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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Accepting a Challenge.

IMMY SILVER, Lovell, Newcome,
and Raby, known as the Fistical
Four at Rookwood School, had
assembled in the-end study to reply

to.a letter which contained a challenge
of an unusual order.

It had come about in this way. A-few
days previously Raby had met in the
train a friend of his of the name of
Sullivan.

In the course of the conversation which
ensued Raby had dilated to some con-
siderable extent upon the feotball prowess
of the Rookwood juniors. ]

The result was the following letter from
Yallivan, who was captain of the Muggle-
son Wanderers:

“Dear Raby,—You may remember the
pifle you were talking in the train the
other day about Reolwood juniors being
able to wipe any other team of the same
uge off the face of the earth. We're
golng to give you a chance.

“When I got bome to Muggleton,
asked the fellows about you, and they all
said they had never heard of Rookwood,
and didn’t believe there was such a place.
But they agreed to give you a lesson, if
vou did exist, and we're setting aside
Wednesday afterncon for you, and we'll
be glad to hear by return if you want to
make your words good. We shall have
the finest pleasure in the world in run-
ning you off your legs and sending. you
home on an ambulance !—Kindest re-
gards,

“PATRICK SULLIVAN.”

Needless {o say, the Fistical Four were
ot g little perturbed by this epistle,
especially the sentence which stated that

the Muggleton Wanderers had never.

licard of Rookwood.

They immediately decided to accept
the challenge, and had secured the sup-
port of Tommy Dodd & Co., the Modern
ciums of the Fourth, in order to make
suecess a certanty.

Jimmy Silver had remarked that a
lotter like Patrick Sullivan’s ecouldn’t be
veplied to offhand; it nceded a litlle
thought.

“A curt, formal note would look as if
we'd got our backs up,” Jimmy Silver
remarked. *‘At the same time—-="

“Let’s think it out,” said Lovell, with
a wrinkle in his brows. ‘‘ Suppose you
begin: ¢ Dear Sullivan,—Your bosh to
hapd——""

“Well, that’s gotd.
but the ‘ Dear Sallivan ’ shows we mean
to be polite,” agreed Jimmy Silver. ‘1
think that will da. * Dear Sullivan,—
Your bosh to hand——" Nexti"”

¥ Wo shall be happy to accept your
ohallenge for Wednesday afternoon. We
had a mateh on, but are putting it off
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¢ Bosh’ is strong,-
g,

for the special purpose of knocking some

of the conceit out of you——"" .
_“That’s coming to the point!” said
Raby.

o

As for sending.us . home on an ato-
bulance, we'll sce that you want all your
arabulances for home consnmption——' "'

*'That wou't do, Lovell.”

“Why not? .Consumption’s a good
word.”

“Yes; but that means eating, doesn’t
it? They don’'t eat ambulances:”

Lovell looked thoughtful.

“It might be misunderstood,” le ad-
mitted.  **We want the letter to be
crushing, with nothing at all funny in it
for them to giggle at.” ’

“That’s so.” .

“Well, then, ‘ we'll see that you want
vour ambulances for yoursclves. Ve
hope that you-will be able to last out
the game, so that we can have a good
chance of wiping you off the earth.’ ”

“Off the earth. Good! Next?” )

“We must be careful not to make the

lotter at all bombastic,” said Lovell
thoughtinlly.  * Nothing’s more rotten

than a fellow bragging about what he
can do at footer. ~ Let’s see. Suppose
you say next: ¢ We: hope that after the
game 15 over vour friends will be on
the spo_t’to collect up what is left of
yon——-""

Good!”?

“1a, lLa!

] gether over that.

“Don't forget that we've never heard
of Muggleton,” said Raby.

“But you have, ass!”

“Woell, ’m not wiiting the letter, am
I? Besides, if theyve never heard of
Rookwood, it would be beneath our dig-
nity to have heard of Munggleton.”
#“Good! I'll put that in. T've never
heard of the place, anyway. Anything
else®” .

“That’s all, T think. Put in * kindestq
regards.’ *’ .

“Qood! That will do, I think.”

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked inio the
study, and grinned good-humouredly at
the Fistical Four.

“ (3ot that letter written?”

“We've just finished = it,”
Lovell.

“1'11 read it out to.youn,” said Jimmy

replied

Silver. “We've iried to keep our end
up, you know, without saying any-

thing that might be construed into hoast-
fulness.””

“Go ahead!” ]

¢+ Dear Sullivan,—Your kosh to hand.
We shall be happy to accepi youwr chal-
lenge for Wednesday alternoon.  We liad
a mateh on, but are putting it off for the
special purpose of knocking some_ of the
conceit .out of you. As for sending us
home on an ambulance, we'll see that

vyou need all your ambwlances for. your- |-

selves. We lope ou will be able to last
out the game. so that we can have a
wood chance of wiping you oft the eartl.
We liope that after the game is over,
your friends will be on the spot to collect |
un what is left of you.- We have never

>

selves,

heard of Muggleton.—Kindest recards,
ete.” " :
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd.
“That will hit the mark, I think. What
I like about it is the way you avoid any-
thing like boasting.” . -

‘“Ha, ha, ha! Quite so!”’ . .

“We've got to keep our end up, you
know.” .

“Qhy-of course! That letter will do.
They haven’t fixed the time in theirs, so
you had better tell them we shall be over
at three. Make it a P.3.?

“ Good ! .

Jimmy Silver added the postseript, and
the letter was sealed up. Lovell cut

] across to the school letter-box to post

it. It would get to Muggleton on the
following morning, in plenty <f time to
let the Wanderers know that the Rook-
wood fellows were coming.

“ Now, about the team,” said Tommy
Dodd. “We'd better put our heads to-
I've got a list here
of about sixteen for you chaps to look
ovor, "

“Good! Hand it over!™ -

Lovell returned .to the study, and the
seven juniors conned over the list of the
junior footballers.  Almost every mem-
ber of the Fourth Form at Rookwoorl
belonged to the Fourth Form Football

.Club.

It was always possible for the Fistieal
Tour and the Modern chums to get up
a twenty-two for a match among them-
And so they had a good selection
for making up a combined Forim eleven.

Knowing nothing whatever of what the
Muggleton fellows were like, or what
Form they might be in, the Rookwood
leaders were naturally anxious to put the
best possible junior team in the field.

They went over a long list of nanues,
selecting and rvejecting. They wanted

Jour fellows beside themselves, and slowiy

they made up the four from the list.

We'll put Towle in goal,” said Jimmy -
Silver. “He’s been improving very
much lately, since he’s given more atten-
tion to footer. Lacy and Hooker for the
backs; Jones minor, Dodd, and Dojyle,
halves; Silver, Lacy, Lovell, Newcome.
and Cook. forwards. How does that
strike yon??

“I reckon that’s aboiut the best we
can fix up.” .

“Quite 5ot

eitled.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
 Beaumont is Amused.

And 50 it was

ITE next moruning both the Fistical

Four and the Modern chums were

down early, and they brought

down with them Towle, . Jones

minor, Lacy, and Hooker, the other se-.

lected meinbers of the junior eleven. It

was a fine, fresh morning, and Jimmy

Silver, who was junior football captain,

meant to give his team <ome hard prac-
tice before breakiast.
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The footballers weie in
lition, but when they were {oing to face
an uriknown teim, Jimmy Silver natur-
ally wished to put them through their
. puces at least once first,

On the footvall-ground the mutual
chipping of the Fistical Four and the
Modern chums ceased from troubling,
and they threw themseclves into the play
with their whole hearts.

The result of the practice satisfied
them. They were fit to face any tcam of
their own age and weight, or cven a little
bit over, and they were quite prepared
for the tussle with the Muggleton
Wanderers.

“I think we shall do!" Jiminy Silver
remarked, as they walked back to the
flouse, glowing with the splendid
exercise, ““Muggleton Muscatchers will
Liave to be in very good trim to walk
over ys, anyway |” ’ :

The junior footballers were in high
spirits. They met Beaumont, the prefect,
in the hall as they went in. DBeaumont
was the most unpopular fellow in the
Sixth, and on very ill-terms with the
heroes of the Fourth. He looked at them
as they came in, apparently taking ex-
ception to their high spirits,

 Hallo, you noisy rats!” he said, in his
amiable way. “ What mischief have you
Leen up to now to make you so jolly ™

*“It's all right!" said Temmy Deodd.

good

“We're going to play Muggleton
Wanderers this afternoot, and we're
going to lick them "~

Beaumont stared at them.

“You're going to play Muggleton

Wanderers?”

**That's so!” said Jimmy Silver.. .

“ At football 7"

“Yes. Why not?”

Beaumont’'s face relaxed into a grin.
The juniors looked at him in surprise.
They could ses nothing in the matier to
excite the ruerriment of the prefect.

“’Nothing surprising in that, is there
asked Lovell. * By the way, you know
Mnggleton, don't you, Beaumont? I've
lieard you speak about it, now 1
remember !

“Yes,” said Beaumont. “I've got a
cousin there—in the Muggleton senior
team.”

“We're playing the juniors. of caurse!
Do you know anything of their formm®'*

“*Ha, ha, ha !’

“ Blessed if [ can see anylhing to laugh
at in that, Beaumont!” said Tommy
Dodd. “I asked you if you knew any-
thing of their form?"

L3l

“Well, T dot"” said Beaumont, still
laugh’ing. “They're hot stuff--very
Lot !’

“Perbaps you think they’ll lick us!
said Lovell, turning red, I don't see
any reason why we shouldn’t play them,
Beanmont "’ )

The Sixth-Former roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps you will when
vou get on the ground!”

Jinuny Silver looked at the prefect
keenly. Ile could see that Beaumont's
mirth was not assumed. It was genuino
enough; the prefect was almost weeping
with merriment. But for the life of him
Jimmy Silver, cute as he was, could not
see where the laugh came ia.

“T don't see it!"” said Tovell. “Why
ghouldn’t we meet them ”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you think they've above our
weight ”

“Ha, ha, ha! Ol, dear! IIo, Lo,

1

“Well, we'll show you, anyway!” sald
T.ovell; and he marched on into the
dining-roorn.

Beaumont held to the wall and roared
again. DButkely came along, aud stared
in surprise at Beanmont and then at the
Juniors.

“Hallo! What's the joke 2** he asked.

“ITa, ha, ha!”

con- ¢

“Blessed if L kunow!" said Jimmy
Silver.  “ Deaumont’s got a pain some-
where, I think, avd le's trying to laugh
it off

#0h, it's nothing ' -gasped Beaumont,
“QOuly those. young rotters are going

to play Muggletonn Wunderers  this
afternoon !
“Well, wby shouldn't they®” de-

mandéd Bulkeley.

‘“Ha, ha, ha! No vecason at all, if
they want to! Ha, ha, ha!"

And Beaumont almost staggered away,
with tears of laughter in his eyea.
Bulkeley stared after him, and then went
into the dining-room., The junior foot-
ballers {ooked at one ancther rather
uncomfortably.

“What the dickens does it mean?™
muttered Tommy Dodd. ‘I don't see

why Beaumont should cackle like that
at the idea of us playing Muggleton !
“Blessed if 1 do, either!”
“I'reckon he thinks they’re above our

BANANANANNANANNN
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Sullivan, who was_playing three-quarter
the leather under his .arm, sped up the é
from Rookwood.

Friday. )

Muggleton was a conshderable distance
from Rookwood,.au:d the admirers of the
juntor team -were not inclined {o spend
the railway-fare to sed the match, apart
from the other attractions of the aftor-
noon—a Sixth Form tnatch being in pro-
gress on the home ground, and attracting
general attraction. A crowd of judorsy
gave the team a clicer at starting, and
they set out.

A swift train Lore them on their way,

-and after changing twice—Jimmy 8ilver

having carefully looked out the route in
a railway-guide—-they entered the local
train for Muggleton.

“Here we are ot last!” exclaimed
Lovell, as the slow train etopped in a

sleepy little  station. “This s
Muggleton
‘“Muggleton ”  was  visible on  the

station wall, and the juniors poured out
of the traiu and took their bags. They
left the station, and found a somewhat
ancient-looking brake standing outside,

ocapturéd the ball, and with
eld. There was a wild yell
‘‘Hands!”

:

weight, and we've bitten off more than
we can chew! We'll show lLim!” said
Jimmy Silver, with a gleam in his eyes.
* Anyway, Beaumont's cackling won't
make any difference to us. We're going
to play Muggleton, and cither lick them
or get lickeg!"

And the juniors went in to breakfast.
But some of them eould not help remem-
bering that curious outburst of merriment
on Beuumont’'s part, and wondering
what it meant, and they looked forward
with curiosity—not withcut a tinge of
anxicty—to their arrival on the Muggle-
ton ground.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Surprise tor Rookwood.
EDNESDAY was a half-loliday
‘ v‘/ at Rookwood. Immediately
after the midday dinner the
junior footballers prepated fur
the journey to Muggleton. "Most of the
other fellows were busy at football
practice, aud the eleven went on their
Joueney alore.

A lad of about fifteen was gitting in it,
with lis feet over the side.

Ho jumped down as the Rookwood
fellows cawe in sight. He was a pleasant-
looking lad, but he did not look like a
scliootboy. " Lovell remembered that the
Wanderers were a town tdam, and le
guessed who the youth was.

The stranger came towards the Rook-
wood team, and lifted his cap slightly.

“T'rom Rookwood?” he asked.

*Yes,” said Jimmy Silvér.

“(tood! . I've brought the brake to
take you to the ground. Sullivan scut
me, you know. I'm Harris—Jack Havris
—very much’at your service !”

“T'm Silver. Thanks awfully for the
broke! Is it far?”

“ About a quarter of an lLour's walk,
or twenty minutes in the brake!’ gaid
Harris sarcastically.  “ But it will save
your legs. You'll want ’em this after-
poou. Hallo, there, Johnny ! Wake upf
Your passengers have come t"”

“iWerry good, sir!” said the driver,
clambering up to his seat. -

Tur Pryxy Poprrar.—No, 257,
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Tlarris looked ihe Rookwood fellows
over with a quick eye. _ )

“ Where are the others?” he asked.

“The others!”  said. Jinmy Silver.
“Whart others 7"

“The other fellows?"”

*“Oh, nobody’s come with us!”

“ But—but— - IHarris looked puzzled.
“1 mean haven’t you any more players "

““0Oh, no! We haven't brought any
reserves, if that’s what you mean 1"’

“ But: ”  Harris broke off. - ¢ Well,
jump in! There’s room for the lot of
you with squeezing. If there had been
any more you’d have had to =it on one
another’s knees. I expecied—— But
siever mind; you can settle that with
Sullivan. I’ve got my bike here. Drive
on, Johnny !*

“Yes, zur !” .

Harris jumped on his machine and shot
ahead. The brake followed. The Rook-
wood footballers gave one another puzzled
looks. )

“ Anybody know what he was diiving
at ?"” asked Jimmy Silver,

“T believe he's grinning,” said Tommy
Podd, looking after the cyelist. **What
the dickens does it all mean? What was
Beaumont lavghing at, too?”

*0Oh, hang Beaumont!”

“ With pleasure! But I'm beginning to
feci a bit uncasy about this match. What

large crowd already gathered round the
ropes.

It was a fine, clear afternoon, and it
hlad evidently tempted out a large num-
ber of the Muggleton folk. Doubtless
the locals took a’ great interest in the
doings of theiir junior team. There was
a shout in the field as the brake turned
in at the gate and drew up.

Jimmy Silver stared in blank amaze-
ment at the goal-posts. A glimmering of
the wwuth dawned upon hin. .

*'I'here’s Sullivan!” exclaimed Raby.

A number of fellows were already
punting a ball—an oval-shaped blall—
about. They stopped, and locked to-
wards the brake. A big, handsome fellow
of about sixteen came quickly towards
the Rookwood fellows as they alighted.

“Glad to see you!” he exclaimed
heartily. “ But—what—why—{aith, where
are the rest of you?”

“That’s the lot!” yelled Harvris.

“How many did you expect?’ de-
manded Jimmy ~Silver. ‘I suppose
eleven is the right number for a footer
mateh, isn't it?  Unless I dou’t know
anything about footer !”

Suliivan starcd blankly at the Rook-
wood crowd. !

“IIoly Mosecs!” he yelled. " And do
you mean to say that ye didn't know we
werc & Rughby team?”

“Well, it can’t be helped now,” said
Lovell, shaking his fist at Raby.

“I could have told you,” said Tommy
Dodd, but i

“Well, you didn’t, anyway.”

“I mean I could have told you, you
fellows were bound to come a mucker
somehew.” -

“Oh, ving off, Doddy! Don’t rou
start ! I say, Sullivan, it’s rotten, but [
don’t see what's {o be done. e don't
play Rugger. Some of us know the
ropes, but sonie -haven’t played the game
in their lives. And there’s only eleven
of us.” )

“Sure, we couid get you some of our
reserves, and make up a fifteen,” .

“And then wipa us up,” said Loveil
““No, thanks! I’} tell you what—drop
four of your players, and then make it
a Soccer match,” X

Sullivan grinned, and shook his head.

“Bedad, but it can’t be done! You
see, mest of my fellows mever played
Seecer, and you'd win hands down.”

**Well, it seems rotten to come all this
way for nothing !”

“1 guess so.””

“Play up!” came a yell from the spee-
tators, who weie waiting impatiently for
the kick-off, . .

“Why don’t you start?"

Sullivan looked uneasy.

“Faith, and 1 forgot the crowd!”

he
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did that chap mean by saying we could
settle it with Sullivan? Scttle what with
Sullivan 7 -

“He seems io be keeping somethimg
back.” .

“Well, lie's grinning at semething or
ather.”

“I fancy there’'s something wrong
somewhere, . somehow,” said Tommy
Dodd, with a shake of the head. ‘‘First
Jeawmont. who knows Muggleton, went
ot into & fit at the idea of us playing tha
Wanderers, then this chap grins hke a
hyena when we arrive! There’s some-
thing [ishy aboui it somewhere. I sup-
pose, as a matter of fact, you [fellows
have made a muck of it.”’ -

“1 reckon-——"

“It was Raby who fixed it up, and
you know what he jis.”

“Buot [—-7 .

“Well, we shall scon. see,” remarked
Fonells ‘ .

