves, extremely old
and untidy; and carried a itnége, bulging umbrells.

“ My ﬂnI;.r hat !"" murmured Harry arton. * Who—who
can it bal’

** Any relation of yours 1" asked Nugent.

1 0Oh, don't be funny I

The junjors drew guickly back into the study as the old
lady ]:.ﬂ[:gsmach&ﬂ Curious ag the certainly was to look at,

ﬂ:ﬂg po desire to show any disrespect towards her.
"But the strange lady did not pass Ne. 1 Study.

Bhe stopped - at the doorway, pushed the half-open
door, and looked in, adjusting a i::g pair of epectacles.

e Ys this No. 1 Btudy 17 S%E ed, in a squeaky, high
pitched voice.

“Yes, ma'am,” said -Herry,

n the Remove ¥’

48
“Certainly, ma’am!"

“JTa Nugent here—Frank Nugemt ¥'* :
*“I'm Nugent,’” aaid that individual, in surprise.

*“ Ah! dear nephew——"

“What I"* said Nugent faintly.

b dy dear nephew, how happy I am to see you ™
And the little old lady marched into the study,

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Aunt Matlida,

oy HANK! My dear nephew!”
N Nugent gazed at little old lady in surprize and
QErar.

He had suggested, way of a joke, that the
siranger might be a relatien of Harry Wharten's—that she
l'ﬂi%i]_.t in reality be a relative of his own had never occurred
ta b,

He etared at her dumbfounded.

The old lady bepmed at him over her glasses.

“ How you've grown !" she said, in her squeaky voice.

“Grown I murmured Nugent. .

“Wes. Do you remember the lazt time you saw me "’

“ N-n-n-n-no "’

‘' Then iyuu woro o tiny tot, and erying slways for sugar '™
‘“E-l]thf old lady. * Are you fond of sugar now "

“How you've.grown! Deary mae! You will be a2 man
soon! You must be turned twelve "

“XI'm jolly well fourteen and threc-quarters ! exclaimed
Nugent indignantly. )

3 r me! Aren’t you going to zsk vour- old Aunt
Matilda to sit down, whon she's come all the way frem
Yorkshire to esee you?" asked the old lady.

Nugent pressed his hand to his feverish brow.

4 re's some—some mistake!” he muttered.
haven't an Aunt Selina—I—I mean, Matilda '

“ Franky !’ ;

# 11 haven't—I haven't, really ! You're looking for some
other Nugent!" said Frank desperately.

“¥a there another Nugent at Greyiriars?" squesked the
little lady, locking round at the juniors.

“No, ma'am,"” said Cherry; “only Nugent minor,
and he's Frank's younger brother.”’ -

“J1 knew I could make no mistake,” said Aunt Matilda,
with an affectionate look at Nugent. ** Of course, you're glad
to soo me?’

“Of cowrse !’ starmmered Nugent, * But—"

“You will take me round the school, and show me all your
little games, and introduce me to your dear playmates.”

“MThere's sonme mis—mis—""

“1 have so longed to see you at your games!"” said Miss
Matilda sweetly, * You play marbles, of course?

Nugent turned crimson. Such s guestion, pul to the best
winger in the Removo footbell eleven, was o deadly insult
that eould onlv have been wiped out in blood—from the nese,
of course—if it had been from a boy. But he could hardly
punch the nose of his venerable Aunt Matilda.

“ Please sit down, ma'am ! said Harry Wharton, placing
a chair for the old lady. ‘

Harry was greatly inelined to smile, but Frank's distress
was 30 acute that sympathy lreld baclk the smile.

The Greyfriars fellows hiked to have relations come to the
sohool, as & rule. A portly father, a kind mother, a pretty
gistor, & brother in the Army, or an uncle in the Navy gave
a fellow some eclat. ]

But the boys, naturally, were rather particular about their
relations. ny peculiarity about them was certain to be
remarked upon. i

Trevor, for instance, had had lhis life made a burden for
a woek or more. because his uncle had come to see him o
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Greyiriars in a pink-spotted tie. Bunter had never been
allowed to forget that his father wore green fim:'f waistconts,
though it was two terms sinee Bunter senior had been to the
echool to see his hopeful son. i

Mugent thought of the effect Aunt Matilda would have
upon the fellows, and shuddered viclently,

What would they say? .

The eritical eyes that had been offended by the spotied ties
of Trevor's uncle and the fancy waistooats of Bunter’s father
—how they would farrly start from their sockets at the sight
of Aunt Matilda. :

Nugent would never be allowed to forget this if he stayed
at Greyfriars till he. was the oldest fellow in the Bixth.

He felt that thore must bs some mistake—it was too terrible
to be true. Yet, how could this innocent ahd inoffensivo old
lady have made such & mistake, The truth was .only too
plain to all the fellows in the study, even to Nugent kimself—
and Haraeldene whispered it aloud te Bob Cherry. -

* What dﬂtﬂ:u think of Nugent's sunt, Bob?" he whis-
pered, while old lady was, rustling inte the seat Wharton
pn]itai:f,r laced for har.

Bob Cherry made a grimace. - e

“Poor chap! He's nover heard of her before,” sad
Hazeldene. * The family have been keeping her dark, you
know. That's what it is.” i

Y Looks like it.™

“ Wice for Nugent, isn't it "

“ Poor old Frank ™ y

“1 see vou expoected me,” said Aurit Matilda.
of you to havé tea oll ready for me! 1 l'{nrﬂlfi. t you
would have received ngei;:tmr yet, Francis. Have yow bad
my letter, my dear nep [

“ Nen-n-no '

“ Call me aunt, my dear little fellow !"'

“ Aunt " . .

:I:‘}?E} ;Iéwill haﬁw ;ua:ém htﬂaa.l’;mg Aunt Matilda.

e fellows exchan poloss gla o 2

The tes which bean prapams for Marjorie . was
evidently to go the way of all teas,

Buit was Marjorie comin é‘ She wau_-umally{v::; careful
in keeping appointments, and now she was very late. .

Nugﬁunt-ghaped fervently that she would not come. He did.
not want her to meet Aunt Matilda,

“ Pour out the tea, Franky !"

# (.¢-certainly I

Nugent poured out the toa. o

The boys sat down round the table in silence. )

Hazcldene was grinning, and appeared to enjoy the situa-
tion, and Nugent longed to kick him out of the study.

But the sympathy for their unfortunate chum made the
rest of the fellows sorious.

Aunt Matilda made & very small toa r
having brought a good appetite with her from Yorkshire.

Nugent had no appetite, cither. .

He sat at the tabls, IWREE the picture of discomfort.

‘Billy Bunter, howaver, made up for all deficiencies. Thera
was not likely to be anything left over while the Owl of the
Remove was in the study. y :

“ How kind of vou dear boya to entertain me in this way,”
said Aunt Matilda, smiling sweetly. * And my letter has
not arrived ?"' ,

* No, aunt.’ :

£ “TE’H, I am nobt surprised! Franky darling, will yoy
5hi::w ln.'nﬂ round the school now? I am so interested in yobr
aehool.”

“ Ain’t you tired?” asked Nugent eagerly. “You must
be awfully tired after such a long journey.”

