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THE BOY FROM THE FARM!

Ui ,‘{ ' }“

“| say, you fellows, wait for me!" yelled Billy
Bunter. *“ Buck up, chauffeur!" sald Lord Maulev-
erer anxiously. The car glided away down the
drive, and Bunter rushed after it, waviog his fists
excitedly, (See Chapter 14.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter's Titled Relation!
- REAL live baronet!" said Billy Bunter impressively.
_ Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, spoke very
impressively indeed; but the fellows he was speaking
to did not scem to be greatly impressed. To Harry
Wharton & Co., perhaps, even a *‘ real live baronet” was not
g0 awesome a personage as to William George Dunter.
Tho Famous Five of the Remove—the Lower Fourth Form

Copyright ia the United States of America.

A Grand, New, Long,
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Grey-

friars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

at Greyfriars—were getting their bikes ready for a spin.
Bill; Bunter stood in the doorway of the bike-shed, very
nearly filling it with his ample figure.

“ A real, live, genuine baronet!” Bunter repeated, blinking
indignantly at tho juniors through his big spectacles.

Harry Wharton yawned, Bob Cherry sniffcdp and Johnny
Bull snorted. Frank Nugent went on pumping up his tyres,
IHurree Jamset Ram Singh was filling his lump.  He went on
filling it. Not one of the Co. showed the slightest interest
in Billy Bunter's impressive communication.

“ His name is Besuelere,” went on Bunter.
Beauclere. Sounds nobby, doesn’t {t?"

“ Oh, rats!" said Bob Cherry.

“Ie's coming into the Remove,” said Bunter. *‘ Most
likely he'll urrive at Greyfriars to-morrow. We don't have a
barenet come into the Remove every day, you fellows. And
he's rich !"

“Sir Harry

May 30th, 1914,
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“ Bow-wow "

“ And, as a matter of fuct, he's a sort of distant relation of
mine,” continued Billy Bunter. ' The Bunters are connected
with the Beauclere’s marriage. My grandfather’s rocomd
cousin’s aunt married Hu- uncle of the fifth baronet’s— ="'

“ Coachman?’ asked Dol Cherry.

“ No, you ass!” said Bunter, as the juniors chuckled.
*“ My grandfather’s sccond cousin’s aunt married the uncle of
lh?‘ fifth baronet's—"

"0

“ You silly futhead I"* roared Bunter. ** Certainly not. She
married the uncle of the fifth baronet's second unele—I mean
second cousin.'

* Finished ! said Nugent, rising to his feet. ““I'm ready.”

**So this chap Beauclere s reully a relation of mine," said
Bunter. ' The Bunters are connected by marriage with most
of the nobility. I shall call this chap Cousin Harry when
he comes here. I'm going to take him under my protection
as he's a relation. You see, his education has been ue?lootml,
as ho was never expected to succeed to the title; he was
really & poor relution of the Beaucleres—but five or six people
kicked the bucket one after another, and so he came into
the title and the property—or rather, he will, when he comes
of age. An old lawyer johnny is looking after him, and he’s
going to send him to Greyfriars to be licked into shape.”

) %ou scem to know all about it," growled Bob Cherry.
“ I've never heard of the chap.”

*1 happened to hear the Iead talking about it to Mr.
Queleh,” Bunter explained. ** As it chanced, T had stopped
t) button up my shoe-lace—I mean to tic up my boot—under
Mr. Quelch’s window, and the window was open, s *

* Buck up with that lamp, Inky!" said Harry Wharton.
““We haven't too much time to get to Lantham !"

*“The buckupfulness is terrific, my esteemed chum,’
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ You might listen to a chap!” sniffed Dunter. T don’t
sea that you need be jealous of me because one of my titled
relations is coming to Greyfriars. I call it mean.”

* Oh, seat, you fat duffer!” snapped Bob Cherry. * Don't
come and tell us what you hear under people’s windows, you
prying cavesdropper.”