The brake dvove on after the cyclist.
There  was Do doubt that 1lariis was

- grinning, for they caught full sight of
his face at a corner of the road. He was
wearing, as Tommy Dodd expressed it, a
grin of the largest size,

‘he brake came in sight of the football-
ground—a pleasant-locking feld, with a

Tye. PExxY Porvr4m.--No. 257, -

THE: FOURTH OCHAPTER.
A Curious Compromise.

[ CGBY- ! . . .

R “Rugger !”
- “ A Rugger team !

. ‘“Great snakes!”

“My only hat "

These, and various other exclamations,
burst from the amazed Roovkwooders.
Then, with one accord; they turned upon

Raby. They grasped him, and they
jammed him, breathless, against the
rake.

“You howling lunatic I’ roared Jimmy
Silver. *“You lunatic! Why didn’t you
tell us Muggleton was a' Rugger team?”

“ Well, —"

“You dangerous lunatic!” shrieked
FLovell. “Tancy bringing us all this way
to play a Rugger team! So that is what
Beaumont was laughing at !’

* But I—=—"" )

“Scrag him!”

*Jamp on him I

“ Bump him 1"

“Hold on!” yelled Raby. “I didn't
know! Sullivan never told me! low
was I to guess it was a Rugger team ?”

Sullivan burst info a roar,

*““Ha, ha, ha! Inever thought of men-
tioning that. He was bragging zbout
wiping us up, and, sure; I never thought
he was talking about Soccer ™

“'Well, I didn’t know you were talking
about Rugg’er [N -

cxclaimed. “You see, they've come out
to see the match. A lot of them have
had -to get off from business on purpose,
and they’ll be wild at having. to miss the
sight. I 'don’t know what’s to be donc.”
‘“Suppose you adopt my suggestion,
and make it a Soccer match 7" :
“Suppose you adopt mine, and make

it a Rugger?”’

- Can’t be did1?

“I’ve got a ripping idea!” exclaimed
Tommy Doyle. **Sullivan can cut down
his team to cleven, and we'll play the
me.‘te‘h on nixed rules L”

ot

“We'll play Soccer, and they can play
Rugger, and—-" -

* You utter ass!”? .

“ Faith, and it’s not such a bad idea !”
exclaimed Sullivan eagerly. *Tt's the
only way out of the dificulty, anyway,
without missing the match.  And the
people yonder have a right to be con-
sidered.. T'l] explain to them——" -

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

! Well, if they take it as a joke, sure it
will be an ontertainment, auyway!
Suppose I put it to them, as the best
thing we can do not to disappoint them ?
I'll explain that it was a misunder-
standing.”

“Well, of all the ideas—"

“I guess we ¢an manage it,” said
.]xunmy Silver, grining.. It will be
fun, anyways—and a record matcl..
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Vel play by ,Soccer rtules, and you
tellows play ULy Rugger rules.  Of
course, vou'll play an equal number of
men.”

“Oh, of course; equal numbers, and
different rules!”

And so it was settled.  Sullivan made
a speech to the impatient spectators,
which was received with etares of blank
amazement, and then with yells of
laughter.

And the Rookwood fellows went into
their dressing-room to prepare for the
most peculiar match they had ever
prlayed in.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Rather Mixed Match.

HERLE was a cheer from the
crowd 0s the Rookwood foot-
bailers came out, in the pink-
and-white shirts of Rookwood

School.  Most of the spectators were
laughing, which was not to be wondered
at, A football match played with
Association rules on one side, and Rugby
rules on the other, was likely to be n
curious one.

Tho kick-off fell to the visitors.
Lovell kicked-off the ball, and the game
started.

“Play up, Rookwod {”

Rookwood played up. The, forwards
were on the ball in no time, and rushing
it through the Muggletonians. But
Sullivan, who was playing three-quarter,
captured it, and, with the leather under
his arm, sped up the feld.

“Hands !"”

“It's all right!”* gasped Lovell. “1It's
Rugger—on their side!”

“Ha, bha, ha!" gurgled Jimmy
Silver.

** After him !" )

The Rookwood vplayer sped after

Sullivan.  The Wanderers' captain was
very near to getting a try. But Towle
was in goal—according to Soccer rules—
and he was ready. Sulliran was aceus-
torned to dodging a full-back, but Towle
was standing under the posts.

Tho Wanderers swerved off to touch
“the ball down bchind the goalline, but
Towle dashed forward, and biffed
against him, and he rolled over.

Hairis vpicked up the ball ere it
touched the ground, and rushed on, and,
amid a roar of cheering from the crowd,
scored a trv.

“Pry! Tey ™

“Msy hat!"” gasped Lovell. “It scems

to me that Rugger gets ail the advantage
in a game of this sort.”

Harris brought the ball out to tlake
his kick. As he had to get it over the
bar, the goalkeeper hadn’t much chance
of interfering with him. But the try
had been taken well towards the touch-
line, and the angle was too great. The
ball bounced back among the players.

Rookwood’s chance came then,  The
forwards dashed away with the ball at
their feet, passing in beautiful style, and
Lrought it right through the opposing
side.

The full-back raced up to defend his
goal, but wasg charged over by Doyle,
and Lovell dribbled the ball straight on,
and kicked it between the posts. As he
was playing Soccer, he put it under the
bar.

“Goal !” shouted the crowd, in great
delight. ** Iurrah!”

The sides had played about equally, so
far. The struggle continued, but most
of the players were laughing too much to
play hard. There was no doubt that the
Rugby players, with the privilege of
handling the ball, had the advantage.
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Still, in passing, the Soccer paity con-
sidered they scored. Jimmy Silver
thouzht he had the better team of the
two, apart from the game. But the
Muggletonians were hot stuff, as Beau-
mont had warned the Rookwood juniors.

The score rematned at a +ry for
Muggleton, and a goul for Rookwood.
when the interval came. Afler o brief
rest, the players turned out again with
renewed ardour. They were getting
more used to the curious phases of the
mixed game now, and the sccond half
was more serious and more like football
than the first.

Sullivan dropped a goal from mid-
field, and shortly afterwards one of the
Wanderers scored a try, which, how-
ever, failed to materialise.

Then Jimmy Silver put in a goal for
Rookwood, and it was followed by one

“manded Sullivan.
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from Tommy Dodd, after a brilllant run
up the field.

As the game wore o6n, the footballers
warmed to their work, and the inferest
of the crowd grew very keen. Loud
cheers greeted every bit of good work
on_cither side.

The second half had been slogging,
and both sides looked red and breath-
less, and in need of a vest, Both, how-
ever, playved up splendidly to the finish.

With Towle under the bar, tries on

‘either side of goal were not difficult for

the Wanderers, and they mounted up at
an alarming ratc.  Dropped goals, too,
were not rare.

At the same time, the Rookwood for-
wards frequéntly went right through
the defence, passing the ball splendidly,
and put it into the home goal. C

The score mounted up on either side.

“Seven tries, three goals, and four
dropped goals!” gasped Sullivan, when
the shriek of the whistle al last
announced the close of that very mixed

match. “Holy mother of Mescs, that's
ifty-two points!”

“Light goals!” lLowled Tommy
Doyle.

“‘My hat! WWe've won, then, I

guess |’

“1 say, fifty-two points—""

“ Bight gools !”

¥ Who's won this Llessed match?” de.
“Tf you go by points,
we've won it!”

“Ha, ba! If you go by goals, we've
won it!”" : :

“1 guess we've both won!" roared
Jimmy Silver. “Muggleton’s  won
according to Rugbhy rules, and we've won
necording to Association rules!™

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then if we've both won, therce's
nothing up against cither side ! grinned
Sullivan.  “It's a case of honours
divided.”” ’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The result was more entertaining than
the game had been. DBut if both sides
had won, both had reason to be satisfied;
and satisfed they were.

The Rookwood footballers laughed
most of the way home; and when they
related their adyentures at Rookwood,
all Rookwood laughed, too. But it had
bheen fun, anyway; oand the chums of
the Fourth Form ofien enjoyed a hearty
{augh over the remewmbrance of that
mixed match.

THE EXND,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. thicker. He dashed down the stairs, aud was wide enough awake now. Manners

An Alarm in the Night.

OM MERRY moved restlessly in

his” sleep, and awoke.
It was very dark in the Shell
dormitory in the School House at
8. Jim’s. 1t was long past midnight,
and the house was very still. Tom
Merry lay half awake in bed, blinking at
the dim, high windows, and wondering
what had awakened him. There was a
sound of steady breathing from the
other beds,  Nothing was moving in the
dorpitory;  nothing  stireing 1 the

House.

Saddenly Tem Merry sniffed, and sat
up in bed.

e sniffed again suspiciously. Then
he knew what had awakened him. There
was a smell of smoke in the dormitory—
. a smell of hurning!?

“My hat! What's that?
on fire!”

11e groped in ihe pockets of his clothes
heside the bed, and found a matchbox.
The mateh scratched, and flared out.
Tom Merry held it up, and looked
towards the dormitory door. There was
a dim haze in the dormitory. TUnder the
door a curl of white smoke was crawling.
The match went out. X

Tom Merry leaped out of-bed, his {ace
pale with excitement, There was a fire
somewhere—fire in the old Sclhiool House
of St. Jim’s! Tom Merry’s voice rang
shrongh the sleeping dormitory. .

“Wake up, you fellows!  Alanners!
Eowther! Kangaroo! Wake up!”

IIe ran to the switch, and turned on
the electric light.  The dormitory was
flooded with illamination in an instant.
Fellows sat up in the loug row of beds,
blinking in the sudden light, and sniffing.

*\Wharrer marrer?’ murmured
Aanners sleepily.

“Lemme alone!” mumbled Lowther.

Tom Meiry shook his two chums in

Cfuen,

(et up! Fired”

*“What!”

“Fire 17

Manuers and Lowthier did not need
any more than that; they were wide
enough awake now, They tumbled out
of bed in the twinkling of an eye, and
grasped their clothes. angaroo jumped
wp, and C(lifton Dane and Bernard
Glyn and Skimpole turned out, and then
the other fellows, one by one, as they
reulised what was the maiter.

Tom Merry stayed only for his trousers
aml boots, and then rushed to the door
and threw it open.

A thicker roll of smoke came in as he
dild so, and he started back, coughing.

“Fire!” yelled Crooke of the Shell
“0Oh, we shall be:burnt to death! Ow !’

= Shurrup!” growled Lowther.

“¥ire! Help! Fire!”

Tom Moerry ran out of the dormitory.
©:. the stairs fhe smell of smoke was
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Somcthing’s

down the study passage. But on the
lower staircase there was no smoke. It
was cvident ~that the fire had not
originated below stairs, Tom Merry
turned back, dnd ran to Kildare’s door.
He thumped at the door and threw it
open.

“ Kildare !’ .
~ The captain of 3t. Jim's started up in
bed. .

“Hallo! What the-—-"

“Something’s on  fire !
Tom Alerry.

‘*‘ Great Scott!”

Kildare was out of bed in a moment.

Tom Merry did not wait. Ile dashed
away to the door of Mr. Railton’s reom,

interrupled

and hammered on it, calling to  the
Housemaster. Alr. Railton’s  velce
replied in a moment:

“Coming!”’

Mr. Raifton came whisking out of the
room in his pyjamas,

The smoke was rolling aloug (he
passage now; the smell of burning was
stronger, and Tom Mecrry thought he
could hear a crackling of flames. But
le could see no flame as yet. The fire
was not far advanced, wherever it wnas.

“Wheve 13 it, Merry?’ asked M.
Railton.

“T1 don’t know, sir. The place “is on
fire somewhere, It’s not daownstairs,
though. In one of ihe studies, I think.”

“Ring the alarm-bell, Merry.2

*“Yes, sir.”

Tom Merry dashed off to the alarm-
bell. He grasped the rope, and tugged,
and the clang of the bell yan through the
silent night. There weré loud voices on
all sides, shouts of inquiry and alarm.
Fellows were turning out on all sides

now, Across the quadrangle, lights
flashed in_ the windows of the New
House. The fellows over there were

startled out of slumber by the clanging
of the hell,

“Tire! Fire! Fire!l”

The cries of elarm rang through the
House.

“Fire! Fire! TFire'”

(R3]

“Keep your heads!
Railton’s steady voice. “There is no
danger. The prefects will see that all
the juniors get out into the auad at
once.”

“Yes, sir,” said Kildare.

Fellows were streaming downstaira
now, in nightshirts and pyjamas, or half-
dressed, or carrying their clothes on
their arms.

The great door of the quadrangle was
thrown open, and the night air rushed
into the house, blowing the clouds of
smoke along the passages.

Out mto theyquadrangle the juniors
swarmed, and the seniors, too, hut all
of them did not go. Tom Merry was
still ringing the alarm-bell. E

Clang, clang, clang’!

e left the bell at last. All St Jim's

'

rang  out M.

]

and Lowther joined him on the stairs.
The prefects were filling the fire-buckets
that were kept hanging up at the end
of each passage. ‘The smoke was thickest
in the Shell passage, and the smell of
burning. was strongest there.

“It’s one of the Shell studies,’” said
Tom Merry. “ Some ass left his fire
burning, most likely. - Come on!”

“All juniors into the guad!”’ shouted
Kildare.

The Terribic Three of the Shell
appeared deaf. They ran into the Shel}
passage, and four other juniors jeined
them there—Blake and Herries and
Digby and D’Arcy of the Fourth. The
smoke was thick in the passage, and they
gasped for breath.

“Bai  Jove!" exclaimed  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth. “ This

is feahful! But buck up, deahh boys.
I'm with you, you know. Don’t bhe
scared I’

_ 'Tom Merry threw open the study doors
1 turn as he passed them.

The door of Gore’s study, next to Tom
Merry’s own, was heated to the touch.
As Tom Merry threw it open a thick
volume of smoke rolled out, and there
was a glimmer of flame, and the juniors
reeled back, almost suffocated,

[ Oh!:’

“‘Ah!"

“(3rooh

“Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry dashed down the passage
again,

“Ilere it is!” he shouted.
Gore’s study.
“Right!”
A dozen seniors with fire-buckets ran

aloug the passage.

Tom Merry & Co. clutched up buckets
and any other vessel they could lind, and
hurviedly filled them at the tap at the
end of the passage.

Water was hmﬁed into Core's study by
the bucket{ul.

The study was a mass of Aame and
smoke, and little tongues of flame licked
out into the passage. now that the door
was open. If the fire had been given
more time it would probably Thave
obtained too firm a hold to be quenched.
Bat fortunately the alarm had beeu given
before it was too late.

“Water! Water here!”

All the masters were on the scene
now; even the new Head, half-dressed,
had arrived,  Senior§ from the New
House joined those of the Schcol House
in carrying water. There was a dearth
of firo buckets, but jugs and basins and
even silk hats served the turn. Water
was swaniped into the study in floods.

Tom Merry & Co. -worled with the
seniors, and no one said them nay. The
rest of the juniors were out in the guad-
rangle. A huge crowd was gathering
there, excitedly calling and talking. The
window of Gore’s study was the object

Rl

“It'e in
19

Bring the water here!
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of all eves; the heat had cracked the
panes now, and smoke was pouring out
into the night in & dense volume,

“Bai Jove, we're gettin’ it undah!”
1" Arcy exclaimed, as he hurled a pail
of water into the study, and caught
Monty Lowther a erack with the empty

- pail as it swung back. Lowther roared.

. Merry.

““Oh, you ass!”

““ Weally, Lowthah—"

“Yow! You've lut
dangerous ass!”

“This is no time to think of twifles,
T.owthah!”

““More water here!” shouted Kildare,
“Dow’t. waste time jawing, you kids!”

“Weally, Kildare—"

Kildare was inside the study now, in
the thick smoke. The flames were out,
but the smoke was still thick. It rolled
out of the window into the guad, and
out of the door into the passage. Water
was swamped into the room again and
again, till Mr. Railton called halt.

~The fire is out,” he said.

“Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy. “ We've
had a feahfully nawwow escape, denh
boys. Lucky I was here.”

“Ha, ha, hat” -

“Weally, Tom Mewwy: »

Mr. Railton examined the study care-
fully. There was not a spark left, and

me, you

the smoke was clearing off. The study

was gutted; furniture, books, every-
thing, was a charred mass, and the walls
were burnt and discoloured, the flooring
Dlackened, the ceiling cracked. The
School House had undoubtedly had a
aarrow escape. Mr. Railton came out of
the burnt study, smoke-begrimed and
blackened, gasping for breath.

““There will be an inguiry into this to-
morrow,” he exclaimed. ‘ Someone has
beea very careless here. It is very
fortunate that the fire was discovered in
time. Who was it gave the alarm?”

“Tom Merry, sir,” said Manners.

“You have done us all a great service,

The boys can return to their
dormitories. There is no more danger.”

*THE - SECOND CHAPTER.
Tom Merry Has an l(dea.

ST. JIM'S was in a state of the most
intense excitement. .
" The fellows who had ex-
tinguished the fire were blackened
with smoke, with smarting cyes, and
some of them scorched by the flames.
“ Jolly lucky you weren’t all toasted in
vour little Dbeds, “you fellows!” said
Tiggins of the New House. ““ You School

House chaps do get into scrapes, and no |

mistake 17

“Weally, Figgins—" -«

“Ilow did it start?” asked Kerr,

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I don’t know! Perhaps Gore left his
firo burning and—"" .

Cieorge Gore snorted.

“T didn’t!” he said. *“I wasn’t in the
study- after 1 did my prep. 1 suppose it
was Skimpole—he was there!”

“Dear me !” said Skimpole. *“I should
not be surprised. I remember there was
a good fire here when I went to bed, and
I forgot to rake it out. I had been
writing sotne new paragraplis in my
hook, and I had thrown some sheets of
paper iato the grate, and so perhaps—-—""

“Perhaps, you boiled owl!” hooted
Gore. ““It's a wonder you didn’t burn
us all to death, you dangerous fathead !”

‘My dear Gore——"

“Get off to bed, you kids!" called out
Kildare from the passage. “You New
Houso fcllows go back to your own
Iouse at once!”

“Right-ho, sonny!”
cheerfully. . .

The juniors vaturned o their quarters,

said Figgins

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther * of Study No. 6 came to the meeting, and

washed off the grime as well as they
could before turning m.  The juniors
were not inclined to sleep; the excite-
ment had made them too wakeful for
that.

“We've had a narrow cscape!” Tomm
Merry remarked. ¢ If that fire had got
a firmer hold, we shouldn't have been
able to put it out with those giddy
buckets. We're been jolly lucky !”