“ What a dear, kind, affectionats boy ho is!" exclaimed
Aunt Matilds, and MNugent coloursd and felt in[hth;lgi
hypoeritical. * But I am not o bit tired, and I must ]
over Groyiriars to-day, a3 [ shall not stay very long at the
school.' )

“Veory well, then!™ N .

““Let us go and sce the football-fields ' said Aunt Matilda.
““I suppose thore will be a gamo going on at the present

moment "’ S : : :

““ Well, no,” said Nugent, driven into sarcasm. * "i’lr_q Qun b
usually Eia{} footer alter dark. You see, it would be difliculk
to zee the ball )

“* Yes, yes, of course! Lot us go and ses the cricket !

:: %riﬂkﬂf']” iokat. 1 T k}’i'" .

atr play ericket, I suppose, Franky | .

“ Nat Izj;l: 3;;‘.hf: SO timI:::zurll of the year as football'' said
Mugent, still more sarcastically; ** and not after dark, even
in ﬁu}: seazon !

“Peary me! I sce T have a great deal to lcarn about
school life," beamed Miss Matilda. * Buk come und show
ma roand, Franky '™

Nugront rose nawillingly.

“Give jae your arm, dear Franky ™

“ How nice

apparently mnot
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Nugent shuddered inwardly, and gove his arm. Miss
hthﬁi da leanad upon it heavily, and they walked out of the
study.

Fronk cast an imploring glance back at his chums.

They could not resist tho appeal. And as Nugent and his
Aunt Matilda went down the passage the chums of the
Remove accompanied them. Only Hilﬁr,r Bunter remained in
the study, and he had strict orders to cut after them at once
and bring tho news if Marjorie Hazeldena arrived, though
the juniors had almost given up expecting her now.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Astonishing Revelation.

UNT MATILDA seemed very pleased with Groyfriars,
H and with the fellows sho met. They, too, seemed very
pleased with her—at all events, every fellow she came
upon seemed unable to aveid bresking intd a smile,
Nugent, with the face of a martyr at the stake, conducted
her downstairs, Ha hated walking arm in arm with any-
It;rm:lig, and with Miss Matilda! Words could not express his
solinge
Bulstrede, Bkinner, Stolt, and some more fellows were in
tho passago, and they stared blankly at the Greyfriars visitor,
b H:{: only hat!" said Bulstrede. ** Who's that 77
“ What is it, you mean?" grinned Skinncr.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
* Noto the umbrella! Talk about gamps !

= iﬂg thha BpOCS ; ther’tm bigger than Bunter's!”
the charming colour scheme of the dress !
“Ha, ba, ha I'"

1 s Nusoot, who friend?" said Bulstrod
BA ugent, who's your friend?' sai t .
i Intmdrfi;n us H;F ; waTrone
Nugent glared, and would have passed on, but Aunt
Matilda stopped at once, regarding the Removites with a
eweat smile.
o Pﬁ introduce your dear playmates, Franky I"" she ex-

elaim

“ Franky I'" gas Bulstrode.

“ Ok, come on!” mutterad Nugent.
- But Aunt Matilda refused to come on.

*Oh, introduce them, Nugent!” aaid Hazeldene.
Aunt ﬁiatiida_ wants to know them."”

 Aunt Matilda !

“ Wugent's aunt !

“ My only hat 1"

Nugent had to do it. Aunt Matilda shook hands with
all the juniors, beaming at them over her glasses.

“ And are you all fond of my dear Franky "' she asked, in
her gqueer, high-pitched voice. 7

“Oh, yes, me'am,” said Bulstrode solemnly; * wo're all
groatly attached to Franky! Wo worship the ground he
troads on "

** 8hut up, you cad !"" muttered Nugent fiercely.

““What did you say, Nugent?" said Bulstrode, in a loud
voioe.

““Nothing ! muttered Nugent, as Miss Matilda's eyes
turned upon him.

% % ﬂ:iwfht you spoke "' persisted Bulstrode.

“And you love one another, as dear little boys always
ehould 7" "went on Miss Matilda, with an affectionate smile
oll round.

Y 0h, yes, ma'am,” eaid Skinner, * we love one another
lika little William and dear litile George in the story-books,
ma'am ! But, most of all, we love our dear playmate
Nugent. The head-master is sometimes moved to tears when
he soes us walking hand in hand through the daisy-spangled
meadows, with affectionate smiles upon our faces, reading
from the same copy of ‘Sandford and Merton,’ or eating
from the samo stick of toffea I”

“How sweot !

“Bhut up "' muttered Nugent.

“Did you speak, Nugent?"

“* Um-m-m-m-m !"

“How nico and kind of you !” said Aunt Matilda.

It makes us happy, ma’am " said Bulstrode, taking out
hie handkerchiaf to wipe his eyes. “ Excuse these toars; I
cannot help weeping & little when I think of how much we
all love Nugent, and how we shall miss him when he dies of
ﬁi""ﬂpﬁm* ag good littlo boys alwavs do in the good little

.

* A dear, kind boy!” said Aunt Matilda, fecling in her
purse. ** I must neake you a little present !

“0h, not at all, ma'am ™
. " Yoes, yes, I insist!" beamed Aunt Matilda, still fumbling
in_her green purse. " You are a dear, kind boy, and you
fully deserve 6. You will, T suppose, purchase sweets, and
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in that case you will share them with your schocliellows,
I should recommend, however, that you save one-half of
my little gift, and expend the remainder in sweets, as I
always wish to encourage habits of thrift among the young.”

And the old lady pressed a coin into Huistmge'a hand.

Bulstrode locked at it. It was a penny!

Aunt Matilda wealked on, and the juniors walked on teo,
leaving Bulstrode staring blankly at the penny in his hand,

The juniors were grinning now.

Miss Matilda Nuiunt did not seem the kind of person to
perpetrate a joke, but certainly she had succeeded in per-
petrating one, whother intentionally or not.

“tiﬂmd what are these rooms?" asked Miss Nugent pre-
santly.

“They're the Sixth Form studies, aunt.”

“Oh, let me look into thoam !™
“0h, you mustn’t ! The Rixth don't like being disturbed."”

Bt s Lok £ his stud
onides was looking out of his study. He stared blanlkl
SR ST s et o st s
“By Jove!" he exclaimed, loud eno for her fo hear.
“What is that animal 1" e ¥
“Oh, cheese it 1" said Loder, who was standing there with

him. “Bhe's a queer old girl, cortainly, but no need to
insult her.”

The Greek shrugged his shoulders.
“Bah! I shall say what I like, I suppaose.”

‘i‘ﬂhé rats !" od ¢
onides step out of his study. His heired for the
chums of No. %‘ﬁtugiy made him eager to seize any oppor-
tunity for humiliating them. He had not forgotten his
painful experience in the Remove itory yot.
“Who 1a this?' he exclaimed.
“Mind your own business,'
*“What is it to do with you, |
*“Take cara, Wharton."
“ Rats I"
The Greek gritted his testh.
“Who is this person?’ he exclaimed.
bring such a person into the school ¥
*1t's my aunt,’”” said Nugent, colouring.
Ionides stared, and then burst into s scoffing laugh,
“Your aunt! Ha, ha, ha!”

said Wharton fiercely.
onides "’

“How dare you

“Yes, I am Franky's sunt from Yorkshire,” explained
the old lady, smiling at Ionides. ' Are you one of Franky's
frienda ?*

““Ha, ha, ha!”