Tt was quite by accident, of course. I hope you fellows
don't think I would listen. Dut, as I was saymng, this chap,
being my relation in a way, I think it's up to me to look after
him,” explained Bunter. ** When he arrives to-morrow, I'm
going to take him in tow, have him in my study, and stand
him a feed, and so on. The unfortunate thing is that I
happen to be out of funds for once, owing to a disappoint-
ment about a postal-order. That is really what I war: to
speak to you fellows wbout "

“ Oh, we knew that ! suid Bob Cherry, taking his machine
off the stand. ** Whatever way you begin, you always end the
same way.'

* Oh, really, Cherry—""

*“ The esteemed lamp is now finished,” remavked IMurree
Singh, jamming it upon his bicyele, I am ready, my
august chums!"”

*“Ulear out, Bunter !

“But, I say. you feliows,” exclaimed Bunter, without
moving out of the doorway. ' OF course, you sece the posi-
tion, don't you? Here T have a titled relation coming to
Greyfriars, and I want to look after him, and I happen to
be broke—"

“You'll be broke, too, if you don’t get out of the way of
my bike ! growled Bob Cherry. ** Do you want me to wheel
it over you, fathead?”

**Hold on. you know. There's no hurry about that ericket
match at Lantham—you can see a silly cricket match any day.
What T want you fellows to do is to lend me a quid—or 4
couple of quid if you can manage it. I will settle up immedi-
ately my postal-order arrives, and Yaroooh !”

Bob Cherry's patience was exhausted.  He wheeled his bike
ont, and it cameo into violent contact with Billy Bunter's

’

mur-
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fat person. Bunter
of the bike-shed wit
door-post and gasped.

*Groch! You silly ass— Ow! Look out!”

Harry Wharton’s bike bumped into the fat junior, and
h2 staggered and sat down outside the doorway. Wharton
grinned and wheeled his machine on.

" Look here,”” roared Bunter. * T—yah!—oh !—don't
whoolmyour bikes over me, you silly asses! What the thump
—ow !

Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
were wheeling their machines out, and as Bunter was sprawl-
ing directly in the way, they had to go over him. The tyres
left tracks of dust on Bunter's jacket and trousers, and
Johnny Bull g(‘nllj and playfully planted a boot on Bunter's
chest as he passed. Then the Famous Five wheeled their
machines away towards the school gates, leaving Bunter

itched to one side, and Bob passed out
his machine, Bunter leancd on the

gasping.
“Ow! Beasts!” stuttered Bunter, sitting up, dusty and
dazed. ““Yah! Rotters!"”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter scrambled to his feet, red with rage. Tlc set his
bﬁoct_m-lps straight upon his fat little nose, and rolled after
the juniors,

ot | say, you fellows——""

The Famous Five quickened their pace, and Bunter had
to trot to keep up witl them. They went down to the gates
with a rush, mounted their machines in the road, and
pedalled away, leaving Billy Bunter standing in the gateway
and glaring after them.

* Beasts !"” snorted Bunter, as the Famous Five dis-
appeared down the long white road, ** Yah! Rotters!"”

And William George Bunter turned back disconsolately into
the Close. He blinked round in search of his study-mates,
Peter Todd, and Alonzo, and Dutton. He was anxious to
impart to them the great news that his titled relation was
coming to Greyfriars. He found them outside the sghool
shop, engaged in a lively argument. Alonzo Todd had re-
ceived a remittance that morning from his Uncle Benjamin,
and there was a diversity of opinion as to how it should be
disposed of. Alonzo wished to send it to the Socicty for
Providing Tracts and Trousers for the Borriobungo Islanders
—and Peter thought that it should be expended in jam-tarts,
for the good of trade—and incidentally for the good of Stud
No. 7. Billy Bunter rolled up while the discussion was still
going strong.

1 say, vou fellows,” he began, ““my Cousin Harry is
coming to Greyfriars. I want you to ask Mr. Quelch to
let him come into our study, Peter.”

Peter Todd sniffed.

“ No fear !" he said emphatically. ** We've got one Bunter
and we don't want two! One Bunter is cnough to turn a
chap's hair grey !"