“Wo wanf a giddy fire brigade in the
school !” Lowther remarked. “Some
schools have ’em—amatcur fire brigades,
vou know.”

Tom Merry started.

“My hat!” )

“VWhat's the matter now?"”

Tom Merry clapped his chum on the
shoulder.

* A wheeze, my son—a giddy wheeze!
A Dbig score over the New House—the
biggest score we'ye ever madel”

*But what "

“Bhush! Can't talk here—too many
to hear!” said Tom Meiry, lowering his
voice. “Crooke would give us away—
and the other fellows might jaw.”

“Yes, but what " :

“ Whisper, and I shall hear!” grinned
Monty Lowther, )

Tom Merry laughed and whispered :

“What price an amateur fire brigade
{or the School House? We can work it
up, and get it into going order, without
letting the New Idouse bLowunders get a
whisper of it. Then when it's wanted,
out it comes—ready for use! What?”

“My hat! What a stunning wheeze !”

“And when it's in working order, we
can get Skimmy to set his study on fire

again!” grinned Manners. “Just to
show what we can do!”

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“What are you fellows cackling

about?” demanded Crooke.

The Terrible Three did not answer the
question. .

They had no intention of taking the
cad of the Shell into the secret. It would
havo to be kept a dead sceret, if they
were to scorc over the New House by
forming an amateur fire brigade un-
known to Figgins & Co.

The juniors turned in, and the Shell
dormitory got to slcep at last—and thé
Shell fellows showed a great disinclina-
tion to vise when the rising-bell clanged
out on the morning air.

Skimpole of the Shell was called iuto
the ITead's study in the morning, and he
reccived a severe lecture on the subject
of carelessness with fire, and a caning to
drive the lesson home; with the addi-
tional information that .the bill for
damages would be sent to his father.

But Skimpole did not worry over the
lecture, tho caning, or the bill. e was
thinking of those thrce hundred and
seventy chapters of his great book that
had bLeen destroyed—to say nothing of
the great volumc of Profcssor Belmy-
crumpet on the thrilling subject: of
Determinism.

During morning lessons, Tom Merry
was thinking very much of the new
wheeze. The study was not likely to be
habitable again for a day or two; and
meanwhile Gore aud Vavasour and Skim-
pole were quartcred in other studies along
the Shell passage.

The Terrible Three had the pleasure
of receiving Skimpole—a very doubtful
pleasure.  But Monty Lowther warned
him solemnly that e would be severely
bumpad if lie ventured to ntter the word
“Detorminism,” aund the genius of the
Shell held his peace. .

After Jessons that day, Tom Merry
called a mesting in his study. The chums

Kangaroo and Bernard Glyn of the Shell,
and Reilly of the Fourth, To the mect-
ing Tom Merry propounded the new
scheme.

“Bai  Jove!” wejaculated  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “I wegard it as a
wippin' ideah! We shall want a captain
of the firc bwigade, Tom Mewwy!”

‘Oh, that’s sctiled; the most suitable
chap takes that job!™ said Tom Merry
modestly.

"'(,,'food! If you fellahs back me up

(33 Eh?."

“I wepeat that if you {fellabs back me
up we shall make a wippin’ success of
it, and make Figgins & Co. turn gween
with envy1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 fail to see any catise for luughtal),
vou Shell boundahs. 1 euppose it is
understood that I am going to be the fire-
captain ?”

“Something's wrong with your under-
stander, then,” eaid Monty Lowther,
with a shake of the head. ““When we
start a tailor's ehop, Gussy. we'll make
vou ledad of it. But a fire brigade is a
different matter.”

“Weally, Lowthah—"’

“Of course, I am fire captain,” Tom
Merry remarked casually. I said the
most suitable fellow, you kuow.”

“What is wequired for a post of that
kind, Tom Mewwy, is a fellah of tact
and judgment,” said Arthur Auvgustus
firmly. “I am not the kind of chap to
put myself forward. in any way, but 1
weally considali you had beitaly leave it
o me.”"

“AL right. T leaxe the job 1o you

“Lood I

“In my will I added Tom Merry plea-
santly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Weally, you ass—-""

“Now, that important point being
settled,” said Tom Merry, *“ we've got to
consider ways and means ” .

“But it isn't settled, Tom Mewwy.”

“Your mistake. It is.”

“I put it to all you fcllahs,” said
Avthur Augustus, jamming his cyeglass
into his cye, and iooking round at the
grinning meeting with a great deal of
dignity. “Tam willin’ to leave it to the
majowity. Gentlemen, hantls up for me
as firecaptain I

The juniors put their hands into their

| pockets.

D'Arcy looked round throngh lis
famous monocle in scarch of a hand ele-
vated, but he failed ta find one.

“YWell, are you eatisfied?”
Blake.

1y’ Avey shook his head.

“No; upon the whole, I am inclined to
agwee with Ibsen that majowities are
always in the w'ong,” he waid. “CA
maltal of thia kind ought to zo by the
minowity. Therefore——"

“QOrder 1”

“T considah-—

“QOrder I’

“1 wefuse to ordah—I mean —’

“Never mind what you mean,” said
Blake. “I move that if Gussy doesn’s
shut up immediately we bump him forth-
with v

“Carried urnanimously ! said Monty
Lowther,

Arthur Augustus eniffed, and velapsed
into indignant silence.  And then the
fire*coinmittee of the School House pro-
cceded to the discussion of ways and
means.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
And So Has Figgins.

IGGINS of the Fourth was looking

F very thoughtful. Figgins sat in

his study 1n the New House, his

feet resting gracefully upon the

tahile, his hands thrust deep into his
pockets,

There was 2 deep wrinkle on the
thoughtfvl brow of the great TFiggins,
showmg that his brain wae unusually
hard at work.

The Co. were in their study, and they

wore respecting the silence of their great
leader. Fatty Wynn .was thoughtiully
cracking and eating nuts. Kerr was com-
pleting an article for “Tom Merry’s
Weekfy.” ‘Both of them glanced occa-
sionally at the great Figgins, wondering
what was the subject ofgiis meditations.

Pigging broke the silence at last.

Tt will work !”?

“(i0 hon!” said Kerr.

“1t's & good idea 1™’

““What ig?” .

““The one T've heen thinking out. Put
that rot away, and listen!" .

Tt isn't vot! It's an article for the
“Weekly — 7

“Well, shove it away, and listen to
me! Leaye those nuts alone, Fatty, and
l:nd me your earsl”

“Til lend you my ears,” said Fatty
Wynn, cracking another nut. * But youn
won't want my jaws, I supposc? These
nuts are prime)”’

“You know there was an outbhreak of
fire in the School House last night?”
said Figgins,

“‘I believe Pve heard something of the
sort,” said Kerr sarcastically. “Is that
what youw’ve been thinking about 7’

1 Yes“$7

“1t’s been put out,” said Kerr, still in
g sarcastic vein.

“Ass!’ Suppose it hadu't been put
out ’

“Then I suppose the School House
c¢haps would have bLeen put out)”
elinckled Kerr.

“Good)” said Fatty Wynn. *“That
will do for the comie columm in the
* Weekly 17

“Blow the comic column in the
‘Weekly’ 1 sard Figgins, “I tell you
T've got a wheeze—a first-class, first-chop,

12

Al wheeze !

“Pile in 1"

“Suppose the fire had caught a real
Lold ony the house. Those School House
duffers would have been burnt out of
house and hame. They couldn’t handle
a fire,” said Figgins. - ** Might have been
Lurnt right out

“1 shouldn’t wonder, But—-"

“What this school wanis,” said Fig-
gins impressively, ‘‘is an amateur fire-
brigade, all ready to deal wilh an out-
break of that sort.”

50011355

“The nearcet fire-brigade 1s at Way-
laud,” resumed Figgins. ‘ Suppose there
was a Teally ternfic fire.
happen?  The place might be Dburnt
down, especially 1f it was 1 the Schoel
House, with those duffers over there deal-
ing with it. ¥'s up to the New House
to take time by the forelock. What!”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“That’s the idea,” said TFiggine.
“We'll keep it deadly dark, of course—
not a hint of it to those School House
hounders, We'll make up a fire-brigade
—-get hatchets and shoots and things
down from Londen—and fairly make. the
thing lmm! Then, when the neccessity
urises, we——"" 3

“We arise, too ! suggested Kerr,

“Don’t- be funny. That’s where we
shall ecore over the New House!™ said
Figgina trivmphantly. “‘Fom Memry &
Co. wouldn't dream of a thing bke this
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What would

'in a dog’s age! And wlicn we've covered

ourselves 'with giddy glory, those boun-
ders will have to own up that the New
house is cockhouse of St, Jim’s, I fancy,”

“It's not half a-bad ides,” said Kerr
thoughtfully.
that than in a House raid, after all. An
amateur fre-brigade will be a jolly use-
ful thing—good exercise, and plenty of
fun—and it would be useful, too, in case
of fire,”” he added innocently.

* Figgins snorted.

“It's in case of fire T'm thinking of,
fathead! Now, about way: and means.
Tt will coet. money.”

“ Ahem !’ ) .

“We'll get all the New Houee chaps
into it," said -Figgins -ecagerly. *‘There
can he a subscription from every member.
If s a lot of chaps the subscriptions
worr't be very heavy. And what does it
matter, anywayl It’s for the good of
the cause.” .

‘““Hear, hear|”

“We shall have to get supplies down—
unknown to the Scheol Honse, of course.

. We can practise with the patent fire-

escape from the back windows. We can
test those things with Fatty. If they’ll
stand his weight they’ll stand anything !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good eggl” sald Kerr heartily.
“TLet’s call a mecting of the fellows, and
put it to them. They’re mostly in the
Gommon-room now.”’

Fi%gins jumped up.

“Come on, then!
the iron’s hot 1"

Let’s strike while

“What about tea?” asked Fatty
Wynn,

“Brrar ¥

4 \Well, we !)’a\'eu't had tea yet, you

know, and— .

Figpins caught his fat chum by the
shioulder and ran himy out of the study.

“Blow tea!” he said. * Blessed if
you're not like Nero, fiddling while Rome
was burning! Come on!”

And the famous €Co. descended to the

1 junior Common-room in the New House.

Figgins closed the door when they were
inside, and that aciion causcd all eyes to
turn upon him. :

“YWhat's the matter 7’ asked Prait.

“Sclhiool House raid?” asked Thomp-
sOMm.

“No; Pyve got something to say to you
chaps,” said Figgins. = | .

“Something ~ awifull important *
ya‘wned }:‘reneh of the Shell.

“Go ahead?”?

Tiggins went ahead.

He explained his idea in many words,
and some of the New House juniors
nodded 'seriously, and some of them
grinned, Evidently there was a diversity
of opinion as to the excellence of the
i(I(ln. . . . » - 1

“Now, 1 think #t’s a ripping idea,’
said Figgine, in. conclusion, ° fmd ’1f
there’s any cimp here who doesn’t, I'm
willing to meet him in the gym, with or
without gloves.”

No one accepted that generous offer,
Perhaps Figgins’s method was not ex-
actly logical, but at all events. it had
the advantage of saving argunent.

“Every Junior in the New House
ought to be a member of the fire
brigade,” went oun Figgins. “It’s up to
us, you know-—the eall of duty, and so
forth. & l=w] cxpects every man to do
his duty.” .

I shouldn't wonder if she get’s disap-
pointed, then,’”” remarked Thompson.

Figgins did not heed that remark.
~ Al fellows present being enrolled in
the New House Pire Brigade, the next
question is subscriptions,” he said.

“0Oh1” said the juniors. And fellows
who had looked humorous before looked
serious enough now. )

1

“More giddy kudos in

“We shall want a Yot of thinge,” said
Figgins. " Of course, we can’t afford
fire-engines, and ladders, aud things.

ut. we can get hatchets, for chopping
a way into buming buildings—all fire-
men havé them, yoov know—and we can
get patent fire-escapes, for sliding down
from windows, and ropes, and things.
Then we're going into training as fire-
men, Any chap who wants to be a
slacker can keep out, but be will be ex-
pected to subscribe. Slackers can’t expect
to be protected by other chaps doing all
the work for notlnng.”

‘ Hear, hear ! said Kerr.

“T'N write out an order for a Loadon
firm this evening, and post it,” said Fig-
gine. *“The tin can be raised to-morrow.
All fellows who want to pay in more than
their regular subscriptions will be at
liberty to do so.”

‘“ H)n.l !l’

‘“But how much is ihe giddy subserip-
tion going to hei” asked Thompson of
the Shell.

Figeins considered.

“I think an entrance fee of hali-a-
crown for every member would cover the
initial expenses,” he remarked. “We can
raise more afterwards if ‘we need it. 1t's
worth that to score over the School
House, I should say.”

“Hear, hear!” .

4And Figgins,” having taken down the
names of prospective members of the
New House Fire Brigade, and collected
as many snbscriptions as were obtain-
able on tho spot—the number was not
large—returned to his study, to write out
the order for the London firm to supply
the requisites. )

The order was carefully considered and
written out, aund IFiggina sealed it and
addressed it and stamped it. Then le
rose.

““Nothing like striking while the iron's
Iiot,” he remarked, with great satisfac-.
tion. '*There may be a fire to-morrow,
for all we know, Tl slip.out and post
this letter now, end they’ll get it in the.
morning.” . )

“Mind none of the School IHouse
bounders get wind of it,” said Keri.

““What-ho1” said Figgins,

And the New House junior captain
slipped out of the house, scuttled geross
the dusky quadrangle to the sclinal letter-
box. Through the dusk of the quad-
rangle another figure was making for tho
same spot, from the direction of the
School House,

They met at the letter-box, and Fig-
gins gave Tom Meiry a feeble grin and a
nod, keeping his letter behind him in
case the Shell fellow should accidentally
sec the address. Tom Merry nocdded
genially, and also kept his hand behind’
him with a letter in it.

Of course, he knew that Figgins
wouldn’t actually lovk at the address on
another fellow’s letter, but he might seo
it by accident, and if he did he waould
suspect. For Tom Merry was also send-
ing off an extensive order that evening
to o big London firm for supplies.

“Hallo!” said Figgins, lkceping his
hand carefully behind him.

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry. *Collec-
ticn’s not gone yet, I think i’

“T think not.”

“Nige evening,” said Tom Merry.

“Qh, ripping !”

“Got a letter to post?’? asked Tom
Meory., *

“VYes; have you?”

“Yes. Shoye yours in!” )

“ After you,” said Figgins, with great
politeness.

“Not at all; after you, Figgy '™

But Figgins had bccome suddenly
punctilious. He retreated a step.

“It’s all vight,” he sald. “ You post
your letter.”
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“You post yours.”

“You're jolly ])01110 all of a sudden,
Tom ] Merry,” said Figgins suspiciously.’

W oll so are you, if you come to

that,” " said Tom~ I\Iel‘[‘_\'. ' )

Tiggins coloured. He didn't want Tom
Merry to suspect that there was anything
umuuall\ important about the letter ho
was going to post. Bt.t he would not

risk_showing it.

‘1 m 'waiting for yonu, ]"xﬂ'g\

“ Now, look here, Tom \I(n\, don't

e an ass—"

“ My dear Figging—-""
;\otlnng like mannets,
firmaly.  “ After you.’

And they looked nt each other.

Of course, eithier could have carefully
concealed the address on the letter while
slipping it into the box
have implied the suspicion that the other
might look at the address, which wouild
have been ingulting. It would also have
wused suspicion in the other.

““Oh, shove your lettu in, Figgy, and
don't be an ass.

” suid Figgins

“ After you.’

“Rats! T'm off IV

Tom Merry walked away. Figgins
slipped his letter into the box with a

chuckle, and cut away towards the New
House. Then Tom Merry returned to the
letter-box and put lis letter in, and
walked away smiling to\mrdi the School
Touse.

But that would,

Skinmmy sets the 1ouse on fire, You
have mot to start when T give the word,
aud all of you be outside the House in
onc numlto

“Yaas,”

© Clome on, then!”

Tom Merry led tho way to the box-
voom. The patent fire-cscape hacl been
left fastened to the window, and was all
in readiness. It was quite dark outside,
but that was all the better.

Practice after dark was more like the
real thing, as, of course, fires generally
happen at night. It had the additional
advauntage of being safe from the obser-
vation of the New House juniors—or so
Tom Merry & Co. thought, at all events.

Tom Merry glanced from the open
window. All was dark -and silent with-
out. If there were any juniors cou-

cenled in the shadows, they could not be
scen, and Tom Merry dxd .not suspect
(hou presence.

“Start when I give the word,” said
Tomr  Merry.  ““Lowther fiest,, then
Manuners, Blake, Herrics, Dig, Gussv
Kangy, Reilly, myzclf last. (ot that?

“Right-ho !’

“Y ans, wathah !’

“Go ! .

I\Ionty Lowther plunged intio the
canvas tube. and went ‘sliding down.

Down hé went, and Manners plunged in
and slid after hizn. The moment he had

Friday. L]

There was no opening at the end, and
they were binched togethier, struggling.

“Oh, my hat! gaxpt,d Tom Merry.
“It's got &ruhcd up somchow:  OLi™
S“Yuah v :

“ Lemmice gerrout " v
“lroogh

'111010 was a yell of laughtow from the
shadows. Figgins & (0 of the New
House galhered “round the swaylny tube,

velling.
“Bai Jovel” ejaculated  Arthur
Augustus D"Arcy, at the window. “It's

the New House boundabs, deah lLoys!
They've fasbcned‘ up the end !

“Ha, ha, ha !’ .
“The awhal wottahs! Jlow vewy
ludn that I didn’t get in, bai Jove !
“Yow ' T
“Help
« Ya]) 5"'
“Oh! Help! Yowp!”
Xescue !
“Tiggins & Co!" roared Digby.

We've got to get at them !’
be jabbers!”

“Cone ¢ on! !

“Not down the shute,
grinued Reilly.

“No; down the stairs.’

Digby, Roilly. D'Arcy and Kangaroo
rushed out of the box-room and down
the stairs. They called for reinforce-
ments as they went, and quitc a crowd of
Schiool Ilouse juniors came -rushing
round the House to tho rescue of the un-
fortunate amateur firemen in the tube.

.
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The letter was poated safely, and the
New House had been given no clue. And
Tiggins at that pte(‘lse momnent wag con-
gratulating himself that his letter had
been. posted safelv, and the Scliool House
given no clue! And so Dboth were
satisfied.