' Bhut up, Ionides!"
wr Well, of all the odd old frights,” cxclaimed Ionides,

I think Nugent's aunt takes the cake! Ha, ha, ha!"

'"You are & rude boy," said Aunt Matilda scverely.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

" Franky, I hnpa you are not on familiar terms with this
ill-bred person?” said Aunt Matilda.

“Oh, not at all!” said Nugent, with a faint grin. "I
never chum vwp with a chap in the Sixth.”

_":h?;ury . He is certainly not fit for you Lo associate
with.'" : ;

‘“* Hear, hear!" gaid Bob Cherry.

The Greek scowled.

* Take that absurd old person away at onee,” he anid.

“I'm showing her round Greyiriars,' said Nugent,

“Take her away at once.”

**Oh, don’t be o pig!”

“Take her away! T will myself put her out of this
i;-uss_uaga if you do not obey me immediately,” exclaimed
onides angrily.

Nugent's eyes fAsshed.

o i shut up, vou cad " he exclaimed.

fonides started forward furiously. But Aunt Matilda
steppod before her nephew, taling a8 business-like grasp
upon her umbrelle

The umbrella swept in the air, and descended upon the
Greek’s shoulders with s loud-sounding thwack.

The Greek gave a roar, and the juniors gave another roar
of laughtor.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Thwack, thwack, thwack !

The umbrella fell agoin and again upon the Greek, until
Ionides, gasping with rage and pain, was fain to beat a
hasty retreat. Aunt Matilda followed him, and Ionides ran
into his study under a shower of blows from the umbrella.

“ There I exclaimed Aunt Matilda, a little breathlessly,
“ Thore !"

‘““ Hurroh "' shoutad Bob Cherry.

: E}Ilﬁ' ik S d H Wh

“0Oh, my only hat!™ gaape AITY arlon.
Jolly good! Poor old Ionides!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I1—I feal guite faint.,” said Aliss Matilda; *I--I think
I will go and sit down.™

“Good !

ONE
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*1 should jelly well think s0,”’ grinned Hazeldene,

“Come to thoe study,’” ssid Nugent, ‘who was not zorry
to bave the tour of inspeclion over,

Aunt Matilda assented, and thoy returned to No. 1 Study.

Miss Matilda sat down and rested.

“I—1I think I should like a little wator,” sho said faintly.

“I'1l get it ! exclaimed Hazcldene.

-Ho ran out of the study. In a few moments ho returncd
with a bowl of water, with a sponge foating in it. The
juniors stared at him.

“You aza!” muttered Nugent. ©She wanted water to
drink, not g blessed kowl of water to wash in.”’

Hazeldene chuckled, :

“I kpow what I'm gbout, Nugent.™

' Lock here——"

“Thank you so much!” said Aunt Matilda.
bathe my poor forahead.”

8he placed the wet sponge on her forehead, and to the
surprise of the juniors proceeded to rub it all cver her face,
Thay watched har silently. The Httle old lady’s face was
lifted up from the bowl the next moment, wet and shining,
and there was a perfect yell of astonishment in No. 1 Study,
" Marjoria !"

T will

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Night of the Play,

ARJORIE HAZELDENE smiled at the astounded
juniors. That swift sponging had removed the
sollew complexion and the wrinkles and the crow’s-
feet, and the pretty, youthful faco of the holle of

Clif House was remall:md4 '
The juniors stared at her blankly.
It was not Nugent's aunt, after all. Tt was Marjorie!
They could scarcely beliove their eves,
* Marjorio ! ,
The 1irl smiled at them. The sweet, young faco seemed
ﬂr&qﬁ'e at variance' with the hidequs bonnet and the
horrid dresa

“Well "' gaid Miss Hazeldene.

Haroldene went off into a roar of laughter. The chums
of the Remove gnsped for breath, ]

_ “Ha, ha, ha ™ guﬂad Hezcldene. * Do you think Mar-
jorie can act now !’ -

“Marjorie |” gasped Wharton.

“ Marjorie 1"

" Marjorio "

The girl laughed.

" Yes, 1t ia I,” she said. * You must forgive me for this
little deception, but it was agreed, you know, that I should
come and give ]yau & spegimen of my acting and make-up.
I think you will admit that I have succcoded.” '

““Marjoria!” said Nugent faintly., ¢ Then—then you're
not my aunt Matilda.™

“0Oh, no! Ha, ha!"

“¥—I- knew I hadot an Aunt Matilda ™
Nugent, with a gasp of relief. ¢
Excuse me; I've hod a2 fearful time.”

“1 am sorry,” said Marjorie contritely ; * but yon thought
I mujl&n’t. act, you know, and I felt that f ought to convince

u.'

“ My only hat!” ojaculated Harry. “ It was wonderful |
Wo never had any suspicion—any of ua” i

“ Wot a bit,"” said herry. !

*The not-s-bitfulness is terrific.”

“I suppose Hazeldeno know it all along,’” said Nugent,
turning s somewhat wrathful look upon that individual.

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled Heazeldene. “0Of coursa I did.
Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 say, you fellows—"

“"You bounder!” ssid Nugent. ‘*Well, never mind. T
rddmit I was taken in. And—and you can act, Marjorie; I
know that.™

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“Oh, dry up, Buntor!” ; :

“Put I say, you know, 1 saw it all along,”’ said Bunter,
“1 knew it all at coee, you know, but I wouldn’t give Miss
Marjorie away.”

“"Oh, yes, you knew it all—I don't think !’ said Bob
Cherry. " ¥You're & wonderful chap for guessing a thing
after you've been told the answer™

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

i | t'hink I must go now,’
you think I can act?”

“Ha, ha! Rather!™

#* Well enough for tho Amateur Dramatic Society ¥

“Oh, don't rub % in!" said Nugont, with & grimace,
“Of course, you will put us all in the shade.”

“Oh, no!”" said Marjorie, laughing. **8till, I think my
Portia will be passable.” )

“"Wo shall be jolly r(lml to have you,” asid Bl Cherry.
“Wharton thought ell aleng i would be all right. Wao
must admit that.”
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“That's 50! said Hazeldeno, * Coms on, Mnr_':lnrin‘:, and
I'll sec you-back to Cliff Houwse. I've got a pnss.” _

“71 can got one, too, I think,” said Wharton. * Just wait
a . minute while I go ang speak to Wingate."'

“ And--and I think ’ll buzz off and speak Lo Quelch,”
said Lob Cherry. " No good all asking the samo persom,
Wait for mo.” ]

“1'1} just say a word Lo Barnes, the prafest,” said Nugent.

And the throe juniors rushed off. ;

Thoy sucegeded in getting their passes from those various
sources, and Marjorio having donned a cloak to conecal her
Aunt Matilda dresa, they left Greyiriars, .

On the way to Cliff Houszo all arrangements respocting
the performanca of * Juliya Cwmear™ wero made, and ap-
pointmenta for rehearsals.  After socing Marjorie to the
gate of Cliff House, the juniors were about to say good-bye,
whon o cheerful face lovked over the gate, and thero was
a soft laugh.