“'His name isn't Bunter—his name's Beauclere—S8ir Harry
Beanclere. He's a baronet!” said Bunter loftily.

“ My dear Bunter,” said Alonzo, in mild surprise, T was
not aware that you had a cousin who was a baronet.”

“ Neither was I, nor anybody clse!” grunted Peter. “ He's
lying, as usual!”

* Oh, really, Peter; the chap isn't exactly a first cousin,
but my grandfather's aunt married the cousin of the third
baronet’s fifth uncle—I mean my grandmother's sister
married the aunt of the fifth baronet "

“ Ring off, for goodness’ sake!”" said Peter.
that five bob, 'Lonzy——""

“ Five bob!" said Bunter, his eyes glistening behind his
spectacles, * Well. I must say that that's come just in the
nick of time. It's up to me to look after my titled relation a
bit, and I happen to be stony, and T'm sure Alonzo won't
mind lending me the five bob for a purpose like that—"

“ My dear Bunter, I intend sending it to the Society for the
Provision of Tracts and Trousers—"

*'Lonzy, old man, they can’t read the tracts, and they
won't wear the trousers,” said Peter, taking his cousin's arm,
and leading him into the tuckshop. * Better leave the
islanders in peace, and support home industries. This way 1"

* But, my dear Peter "

“ Jam-tarts, please, Mrs. Mimble. 'Lonzy has had a re-
mittanee, and he wants to expend it for the good of trade,”
gaid Peter affably.

“Well, that's not a bad idea,” said Bunter. “TI’ll have
some of those jam-tarts. I say, you fellows, we've simply
got to get Beauclere into our study.”

“ And why?" demanded Peter.

“He's awfully rich,” Bunter explained. ** And his
oducation’s been neglected, and he doesn’t know the ropes.
We shall make a splendid thing out of it—feeds every day, if

CL A

“ Now, about
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[ Look here! " roared Bunter. * I—yah—ow—don't wheel your bikes over me, you silly asses!” But Harry Wharton l
& Co. only grinned, and wheeled their machines over Buater's prostrnlg_!urm. (See Chapter L)

we work it all right, and—and—— Yow, yow! Leggo my
collar, Peter Todd, you beast!”

Poter Todd's grasp closed like iron on the fat junior’s
collar, and he swung him round to the door again.

“You fat rotter!' said Peter, in measured tones. ““So
vou want to get the baronet into our study, to sponge on
him—what? You think we're going to let vou sponge on
him, and get at his cash, and help you—what? Under the
circumstances, you won't have any of the jam-tarts! I'd
rather let Lonzy send the money to the Society for the
»ropagation of Traets and Trucks—"'

“Tracts and trousers, my dear Peter!” said Alonzo
mildly.

“Groo! Leggo! I'm jolly well—

Peter Todd's boot was pllunl{'d forcibly behind Bunter, and
he fairly flew out of the tuckshop. He roared as he landed
in the Close upon all fours.

“Don't come in again, or I shall kick you hard next
time !" said Peter.

Bunter did not come in again. It sccmed to him that
Peter had kicked him hard that time—certainly it felt like
it. Billy Bunter groancd and rolled away, feeling very
injured and misunderstood. Any other fellow's study-mates
would have helped him to secure such a rich prize; but
Peter was not sympathetic at all.

In the tuckshop Alonzo handed over his postel-order, and
it disappeared in the form of jam-tarts and ginger-pop; and
the benighted inhabitants of the Borriobunga Islands never
knew how narrowly they had escaped being provided with
tracts and trousers,

Tre Macxer Liarary.—No. 329.

monsavr  THE WRONG SORT!”

MONDAY—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Spill on the Road !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. pedalled merrily along the
road to Lantham. They had a long ride before them—
well over twenty miles—but they were keen to seo
the county match there.

The County were playing Yorkshirg, and the Greyiriars
chums wanted very much to seize the opportunity of seeing
the famous northern plavers. They did not expect to get
more than two or three hours on the ericket-ground, but it
was worth the ride. It was a sunny alternoon in cnrl]
swinmer, and just the weather for a long spin.