_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Little Mixed..

L 13ADY, you chaps®™
““Quite ready !
‘“Yaas, rathah!”

It was two days later,
the amatewr firemen of the School House
were gathered in Tom }Uorrv s study.
It was the time for the training, and
they wore all ready. Tom Merry had a
manner of importance that befitted the
captain of a fire brigade.

“You understand, I suppose?’ he
szid. “We've got to do this thing in
order. The test is to secc how long it
talkes the lot of us to get out-of the
ITouse in case of fire. Of course, as fire-
ren, our business is to save otllols, not
to savo musclwa, but this is good
practice, and may be ‘usefu! next: time

and:

dizappeared Blake plunged in, and aftee
hima went Merries.

There was a muffled roar inside the’

{ire-escape.
“Yah! Oh!"
“ (:ouoﬂ my
¢ Yowp
“Yah?
“Ilelp!”
Tom Meu\ looked out of the window
in surprise. He could not sec the lower
end of the patent shute in the darkness,
bLul it was evident that somclhing was

2]

neck :

wrong.
“Thev're vot getting out!” e ex-
claimed. ““Are you out, Lowther?

*“Grooh !’
”Yourrh
“Help
My hat !
“Bai Jove ! .
'Iorn Meorry slid into the tube, and
shot downw ards, His feet came into
contacl with something hard, and a roav
like mufled thunder announced that the
something  hard was ; Herries "of the
Fourth. .
The fire-escape sw ayed and sagged to
and fro as the juriors rolled. and
stlnﬂnlml in its fold:.

\\ llat s the matter ¥

-

A yell of laughter from the distance
announced that J:xo'gms & Co. hud re-
treated to safer quarters.

The juniors dragged at the fire-cscape,
and opened it, and the imprisoned fire-
men rolled out one after another, red
and flustered and furious.

“Oh!t Oh! M-m-my aunt!”

“Grooh! Some silly ass pul his boot
in my eyve!

“Somobod\, s busted my ribs !

“Yavooli! Oh! Ob! What the
dickens-—-"
“It's all wight, deah boys.” said’
Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy consolingly.

“The New House bounders had fastencd
it up, but it's all wight now.’

Ow!” groaned Herries. “I don't
feel all right. Some frightful idiot
clumped his &illy boot on my head !”

“I'm squashed I” gasped Lowther. *°I
fele like & pancake, with all those
chuinps rolling on me! Ow!”

There was a yell from the distance.

“Who's cock-house of St. Jim's now?
Ila, ha, ha!”

The School ITouse juniors breathed
fury. ) i
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““Fhis is where we smile!” yelled
Figgins. *‘Ha, ha, ha!”
- And the New House
Toudly.

“Come an!”’ gasped Tom Menry.
“They’ve got on to the wheeze, some-
how. but _we can snatch the Dbald-
headed, amyway! Collar the rottors!”

“Yaas, wathah !’

'Fom Moerry & Co. rushed in the divee-
tion of the voices. There was a sound
of chuckles dying away in the distance.
Figping & Co. had beaten a retveat to
their own House, and in the doorway
they turned to kiss their hands to their
baflled puvsuers. ~. :
“T'om Merry. & Co. shook their {ists in
return, and departed.  In the School
llouse, they exchanged plura looks.

“It's all out now!’ growled Tom
Merry. . .

“Yuas, wathalh! They've bowled out
the.wheeze, deal boys.”

. Rotten 17 ’

- “Never mind,” said Tom Merry.
“There’s only one thing to be doune
now--—-" .
C“What's that?"”

“We shall have to-amalgamale, and
form a united fire brigade,” said 'Yom
Merry. *“After ull, that's a jelly good
jidea 1

“Good egp "

“Yaas;, wathah! And, undsh the
cives, I wathah think it would be a good
ideah to choose the most suitable chap
for the post-—--7

“We've done that,’’

juniors smiled

said Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy-—"
“*Seat 1
I wefuse to secat—I mean--—-

“"N]eyer mind what you mean, Gussy,”
said Yom Merry kindly. *“I'll sec that
bounder Figgins in tho morning, and

wo'll settle, 1417
And they did!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
tn Training.

ND after school the next day, the
Juniors  went in- for firemen

practice, the two Houses joining
on the hest of terms for the
purpase. :

Tt was veally Dbetter, as they all ad-
mitted on reflection, to make a School
instead of 2 House aff2ir of it.

The New House fellows were certainly
a little doubtful how the brigade would
get on under School House leadership;
but they loyally resolvéd to do their best
to make the’ thing go, in spite of that
chvious defect,

There being no further need for
secrecy, feallows wore envolled on all
sides m the amateur fire brigade. Most

of the juniors of both Houses were -eager
to join.

A few, Like Levison and Mellish of the
Fourth, and Crooke of the Shell, sneered
and kept out ol it; but they were not
wanted anyway, as a good many fellows
explained to them.

The idea of a juuior lire hrigade was
generally voted to be a ripping one, and
niembers poured in—subseriptions pour-
ing in a little less rapidly.

6,utte a large number of fellows were
willing to be captain; even Skimpole of
the Shell offered his services for the post
—declined with thanks.

But  Shimmpole joined the Ilwigade.
When the amateur fiveman trained, a
hatchet was served out to Skimpole with
the rest, and Tom Merry warned him not
to chop anybody with it. He was rather
ymeasy about the scientilic junior. Skim-
pole blinked at him sericusly through his
big iipectacles. :

“My dear Merry,” he said. “I con-
gider that you would have bean hetter
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advised 1o entrust the command into my
hands. Intellectual attainments arc more
requisitc to a commander than merg
museular development, and »

Tum Merry stopped bis ears.

“Don’t Skimmy}’ he implorved.
“Keep ’em for that book of yours, Malk
to me in words anly ol three syllables.”

Skimpele smiled mdulgently.

“However, infellect can always find
an outlet,” he said. *1 shall do my best
to make the fire brigade a success.” You
will sce)?

“Ow!? roared Tom Merry, suddenly
leaping into the air.

Skimpole had absent-mindedly dropped
his hatchet, and it had alighted on his
captain’s foot.

“Dear me!” said Skimpole. “What
is the matteri” . '

Tom Meiry was dancing on oue leg,
and clasping the other foot with both

hands. Skimpole blinked at him in mild
astonishment.

“Yarooh! Oh)”

“My dear Merry

“Grooh! You've busted my toes, you
silly asst? .

“*Dear me! T have allowed my hatchet
to fall” said Skimpole. I did not -ob-
serve it, my dear Merry—"

“Tom Merry did!” grinned Monly
Lowther.

“It’s all right, Tommy*” sid Man-
ners. “The thing adnuts of an easy
scientific explanation, as Skimmy would
say. When an article becomes detached
irom the hand that helds it, the centri-
petal attraction of the earth causes it to
descend in a perpendicular line, and to
alight with a concussion proportioned to
the impetus caused by the rapidity of the
descent. When a fellow’s foot i# in the
“'B.y—'”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Ow, ow, ow!” groaned Tom Merry,

“The best thing wnder the dicum-
stances,” resumed Manners, ''is to pro-
ject the fist in-a horizontal line towards
the respiratory apparatus of the silly ass
who dropped the thin'ls—-"

“Good egg!” said Tom Merry. And
he projected his fist in a horizontal hne
towards Skimpole’s nose, and ‘the
scientific youth sat down gnitc suddenly

9"

"in the quadvangle.

“Oh1” said Skimpole.

*Thus, my young friends,” said Man-
ners, in a delightful imitation of the
learned manner cultivated by Skimpole—
“thus are the first principles ol scientific
knowledge easily demoristrated. A force
acting horizontally upon a perpendicular
object causes that object to assume a
horizontal position on the surface of the
earth——* . :

“Ha, ha, ha{? .

“(ome on!? said Figgine. 1 say,
Taggles has been using the garden-liose,
and he's left it out. It's a good chanee
to get some hose-practice,”

“Hear, hear|”

And the amalcur firéman rushed off,
leaving Skimpole still sitting on  the
ground and rubbing his nese in a sur-
prised manner. L

Taggles had been using the hose, and
he had left it temporarily,. not knowing
anything of the amateur fire brigade of
St Jim'a. .

The liremen seized upon the hose with
joy. Tom Merry directed operations,
swooping water in ‘all directions, and
there were yells of remonstrance from
the othey firemen as they dodged out of
the way.

“Vawooh!? roarad Arthur Augustus,
as-he jumped a foot {from the ground, the
jet of water S\Vg‘,([))ing round his legs.
“You silly ass! you see what_you're

rou s

doing 7 ) X

“r%es," saild ‘Tom Merry cheerfully.
“You—you fwabjous:duffab, stop it!
Oh!” N

-
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“Here. you lef that there hose alone!”
roared Taggles, coming on the scene.
“Giye that to me ab once, Master
Meryy 7 .

. ‘“Certainly ! said Master Merry, turne
ing the hose upon Taggles.

Whiz! Whoosh !

“Oh!” roared Taggles.

Whoo-ooosh.!

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Taggles roared as the jet of water
caught him, and nearly bowled him over,
He danced in the playing stream, trying
to avoid it; but it followed every mmove-
ment. His hat was swept off, and he sat
down at last, gasping.

“That all right |” asked Tom Merry.

The juniors yelled.

“Ow¥ gasped Taggles. “Ow! Tl
report yert”

Tom Merry looked surprised.

““But you asked for it,” he said.

“Ow! Asked for the ’ose, you young
himp, not for the water!” said Taggles.

“You should make yoursclf clear,
Taggles,” said Tom Merry, with.a shake
of the head. “You caw’t expeet me to
guess what Fou mean.”

“Ow! Tl report yer!
‘ose }?

“Here you are!” “said Tom Merry,
pressing the nozzle again as he handed 1t
to Taggles.

Whiz! Whoosh!

‘ Yaroo-oop 1

Taggles fairly fled, and the juniors
roared. Taggles did not reappear; he
was too wet, and the juniars enjoyed half
an howr’s hose-practice, at the end of
which they were very nearly as wet as
Taggles. Indeed, Monty Lowther ve-
marked that they were rather qualifying
for watermen than firemen.

Gunme that

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Firel

LANG, clang!
- Figging started wp in bed in
the New House.

Clang, clang!

Figgins rubbed his eyes, and listened.

“ It can’t be rising-bell,” he muitered.
*“It’s the middle of the night. TUnless
Taggles has got squiffy, and started ring-
ing the bell in his slecep. Kerr, old
man §* _
. “]Hallo!" came drowsily from Kerr's
ed.

“Do you hear that bell 77

i XreS. Bl

It can’t be the rising-bell?”

“Of course it isu’t, fathead!” said
Kerr. “It's a mile away, I shounld
think! It’s an alarm-bell of some sort!”

Figgins jumped.

* Might be a fire!” he exclaimed.

Kerr yawned.

* Shouldn’t wonder ¥

Jiggins was out of ked in a twinkling.
He ran to the window, and clambered
up and looked out, Only the dark sky,
with stars twinkling there, met his gaze.
But tlie sound of the bhell canie to his cars
more clearly, 1t was evidently ringing
at a distance, and it could be nothing but
an alarm-bell, ’

“It must be fire, Ierr!”
Figgins excitedly.

“Long way away, if it s V" sajd Kerr.

“Comes from the dircction of Ryl-
combe,” said Figging. *‘There's no fre
!)rigade”. neaver -than Wayland, except-
ng . .

* Fxeepting owrs,” chuckled Kerr.

“Just s0! This js where we come in!"’
said Figgine, bundling on his clothes in
a hurry. “)’'m going out to see what’s
the row, Kerr! 1f it's a fire, we're on!”

“* But we shall have to break hounds!”

TFiggins enifted.

“Blow bounds] IFiremen can't stop to
think of such things as hounds when

exclaimed
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there™s o giddy five raging, can they, fathead? Whet an
idiot you are, Kerr 17

“But I say, Figging-—-"

But Figgins was gone, -

The New House junior was out of the house m a minuic
more. He dashed across the quad., IFrom the top of the
school wall he would he able to see if there was any reflection
of a fire in the sky towards Rylcombe. He had almost
reached the wall when he ron into- a dark figure, and there
was a startled exclamation,

“Ow! Who's that?"

¥iggina chuckled.

“Tom Merry ¥’

““Is that you, Figgy ¥’

*Yes, rather!”’

“You ass,”’ said Tom Mary, greatly relieved, “I thought
it was a prefect for a moment !’

“What aroe you doing out here, this time of nighi?”
demanded Figging, peering at the School flouso junior in
the gloom.

Tom Merry grinned.

“Same as you, 1 expect,” he said. “I've heard an alarm-
J:ell, and I've come out to sce if it's a fire.”

“S8ame here,” said Figgine, groping at the wall. * Give
us a bunk up 1’

They were on top of the wall in a few seconds. The two
juniors stared in the direction of Rylcombe. There was a
red flare in the sky. It was a fire; undoubtedly.

“It’s in Rylcombe,” said Figgins.

“This side of Rylcombe, a bit south,” said Tom Merry.
“1 belicve it’s the Grammar School, Figgy.”

“My hat ! ’

* Anyway, it's a fire, and we're going to be on the scenc !
said the amateur fire-captain promptly. ““Get your chaps
out, Figegy, and 'l get the School House fellows !’

“Right-ho !

Tiggina raced back to the New House.

Tom Merry dashed off in the darkness, and climbed inio
the window he had left open in the Schoo! House. Ie
rushed into the Shell dormitory. **Wake up, you chaps!”

“Wharrer marrer ¥’ ’

*Fire §”

“My only bat!” said Monty Lowther, sitting up in bed.
“Has Skimmy been setting fire to his study again? ITc'il
never get that book finished !

*1t’s not in St. Jim’s I said Tom Merry hurriedly.  And
it’'s a more serious thing than the fire we had. The sky's
red for miles! T think it’s at the Grammar School |7

“Great Beotf!”

**Wake up! Tumble np, firemen 1™

The Shell fellows turncd out of bed. Tom Merry dashed
away to the Fourth Form dormitory to call up Blake & Co.
Some of the Fourth were already awake. They had heard
thnl alaym-bell clanging in the distance through the silent
night. -

YFiremen wanted P’ Tom Mewry called into ihe dormitory.
“You fellows awako?”

“Yaas, wathah §’

“Tumble up! We're going !’

*Good I’ said Blake,

*And quiet,” added Tom 3Merry warningly, “We're
going 1o save lives and property and thinge. Bub the
prefects mightn't approve if they knew, We've got to get
cut of the House without a sound.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ (et your thin said ‘Tom Merry., “We may nced the
li]afche,s and the lire-escape and the vopes! Don't forget any-
thing 1"’

“Right-ho !V

“Weally, Tom Alewwy, we are nei likely to forget
anythin’ V'’ .

*“Buck up.”’

* Undah the cives—- -

But Tom Merry was gone. Heo returned quictly to the
Shell dormitory, and found the amateur firemen ready.
I'bey had dressed hasiily in the first things that came to
hand.

Some of the brigade, indeed, were sleeping, or appearving
10. Not all of the juniors were anxious to Jeave their warm
beds for the eold night outside, with the additional penalty
for breaking bounds to be faced in the morning. But most
of the firemen were keen and cager, and they followed Tom
Merry from the dormitory, with iheir hatchets and ropes and
other appurtenances in their hands, all ready for business.

'The Fourth Formers joined them in the passage: and the
juniors dropped from the ITall window, one by one, into the
dusky quad. .

“What about Figging & Co ™ dsked Bluke.

“They’re out I

““Qh, good 1"’

“Here we are!’ sang out Figeins from the scheol wall,
“waiting for you bounders ! Hurry up, slow coaches! We've
been heve nearly a minnute I'?

“Weally, Figgins——- 7
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-“Come on!” ehouled. Tom ., Merry.
“Tollow your lender!” '~ ~ =
“Right-ho 1" : )
And the amateur firemen of St. Jim's
dashed away through the night at iop
speed. . ’

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fighting the Flames!
RUDDY glare of light danced
A over: the Grammar ‘School.
The alarm-bell was clanging
out nmoisily; the Close was
crowded with fellows, half:dressed, tnrned
hastily out of their beds.

A whole wing of the school was in
flames and emoke.

The alarm-bell rang far through the
night, and two messengers had been sent
off at top speed for Wayland to summon
the fire-brigade. But there was no eign
of the fire-brigade o far. - .

Dr. Mouk, the Head of the Grammar
School, was in the Close, looking dazed
ancd almost hopeless. Delamere, the cap-
tain of the school, was shouting to the
fellows to keep back from tue fire,

Mr. Hilton; the second master, had
just brought out a fag from the buining
building and deposited him- in the Close,
The crowds of Grammarians looked. on
at (he fire with fascinated evcs.

Dr. Monk, in great agitation, tapped
Mr. Iilton on the arm. : .

“Please call over the boys at once,” he
said. *“We muset make sure that no one
i3 left in the building.”

“Quite so, eir.”

The boys ranged up for the calling-
over. As Mr. Hilton was calling their
names in turn, and. the Grammarians
answering ‘‘ Adsum!” to their names,
there was a shout as a crowd of fellows
came pouring in at the gates.

Tom Merry & Co. had arrived.

“My hati” excluimed Gordon Gay.
“Here's the St. Jimn’s chaps !’

“Iere we are!" gasped Tom Merry.
“We're the St. Jim’s Firo Brigade !”

“Oh, my hat!” ) )

“Line np with the buckets!"” ordered
Tom Merry. ‘‘Get anything you can,
and chiwck water in., ¥elp to carry things
out of the part that's not on fire!” . |

And the St. Jim's firemen. set to worl.
They worked bard. They carried out
things from rooms that were not in the
slightest danger of being reachpd by the
fire, and piled them in the Close.

Tiggins and Fatty Wynn came stagger-
ing out under the weight of a big arm-
chair, and other fellows followed with
all sorts and conditions. of things. Some
of them found buckets and pails, and
helped to swamp. water on .the flames.

‘The fire wee raging with terrible vio-

lence now, and heat fanned the faces of | :

the crowd in the Close. The roar of the
flames could be heard at a gredt distance,
and people were arriving from Rylcombe
to lend aid.. -

. Mr. Hilton was rapping out the namecs
of the boys. He believed that everybody
was oub-of the house, but it svas peces-
eary to nmke sure, Dut suddenly there
Was. a pausc,

f“Blanc!”