" Did it work, Marjorie i"

“Yes, Clara”

“ Jolly good!” said Miss Clara. * Perhaps you fellows
will think now that girls can do things as well as boys,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Ves, we give in,” he said. " If I over hear a chap as
much a3 hint aqain that 2 girl isn't o8 clever as a boy, I'll
punch his head.” - i

And Marjorie and Clara ]uugrhed, and said good-bye, and
went up ﬂ:,lﬂ garden path. ' The Removites turncd back
towards Groyiriars.

“* Well, il. was a jolly good jape,' said Nugent. “I nover
suspected that Marjorie could act like that. Bho kept up
then charastor wonderfully well. But I think it woul be a
jolly good idea to give Haozoldene the frog’s-march, any-

WaAV. :

"Hﬂh, cheese it!"” grinned Hazeldene. “You wenied a
lesson for your blessod conceit, and you've got it. There
ou are !” _ .
ol Well, anyway, we're sure about a jolly good Ppﬂlﬂ
now,” said Wharton, ** and thot’s the maio point, after all
And the juniore agreed that it waa. 3 .
Tliey lvoked eagerly forward to the time when Marjorie
was to come over for the first rebhoarsal, and whon it came

they were moresthan satisfied.

Marjorie had her linos perfect, and her acting was excol-
lent, and the Removites could not help admitting to thems-
selves thaet it was a little better than their own.

They looked forward with much more confidence now to
the night of the play. Misa Clara had agreed to take the

art of Cesar’s wife; and though her acting was not as
gne a8 Marjorie’s, she made s very good Calphurnia.

When the night arrived upon which the play was to bLe
iven, there was a groat doal of excitement in the Greyirinra
emovd. . 4 .
Nanr?} every member of the Amateur Dramatie Society
was to be on the stage in some charactor or other—as a
senator, a seldicr, a ecitizen, or something.

The costurnes had becn hired or borrowed, and the dress
rohearsals had been considercd very successful, and the
juniors looked forward to a triumph. .

Wharton, as stage-menager and Brutus, had plenty on
his hands, and he bogan io caperience the delightssof an
actor-manager. But he did very well.  Scveral of the
masters and some of the prefects romised fo edmie to
tho performance, and there was to be & big crowd of fellows,
renigra and juniors. The play was given in the lecture hall,
where the stage was n fixturo, agd the juniors had only to
arrange curteing and scenes. Juet before the curtaine went
up, Billy Bunter came behind the scenes, nnﬂfﬂked Harry
in the miba.  Harry was in Brutus costume, and looked very
handsonie a3 a noble Roman, '

“1 zay, Wharton—"" ]

“ None of the public are allowed behind the scencs,” ox.
clnimed RBob Cherry. * Get out 1

“*You, but——" s

“ Buzz off ! I wiean, get theo hence, caitiff 1"

“0h, really, Choerry—="" ; :

“ Avaunt, or die the death ' exclaimed Bob, drawing the
stage sword with which he was girt. * Avaunt! Aroint
thee! Get thee henes! Busz off ! Bunk I

“ Y, but [ was thinking it's not too late—*

* No, wo don’t want a new Brutug—*

“Ti's not. that.”

“Or a new Mark Antony—=""

“Not at all, J—"

“{r o new Julius Cesar. Got out !

*[ wasn't going to suggest anything of the sort," sald
Bunter indignantly. “I've given up i.':'ym.qI to combat the
petty jealousy in our dramatic scciety. wus going to
suggest that it's not too late to arrango for & feed after the
performeance,™
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" gh, t out 1"

“ But I say, you fellows, you'll be hungry, an A
B;nﬁﬂrﬁ“ﬂﬂlﬁggi“ﬂ Eﬁiﬂa'?up-” said Wﬁartun. “ Get out,

“YVeos, but it's important, you know. You fellows will be
hungry after spouting for a couple of hours. I shouldn’s
mins fétching the things from thnpﬁuckahnp, and I'll do any

mkinghfnu like. I don't want to see the play. It won't
be much to ses, the way you fellows will do it. I'll get a
f&?‘& reéady—""

Get out! They're stemping for the curtain to go up,”

exolaimed Bob.

*Yes, but—"

Bob Cherry seized the fat junior and rushed him away
aoross the stage. The audience were in their places, and
the time was past for the commencement, and some of the
younger members of the audience were stamping their feet
as a spign of impatisnce.

The fellows appointed to man the curtain pulled
away, and it wont up, unfortunately just as Bob [!',jhﬂrr:,r
was kicking Bunter aleng the atage. '

Tho audience gasped.

The scene represented a Roman street, and slong that
Roman_ street Mark Antony was kicking a fat junior in
spectacles,

The audience stared, and then burst into an irresistiblo
roar of laughter. -

“Ha, ha, ha!™

0w " aaged Bunter,

He rolled off the stage, and Mark Antony, suddenly awarae
that he was in the full sight of a convulsed audience, gavo
a gusp, and popped back behind the scenes. The curtain
came down again with & run.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry. “Why docsn’t
somebody Euﬁ'ma.ta Bunter? He ought to have beon slain
years ago.”!

‘““ Bettor wait till ther’ve done laughing before we have
the curtain up again,”’ said Nugent dubiously.

Wharton nodded, and they waited.

In five minutes the curtain wont up again, the audience

having composed themselves somewhat, and then the play
commenced,

In spite of the ipauspicious beginning, caused by Billy
Bunter, the whole thing went off with a awing.

There wera chesrs at the end. of the first act, and londer
cheers when, after labouring nobly for two hours, the juniors
brought their play to a successful elose.

It wae admitted on all hands that Brutus and Portia
were the finest actors, but the others were all cheered.

The Amateur Dramatic Soctety felt very proud of itself
thet evening.

“Jolly good!” said Wharton, when the Remaove went to
bed El;mt night. * We'll get up the *Merchant of Venice'
next.

“Good " said the Amateur Dramatic Bovicty, with one
TOICe,

And a voice was heard from Billy Bunter's bed.

“1 say, you fellows—"

* Bhut up, Bunter!™

““But 1 sav, you fellows, if vou're going fto do the
* Marchant of Venice," I suppose you'll want me to play
Shylock 1"

Y Well, it would be & jolly appropriate character for you,"
gruntﬁd Bob Cherry. " But we sha’n’t want you, sll l;l']a
BaINO.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—""

' Oh, go to sleep !” -

“That's the worst of these amateur dramatic societies,”
said Billy Bunter. “ There's so much petty jealousy, and
a8 really clever chap iz nover given a chance. i

“ o to eloep " reared Bob Cherry,

“ ¥Yes, but—" :

A pillow whizzed through the air, and Billy Bunter sud-
denly collapsed inte his bed, with 8 gasp; ond his wvoico
was heard no more that night in the Remove dormitory,

THE EXIN.

{Next Tuesdays " The Cad of the Sixth," by Frank
Richards, Please ordor your copy of "*Tha Magnet'
fn advance, Price One Fenny.)
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The First Chapters of a New Serial,

natives and thrown into a lake.

The Cry for Help.

ht opened up so many possibilities thak
He wanted to get hold

This train of tho ;
Dare did not follow 1t up just then.
of some more facts before he plunged into a sea of theory.

Moreover, the old fisherman was pressing him to partake of
some food, which, indeed, he sorely needed, and had spread
somea rice-cakes, fruit, and cooked fish on the sand at the
shady side of the boat.