They swept through the old High Street of Friardale in &
bunch.  Several Higheliffie fellows were lounging outside
Unecle Clegg's tuckshop in the High Street, and they turned
their glances superciliously upon their old rivals of Grey-
friars.

Ponsonby of Higheliffie had lately sported an eyeglass,
and. he languidly adjusted it in his eye to stare at Harry
Wharton & Co.

Bob Cherry grinned as he noted it.

As the Gresfriars cyclists swept by the group of High-
cliffians Bob Cherry swerved towards them, so that he almost
ran into Ponsonby. Ponsonby jumped back in alarm,
startled out of his superciliousness. and as he did so Bob
reached over and caught at the eyeglass.

His grasp closed on it, and the cord snapped as he roda
on, waving the monocle triumphantly in the eir.

Ponsonby gave a yell of rage.

A Magnificent, Long, Complete SBchool Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Qreyfriars. Order Eariv.
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“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gadsby. * He's got your monocle,
Pon "

Ponsonby jumped out into the road, and shouted furiously
after the humorous Bob:

“Give me my eyeglass, you rotter !" ! )

But the Greyfriars juniors swept on, laughing, and dis-
appeared from the infuriated eyes of Ponsonby, eyeglass
and all.

““ A capture from the encmy !” !;rinuml Bob, as he slipped
the monocle into his pocket. * Ponsonby won't stare at us
again throug}? " Fidd}- monocle in a hurry ! 1la, ha, ha!

“Ha, ha, ha! !

“ I'll send it back to him by post, with a label attached,”
Bob Cherry chuckled. 1 don’t want to keep his blessed
window-pane ! What asses some chaps are! If he hadn’t
bad it in his eye he might have scen that I was going to
pinch it." . iy

The juniors rode on, laughing. They were in high spirits,
The miles flew under the racing tyres. They came at a good
speed over the crest of Lantham Hill, and then the descent
lay before them—three miles down on the free.wheel.

:' Now, top speed "' said Bob Cherry cheenly, * I'll race
you fellows 1oto Lantham I

And he went down the hill like a rocket.

Aflter him went the others, pelting along, strung out one
alter another. Bob Cherry disappeared round the first bend.
Harry Wharton fell behind in the race. Tho‘hdl was a
steep oue, and there were several bends, and Wharton had
discovered that his brake was loose. 1lis four chums dis-
appeared down the hill at top speed, vanishing fast from
sight.

EE' Blow the thing!" muttered Harry, as l_lo 'lc-sh'd his
brake. *'I ought to have lovked to it, but I didn’t! I hope
1 sha'n't meet anyone, by Jove!”

The * plunger " had recently been broken, and removed
for sdjustment, and Wharton had not had time to replaco
it before starting out that afternoon. So he had only one
brake on his machine, and it was out of order. He jammed
it on. but its grip was slight, and hardly impeded the

ne.
mﬁrlkcm it on, however, as much as he could, to reduce
the speed of his descent, for in case of necessity he could
not have stopped. ) i

1lis comrades, whose brakes were reliable in case of need,
were going at top speed, and they were already more than
half a mile ahead of him, and drawing further away with

i inuto. .

NR: n’l!::m whizzed on down the hill, and in spite of the
pressure of the brake, the machine gathered speed at every
turn of the wheels. . )

He could only hope that he would meet with nothing
that would make it necessary for him to stop. His hope was
ill-founded, as is generally the case when a cyelist trusts
to Juck instead of looking after his machine.

Half-way down the hill was an abrupt turn, and on_the
Jeft the road was bordered by a duck-pond. On the right
was a stone wall. And in the road, just where it turned
sharply, two marketcarts were passing one another, filling
up the read from side to side. iy

On the stone wall a Jad with a sunburnt face was sitting,
reading & book. He looked up as the eyclist came dashing
down the hill, and shouted to Wharton:

“ Look-out! Put your brake on!” i

Wharton had his brake on as hard as it would go, but
it made no difference—the grip was too slight,  Ie came
whizzing down like an arrow.

The junior's face went white. . .