No answer.

“Gustave Blaucl”

~Silence.

“My ouly lat!” cxclaimed Gordon
Gay. ““Mont Blong hasn’t got out! I
remember him getting out of the dorm.
1 thought he camne down with me.”

. *“Mont Blong ! Mout Blong !" shouted
the juniors.

But there was no reply to thé eall.

The French juunior was cvidently still
in the house. . : : :

Gordon Gay turned white,

“He’s inside!” he exclaimed.

*The
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smoke must have done it! I know he
started from the dorm [,

" Gay made a rusli towards the house.
Myr. Iilton caught him by the shoulder
am‘i swung him %ack.' co

. f“Btop!” he commanded sternly.
. Gordon Gay struggled. in.the master’s

grasp:

* Mont Blong's in there, sir!¥
**Stay where you are. I am going in.”
“But, sir S
¢ Silenee ! T order you to slay there!”

. Mr. Hilton released the junior, and

ran into the house, The thick, rolling

volunies of smoke swallowed him up in

a moment. 3
There was a dead silence in the Closc,

broken only by the hurried breathing of

the crowd and the roar of the flames
amid the dull clang of the alarm-bell.

© “Good heavens!” iurmured Dr.

Monk. ‘““He has gone to his death !
And the old gentleman wrung his
hands. .
The crowd waited for Mr. Ililton to
reappear. s

A minute passed.. -

Then another !

Mr, Hilton did not appear.

The faces were white now, The fellows

lked at one another in horrified silence.

Tom Merry set his teeth.

The 8i. Jim’s Fire Brigade had uot
bargained for this.. But duty was duty,
and Tom Merry was not afraid.

He tied a handkerchief over his mouth,
and drenched himself with water. Figgins
caught his arm, his face chalky white.

“You're not going in, Tom 2"

Tom Merry nodded without speaking.

“You can't! You sha’u't! It's
death!”’

“I'm going in.”.

* But—but—"

“You can't; Tom!"”
ther. “It’s decath!”

“TFircmen niustn’t be afraid,” said
Tom Merry, with a faint smile. * Lot
me go, Monty!” : -

“Then I’m coming, too,” said Lowther.

‘“Stand back. I'm captain,” said Tom
Msr}rsy sharply. :

i

muttered Low-

“Stand back, all of you!”
“I'm coming,” eaid Figgins grimiy.
“Where tho School House can go the

New Housc¢ can follow. Don't jaw—I'm
, 101 !

coming. :
“Yaas, wathah! And I—-"
“Stop!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “If

there’s anything to be done tw:o can do it.
Figgy can come with mc; the rost keep
back.” :

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

‘“He's right,” muttered Blake huskily.
Keep back, Guesy. But if they don't
come out again, I'in going in for them,
and chance 1t.”

“Come baclk—come back, bors!"” cried
Dr. Monk. * You can do no good—couie
back !” : :

They did not heed.

The crowd watched them fascinated as
they ran into the smoke of the doorway.

Tom Merry knew the way inside. He
had paid many visits there to Gordon
Gay & Co. At the foot of the stairs he
stumbled over something that lay prone.

He grasped Figgins by the arm, and
stopped him.

It was an insensible man who lay
there, overcome by the smoke. Tho two
juniors grasped hint, lifted hit by a great
exertion of strength, and staggcred out
into the open air.

There was a shout as they appeared.

“They’ve got Hilton !”” roared Wootton
major,

Scores of hands received the insensible
master from the gmateur. firemern:

““ Now for the others !” panted Figgins.

They plunged in again.

They groped their way to the stairs.
The. smoke was thick about them, and

“tied over their mouths,

| don

v back.
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from the burning roems on their right
and left came the dull voar of flames and
the- crash.of falling woodwork. -

But tlic staircase was not yet burning,”
and they scrambled up through thie blind-
ing smoke. They had wet handkerchiefs-
but the smoke
seemed to be choking them, Tom Merry
folt his brain reeling, but he kept au
iron grip on himself, .

Up through the blinding vapour, into
the dormitory rassuge. Here the smnoks
was thinner, and they conld see. A form
lay huddled clese by the door of the dor-
mitory, and FTom Merry recognised Gor-
Gay. The Australian junior had
"fqached so far when the smoke overcame
ium, :

Tom Merry and Figgins raised Lim up.-
Tom pushed him into the arms of tiie

‘New House junior.

‘r‘get him out, Figgy—there's another
yot.] -
Figgins rodded; he was past speaking.
He scrambled down' the stairs with Gor-
don Gay in his arms, hanging insensible
over his shoulder. How he reached the -
ground floor, Figgins ncver knew. A
wild and blinding struggle through the
smoke—with the heat seeming to melt tle -
very marrow in his bones!

here was a rush of flame—and it
scorched him—he groaned with the pain:--
but fought on+ Thicker and thicker
smoke—a crash—crash—crash! He reeled
—but the smoke was thinner—the cool air
of heaven blew upon his. scorched face.
There was e rear:

“Here he is!” :

They seized Figgins and lis inscnsibie
burden, and bore them far from the
flames. : .

* But Tom Merry ! muttered Lowther,
hoarsely.

Figgins panted.

“He’s looking for Mont Biong !

Then he fainted. = - .

There was a rush of fellows towards the
liouse. But a roar of flame in the door-
way, a rush of licking blaze.stopped them.
The staircase and the hall were on fire
now—and no lving being could bave
passed that fearfyl barrier. They
stumbled Dback, scorched and panting.
Flame—flame everywhere, cutting off
the retreat of the brave junior who had
gone in—cutting off lelp from him!

Where was Tom Merry ?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Fight tor Life!

OM MERRY, fichting against the

I " lheat, the smoke, the faintness

that 'was seizing upon him,

struggled on -in his search. He

knew from CGordon Gay that the
French junior had got out of the dormi-
tory; but where was he! He groped in
the passage—on the stairs ! - He stumbled
at last over an inauimate form.

He stooped down and grasped it.

In the smoke he could not see—but Lo
knew. that it must be Mont Blong. The
French junior was quite iusensible.

Tom Merry lifted him in his arms—for-

| tunately, Gustave Blanc was a slimiy-

built fellow, and no great weight. The -
junior of 8t. Jim's staggered towards the .
staircasc. ) .
A rush of flame met him and drove -
him back. :
Refore him was a sea of five! .
Tom Merry groaned, and staggered.
There was no escapc downwards,
hie was shut np in the burning building ! -
. He staggered towards the upper stairs, :
He knew the way; he could not sce an .
ineh with his-smarting eyes. . R
The smoke was intense,. blinding.
stinging. But he veached the upper’’
stairs, and scrambled up with his burden.



THZ

Higher and highes!

There was a door hefore Lim sjow—he
grasped at it—it did not © He knew
that it was the door of a room looking on
the (lose—and it was loc ke.l !

If he could get to the window there was
a chanre yet}

He tugged at the door; he realised
that it was locked. But his hatchet was
at_bis belt—snd he felt a wave of thank-
fulness that the St. Jint's jivemen had
come prepared for work! lle dragged
out the Liatchet, and erashed it upen the
door.

Crash, erash, erash!

Mont Blong hung hea\)ly upon his Jelt
shoulder, as he wielded the axe with his
wight hand.

Crash, erash, erash!

The lock gave at Jast!

The door swuug open—lie was throngh.
The room was thick with blinding smoke.
He staggered across to the window; it
was shut. Ilis hatchet crashed upon it,
sending  glass and sashes out—and he
breathed ence more the pure air!

Lrash, crash!

The window was smashed cut in a few
reconds. He could lean-out mto the air
and look down into the Close now.

The crash of the lnealung window had
drawn all eyes upward.  'There was a
shout from below as Tomn Merry was
secn:

“There he st

The juniors waved their hands to him.
They had seen him! Bug bﬂlmv him was
a sheer wall—fifty foet of sheer deseent to
the ground.

Behind him
flames roared!

He laid Mont Blong upon the window-
sill, his legs in the room, his head i the
open air. Then, with steady hands, he
uncoiled the long rope that was wound
about his hody under hig jacket.

Again he thasked Lis good fortune that
Je bad come ready—that he had for-
gotten nothing. He uncoiled the mpe
steadily, and %e fastened one end
Mont Blong, round his body under the
armpits.

From the ground below—strangely far
away it seemed--they watched him in-
tently in terrible silence, luev could see
almost every movement of the junior at
the window.

They ‘knew that, even in that fearful
moment, Lo wag thmkmg‘ only of saving
the boy he had come 10 save, and not of
himsel. He knotted the rope secuvely
round Mont Blong, with hands that did
not tremble.  Then he Jowered the uncon-
seious junior earefully from the window.

Now there was a shont helow, Pellows
yushed forward to talie the ineensible
Junior when he was Jowered. They stood
ready to catch him if he {eil.

Tom Merry paid out the vope steadily.
Lower and lower went Mont Blon”——

the emioke eddied, the
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lower and lower—aill the hands that were
veachinng upward grasped himi, and he
way carried hack.

Tom Merry turned back into the roon.
The door of that room was burning now;
fames were licking through the walls and
the floor.  Under himy was the rumble
and roar of the conflagration. .

The floor trembled heneath lis feet.
At any fecond, as he well knew, it might
yicld, ‘and preéipitate him into the Aames
below. Bug he fastened the rope to the
hars of the grate with a irm hand, -

It was the only thing to sccure it to.
And the flames were licking round it;
might burn through it at any moment.
But it was his only chance, and he took

it.

He chimbed out on the window-sill,
grasping the vope. 1is brain was reel-
ing; he was acting now like a fellow in a
dream.  His scnses were leaving him,
and he knew it.  The flames reared dully
in his ears, Delow, the ground and- the
sea of upturiied faces seemed to swini.

But, keeping a grip npon himsell, he
grasped the rope with both hands, "and
swung clear of the window. Down the

ropo now, hand helow hand.  They
watched him 3n hushed terror from
below. Down, lower and lowes,

The rope ent and bruised his hands.
From a Yower window the flames licked
at it. They scorched him as he- passed.
Would he lose his hold and fall--fall 10 a
horrible death on the hard stones below ?

Hands were raised up to receive him.,
A blauket had been obtained from some-
where, and hali a dozen fellows were
holding it for him, if he fell.

Bnap!

Rope and hmior fell logether. The
repe had been hurnt through 1o the hurn-
g réom above.  The severed rope ecame
Jushing down, and Toni Merry fell like a
stone.  DBut he was only a dozen fect
from the ground now, and the blanket
was rcady. He fell into it heavily, drag-
ging it down, but uot quite to the
ground.

There was a husky shoni.

* Qafe 1

“He's aayved !V

They hore him hack in triumph.

Saved !-

Tom Meryy rolled out of the blauket
npon the ground, scorched, blistered, and
panting.  Lowther and Manners were
sobbing over him, unashamed of tears
that were rolling down their cheaks,

“Oh, Tom—Tom "

“F—-Fm oll rnight!” mutiered Tom
Morry thickly.,
And then he sank hack into uncon-
selONENesa,
. - . . .

Tom Merry recovered his senses, to
find himgelf ab homie in bed i the oid
Shell dormitory at St. Jim's. Figging

i3

was in the nexi bed to him, and fellows
were all round them. 'Tom Merry
opmned his eyes, and Figgins grinmed at

lnm with his blistered face, and nodded.
‘Al right, Tommy 27
Tom Merry sat up.
ke

uyeq 3
Yiggy 7’

said,  “‘Tlow are you,

said Tigging,  “Never
Jinr's Fire Brigade is a

= What- ho'
“The fire brigade got there from Way-

What abont the fire—"

land soon after you got ont,*’ said Blake,
who was sitting beside the hed.
“They’ve saved most of the school; but
~=but if 1t hadw’t been for you, I‘ommy,
it would have becn horrible. Poor old
Mout Blong !”

“He's not badly hart?” asked Tom
Merry anxiously.

“Noj; less than you are. It was ounly
the smoke, He's in sanatorima mew,
along with Gay. ‘They’re hoth seorched,
that's all. And youz?®

“Oh, I'm all nght!” wid Tom Merry
cheerfully, “And I ean tell you T'm
lev well nog yl"lg to be made an invalid
of !

“T'm afraid you will have to stay .n the
school hospitai for a time, Merry,” said
Dr. Short; and Tom Merry blinked at
the medica) -man.  “You have heen
scorched, and your hair is hurnt.”

“And you baven’t any giddy eyebrows
left 17 grinned Figeins.

Tomy Merry pat his hand up to his
face.

“Ob. my hat! Never mind, they’ll
grow aguin!”  Then he g.nmod at Fig-
gins.  *“You don’t look much better, old
chap! You lock like a pancake that's
dropped into the lire!”

Both Tom Merry and Figgins, in spite
of their desire not to he considered as
imvalids, had to pass a2 week in the schoo!
garviatorium before they were allowed to
rejoin their Forine,

And when they appeared among the
fellows again, they bore very visible
marks of theéir experience as amateur
firemen. Tt was many weeks before all
traces of that adventura left them. But
they did not mind.

Thex had proved that the St. Jim's
Fire Brigade was a success—a howling
success, as Figging jubilanily said. And
all St. Jinr's agreed that the scars they
bore were a distinction that any - fellow
mu,ht, have envied. And they were not
called over the enals for breaking bounds
that night: 1that was not likely.

When they were recovered, the whole
schoul was assembled in the 1lall, and the
Head of Bt. Jim’s publicly complimented
and thanked ibe two juniors, and the old
Hall rang with cheers for the schoolboy
fire-fighters, -

THFE END.’

-

Next Friday’s Long Comp[ete Tale of TOM MERRY & CO.
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BUNTER THE BULLY!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

ave

AYAYAYAVAVaVAVA VAV

a
l

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter in a New Role.
WANT you fellows to listen to

[l
I me ——
“ Rats!™
“T want to expluin— -~
- Bosh 1™
“ I wn going.to put il to you slrmE,hL

ki

¢ l{u])hhh

¢ Shut up, Bunter 1

 For the last time, will you listen,
or shall T have to use violence ?

There was no reply to that remark.
It took the chums of Study No. 1 too
much by surprise.

Billy Bunter stood in a threatening
attitude, his fat face red with ANNOYRICE,
and his round eyes gloaming behind his
biz spectacles.

“Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and
Turree Jamset Ram Singh, the chums
of Study No. 1 in the Remove, stared at
him blankly.

- They were accustomed to all sorts of
Hnu(_s from Buunter. He was aun incor-
vigible borrower; ho was an incurable
romancer. He wus sevoral varieties of
8 worm, a3 Bob Cherry had expressed it.

But Bunter had never appearad in this
light before.

Bunter, who had been known to baek
down before a Third Formn fag, and to
pelt off helter-skelter before the smallest
bufcher’s boy in Friardele—Bunter was
standing in & warlike attitude, threatening
the chums of No. L.

Harry Wharton, captain of the Remove,
and the bost athlete in the Lowcr School
at Creyfriars, looked at him. Nugent.
who conld have eaton Bunter in a fistical

. encounter, looked at him. Hurree Jamset
"Rain Singh looked at him, with an na.
tounded expression transfixing his dusky
Lace.

“Xow, are you going to
denianded Bunter, imagining
threat had taken effect,

“1t's real 17 said Nugent faintly.
isn’t & dream that’s Bunter talking
the fat porpoise himself !

“IWho are you calling a porpoise ?

* You, Bunty.”

*Youd better be caveful what you
eall me, you fellows! I've had enough
oi thoe raggings I used to got in this study.
T an going to koop vp my end in future !’

* Which end ?

“Oh, dou't be funny !* Look here, you
f\“]O\\"S, things have got to go on a new
footing now. I'm not | going to stand——"

Nugent hooked his foot. into the leg
of a chair, and sent it spinning towards
Bunter. ‘Lhe back of the chair unfortu-
nately crashed upon the hest-filled part
of Bunter’s waistcoat, and the fab junior
ahwcwd back to the door.

()\’\ 1" he gasped.

‘-onv' Ha, ha, ha!t”

* What did youdo that for, you rotter?”

¢ You said you weren't going to stand,
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liston 2 7°
that lis

STt
—-it’y

a0 I was offering you e chair,” said Nugent
blundlv .

“Ow'!” Bunter rubbed his waistcoat
tonderly. “Ow! You beast! You've
uenrly winded me. Yow!"

“Go it! It sounds like a locomotive
lctm\n off steam t”’

“ 11 say, you fellows-

“ Ob. ring off ! ” said Hf\rr\ Wharton,
“I'm trying to work.”

“The ringoff-fulness would he the
wlheezy good idea,” suggested the Nabob
of Bhanipur, in his purring veice.and his
Leautiful English.

“ T say, you fellows, the time has coms
for a change in this study. You chaps
have always lorded it over me——""

“0Oh, don’t talk rot, Billy! We've
only kept you in your place, because you
have always been such a niserable worm.”

‘““Are you looking for a thick ear,
Nugent 2" '

¢ A-—a thick ear! ”’ said Nugent dazedly.

“Yes: voure jolly near getting one,
anyway ! said Bunter fievcely.

Nugent could only stare at him blankly.

“ Now, you fellows,”” went on Buntor
victoriously. ‘° you see how matters stand.
T'm not going to stand the sort of thing
T used to put up, with any longor. i'm
not going to be of less aecount than any
othex chap in the study.”

‘You wouldn't be, Billy, if you were
e docent chnp, said Wharton. *It's
because you're 2 fat little rotter that
vou re sab upon.’

“Do you wanb hiding, Wharton ?2*

“ What ?°

“If you don't vou'd better Le a bit
moro civil, Look here, you fellows may
as well understand it once and for all.
T'm the head of thig study !

:‘ he—the head of this study ?

 Yes

* He’s oft lm rocker,”
faint voice,
come to (his
over. -feeding.”

* Be careful, \unront [
to lick you as it is ! N

¢ Lick me ! ™

“ Yes. rather. T'm willing to live on
amicablo terms with’ every lollow in the
study. But Thn unebt going to be put
upon any longer.”

** Look here Bunter
hig eriap way, *° what’s the game ?
are, you twlkmg all this piffle for %

‘It's mnot piffle; it’s business.
T ve taken up bo‘(mg—-’
‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
“ I've developed a wonderiul giit for i’
*Ho, ho, ho!”

said Nugent, in o
L always felt that it would
It's the direct result of

I'ra half inclined

said Wharton, in
What

IS

Since

“And I'vo licked Boh Cherry in a
stand.ap fight.”