Having seitled himself down to the welcome repast, he
discussed with the old fisherman ways and means of getting
to Cairo without having to go back to Port Said.

“If I could get to Mansoorah,” said Dare, “I conld
arrange about my rmiwa;f journey all right. That would
hot he a difficult matter.’ -

“I am the effendi’s servant,” replied the old Arab. “1If
a horso from the village would sufhece, I can obtain it."

“But T have mlready told you, my freiend, that thoss
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gtanley Dare, the boy detective, on'his way back to England {rom Indis
o8 ashore at Pert Baid, and is meb on the quay h{ the British
;JJ'r.lg‘!t-ﬂ'gha men I most want to sea." ¢
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to have completely disappeared!” Tiwe Enuus detactive immedintoly taken
Lp the case, and procesds to the

mystericosly only a few hours &go.
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BEDA 8, dis-
: a was on board a liner
imn-to in & gare a little way up the #uez Canal, He appears

man of all
A Kipg's mesgenger, c

where the bBoat had stop . A
ﬂffﬁmdf

gearch ig made, and in draggln a canal in the vicipity,

of thea ‘s messenger ie b t to view. En:ugu!r snongh thirs
areno marks of viglerce: but an iron hand firmly clutches the unfors
tunate man's wrist. ' Dare fo.lows up aclue; but in so doing is robbed by

owever he is rescued by a flshorman,

villains have robbed me of every piastre I had with me!™
excleimed Dare.

“ For the hirc of 8 horse, ten piastres,” returned the man.
“If tho master will give me an order for the amount to
the British, Consul st Port Said, it will be encugh. For
such sorvice as I have rendered, thero is no need of pay-
ment.”

“You shall be paid, nevertheless, my good fellow,” said

Dare. “You have rendered me, o atranger. excellent
service, and wmoney is not too plentiful with you, I
imagine,”

S0 when the meal was over, the fisherman returned to the
village, coniing back, after o bricf absence, with a horse,
It was & sorry-looking nag, but, as it turncd out, it was
touzh and wiry, and guite up to all Dare’s requirements.
Saddle and bridle, ftoo, had the appearance of having been
ralied out of some lumber-sho:l
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8till, he was not disposed to find fault with his “ turn-
out,” for he was glad enough to be saved.a weary tramp_of.
thirty miles across the desert. But the native pen and ink
which the man had brought with him were the real trial.
The ink was thick, and the pen was made out of & reed,
and would not mark at all on the rough papor, or else
spluttered, scattoring blots in such profusion that it was
rather difficult to pick out the written words from amid them.

“The effendi, no doubf, usually leaves his writing for a
hired scribe to do,”” observed the fisherman, as he surveyed
the resylt.

“If there is & scribe in Tassoumah who could use that pen,
except as a weapon of offence in a fres fight,” {eiplmd Dare,
“ha is & clevar man. 1 hope that Matthews will be able to
read what I have written, Anyhow, I shall wire to him
from Cairo, This ia an order, Yusuf—that, I believe, 18 your
name—for five hundred piastres, and you have well earned the
money."’

(Fifﬂ} hundred piastres equals five pounds in English
money. ;

The old fisherman was -ﬁ,mfuse in his expressiona of
gratitude, declaring, in the fowery language of the Diast,
};hat he was his slave henceforth for as long as he should
iva,

Dare laughingly cut him short, and, mounting hia steed,
rode off across the desart in the direction of Mansoorah.

Two davs had passed since he had parted with old Yusuf
at the lake, and Stanley Dare was quartered comfortably at
Shepheard’s Hotel. He had money now, having wired to
Port Said for his letbers of credit, which he had presentod
at the Bank of Egypt; and he had got some clothes through,
also, in place nﬂﬂa crumpled and bloodstained garments
;r;]:lliich he had been wearing when he was hurled inte ihe
BiLa.

His quest, so far, had been only partially successful. He
kad traced Abdullah as far as the Babel Look, & part of old
{lairo remote from the tourists’ q[-.ta.rters: but thers the wily
villein had vanished as completely as though he had melted
into air.

The Arab *merchant,” whose arm was in s eling, had
reached Calro a few hours before Abdullah—they had missed
gach other at Tasscumah; but, with the assistance of the
native police, Dare found out that he had takes a con-
vayanee to the Babel Look as well, - But the Arab merchant
had disappearad as completely as had Abdullah.

“Well, Abdullah beliaved that I am dend, while the so-
called merchant docan™ knew me from Adam,” mused the
young detective. *'I will have a thorough lock round that
uarter this avening, though I shall have to be cautious in
the matter of & disguise, aa I am a bit shaky in my Arabic.
Mesnwhile, a spin slong the road to Gizeh will give me an
appetite.”

h a animal he bestrode as he went ont for his morning
gallop was very difforent from the one with which old Yusuf
had provided him. It was a pure-bred, Syrian Arab, which
had been lent to him by an officer of the Egyptian Army
with whom he was acquainted.

It wos o horae that reovired to be ridden earefully: so, as
there were o number of vehicles about, he turned from the
main road, when a mile outside the city, and made hiz way
along a bridle-path towards Abbasieh. .

Inlf an hour’s gallop brought him up to some ruins,
partially hidden by palms and other trees, which had grown

up in their midst.

His thoughts were busy with the diffienlt problem which
hehad to solve of the murder of the King's messanger, when
ha was roused from his revoric by loud cries for help, which
came from behind a crumbling wall.

“ Help, help! Yalla, valla! Quick, guick ! Allah Kerim !
Will no one help a holy man who has been set upon by
thicves 1"

“ A holy man—eh!” thought Dare.
that was a woman's voice ["’

The wall ended abruptly about tweniy yards to his right.
Whipping a cevolver from his pocket, he galloped round the
angle. It was a strange sight that met his eyes on the
further side.

“T could huve sworn

The Dervish—A Warning—Kalattdes, the Greek—An
Apparition.

An old man, in the costume affected by those semi-religious
individuals . who.call themselves Dervishes, was lying upon
the ground, with his arms bound to his sido by the folds of a
voluminous scarf, the green edges of whiech showed thot he
was o dascendant from the Prophet; whilo by lLis side,
sbriving to defend him frem_the brutality of two powerful
Soudanese, was & handsome Egyptian girl, whose dark eyves
flashed with a mixture of anger and fear.

“*Hands off, ‘i.:ﬂu cowards !" shouted Dare, reining up his
horae, and holding his revelver at the head of the nearvest
Soudanese.  If you are not out of this in less than & minute
I'Il chip pieces out of you with a few bullets 1
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He spoke in English, and though the ruffians did not
understand the wn-rgs which he use , they could not mistake
the moaning of his gestures. .

Casting &F g]anﬂeﬁ malignant fury and hate at him, the
man whom he threatencd with his revolver muttered a fow
words to the other, and the pair of them took themselves
off. - ]
Meanwhile, the girl had been unfastening the scarfl with
which the Dervish was bound, 'and had assieted him to his
fast. This done, she turned to Stanley Dare, and poured
forth a torrent of thanks, very few words of which he under-
stood. However, he saw that she was very handsome, and
that her eycs shone with gratitude. As soon as she became
calmer she hastily resumed her burke, or face-veil, which
had been torn off. The dervish, in a mixture of Arabic and
English, explained the situation.