In a fow seconds more he would dash either into a cart
or into a team of horses. and at the speed he was going the
collision would be terrible. i oy

The only resource was to turn the bike into the pond
on the left, for he could not stop. The two carters saw him,

d shouted to him.
arlIl'ust. \2'1:};:09 came on like lightning; he could not help

it.

The sunburnt lad on the wall jumped down in alarm,
waving his hand to Wharton. Evidently he guessed that
there was something wrong with the bicyele now.

“The pond "' he shouted.  ** Quick! I'll *elp you!”

Wharton had already decided to chance the fall into the
pond—it was the only chance of cseaping a fatal collision,

He swerved to the left as he swept down, and the machine
tore across the belt of grass that sloped down to the water,
and the next second Wharton was whirling over.

The wheels eaught in the straggling bushes growing along
the water's edge, and the machine turned almost a complete
somersault, and Wharton went head first into the pond.

There was a loud quacking of startled ducks as the eyelist
and the eycle plunged into the water.

The water was shallow, and Wharton, hurled into it head
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fiest, shot downward like an arrow, and his head crashed
upor the bottom.

For a moment only his feet were visible, and then they
woent under, and tl:;vn the junior roso to the surface
struggling feebly. The crash had half-stunned him, and
after a feeble stroke or two he sank under again.

It would have fared very ill with the captain of the
Groyfriars Remove had there not been help at hand.

But the sunburnt lad had already dashed down to the
pond, and without waiting a second, he plunged into the
water,

As the almost unconscious junior floated up again, the lad
grasped him, and kept his iu-nd above water.

Wharton cauz..:ht at him blindly.

* All serene!" muttered the boy.
you!"

And, keeping Wharton's head above the surface, he struck
out for the bank, and dragged him through the mud upon
the grass,

Wharton sat down in the grass, exhausted.

His chums were almost at Lantham by that time, quite
unconscious of his accident. They had been far out of sight
when it happened. The two carters stared at Wharton for a
minute or two, and then stolidly went their way. The
Greylriars junior sat up in the grass, gasping. 1lis rescuer
stood before him, runmng with water. Wharton dashed the
wet from his eyes.

“ Tharks!” he stammered, ** You—you pulled me out 1"

The sunburnt lad nodded and smiled.

“Yes. I'll try to get your jigger out, if I can.”

The bicyele was sunk in ai|ll:11 ow water near the margin
of the pond, and the lad succecded in dragging it out. By
that time Wharton had recovered himself a little. Ho
staggered to his feet,

“Thanks!" he said. “ You're awfully good! Why, I
should have been drowned if you hadn't come in for me!”

“Jolly lucky 1 was ‘'ere!” said the stranger good-
naturcdly.

*You've made yourself jolly wet,” said Wharton cegret-
fully. “I'm sorry "

** Oh, that's all right! What's wrong with vour jigger?"

*“The brake's ont of order. I ought to have scen to it
bafore I started, but—— * was a carcless ass!” said
Wharton fraukly. ** Jolly lucky for me you happened to be
here! I'm awfully obliged to you!”

*Oh, that's all right! You're going to ride wsgain?®”
asked the lad, as Wharton picked up his machine, ., ...

The junior laughed and shook his head. o

“No. I'll wheel it down the ll, and ride again on the
level,” _i:r\ said. *1 can get dry in the sun, I hope. But
you———

Wharton could not help looking curiously at the stranger.
He was a well-built, good-looking lad of about Wharton'’s
own age.  He had just picked up his book, which he had
dropped when he ran to the rescue, and Wharton could not
help sceing that it was a copy of Virgil's Ainid—in the
original  On the margin of the open page were a profusion
of pencil-marks.  The Jad was very plamly dressed, not to
say shabbily. Harry could not help thinking it odd that a
lad, evidently of poor condition, and who dropped his ** h's,”
should be reading Virgil in Latin. [ course it was no
business of his, but it made him interested in the lad.

“1'm waitin’ "ere for the guv'nor,” said the lad, looking
up the road. ** Ah, 'ere he comes!  Good-afternoon, sir!”