“Oht” gasped Nugent. . “ The
murder's out now! He's—he's licked
3ob Cherry! Oh, hold mo while L
shriek 1 !

* Ha. ba, ha'”

Bunter blinked wrathfully at the chuins
of the Lower Fourth.

Ho had licked Bab (,horrv in & stand-up

fight, as he said, and Bob Cherry was ono
of the toughest fighting-men in  the
Remove. He had ‘only three superiors
in that line—Bulstrode, Wharton. and
Marlke Linley. the lad from Lancashire-—
until Bunter licked him. Now, of course,
Bunter made a fourth.

Thut the fight had been a mere piece
of *“ rotting,’’ that Bob had allowed himself
to be licked for a huge hoax upon tho
stupidest junior in ¢the Remove, was
perfectly well known to the whole Iform.

Bunter had bem told so, but he did not
believe it. He fancierd himseli ns a hoxer,
and it was very gratifying to think that
he had ficked “one of the best fighting
men in the Form; and, like most of us,
he contrived to believe what it plensed
him to helieve.

Tho conviction was firmly fixed in his
mind that he had fairly and squarely
licked Bob (lerry, and he vegarded
explanations to the contrary simply as
attempts to lower hiis prestige and minimise
his exploits.

His illusion was “encouraged by
Cherry, who wus na confirnied practical
joker, Iver since that memorable contest
in the barn, Bob Cherry had made it a
point to treat Bunter with an exaguerated
air of respect, and to stand in fear and
trerabling if the Tat junior hectored him.

The fellowa who saw Bunter hectoring
a big junigr who could have knocked him
to pieces -with a blow would roar with
laughter, hul Bunter wasz quite satisfied
with himself.

And as the persuasion that lie was a
great fighting-man was more and more
firmly fixed in Bunter's mind, it developed
the worst traits in his character; not a
very pleasant clioracter to start witl.

Bunter was a littic bit of a sneak, and
a little bit of a poltroon, and those attri-
butes, when uuited with great physical
shength, usually produce & bully, "Billy
Bunter’s prowess was Linaginavy, but it
was real to him, Mence Bunter was fast
developing into a bully. .

Tt was amazing to lis study-mates,

It wos hard for theg to cateh on; but
ag Bunter proceeded, the real state of the
case dawned upon their wninds. They
had noticed, for the past few days, a
certain truculence in Punter’s manner;
but as he always had some nonzense ov
other in his mind. they bhad taken no
particular notice of it, .

The merriment with which his rernarks
were received naturally made Bunter {oel
very annoyed.

He blinked at the chums of the Remova
and clenched his fists,

Boh

“ Look-heve. you fellows——"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ You'd better Lie careful —°

““Hu, Iw, ha!”

Buater pushed back his euffs.

“Very well. Which of you will come
on first ? '

“(-c-come on ? 7’

“ Cectainly. 1 going to lick yoal™

“Ha ha, ha!”
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“The ha-La-he-fulness is terrifie,?

* (Cowme ont”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1%

“Yah! You're afraid

¢ Oh, dear! Ha, ha, ha!

“ Cowards 1"’

“Ha, ha, ha t”

Bunter glared at them wrathfully and
scornfullv, They were rolling in their
chairs in helpless merriment, but to Bunter
it was perfectly clear that they were put-
ting it on, because they didn’t care to come
tn close cuarters.

“Well,” he said, turning towards the
door, ‘1 de’;pl'«e you. You're a set of
cowarde. T'lljolly welllet all the RemO\ e
Ikneow the kind of worms you are !’

" Ha, ha, ha t””

Bunter went out and slammed the door.
Harry Wharton rocked to and fro in his
chair, breathless with laughter. Hurree
Singh was cackling away like an alarm-
clock, and Nugent, utterly: overcome,
rolledt on the hearthrug and Licke@ up his

feet.
B bhrow and a swagger in his w allk.
shioulders were thrown well
baek, hig bands thrust into his trousers
pocicets. and his fat chin was well up in
the Bunter wag taking his new role
sericusiy, and lving up to it.  Snoop of
the Remove came hustily out of his study,
and ran fairly into the majestic Bunter.

S OW ! gasped Snoop.

Billy Bunter reeled against the opposite
wall. e could not get his fat bands out
of his iight trousers’ pockets iu time to
save himsell with them, and so his head
ktruck the wall with a erack.

Bunter gave a roa

“Ow! Oh! G

\\lk\
¥ Sorry atped Snoop.  “ Why don’t
vou look \\hem you are going 1

“Oh, its you, Snoop !’

“Yes. You've knocked
out, vou short-sighted owl}
pulh“f'

Billy Bunter frowned.

He remembered that he was a great

fighting-man, and he had been hurt,
Snoop, too, was a wretched coward, the
snenk of the Form, and he had heen known
to run from an angry 1.1L; in the Third.
Bunicr’s courage <o at the 1hought.
Filled with new ideas of his own import-
ance, and determined to he cock of the
walk in the Remove, he thought he could
not possibly start upon a mwore favourable
ohject than Snoop.
S What’s that ? ™ he demanded sharply.
“What &id yon say 777

“ Short-sighted” owl 1”7 grunted Suoop.

The next moment he gave a yell

Bunter’s knuekles rapped on hig nose,
and he stagpered Back with ihe wateu
shooiiug into his eyes.

* Ow—ow—wow-—why——-

“Take that!” said Bunter
sively.

¢ Ow--why—you

“1’ve had enough chieek from you Re-
move I\ula, ’ said Bunter, while the aston-
ished .‘moop gaped at him with wide-open
moeuth, ““You called me an owl}”

“AWhy, you—-you boiled owi—you elll\
0\\] 1

= Put up your fists 1”7 said Bunter.

“What ¥ :

“1'm going o lick yout ™

¢ Lick me!”

(X2

Ooh!””

THE SECOND _ CHAPTER.
“To Your Knees!"
JLLY BUNTER wcnt down the
Remove passage with o frowning

roolr I On, really,

L—"’

all

R

my  wind
said Snoop,

s

Impres-

“Yes, Ready 7% .
“0Oh, vou're off your rocker !’ gasped
Snoop. Y You couldn’t lick a worni!

You're afraid of the smallest fag 1 the
Third, you know you are ! You've been
drinking or something.”

* I’ve licked Bob Cherry, and——'2

i Bnoop pave a snort,

“You utter ass!
all the time.”

“ Nothing of the sort. I've challenged
him since, and he’s refused to meet me
‘again. He says he couldn’t possibly put
up anything like a show against a chap
like me.”

“ He was fooling you.”

“I'll jolly goom show you whether lLe
was {ooling me. Put up your fista !’

As a nmtter of fact, Snoop was even a
greater coward than Bunter, and he would
not willingly have fought a child of seven.
He backed away from the warlike Bunter,
waving his hands deprecatingly.

*It’s all right, Bunter—1 say——

“It’s not all right. You've insulted
me.”

“ I—TI didn’t mean to-—'

“Are you going lo fight 2”7 roared
Bunter, lus courage rising higher as Snoop
1‘etreute(l' more and more.

“ N-n-n-no. I—you see

“ (:(,me on, you ‘coward !’

He was only rotting]

)

’

3

“Do you humbly apclogise 2’
‘““ Horribly humbly 2" ‘' Yes,”

:

HEAAANAANAANANANANANAANANANANANNANNANNANNANANNANNANNANANAANANNNANAER]

“Then yowll jolly well apologise,” said
Bunter severely.  Before all these fel-
Iows, too !

The altercation in ile passage had
brought many of the Removites out of
their studies to see what was the matter.
Most of thein were laughing.

“I—I didn't mean  to isult you!”
panted Snoep.

* That’s not enough.
apologise, on your kuces,”
asg an after-thiouglht.

Snoop looked round hielplessly. Bunter’s
determination made him think that the
fat junior must really have developed some
new fighting powers ; anyway, he was not
the sort of fellow !to put Bunter the bully

to the test.

‘“ Better do Sneopey,’” said Bob
Cherry gravely. ‘" You know what a fear-
ful fellow Bunter is when he's roused.

You reinember the awtul licking he gave

You're going to
added Bunter,

1'(‘.

answered the unhappy S8noop,
trembhng voice.

me in the barn the other day,”
!
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‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! * yoared the Removites,

Bob remained pericetly solemn.

“If we hadn’t had the gloves on, some
damage would have been done,” he said.
“ Bunter is simply & terror when he's
roused. My idea is, that he ought to fight
it out with W halton who's to he captain
of the Remove.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Better le'lllClxIO wnder, Snoopey, before
he slays you.

Snoop’s knees were already: knocking
together. .

“ 1 say, you fellows,”” said Bunter, blink-
ing vound, ** I’'m going to make an example
of Snoop. I haven’t been {reated with
proper respeet in this Form, because I'm
a—a peaceable sort of a chap. I can lick
anybody in the Form. I’ve challenged
Harry Whartow, and he’s crawled out
of it.”

* Amazing

“1'm going to male an cxample of
Snoop.  I'm jolly well not going ta
stand any nounsense in the futurc, To

IR

H Yes."

said Bunter ferociously.
il;l a

your knees!" roared Bunter suddenly,
turning upon the unh.xppy sneak of tha
Remove.

“Ha, ha, ba'! To ymu‘ knees !’"

.roared Bob Cherry.

Snoop sark upon his knees.

“Now apologise,” said Bunicr [ero-
ciously. ’ .
# I—-T-—I-—ap — apologise,” munbled
51‘001)
T—Iuml)]y i

Homb]y lumbly 27

*VYes. .

“ Theu you can get up,"’ said Bunter,
with a wave of the hand. T pardon you.
All you fellows had bhetter take tlhis as a
\munm_ 1I'm1 not going to he trifled
witln”

And Bunter
crowd in a ros
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strode awuy. e left the
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter is Called In!

THE next morning, Bunter was fast
c\sleep while the rising-bell was
clanging, and he did not wako till
Bob Cherry Lkindly

wet sponge over his fal face.

awoke with a gasp.
“You—you benast t"” he spluttered, as
the cold water ran down his necl\, o1 11—

Tlen le

Iyl we you a jolly good licking.”
“T'm only trying to eave you from a
row,” said Bob (,‘h;-n‘y, mnocently.

“ Rising-bell’s gono long ago.”

“0Oh, [ dido’t get mnch
night.”

* You won’t gel much brenkfast if you
don’t get up.’

Bunter grunted, and turnes out of hed.
His ablutions did not take him long ; they:
never did, Tven if be started six or seven
minutes later, lie would finizh a3 &oon as
anybody.

He was in a bad temper that momma
Ordinarily, Bunter in i ternper was ot
mueh trouble, He would growl and com.
plain, and soragbody would throw a boot
nt hi, and all woulil ba calia and bright
vwgain.  But-Bunter, with the knowledge
that he was a great fighting- man-—Bunter
ile Bull)—wus ‘more troublesome when
his temper was * rocky."

"He blinked savagely rouad the dor-
ritory. Harry Wharton & Co. were
Eoon ‘gone ‘down, but Snoop was not yet
out of bed.. Bunter went over to his bed.
dragged him out, and administered sovecal
sound spanks te his persen.

Snoop said rothing, hut his eyes burned,

Somewhat relieyed in his mind, Bunter
went to the washstand for the infinitosimal
wash lis indulged in of e moming. He
bliuked wrathfully at Sacop, who was
dressing himself. -

*There’s not going to he any rolten

azinesy in this dormitory,” he =aid. 1
don't like this stic king int bed till the last
nunntc You look out, wy bhoy, tlat’s
all’

“ You stick in bed 3,our_~,elf 1 gronled
fnoop.

“'l‘lmts no business of vot.r- m\id
Bunter, in his most bulhmg tone, * As
Lead of the Removse, 1 can clo ay I like.
You do as T say, not as [ dot "’

And Snoop scowled and was silent.

‘“ Head of the Remove!"” E'P('chd
Skinner, as he went downstaira. My
only Panama hat ¢ Head of the Remove !
Well, if Bunty’s head of the Remove—
lin, lm, hat'

Skinner chnckled as he went down.
Some new and humorous idea seomed to
Lieve come into his mind. He might have
been gscen whispering and chuckling with
several other Removites that mornii 2
and from their looks it might have Leen
guessed that some hig joko-was on.

After norning school, Bil Bunter
swaggered down tho passago w ith hiz new
manner on. The Removitez inade way
for him respectfully. As he went into the
Ciose, Skinner and Bob Chercy ond Nugent
and Bulstrode came up to him, all with
the most respectful muanner possible.

Billy Buater blinkcd at tlwenm.

I say, you fellows, 1’ m jolly thizsty !

“* Yes, it’s a warm day,’” said Bulstr
“ Come along to Mrs. Mimble’s and hava
some gingerpop.’

¢ Jolly good idea ¢ ™

Billy Bunter coame along
cnough. T

Bulstrode stood him unlimited ginger-
prop. The juniors stood rownd him in
attitudes of respectful admiration, and
Bunter swelled visibly with importance.
This was somsething liket He was jolly
glad that be had taken up boxing, and
worked hard at it. At last he was taking
hlS _proper placo in the Form !

‘Now to comwe to Dbusiness,”
Skinner, ,
*“ That’s it,” said Bob Cherry. © Better
THE PENXY PopULAR.—No, 25T,

sleep last

ISl

',l

willingly

aaid

Jcome to business,

rgueezed a

Only T don't know,
whether it’s worth Bunter's ahile,”

“ Well, he’s s0 joily brave, it will be all
urvm ’

‘ Yes; but he'll hardly like wa.-!mu Ni%
time on & chap like C]mmpmm

“ Yes, that'sso.  Still, to oblige us—---

‘““And as head of tho Remove, Punter
is hound to protect us,” said Skixmer.

* Yes, Bunter will admit that.”

Billy Bunteor looked a little uneasy.

“ What ara you fellows talking about?
he asked.

“ft's about that fellow, Champigny,
at Herr Rosenblnum' Foreign Ac‘udenw
over the way,” said Skinner. “ You've
seen him-—ho goes about with Meunier.
He's rather a big fellow—-tailer than you,
though not so eplendidly built. ”

““ Not half,” said Bob (‘hevrv

“ Yes, I've ween him,” and Bunter’
“ Il have another gingerpop.”

t (‘mgarpop this way, Mrs. Mimble,"”

“ Certainly, Master Bulstrode.””

“ He swaggers about a lot, and thinks
he can lick us,” saidl Bob Cuerry, ** We
were thinking of getting Wharton to taka
himn on, and knock some of the conceit out

of him. But a3 you have developed so
wondorfully as a ﬁ::htmrr -man, we thought
of Jouw *

Wlmrton aoall right,”™ said Nuogent,
shaking his head ; ** but ho doesn’t box
like Bunter.”

*No i he would admit- that himself.”

“He hasn't Bunter's style — that
splendid finish, you know.”

> Oh,
fellow."” said Bunter. “ T don’t think ibt's
quite worth wy while, though, I prefer a
foeman worthy of my stecl, you know.
'l have another gingerpop, and some
jam tarts.”

* You might tackle him,”” saisl Skinner.
*We lock to you to protect us. You
could lick him quite ag easily as you could
Bob Cherry or myai\lf '

“ Phat wouldn't be very hard.”

¢ Let's go down to the (Jloxstnrq and took
for him,” suggested Nugent. * Give me
your arm, Bunter. You don’t mind if T
take your arm, do you? L know it's a
distinction (o be seen with you. You
ought not to pass over your own study
mates, you know.”

POh, that's ull right!” said Billy
Bunter, a3 he left the tuck-shov arm-in-
arm with Rob Cherry and Frank Nugent,
with Bulstrode and Skinne: grinning in the
rear. ** I don’t mind taking yen chaps
about. LI'm not proud. So long as I'n
treated with enitable respect, T'm quite
willing to chum up with anybody. As
for this I¥ much chap, I'll knock Lim into
a (‘OL]\B(( b’

‘Beato, Bunter!”

“ Oh, -that's all right. I'in perfectly
willing to protect you tellows 1

“1 suppose there's ne doubs that
Buater will get in as captain at the next
Form election,” Skinner remarked.

“ Hardly ! said Bulstrode.

* This way to the Cloisters.  ('umeon!"

Bunter simply pufied with pride. Form
Captain! In his wildest dreams Le had
hardly dered to hope for anything like
that, though the thought lhad crossed his
mind.

Captain of the Remove-—William Creorge
Bunter, captain of the Remove! The
thouglit was quite enough to turn Bunter's
empty head.

At that wnoment he would have faced a
whole army of French juniors—until he
came to close ¢uarters with themn. The
juniors entered the Cloisters. on the other
side of which lay the grounds of Herr
Rosenblaum’a l’urpq.n Acadomy,

Between the greyfriars juniors and the
foreign fellowa rows were froquent, as was
only te be expected, and the honours woera
mostly on the side of tho English school.

But there was n new boy at the Foreigin
Academy now-a French boy wvamed
Champigna, who was a swaggering bally

'

s

1 don't doubt § could lick the.
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—very rauch like Bunter himself in that
respect, but bigger and more powerful in
every way.

He rather overbore I\Ieunier. and
Hoftinnn, who had been the leaders of the
aliens, nnd had administered several
hcl\m‘N to small boys belonging to Grey-
fnms Tho Grey Frinrs fellows had tl'ourrht.
of matching }l‘drrv Wharton against Imn.
and puttm;, hiia into his place ; but it had
geeurrad to Skinner to choose Buuter as
the Greyfriars champxon, l)v way of o jape.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo | " ‘exclaimed Bob
Cherrv as they entered tho Cloisters.

* Thera's tlte hounder, with Meunier and
Charpantxm‘ v

The French boys cighted them at the
same time,

Billy Banter blinked nervously
new French boy.

Chawmpigny was head and shoulders
taller then Bunter, and looked a tough
customer in every way.

Buater believail that he had licked Bob
Cherry, but—-— The more he looked at
Champigny, the fess he liked tha prospect
of n fight with hirz, He pulled at Bob
Cherry’a sleave,

I—T say., Cherry, T-—I don't want &
row witt a cliap T don’t know, you kuow t '
le stamrered.

0N, that’s all right ! ** said Bob cheer-
fully. <1t mtroduce yout”

* Ye-o-ea; but-

“ Come on!" said Bob, deagging him
»oward; the F'rench juniors,

“ Certainly, but I—I—T'm
sorry, | but T've forgotten

at the

sincerely
something.