“ Thote dogs of Soudanese waylaid me, and, pretending
to believe that I bad a large sum of money concealed on my
person, beat me and sttempted to rob me. But I believe
that the son of evil whom they serve had instructed -them to
carry off my niece Lmina, and they surely would have
succceded in their design but for your appearance, and thé
courage with which you drove them off I .

¢ And who is this ‘son of evil,” as you ¢all him, that they
servel” asked Dare. ] ]

The dervish hesitated, and then replied slowly :

“1le is & Groek, cffendi-—a man of wealth and power, but,
az I have said, a man of ¢vil.” Then, suddenly, he bent &
searching look upon the young detective’s face, and an
exclamation of surprise broke from his lips, o

“ Mahomet " he exclaimed. “ Strange, indeed, is ity
effendi, that you, of all men, should have come to iny assist-
anm I" ]

“ Why s07" demanded Starley Dare,

¢ Yon arrived in Cairo from ﬂunqmrn.h two daye ago, Bﬂ?ﬂ
are now living at the great serai which they eall Shepheard’s
Hotel 7'

o Fen™ .

“¥ou have an enemy in Cairo who has sworn to take your
life,” pursued the dervish. “"You are mhdmd’lﬁy poeril. At
any moment the blow may fall—this very night ! _ .

it Indeed 1 said Dare incredulpusly. — “Who is this
person " i "

s The gon of evil whosa servants you rescued me from,” was
the unexpected reply. “Tho one-armed Greele—"

“ One-armed '’ interrupted Dare. _

i Rather should I say one-handed,” pursued the dervish.

‘s right hand has been gut from his arm at the wrist.
when he was engaged in some evil work.

“T know of an Arab merchant who would answer to that
deseription,” said Dare; “but I am not acquainted with any
Creck. But even he cannot know that I am in Caire.
Indeed, if he knows anything sbovt me at all, he must
suppoze that T am dead. You must be mistoken.

#This holr man, my uncle, is not mistaken,” interposed
the girl. e has means of gaining information that are
denied to ordinary men.’ .

Dare only uﬂdﬂi"ﬂfq-ﬂ& a part of what she said, but he was
able to il up the blanks. . _

“Tt ia certain that you are the man,” went on the dervish,
“The Greek and another saw you come from the railway-
station, and 1 heard someothing of what passed between
them. There was reference to your supposed death by
drowning in Lake Menzaleh.”

This was dizsguieting noews indeed. If such a refleremde
was made, one of the men must certainly have been the
scoundrel Abdullah. Tt seemed clear, too, that the Arab
merchant, who carried his right arm in & sling, and the
Cireek whose right hand was missing, were.one and the same
person. And the dervish had referred to him as a man of
wealth and power. That made him doubly dangerous, as
no doubt he would have many unscrupulous agents in his

ay. ] _
P At presont, of course, there was nothing fo show that this
man had anything to do with the murder of Frederick
Wargrave, the King's messenger, but the fact that he had
singled Dare out as an enemy to be removed from his path,
wns almost a proof of his complicity in the crime. TFor, by
some means which st present the young detective had becn
unable to fathom, Abdulleh and his rascally associates had
dizscoverad that he—Dare—was on tho trail of the murderér.
And Abdullak was evidently in the pay of this mysterious
Greck.

“What is the name of thiz Greck #”' demanded the young
detoetive.

"1 dare not tell you, effend),” replied the dervizh, “ Heo
15 too powerful, and there are few who dare oppose him.
Takoe my advice, master, and escape. Leave Cairo while
Ciere i3 yob (Tme”
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“Not to be thought of,” said Dare. *“Not o¢nly do [

mean to oppose him, but if he i3 the man T suspeet him to!

2, T mean to hunt him down and have him punished for
his erimes. Moreover, you have ventured to oppose him—
why should oot T?"

“I defended my own life and the honour of my brother’s
child,” the dervish 'answered. * Surely any man would do
Eh“';.i' and I have losa cause to fear JLim than you. Wae

ervishes have a secret society that in itself boasts of some

power. It would not suit the policy of the Greek to greatly
offand.”

“Tell me his name," insisted Dare.

“It i3 not always sale to speak if aloud,”” muttered the
dervish, who seemed to be possessed of a focling that was
half fear, half hatred of the Greek. Then he bent forward
and whispered in Dare’s cer:

* His name is Kalatides, and he lives now in the green-
painted house in the Babel Look quarter.”

'Havinﬁ given Dare this information, he beckoned to his
nisce and vanished with her among the ruins.

On returning to Caire, the young detective found Egerton
Matthews waiting for him at the hotel, and over lunch the
two devised a plan of action.

“This fellow Kalatides,” snid Egerton Matthews, *'is a
man of considerable wealth and influence in Cairo, and it
certainly would not do to make an zcousation against him
unless it can be backed up with absolute proof of his guilt.
Liattle 13 really known about him, or how he obtained' his
money, but thers sre two or threo peopla in Cairo who
believe that ho was at one time an unscrupulous adventurer
who was ready. to commit any e¢rime, provided it ended in
some distinct advantago to himself. am inelined to think
that he has not altered in the slightest degree. 8fill, it is
hard to believe that he took o part in poor Wargrave's
murder. Howevoer vile he may be, he is not a man wheo
would ever run needless risks. Had he been on board the
ship, somcone would surely have recognised him; and if
the man who committed the erime was not on board the
#hlP. the murder remaing as great a mystery as ever.”

: Theﬂmannqr of its commitial remaina & mystery, for the
present,” replied Dare; “but I have olready found out a
posaiblo motive for the crime.”

*You have 1"

“Yeos," said Dare. " Although, to all seeming, I have
beon a mere pleasure-sseker, caring sbout nothing but my
own enjoyment, I have learnt a great denl sinee I ﬁﬂ.‘i"ﬂ been
here. You remember that Wargrave stayed at this very
hcrrt;el when he waa in Cairo twelve months agoe.”

“One night he went to the Turf Club; it was on the
ovening of & race-meeting,” continued Dare. “A Greek,
who owned a racehorse, was at ‘the time a member of the
olub. Wargrave sat down to & game of ecorte with him, and
datected him in the met of cheating. Thore was & scone.
Wargrave thrashed the fellow, and had him djected from the

b. The Groek vowed to be revenged-—

“It could not have been Kalatides,” interrupted the
Consul ; ** for he would never heve ventured to show his face
in Cairo again.”

“ Kanlatides, the Greek, has more than one neme, and
more than one personality,” was Dare’s aignificant reply.
“1 mean to pay him : visik to-night in his own house."

W Not alone ! exclaimed Matthews., *“That would be
madness, Your life would be in the greatest poril, if Kala-
tides is really the guilty man.” -

“1 am going alene,” replied Dare quistly, “but T shali
be disguised. However, I should like you and Noureddin,
your servant, to be within hail. You and he could remain
concealed somewhera in the neighbourhood of the house.
I am going to quit the hotel this afternoon, and fake private
rooms in & quiet Part of the town.”

* Whereabouts "

"“"You will forgive me, Matthows, if I keop that matter
n secret for the present,” said Dare. " We have to deal
with & master of craft, and our only hope of succeas lies
in maetin'g guile with guile, oraft with stratagem.”