* Good-afternoon, and many thanks!" said Harry; and
he pushed his bicycle out into the road.

A lad of about fifteen was coming down the rnnd—e\‘itfontly
the “guv'nor” to whom his rescuer referred.  Wharton
gave him ope glance.  He was a handsome lad, with an
expression of petulant ill-humour marring his face, and very
well dressed.  He glanced at Harry, and there was a super-
cilious curl to his hip that made the Greyfriars junior take a
dislike to him on the spot.  Wharton, wet and muddy from
his plunge, certainly looked rather a lamentable object.  He
flushed a little, and wheeled his bicycle away down the hill,
and lost sight of the two.

Half a mile further on he met Bob Cherry, who was
coming back to look for himm. Bob uttered an exclamation
at the sight of his muddy chum. In the hot sun Wharton's
clothes were drying, but the mud was caked over him, and
his hair was thick with it, and he had lost his cap.

“ Great Scott ! exclaimed Bob.  ** What the dooce—*

'; I"'-? had a spill,” Wharton cxplained.  ** Brake out of
order.

“Well, T thought somcthing must have happened to you,
g0 I came back,” said Bob. *The sthers have gone on to
the cricket-ground. Lucky yeu dido’t break your neck!
You've been in the pond *”

“Yes," satd Wharton grimly.  *“ And T should be thero
now if a country kid hadn’t jumped in and pulled me out.”™

“Hold on! T've got
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“ My hat!”

“ Never mind. All's well that ends well,” .said Harry.
“7 shall have to get cleaned up in Lantham before I go
to the match; and buy a cap, too. 1 should like to eee
that kid again. He was a jolly good sort. But I suppose
I never shall.”

The captain of the Remove was far from guessing just
then how soon he was to sec his rescuer again, and under
what curious circumstances. He mounted his machine, and
the chums rode inté Lantham together, Wharton's muddy
appearance drawing many rude remarks from the youthful
inhabitants when they came into the town. But a quarter
of an hour later. they were on the county ground, and in
the keen excitement of watching Yorkshire bat, Harry
Wharton almost fergot about his perilous adventure.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Putting His Foot In It!
- SORT of cousin!" said Billy Bunter loftily.
H And a dozen juniors in the common-room replied,
wi‘t;h wonldcrful unanimity :
ats!"

That ancient and classic monosyllable showed what the
Remove fellows thought of Williain George Bunter's state-
ment. If Bunter had ever told the truth, the reply would
probably have been the same; but, as Vernon.Smith said,
there was no danger of Billy Bunter being misunderstood in
that way, for he never told lim truth,

Bunter blinked indignantly at the Removites., [He had
said so often that Sir Harry Beauclere was his cousin, or
a sort of cousin, that he was going to believe it himself,
and it was very exasperating that the other fellows wouldn't
believe it.

““Well, a sort of second cousin,” amended Bunter,

** Make it o hundredth cousin,” suggested Bolsover major.
“The further off you make the relationship, the nearer you
get to the facts, you know."

** Oh, really, Bolsover! This is how it is: My grandfather’s
cousin married the second cousin of the eighth baronet's
Bistar’s aunt——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ The Bunters are allied with most of the noble familics
in England,” said Billy loftily. *‘8ir Bunter de Bunter,
in the reign of King John—"

“ Oh, cheese it !" said Bolsover major rudely.

“Well, I'm going to ask Mr. Quelch to put my Cousin
Harry in No. 7 Study,” said Bunter firmly. “It's up to
me to look after him, as he's—""

“ Rich !'" said Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“As he's a new kid!" roared Bunter. * And as he's my
relation.  You fellows never would believe that I had any
titled relations—""

“We jolly well don't believe it now!" chuckled Tom
Brown.

“We'll see what the fellow says when he comes," remarked
Ogilvy. *“If he owns Bunter—"

“ He'd own anything if he owns Bunter !"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, T ean't help you fellows being jealous of my high
connections,” said Bunter, with a sniff; “ and I'm jolﬁv well
going to ask Quelchy to put him in my study, as he's my
near relation.”