“This wavt Here we are!”

Aad Bob Cherry rushed Billy Bunter
onward at top speed, and sent him bumys-
ing vight upon the chest of Henri Cham-
pigny,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Champion of Qreyfriars.
HAMPIGNY gasped, and staggered

back. Billy Bunter was no light

weight, and he had rolled heavily

upon the French boy's chest.
“Ow! gawped Bunter.

‘“ Mon Dieun | ” panted Champigny.

Bob Charry took off his cap.

“ Gentlen:en, allow me to make  you
known to one another. Monsieur Cham-
pagne—1 mean Champigny — this i3
William CGeorze Bunter, of ours! "

“QCiol 1"

¢ Williara George Bunter, this iy Mon-
siour Henn th\lnpls{n,, of ‘theirs.”

“Ow!

‘“ Now you know one another.”

“ Ciel! 1 zink zat you insult me, you
fut thing 1 * exclaimed Champigny, bend-
ing his brows fiercely upon Bunter.

The fat junior retreated in nlarn.

(I (I, (O [

Bob Cherry ruthlessly pushed him for.
ward again.

“ Of course you mean to insult him,
Bunty,” he said, “ That's what you'vo
come Lera for. He insults you horubly,
Piggy. You don’t mind my calling you
Piggy for rhort, do yon ?”

“Cielt I am insult.”

“]{’unch his noso ndxt, Bunter”

“ T zink zat T uot have.ze nose punch
viz oysell. T zink zat I goos for zat pig,
:mcl zrashes hiro,”

l.ook here,”
¢ Pig1”

“ T'in not going to be ealled names by a
bleased alien. so [ tell you,” snid Bunter.

“ That’s the music, Bunty.”

¢ Go it, William Cteorge.”

“ Pile into -hiin 1.”

began Bunter,

Thus encouraged frorn all sides, Billy
Bunter showed n little more spirit,  As a

matter of fact. the juniors had only hrought
him there for a ¢ rag,” and they meant to
interfere before he was much hurt,
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ﬂ few liard knocks were no more than lie
deserved for his arrogance. That was Bow
Bob Cherry looked ut it. But the afiair
was to turn out in & way they were far
from suspecting.

It had not occurred to Bob that the big
French hoy, with all his swagger and
bLluster, might be no: braver than Billy
Bunter it hottom.

Bob' had forgotten the cid saying—
generally a safe one to follow—that bul heﬂ
are cowards as'a rule.

The woment Bunter assumed o warlike
attitude. a great deal of the ferocity died
outl of thie manner of Champigny.

He retreated a {ew paces in his turn.

““Ciel! Who is this fat peeg ?°° he
asked.

Y Tve mflm]ncod him,” said Bob
Cherry., ' Now hegin.””

T I—I—l m r-r-ready,” said Bunter.

*“Cielt T zink T ﬁvht not viz vun
emaller zan myself.”

** O, Bunter doesn’t mind.”

Meunier and Charpentier grinned at one
aatothér, Champigny had lorded it over
them a great deal, owing to his size ; but
his l.n\ullmoneqq to tackle Bunter gave
them a hint that he was not the great
fighting-man he pretended to Le.

And with one accord they determined
that the fight should take place, whether
Champigny wanted it or not,

' Go cet,” exclaimed Meunier. *‘ Zat
zarcon is a terrible ﬁghtuir, hut you are
xot afraid of heem.”

‘You vill. leeek him, so -casy,’
[ h.upeutmr snapping his’ fingera.

said

Y Ciel! Zat is true. Mais—but——-"
“ Rats! Get to busincss,” said Bul-
strode, . I think you’ro afraid.”.

“CAfraid ! T, Henri len1p1g11y afl\.xd i

“\Well, get to work, then.”

Biliy Dunter puffed out his chest. He
took his spectacles off and handed them
to Nugent to hold. He rubbed his eyes
und blinked at the aliens. The. more
deubtful  Champigny appeared ahout
heginning, the more Bunter’s courage rose,
of course,

He felt the proud consciousness that he
was o Britisher, after all, and that Cham-
pigny was o blessed alien, ag-he would have
put it

“ Come on,” he exelaimed, brandishing
‘his fists, ¢ Make him come on ! P

T zink<—"

* Sheve him t]ns way, Meunier, do you
lw.\r ?

T zink zat

“Go on, garcon—fight heem !’ ex-
«Jaimed Meuhier, giving Champigny .o
violent push behind the shoulders that
sent him staggering towards Bunter,

Billy Bunter landed out, and caught the
F¥renchman a sounding rap on the nose.

Chompigny pgave a roar, and clapped
Lis hand to that organ.

“Qw! Ciel! Ow1”

Bunter danced round him. The fact
that Champigny was unwilling to fight
wag now apparent to everybody, and
Bunter, in consequence, was as brave as
w lion.

If the bully of the Foreign Academy
bad known Bunter’s true character .he
would, of course, have tackled him readily.
But ail he knew of Bunter was that tho
Greyfriars’ fellows had brought himn for-
ward as & champion.

‘He naturally concluded from that
appearances were against Bunter,
that he was in reality an athletic-
rather terribleé antagonist.

Beb Cherry gave a giggle, as he saw
Dunter dancing rovud the big French boy

It wag too tunny to see Bunter as a
i qhtm" man, urging Ghainpigny. to *“ come
on,”” when Champigny could have knocked
Lim sky-high with o single blow, if he had
had the courage to dealit.

Meynier ‘and’ Charperitier were “sniffing
with disgust. They had their fuimy ways,
but they were brave enoughs ., They had:
no mercy for the toward. Tl

1) .

and
and

that-

“ Return zat blow !’ shricked Meunier.

““ (3o for heem !’ yelled Chm‘penhel. :

“Cielt T'm hurt !

“Come on!” roared Bunter, mukmg
frantic passes at Champigny, and tqppmg
him all over the ribs and chest. He could
hardly rea¢h the French boy’s face, and
without his glasses he could hardly see
clearly where to hit him. But many of
This blows took cffect. all the same. “ Comne
on! Put up your hands, you rotter!
Stick toit! Comeon!”

T zink zat I am fatigue,”

*“Yah! Take that!”

‘Champigny rolled on the ground.

Bunter, more excited than ever, pranced
round him, brandishing his fat fists and
shrieking to him to get up and be licked.

C]mmlngnv, who dpparently had o
tnstc for being licked, remained where he
W

(Aet up ! roared Bob Cholry almost
rhokmg with laughter. * Get up, vou
bounder ! Oh, this is a good as a circus !

‘“ Better ! ga';ped Nugent, w1pmnr his
eyes, ‘‘ Oh, Bunter, Bunty, you'll be the
death of me yet ! Fzmcy Bunter striking
terrov to the hearts of his foes.” Ha; ].1,
hat1?

* Ha, ha, ha!?

“Get  upt”
* Coward ™

* Coward ! yelled Charpenhcl, stirring
C]\.\mplgny with his foot.

Come on!”
* Ha, ha, ha

shrieked Meunier.

Bl

“Cielt 1 am hult ! 1 zink zat my
back is sprain.’

““ Ha, ha, hn [

"4 Licked ! roared Bobh Cherry. * The

great champion is licked, and Bunter has
done it, Come on, Buuter, You’rc a
great chief ! 7
* I’d rather make a complete job of it,”
said Bunter. ' ** He’s not half- llcl\ed yet.”
-*“Ha, hd, ha'!

“T zink zat ve lick Lim, zen,”

said

Meunier, “ He is disgrace to la Belle
¥rance. 1 avenges zo insult myself pre-
sent]y. Charpentier, mon: ami, lend me ze

hand and ve vill giff him ze march of ze
frog.

e 000(1 ! Vewillt?

Champigny began to struggle, but the
two ¥rencli Jads, hubbling over with indig-
nation, seized him, and marched him off
into the gates of the Foreign Academy,
giving him ** ze march of ze frog *’ in a way
that made him roar.

Bunter put on his jacket with a sutnﬁed
smirk.

““ That’s all right,”” he remarked.  ** You
fellows can always look to me for protec-
tion. ' I'll look after you!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !t

** Blessed il I can cee anythmg to cackle
at in that. Bulstrode, come along; I am
thirsty. I shall want some more ginger-

op.”’
Pl Go and eat egke ! ”” said Bulstrode,

‘“ Are you lookm;;g for a thick ear ?”

*“ Oh, come on !’ said Skinner, linking
arms with Bunter and dragging him off
before Bulstrode could reply, afraid that
the bully of the Remove. might spoil the
jape. “ Ill stand the gingerpop.”

“IT’'m jolly well not going to' have any
cheek from Bulstrode.”

¢ Of course you’re not. But he wouldn t
dare to be cheeky to you. Now, put it io
yourself calmly, Bunter. Do you think
any chap in the Remove would dare to
be cheeky to you ?”

“ Well, T suppose not.”

“That's ught' (,omc along and ha\c
some gingerpop.

- And Bunter went nlona and had it.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

" Free Kioks..

T was a half-holiday - that day at
I Greyfriare, and as the weather was
fine, most of the juniors were looking
forward to a pleasant times -
- Hazeldenels - sister, - Marjorie; : and  her
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Lfriend  Clavd were ‘¢oming over {o see

Razeldene, and Harry ‘Wharton & Co..
were more than usually  attentive to
Hizeldene on account of it.

They were laying little- plans for a
pleasant feed of cakes and-ices and ginger-
beer under the trees in the Close.

Other fellows in the Remove were
laying other plans. Skinner borrowed a
fragment of cardboard from Bob Cherry,
and a camel-hair brush from Ogilvy, and
and some ink from somebody else, and
spent ten minutes in concocting a little
placard.

This he affixéd to a hooked pin, and
coicealed it under his jacket. Then he
went to leok for Billy Bunter.

He found the fat junior engaged in
living up.to his new role. Bunter was
bullym;z a Third Form fag in the Close,
and the fag was scowlmg As he. was
about half Bunter’s size, he couldn’t do
anything _else.. Bunter pulled his cars,
and sent lim. away scowhing, and blinked
at \kmncx.

* Jolly thirsty t]ns n[tel'noon,
fx[ yumol. . .

“Yes, it’s dry,” said SLim“ﬂ By ibe
way, there’s. sone. dust- on your jaciket—
let me rub it off.”

He rubhbed the hack of the jnckct, and
affixcd the placard to it at the same time,
quite unknown to Billy Bunter.

Any g.ngen‘op gomg 77 asked Bll]y
Bunier,

“Not so far as I’m concerned,”
Skinner. ““I'm stony.”

“ You'lk JO“V well stand e a ginger.
pop, or yorywan’t be able to stand at all't*
said Bunter threateningly, -

Skinmer became mnneneelv <uhm|\=|\0
all at once.

“ All right,” he said.

Bunter trotted off with- him “to Alrs.
Mimhle's.” He hadn’t: the fainteést iden
that there was a placard on his back, and
that it bore in lar;:e staring black letters
on a “lnte gxonnu s

t PLDAS]’ T&Ix]’ A FREE XICK !

3

siid the

»

said

“'Come ont"

unplc, Dnbney & f"o of the TUpper
Fourth, were standing outsndé. the tuck-
shop, and they were the first to sight. that
peculiar invitation pinned to the back of
the Falstaff of the Reinove,-

'l emplo chuckled,

" Can’t refuse a’chap a thmg like LI)'\t, g
lxe said,
** Oh, rather said Dabney.

* Here you are }”’ said Temple, landing
out with his foot, and: lifting Buntér a
couple of feet along upon liis way. :

The fat junior gave a roar.

** \What on earth—="*

* Well, you dsked for it,”” said Templo
as he “walked away with his friend,
chuckling. Buntcr blinked after him.

““The utter ass ! 'I've a jolly good mind
to go alter him and lick him ! he growled.

“Hallo, hallo,: hallo ! " exelaimed Bob
(,hen). coming along. ' *Tree kick—
certainly | Here you ure 1'%

Aud Bob Cherty’s boot—whiclr' was ‘a
good size in boots—drove the fat junior
dnly into- the tuckshop, and sent him

rolling there on hiy hands and kneées.

“Ow ! Yow !’ spluttered DBunter.
“ YWhat beast wag that?  What do you
mean 27 Ow ! Um’ hurt ! I'l‘ jolly well
pnlverwe you!”

He staggered to his feet. Bob Chéiry
was gone, and’ so wag” Skinner, and the
promised gingerpop was not forthcoming.
Bunter knew' hetter than to- ask Mrs.
Mimble for it when he was out of eash.

He went out of the school thop, in the
worst possible temper. Bnoop wes jusk
coming i, and Bunter gave him a bullying
nugh that sent him to the door-post.

Snoep did ot make arny return for that
little favour. ()nly his eyes glowed.
Bunter went “out, und almest ran inte
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Balstrodo. 1he Remove bully glaneed at
him as he passed,. with a grin,

““Cortainly ! lie- exclaimed.

Bunter blinked round at him.

“Eh! Did yon speak, Bulstrode ¢

““ies, I'll take a flee kick.” -

“you jolly well won't't T

Bunter went staggering forward.

Bulstrode wallked away, luughing.
Bunter blinked after him, in growing
emazement. It seemed to him that a
sudden attack of insnnity had descended
upon the fellows of Grey. Prml rs.  What did
thoy all mean by Licking him like this 1

“'Hallo t” extlaimed (Carbercy oi the
Sixth, as Bunter passed him. * Well,
blessed if that doesn’t take the cake 1"

“What does ? ' asked Inionedes.

“ Look abt that 1’

*‘Ha, ha, ha ! We muat do as requested.”

“Cood! Both together

Two Sixth Form boots, plnnted at the
same moment behind Buuter, fairly hurled
bim off his feet. ¥e went down in the
gross on his hands eand knees, and then
rolled over and sat up, blinking. The two
Bixth Formers were walking away. Bunter
wondered whether he was in a dream.

“Jhey’re all mad " ke raid to himsell
with conviction. ** All as mad as hatters :
The silly nsses | Fancy kicking o chap !~

And ‘the fat junior, feoling decidedly
disturbad and sore, weat on hisway. He
received several more kioks before he
rcached the door of the School House, and
the curious thing was that the . kickers
wseeracd to think that they were obliging
him..

Ogilvy gave him the {ast as ho was
entering the Bchool House, and sent him
staggering into the arms of Harry Wharton,
\nho wos coming out.

old on ! exelaimed Wharton, cateh-
fng Bunter by the collar with one hand,

Ow "

and holding on to the door with the other..

* Whera are you riinning to "’
< Ow 1"

“Can’t you see wherc you ace golig ?°
“Yow! A beast hos just kicked me!”’
“Ha, hu, hat"” roared Wharton,

tat(}mm _sight of the notice on Bunter's

back. *“Hr, ha, hat Well, you must
cxpect it, if you ask for it -
* Ask for it ! What do you mean 2.
“Ha, ha, hat”
And Wharton walked away without any

further explanation, Bunter wandered in, |.

thinking that Wharton wags a8 mad as the
est.

Wun Lung the Chinee caught sight of
him, and erept up qmeﬂv uﬁmd the fat
form of Bunter, and took the free kick.

Bunter gave a whoop and tottered
‘Torwerd, just as Mr. Quelch came out of
his study. He caught at the Remove
master to save himself front falling, and
{ore e huge rent in his gown.

Mr. Quelch uttered n sharp exclamation.

“ Bunter ! What do you mean ?”

“Ow | Somo beast kicked met Yow!"

“ Wun Lung, did you kick Bunter t*’

“Me kickee,” smd the little Chines
cheerfully. )

“What ¢ You admit that you kicked
Bunter * " demanded the Form-mnst(-r.

““Me kickee, allee light.”

“Youn young heathen beast-

“ Silence, Bunter ! Why did you kick
Banter, Wun Lung ¢ Y

“ He askee.

“ What ? "

“ Buntel askee,” said the Chinec, will
a smile that was childlike and bland.

“It’s alie!” hooted Bunter. ‘I didn’t
ask—I wouldn’t. As if I should ask to be
kicked, you rot‘en leathen!”

¢ Silenco! Wun Lung, you must in-

tend this for impertinence. What do you
mean bv anymg that Bunter asked to bo
Lickad ?

* He askee takeo flee kick.”

Aind Wun Lung pointed to the notice on
Buntor’a back. Mr. Quelch glancad at it,
and rould not suppress a smile,

2517,

Tar PENSY DPOPCLAR. - -No,

THE PENNY POPULAR-—Every

[1'9 jerked it off and showed it to Buuter.

‘ Look at that, Bunter. Am I to under-

stand thet you dehberabely wore this
ahsurd placard on your back ?

Bunter’s jaw dropped as hé stared at il
blankly.

¢ N—n—n—no, sir. Of course, T didn’t
know anything about it. Some beast has
done thut for o joke, I suppose.’

““ Ha, ha -1 mean, very foolish indeed.
Wun Lung, you surely knew perfectly well
that Bunter had not placed that notico
on his back himself "

‘ No sayvy."

“ You must have known that Bunter did
not really wish you to kick himn,” said the
Remove master sternly.

“ No savvy.'

‘ Did you think so, Wun Lung ? "

“ No savvy, sil.'

* Come, you tust give me o plain an-
swer, You oertumly did not imagine that
it was Bunter’s wish to he kicked '

¢ Me no savvy.'

Tho Form master looked intently at the
Oriental junior. Wun Lung’s face wog
perfeotly mild and innocent.

** You may go, Wun Lu.ng

* Me tankee you, sir,’

And Wun Lung went his way. As soon
as he was out of sight of the Form master
tho little Chinee doubled up,in o paroxysm
of silent merriment. Mr. Qucleh went on
his way with a rather perplexed look,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter i@ 8hut Up.
the

" ARJORIE !
Four voires uttered
name simultaneously, Four

juniors efarted to run to meet
the two girls who entered thie old gateway
of Grayfriars with Hazeldeno of the Re-
movye.

Marjorie Hazeldene and her friend Clara
looked very charming in white summer
dresses and big shady hats.

But more charming than-the dresses or
the hats were the two pretty faces with
their bright eyes and agreeable smiles.

Four hats went off as 1f by clockworl.

* Gtood afternoon !

“* So jolly glad to see you .

¢ The gladness is terrific 1

“ 1 say, you fellows !”” broke in o voice.

Billy Bunter rolled up.