“* But if you are disguised, how shall we be able to recog-
nizge you't'" objected Maotthows.

Dare Fice.lm up & sheet of notepaper, wrete a few lines
on it, folded it, and fastened it up mside an envelope. Then
he handod it to Matthews,

“Be in the neighbourhood of the Greek's house at nina
o'clock to-night,” ho said. * But before you start you can
read what is writton in that note. It explaing the character
of my dispuise, and deseribes the clothes I shall be wearing,
I think that ia all for the present. And now I must ba
going, for 1 have a groat deal to do before nine o'clock.”

“1f you are g's:rin}g' into any danger, I want to share it"
declared the Consul. ‘ _

“¥ou will probably have an opportunity of doing so,”
answered Dare, with a light leugh. ** BMind, not 2 word to
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‘the police; they ean' be of any service to us yet. And
<ome armed.”
F [ 3

Kalatides, the Greeck, sat alone in the gloomy and sombra
‘dining-room of the old house which he occupied in the
Babel-Look quarter, with an ugly gleam in his deep-set,
brooding eyes, and o scowl on his thin, parchment-huod face.
He was dressed in the ordinary European costume affected
by Turks, Greeks, and native officials in Cairo—namely, a
blvnek frock-coat, white drill trousers, patent leather boots,
and a red tarbooch—sometimes called a foz—on his head.

He was a tall and sinewy man, with a slight stoop in his
broad shoulders, and evidently & man of great muscular
strength, But there must have been some mistake in the
descriptions which Dare had received of him, for old Yusuf
had snid that the protended Arab merchant—whom Dare
believed to be the Greek in dispuise —carried his right arm
in & sling, while the dervish had distinctly stated that IKala-
tides was minus his right band. But here, as he sat on a
divan at one side of the room, both hands were viaible,
clasped together in front of him, as he stooped slightly
forward, deep in thoughts that were evidently the reverse
of pleasant ones. .

ﬁl chiming elock on the mantelpiece struck the hour of
nite. Kalatides glanced up sharply. - It was not the strik-
ing of the hour which concerned him, but a footstep oufidide
the room door. )

He had supposed that he was alone in the house; who,
then, was the mmtruder?

The door had been locked, and the key was in hieg pockst.
He put his hand in his ket to malko sure that it wag
thers, and then he glanced across the reom again in & stata
of utter bewilderment. Far the doer was slowly opening!

It swung open noiselessly to its full width, and a figure
appeared n the doorway.

The Groek leaped to his feet with a wild cry of terrer,
for the silent figure that stood on the threshold was the
murdered King's messenger—Frederick Wargrave.

Sell-convicted,

“ Villain 1"

Kalatides was no coward. He was & man of inflexible
will, and plenty of that brute courage which will enable o
man to face any ordinary peril without flinching. But hero
he was confronted with a garll which was beyond his under-
standing, and which stirred up the dark superstitions hidden

away in his black soul, the existonce of which he had
bafore adtitbed, ‘evan be hinaell, Re v

His vietim had risen from the dead, and was come for
vengoeance. Yesterday he would have laughed such an ides
to scorn, but now——

He slared with widely-distended eyes at the apparition,
whose face was grey with the hue of death, whose garments
even appearsd to be drlspinq with water, Bs though he had
but just risen from the depths of the canal, ‘and whose eyes
peemed void of E"k expression as they returncd his gaze,

“ Whe are you!” ﬁapad Kalatides. *“You are not War-
grave. I will not believe it. A man once dead cannot
revisit the earth.”

“ You killed me, yet I am here.”

“ Killed " cried the Greel. ** Wall, use the word if it
{-leaues you. I had my revenge for what you did, as I swore

would have.”

He addressed the apparition as one might address a living
man, yot still he feared it. Had he butﬁmnwn that instead
of being s spirit it was in good truth a living man, one
whom he had sworn to remove from his path, if the dervizhey
was to be believed, his fear would have vanished.

Yet he would have had more cause for fear, as a living
foe is surely more- dangerous than a dead one. That which
he supposed, in his superstitious terror, was the apirit of a
dead man, whom he stood sclf-confessed as having murdered,
was roally Stanley Dare in one of the most marvellous dis-
guises that he had ever attempted. For surely to make up
in the image of a dead man, with no detail forgotten, even
to the dripping garments, as though he hed just risen from
his watery grave, was the very perfection in the art of
disguisc.

e young detective had hit upon this daring expedicrt
as being the most likely plan te draw & confeasion of "his
erime from Kalatide's sips.  The man was an educated
scoundrel, and spoke the English language fluently, but, as
Dare surmised, there was a strong wein of superstition in
his nature, as there is in the natures of most of his counlvy.
18T,

Of couras, the words which he had uttered were of no avail
a3 legal proof of his guilt, but to obtain that would be loss
difficult now,

tAmother fostaiment of this splendld serlal naxt week )
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A Tale of
Ryleombes

By PROSPER HOWARD.

CHAITER 1
Intruﬂu:ini Gordon thh )

““W°M going to start & proper theatrical company I*
E‘%hg curly-haim?l, 'g:funy-fneeﬂ boy wgu ;u sitting
on the edge of the table in the Fourth-Form
common-room at Rylcombe Grammar School swung

his .Jegs and looked intensely carncst =3 he made this

momentous announcement. |

The buzz of talk in the common-room ceased suddenly.

“Eh? What's that, Gay "

A pleasant-looking. rather lanky fellow, seemingly a yoar
or 8o older than the frst spesker, looked up and put the

Hery.

4 Eurrdl:rn Gay looked at him and smiled.

“f = ) I'm geing to start a proper theatrical company,
Monk !’ .

There was a moment's silonce as the eyes of the ontire
comumon-roomn werg turned on the speaker in a stare which
miight have abashed a statue, but did not seem to have the
slightest effcet on ite cheerful objective.

“ You're fning to what?"’ inguired Frank Alonk at last,
in_measured sccents. . i =

Gordon Guy laughed in the light-hearted fashion that was
peealiarly his own

“You heard what I said; F'm geing to start & proper
leatrical company of my own, aind make this dull old
place wale up a bit!”

There was a general sort of gasp in the common-room st
this calm assertion.

Frauk Monk himself scemed hardly able to bolieve his

cara.

For Gordon Gay had been at Ryleombe Grammar School
Tt three short weeks, and by the unwritten law of schools
<hould have been content to be scen and not heard in his
Fornt until at keast half term. DBut not so Gordon CGay.

From the day of his arrival e had taken an active pard
in the affairs ui}tlm Fourth Form, in spite of the d.ua-app;m:’
attiinde of his clders in the Form, and, as they considere
themselves, liig hottera,

His independence was attributable partly to tho
\ > . - C“"Q foct that Gordon was an Anstralian boy, freeh from
cﬂ?’l“-“:—:}? % et _ e = ilie land of his birth, whence he had arrived in

England for the first time but & few weels ago.
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After a short stay in London, he had been sont off to the
ﬂr&mn_mr School, where Dr. Monk, the head-master, found
that his education had besn so far attended to in Australia

that he had been able to put him into the Fourth Form at

ence. (Gordon had quickly adapted himself to his new sur-
rﬂﬂndln%ﬂ. and in the three short wesks during which the
Fourth Form had. known him when this story opens, -ho had
kept. themn in & comstant state of uncertainty as to what
. be would bo up to next.