Bunter was clad in white clucks, with a
sash and a wide-brimmed hat, and looked
more fat and heavy than ever.

But he was evidently plensed with him-
self, end fancied that he was cutting o very
handsome figure in the eyes of the girls.

He raised his hat to the girls with that
half-impertinent, holf-patronising air that
mede all girls dislike him, and grinned
amiably.

« Rlppmg afternoon, isn’t it, Marjorie'?"’

¢ Yes,” said Marjorie Hazeldene shortly.

She was ¢ Marjorie” to her friends in
the Greyfriars Remove ; but somehow she
did not like Bunter to address her by her
Christian name. But a little thing liko
that was not like!y to affect Bunter. and
he was not afraid of a licking now.

“ “o ro going to have tea under the
trecs,” said Bunter, speaking as if he were
quite master of the ccremonies ; whereas,
as 8 matior of fact, he was not even invited
to the feed.

Bob Cherry looked daggers at the fat
junior, and then, as Miss Clara’s eyves
turned upon him, he tried to change the
expression of his face in time. Ho pre-
tended to be coughing, and became as red
as o beetroot.

“ My goodnos;.

13

said Miss Clara, *¥ are

‘youll ¥

“ Groo—oo——L Xo, thanks.”
‘You have a cold 2" said Marjorie
anxious!y. .
** No-n-n-no! Croo:!”’
“I dido’t lmow you bad o cough,
Cheryy,”” eaid ane]dene m surprise,
* I--groo—oo ——haven't,

Friday.

¢ What are you barking for, then t »

“ T—gro0-00-00h—T'm not barking."”

‘1 say, you fellows——""

¢ Here, I want to speak to you, Bunter,”
said Nugent, suddenly tnkmg, the fab
,]umor by the arm and leading him aside.

The others, who guessed that what
Nugent had to say would be better said
out of the presence of the girls, contrived
to walk on with Zfarjorie and Clara,
lea\ ing the fat ]unlox‘ ehmd with Nugent.

“ T a y, Nugent
< Shut up, Bunter !

““1—1I shan't ghut up !
Jolly good licking ! "

Rats? You young asst That was a
jape so far as it went, but it's time to write
finis. Do you see ? i

** L.ook hete:

“ You re not really a” fighting-man-—
you'ro a rotten, cowardly, beastlv little
fat toad !t " explained Nugent.

Bunter turned as red as a turkey.cock
wnth indignation.

‘ou-—you rotter!' he ejaculated.
“ TUI'll give you the Jieking of your
life. Come into the gym.’

Nugent hesitated a moment, and then
he nodded quickly.

‘“ All serene. I'll come into the gym.”

And he linked arms with Bunter and
fed him thither. Bunter blinked at him
aeveral times doubtfully. He had an idew
that this was bluff on Nugent's part.

If l\ugent turned out to be in parnest -

Buntér's new courage sank a greab deal
at the thought,

He was in a less boastful frame of mind
as they reached the.gym. The hig building
was almost empty, most of the fellows
being out in the playing-fields or on the.
river,

“ I—I—1T say., Nugent——**

Trank Nugent made no reply.

He led the way to a little room whero
some of the gymnastic requisites were
kept and opened the door.

‘ Come- in here,” he said.

“ Wh-wh-what for ¢

¢ Get in,"”

¢ T—1 won't !

Nugent seized the fat junior by the
shoulders and bundled him in. Billy
Bunter rolled over in the midst of an over-
turned confusion of foils ahd masks and
ropes and ofher paraphernalia.

Ow ! " he roared. “ I'm hurtt”

“ Ha, ha, hat” :

Thoe door slammed to.—

Billy Bunter jumped up and ran at it
herceh But bafore he could touch the
handlé the key clicked in the lock on the
outside.

Bunter hamnmered on the door furiously.

*“ Open the door 1" he yelled.

‘“ Hu, ha, hat”

Nugent's laugh was the only reply he
reccived.

He heard the junior hurrying away, and
he hawmered on the door in vain. Few
had seen the trick Nugent had played ;
and they, gnessing that Bunter was making
himself obnoxious to the girls, were not
inclined to interfere. °

Nugent left the gym with a grin on his
-{nce and joined his friends. I{arry Wharton
gave himn a quick, inquiring look.

“ Wheve’s Bunter 2" he asked in a low
voice.

““In the gym.”

o %La}mﬂ there ¢ ™

“ Yes,

*Where ?

** Lumber-room—door
Nugent briefly.

Wharton lr\uzhcd

Marjorie and Clara had heard nothing
of the e\clmngc of words, und thoy had no
suspicion. They did not care in the least
what became of Bunter.

The juniors had already made their pre-
parations for that pleasant little afterncon
tea.

Under the shade of oné of the large,
overhanging elms o little tablc hod been

'L

I'll give you a

locked,” «aid
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ret out, with a spotless eloth, and upon
the table were arr anged plates and glasses,
and bottles of gingerpop and leinonade,
cakes, and strawberries in  little
buskets, and little brown jugs of eream.

Jt was a very pleasant and enticing

array, and the girls smiled cordially as|

they sank into comfortahle
garden-chairs,

In the Close the Qan]w 1t was falling ja
creat shects of leat,
Lranches of the elm all- was shady and
calin,

As the nmiors and their givl chums sat

the deop,

there, a happy little group. many an
envictis glanee was twrned upon them by
fellews who passed in the hot sun,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fall of Billy Bunter,
ILLY BUNTER hammered on the
B dooy of the room till he wag tired.
iz knocking did not pass unheard.
As he desisted, at last, ho heard
[ \ruice of inguiry from the other side.

* Anybody in there ?

* 0Ob, yes, Ogilvy,” exclairaed Bunter,
putting his mouth to the keyhole, ** I'm
1!)(‘1{9(1 int?

* Dear me ! said Ogilvy.

* The key’s in that side of the lock.”

“ 8o it is.”?

\3 il you unlock the door ? I've been
shut up here by hat beast Nugent because
lie's jealous of me.’

*Ha, ha, ba!”
The footsteps of Ogilvy could De heard
 dying away. Bunter kicked on the door.
“Ogilvy ! I say, Ogilvy 1™
There was no reply
Bunter removed his spectacles, wiped
bis perspiring nose, and replaced ther.

He blitiked @t the immovable door in
wrath.
“Hallo! Anybody in there ¥ 7

Tt was the voice of Suoop. .
Bunter started with hope. Snoop, at
_zdeast, would let him out ; bnoop would not
-ﬁﬁlaro to keep him a ])u-onu‘ there !
< Yer, Snoopey, I'm here Open the
door. there's o good chap.”
He, he, he '™ giggled Snoop.
* Blessed if 1 can see anything to cackle
at! Open the docr!”

“ Ho, he, he !

‘ \VJI] you iet ine out !’ roared Bunter.
‘¢TIl give you the hiding of your life if you
don’t unlock the door!”

Still that disagreeable snigger of the
encak of the Remove was all that Bunter
received in reply.

“ Ha, he, het

* Il give you an awful lieking ! 7’ roaved
tlie fat junior througl the keyhole.

‘Rats! You couldn’t lick a mouges’

* Wh—what! What’s that ?7

Y They’ve only been foolmg you. You
couldn’t lick a tame rabbit. 1'm going to
give you a hiding.”

* You wouldn’t dare to say that if the
dom wasn’t locked ! > roared Bunter.

¢ He, he, he! ™

Billy Bunter snorted with wrath., Tt w asg
had enough to be shut up there by Nugent,
and to be mecked by. w fellow like Ogilvy ;
but to have the very worm turn on him
in that mauner was too galling. Snoop
the snealk—S10op whom he had cuffed and
bullied-—even he was defying him now that
there was a locked door hetween them !

And then that tea under the trees—the
cake—the  gingerpop—the strawberries
and cream! ‘e

Buuter groaned in anguish of gpirit.

He tapp d on the door again, resolving ! : .
"think they’re going ito do me out of my

te spoak to the sneak of the Remove fair,
sinee threats were of no avail through
locked door.

* Snoop! T say. Snoopey !’

" Hd‘lo, Porker 1

Billy Bunter bristled with wrath. Snoop
was veaturing to call him Porker—hecauseo
the (’loor was locked. But he controlled his

.. wrath,

neat

but. under the thick |

| nose.

‘“ Sngopey ! Open the door, there’s 2
good chayp !”

*“ Don’t be a cad, Snoopey.”

‘“ He, he, he! >

“ You mongrel !’ roared Bunter, losing
patience. **1’ll break you into little bits
when I get hold of you!”

" Be, he, he ! ”* sniggered Snoop

Then- suddenly the sound of the snigger
died away. A lheavier footstep sounded
outside the liitle door. Bunter heard a
voice he knew well—the deep voice of
“'ingdte of the Sixth.

Who' 8 been locking this door ?
rascals !’

"There was a sound of the key turning in
the lock. The door opened, and Wingate
canie i, snorting.

He gave a start as he nearly Lnod\cd
over Bllly Bunter.
<. “Thank you, Wingate, I---— >

“ What are you (lomn here 77

“You sce, T

“(tet out !’

“ I was shut up——’

Young

f Which of you w:ll come on first 2! asked Billy Bunter.
roared the juniors.

to lick youl!® ‘' Ha, ha, ha!"

‘““ He, he, he ! I
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nasinm, with wrath and thunder ia his
contracted hrows. .
. 1t Jdid not take him long to reach tiie
spot where tho chums were discuszing
strawberries ond eream under the big tree.
Bnoop was there now, and he was relating
something that made the chums chue
and hrought smiles to the faces of Marjoiio
and Clara. . )

Bunter ciinpvy snorted.  They wers
daring to make fun of him before t} e girls !
The cheek of it ! ’

Ho resclved to bring them to their
senges. Ile strode up to the spot and:
scowled at Snoop, who retreated a fow
paces.

Buntcr blinked at Frank Nugent.

“T’ve been let out ! ”’ he exclaimed.

Nugent nodded.

- T gee you have,” he said, ** Jolly care-
less of the authorities at Bedlam, that’s all
T’ve got to say.”

“ Ha, ha, hat?”
* Look: here, ’\mgent
“T'm ]ookmg
“ Yeu vhut me up-

»

[ ’m

‘““Yah! Fou'rs

You're

afraid 1" sdid the fat junior scornfully,

E\/\N\N\N\/\/\/\/\/\f\f\NWW\N\N\N\/\/\/\NV\/W\MN‘

“AVel], chut up again, and get out ! "~

“ You see 72

““ Oh, get along, de, and don’t bather !

Bunter got out of the room, snifing with
indignation. He was in a state of towering

wrath, but he did not dare to argue with

Wingate. -
He loolked round for Snoop, but Snoop
was gone.
Billy Bunter hreathed hard through his

I

“Phe rotters!” he muttered. They
tea, I suppose. I’ll show 'em! Tl jolly
well give Nugent a licking before the girls.
That’ll make him feel small! 1’ll kick him
out and won’t let him havo any tea: and
if the others don’t like it, T’/ give them a
licking all round. Tl Joll\, well show ‘em
who's master. Let *em loak out!”

And Billy Bunter strode from the gym.
’

T

"hen T ought to have a medal from the
Humane Society for fshuttiug up a chap
like you on a hot day,” sald I\lugent “Iv's
jolly hard ta shut you up.’

‘ Oh, don’t he hmny.
hv hea*ed*f—

* Not by me.’

1’m not going to he tr eated in this
hion ! ”” roared Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton turned a quiet but
meaning glance upon him.

“ You seem ta forget who’s present
said..,

] unter siniffed.

¢ No, T don’t.”

“VWell, buzz off 1 "

1 wor’t !

“ J3unter!

1 ean liek any fellow here,” said Billy
Bunter. ‘L'l lick you if you give me any
check.” .
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* Now, look here, you funny raerchant,”
gaid Wharton, leaning forward e little.
“ Yowve been japed by tho Reraove till
vou don't know where you are. You can't
tight—you can't do anything but eat.
You're the worst figure as a bully that ever
vwag made. Don't be an asz, Buzz off, or
be quist."

¢ 1'l lick you! ™

* Oh, Bunter | ' said Marjorie.

“ I'a sorry, Marjorie, but I have to be’

firm,” said Bunter. ‘‘ I'm the head of this
Form. These fellows are cheeking me.
ghall have to make an example of them.”

“ e, he. he!”

It was on irresistible snigger from Snoop.
Bob Cherry, whoe had had enough of the
joko on Bunter, had fully explained
atters to Snoop, as ho vealised that
Bunter would not he cure of his Lkallucina-
tion without a licking, and he didn’t want
to hurt him himself.

Bunter turned upon Snoop ferccly.
Snoop was about the easiest fellow to
tackle for the purpose of showing Lis
prowoss hefore the girls from Cliff House.

“What did you say, Snoop "’ hs
roared. 3 ‘

“ He, he, ho t "

1l teach you to eackle at me!"
snorted Bunter,

4 Hold on, Bunter!" excluimed Bob
sherey, who didn't want even sueh a
farcieal fight os Billy was likely to put uy,
‘before the girls, .

But Billy Buntor was not to be
restrainec, Ife was on the warpath, so. to
rpeak, and he meant business. 1he repu-
tation of Bunter the Bully was tottering,
and it had to he sustained.

“ {'ome on, Bnoop, you worm ! '’

“ te, he, ho t "

“ (‘ome omn, and L'll lick you!" ~

¢ Ho, he, hot" '

Asz Snoop did not come on, Bunter cams
on himself. He rushed upon Snoop,
smiting out- at hira in & good deal of the
manneor of the sails of o windmill

“Don’t _be alarmed, Marjorie,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. ‘ Bunter
won't hurt Snoop and Snoop won't hurt
Bunter. They're too much afraid of one
another,’”

Bunter and Snoop closed in deadly con-
lict. Bunter's hat went flying in one
direction and his glasses in another.
Snoop, clutching the fat junior tight end
close, 8o that Bunter could not hit him,
danced about with him, (lrggging him
hither and thithec, R

The girls had looked alarmed .for the
ioment, but the fight was so absurd that
they wera smiling now.

1t way perfectly plain that the com-
hatants were afraid of each other, and were
prasping one anothor so cloge to avoid
blows. . . T

But Snoop was a trifle the less afraid of
the twoe. He made aa effort presently,
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and hurled Bunter iuto the grass. The fat
junior lay gusping {ike a nowly landed fish.

“Ha, ha, hat”

¥ Got up ! 7 yelled Snoop, simply burst-
ing with courage now. * Up with you!"

** Hold on,” said Wharton. ***Nuft's a3
good as a feast. You buzz off, Snoopey ! *’

And Snoop buzzed off. Bunter slowly
rose to his fecet and set himself to rights.

It was dawning even upon his obtuse
brain that he had been “ rotted' in a
way that oould only have been done witlh
a silly, conceited fellow, and that Le had
made a most egregious nes of himseli.

And as that conviction forced itself into
his mind the truculence died away out of
his manner, ’

** Of course, you fellows knew it was all
& joke ? '’ he snid, helping himself to straw-
berries without being invited.

d"l( What-ho ! ** said Bob Cherry.
id,"”

“I—IL mean, & joke on wy part.

“Wo

n{

There is a long complete
Tale of

in this week's issue of
THE MAGNET LIBRARY
2 entitled :
“THE SCH *0LBOY
INVENTOR1!"”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

knew what you were up to. you see, and
1 entercd into the spirit of tie thing.”

“ Ha, ha, ha1”

¢ Funny, wasn'tit t 1 wade you helieve
that T—that I-—L was a bully like Bul-
gtrode, only in fun, of course.””

“Yes, it was funny,” agrecd Wharton
—* more funny than you think. We kno
now what a nice fellow you would bo i
vou were ad big and strong as Bulstrode ;
g0 we're more sutisfied with you as you
are—a fat, lazy worm"

“ Qh, really, Wharton—--"

“ Have some strawberrics and shut up 1"

And Buuter obeyed. Ho ato his straw-
berries and croam in silence, while the
juniors and girls chatted merrily. DBunter
had little to say, for once in his life, Tiven
he had been made to feel very suall
indoed ; and, needless to say, from that
time, though Billy Bunter continued to
‘vex  his friends in many ways, nothing
rore was heard of Bunter the Bully,

THI. END,

‘introducing Fimmy Silver & Co.,

Friday.

BETWEEN OURSELVES.

A Weekly Chat between The Editor
and His Readers,
Y N .\

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

Theee magnificent long, completo
stories are due (o appear iu nest Friday's
issue of THE PEXNY PopULAR. The first,
which deals with ¢he, arrival of Tom
Brown at Greyfriars, is entitled:

«THE CHUM FROM NEW
ZEALAND |”

Tho sccond is that intreducing Tem
Merry & Co., and entitled:

“ASITAMED OF HIS NAME L7
The -third deals with the adventures

of Jimmy Silver & (0., of Rockiwar
and is entitled:

“THE ROOKWOOD COOKS:?

Eaclt of the stories is of the highest

quality, and 1 am sure they will appeal”

to every one of my readers.
I hope my chums will excuse me for nob

describing st length the tales due to.

appear in our next issue, but I want to
acquaint you with all the splendid attrac-
tions which are now appearing in_ our
companion paper, “The Boys' Friend."
The stories in *“The Beyy Friend”
have never bezn better than they aro ak
present. DPerhaps the chicf of the attrac-
tions is a great, mew series of complete
tales dealinug with the schonldas
Frank Richards, the famous author,
Then there is a splendid new serial
story, dealing with the School Afloat, and

entitied, “The Boys of the Bombay
Castlo!™ Evéery week *“The Boys'
‘| Friend ”* contains a long, complete story

the
chums of Rookwood, a long. complete.
tele of Bob Travers, the boy boxer, and
o thrilling tale of Dick, Frank, and Joe,
the popular Crusoe Island adventurers.
Altogether.,  *The Boys' Friend V.
cannot he beaten for rcal, high-class,
attractive reading, and those rcaders who
are not supporters of the good old

“R. I"” would be well advised to pur-’

chase a copy and judge for themselves
whether my remarks concerning “Thn
Boys' fricud 7 ave not justified,

YOUR EDITOR,

-

Next Friday’s Grand Long Complete Tale of Hﬁrry Wl\arto;\ & Co.

is entitled: ~

“THE CHUM FROM NEW ZEALAND!”

Please order your ¢opy of the PENNY POPULAR in advance, and hand this
number, when finished with, to a non-reader.
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