-His hairbrained schemes, mostly in the form of weird and

startling entertainments in aid of the varicus scheel funds,
d caused the Fourth considerable uneasiness, owing to the
smount of comment and criticisin, not unmixed with ridi-
“cule, they had sttracted from other Forms.
- But his latest sonouncement, with which this chapter
dpens, struck them as almost reaching the linit; while the
avowed olbject of 1t * to make this dull old place wake up a
bit,"” coming as it did from a ““new kid,"” fairly mado the
Fourth gasp.

{.‘)}uil old place! ]

hy, was it not the first duty of every Grammarian, from
the head of the Bixth down to the smallest fag, to maintain
by word and deed that the Grammar School was the finest
school in England or the world--at any rate, in public?

Privately, thera might sometimes be a grumble or.two
about somo small matter among the old, and therefore
privileged, stagers. :

But for a new boy to calmly designate the school a " dull
old place™ was unheard of, snd the Fourth felt that such
things must not be, 2

That is why there was a curious expression on Frank
Monk's face as he locked from the bland face of Gordon
Ga-?' to the group of his horrified Form-fellows.

“What's u? with you chapat” asked Gordon cheérfully,
swinging his egs to quicker time as he noticed the shocked
g;prisainn of the Fourth-Formers. “Don’t you like my
idea " .

Frank Monk, who was the recognised leader of the Form,
gave a gulp ﬂf’indiﬁnati{m. and then felt inclined to laugh.

Gordon’s * nerve " was so amazing for a new boy that he
felt quite taken aback.

Also, he was Gorden Gay. And the Grammar School, as
& whole, had alrcady loarned that the sunny irresponsibility
of Gordon Gay’s nature had a fascination pecubiarly hard
to reaist. .

His name fitted him té a T.

His whole temperament was 50 unaffectedly gay that no
one could bo angry or annoyed with him for long.

But Frank Monk was a great stickler for etiguette, and
ke pulled himself together.

As Form capiain it was up
his place—or try to.

He frowned portentously. .

# Wa think %'-iurd idi::.m _ils n blescad rotten one,” he said
deliberately. * And, besides——"
ﬁ““‘!ﬁm mgan ou do,” put in Gordon, in nowise abashed by
til%:.{ caimillfid -::nﬁ::iamyf hia idea.

‘Monlk frowned again,

7 mean weo all do,” he said with omphasis, looking
round at :-niaf Fﬂrm-fﬂ“ﬂ‘li:'ﬂ.

rowl of assent went up.

=tfi'aa!lfm:l, what's more, we think it's like your cheek—"
began a tall, rather aristocratic-looking youth,

But Gordon Gay
interrupted again.

“Tt’s jolly mice of

ou to say eo, Yau

v, he said sweetly.
“1 think so, too,” -

The aristocratic-look-
ing youth turned red,
and & subdued’ chuckle
ran round the common-
room, . The aristocratic
one's name was Carboy
—and very proud of his
nanie ho was,

to him to teach Master Ga.y'
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“ Look here——"" he began 'ﬂ.ngri]i(. :

“Certainly ! said Gordon Gay blandly,

But Gordon Gay interruptod again, _

The chuckle broke cut afresh. :

Frank Monk came to hiz chum’s rescue hastily.

“ Look here, Gay——" _

Gordon looked at him with a twinkle in his blue eyes, but
Monk went on hastil;.' bafore he could be interrunted.

““*We think wour idea’s ebsolutely rotten, all of us, but
that's not the point.”’

“The point's the thing !’ murmured Gordon, az Monk
paused for-breath before going on.

“The point s, that for 2 new kid to call the Grammar
School » ‘dull old place’ is beastly, blessed cheeck,” con.
tinued Monk warmly—* beastly, blessed check, that's whai
ik ia! And we're not gpoing to stand 16!

Gordon Gay glanced eoxpressively at a form—a glance
which was not lost. on the commeon-reom—but satd nothing.
He only listened, with an air of resigaation, to Frank Monk's
growing indignation. )

he serious air of the Form leader did not scem to
imprees the lad from Australia. He glanced calmly at Monlk
as the latter was clearing hia throat preparatory to con-
tiniing his weighty remarks.

““Wall, and what are you going to do about it, Monkey?”
he asked encouragingly. :

FPrank Monk gpave o gasp like escaping’ stefam,

But he quickly recovered himself, He was a born leader,
and although, as he confided to Carboy afterwards, ""he
felt like having a fit on the spot,” he saw that the right
thing to do was to meet Gordon Gay with his own weapons,
g8 1t wero, :

8o he controlled himself with an efforf, and turned to his
Form-fellows with an assumption of carelessness.

“ Do we know what we are going to do about it, chaps?”
he asked. -

Instantly thera was a yell,

(11 YE-E !?‘!

“ Wa do!”

“ Buamp him 1"

A rush was made towards the table, but Gordon Gay was
too quick. :

Hea was, fortunately for him, nearer to the deor than
anyone else in the room. He was also on the alert, though
he did not look it. He stopped the careless swinging of
his legs, and with one bound was cut of the common-room,
banging the door to after him.

There was a shout from the Fourth.
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¢ Betza the rotter!™

“ Btop the villain I

Frank Monk reached the door first of the pursuers.

With a wrench he dragged it open, and Hung it back
on itsl hinges, cut::hmg: Carboy, who waas just behind him,
a terrific crack with it, and szending him Hying.

There was a how!l of anguish from Carboy as he
down; but Monk, in his excifement, paid no heed.

The next instant, however, Carboy’s lamentations were
}:nn:ﬁletﬂy drowned by the terriic wproar which burst
orth.

After he had slammed the door to, Gordon Gay had just
had tima to hurl ona of the passage chairs upside down
in the doorway, in the hope of i's impeding the pursuit

wioll

somewhat,
And his hopr was
fully justified.
It'l'ltflf:"cd by Liz owa
ecagerness and the rugh
of juniors behind hie,
Frank Monk crashed
straight info the up-
turned chair, and went
g B fiying, and in a few

Sl

seconds the door of the
Fourth Form common-

ha was

= “ Bhe Cad of

roont was chock-a-block
with 2 wedged mass of

It was, as b Ghre Sixth.” struggling,  yelling
always ready to mfnr]n& : juamii. : ;
anyone who  wou ordon (ray, as ho
listen, one of the oldest i, f.gﬁm,“ﬂ“ .'ﬁt:m fled down the passage.
NATHES 1N Eﬂslﬂﬂd, and * L 8 farther | %guwﬁll find heard tha turnipil
Carboy did not appre- e . CAD OF THE SIXTH" behind him, and
ciate Gordon oy's ’ not only entertailning, but guessed what had hap-
version of it at all, of powerful interest. poned,

“The Form, knowing And Gordon Cay
it, chucﬂelpd,  They chucklod !

co&}::hr‘;l;t g ﬁ:i:,"g S | ?h{mu:'ﬂmriar: q,r thie
e Tl pagnisint e i) wi
room, and the chuckle "E:i;pirt Library.” ~ Kow
aubsided. onanle. ﬁﬁﬁfi-ﬂﬂ#fﬂ{rpﬂlﬁy_
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