And Bunter walked out cf the junior common-room, with
his fat little nose high in the air, and made his way to
Mr. Quelch's study. He left the juniors grinning. No one
believed in Bunter's high connections. He had claimed Lord
Moauleverér as a distant relation when that noble youth
first came to Greyfriars, but Lord Mauleverer had not
betrayed any knowledge of the connection.

The Remove fellows were considerably interested in the
mew junior, who was expeeted next day. Their information
on the subject was chiefly derived from Bunter, who had
obtained it in the way he generadly obtained information.

Harry Beauclere had been a distant relation of the late
baronet, with five or six lives between him and the title.
He was an orphan, and had been poor.  But the deaths of
his relations had brought him the title and wealth unex-
pectedly.  He had been neglected by his well-to-do relations,
and had been allowed to run wild to a large extent, being
brought up with his fester-brother on a farm near Lantham.

The Beauclere family solicitor was his guardian now, and
was sending him to Greyfrinra.  He did not want to come,
and had taken very unkindly to the coaching he had been
subjected to for the last three or four mwnths to prepare
him for the Greyfriars Remove.

All that, and more, Bunter had overheard in the tall
between the Head and Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove,  Those details, which were suppased to be known
to the masters alone, were now the comnion prop. rty of the
juniors.

“S8ome out-and-out bounder, 1 expect,” Bolsover major
remarked, with a smiff.
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“Yes, rather!" said Snoop. *‘If he's becn brought u
on a farm, the same as a farmer's boy, he won't be muc
good here.”

“Why not?" asked Mark Linley quietly.

Sidney James Snoop sneered.

*“ Oh, of course, you wouldn't see why not!" he remarked.
“ You were brought up in a giddy factory yourself. M
opinion is that these scholarships ought to be stuf}pﬁ‘z
They bring all kinds of out-and-outers to the school. I
dare say this blessed baronet will be just about your mark,
Lintey, from his upbringing. 1 shall be jolly careful how I
associate with him; I know that!™

“ More likely he'll be careful,” grinned Bolsover major.
“If he's got money, I know jolly well you'll be wiliing te
be his shadow, Snoopey.”

“ Money covers n multitude of sins,” said Skinner senten
tiously. “‘If a chap's got plenty of tin, it doesn’t matter
if his “h's' are missing."

“Oh, rot!" said Tom Brown. *“If his heart's in the
right place, it doesn’t matter if his aspirates are in the
wrong place. I know [ shall be decent to him. And I
don’t want his money, either.  And I fancy o rich baronet
won't be in want of friends anywhere, even if he talks like s
ccstermonger.”’

“ Bunter's taken to him already,” grinned Bulstrode.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter had gone directly to the Form-master's study.
It had occurred to the fat junior that someone might try
to forestall him in securing that rich prize, and therefore
there was no time to be fost. H& tapped at Mr. Quelch's
deor, and the Remove master called to him to come in.

The Owl of the Remove entered the study, and felt a
little uncomfortable as Mr. Quelch turned a sharp glance
upon him. Mr. Quelch's eyes were compared to gimlets
by the Remove fellows, and they looked very like gimlets to
Bunter now. They seemed to pierce him.

“Well, Bunter,” said the Remove-master, * what is it?"

“ Ahem! I want to ask a favour, sir. It's about the new
fellow."

Mr. Quelch started a little, and his eyes becamo more like
gimlets than ever.

“What new fallow?" he asked.

“8ir Harry Beauclere, sir. He's a relation of mine—a
connection b; marriage, sir."

* Indeed !

“Yes, sir. My grandmother married his uncle's second
cousin.’

Billy Bunter probably knew the proverb which tells us
that liars should have good memories. DBut that asset, so
necossary for a fellow like Bunter, he lucked. He never
could tell the same * whopper' twice in precisely the same
way.

“ Indeed !"" said Mr. Quelch again. )

“ Exactly, sir! So, as he’s my relation—a second cousin,
really, as my grandfather's uncle married his cousin’s aunt—
I should like to have him in my study, sir. As he's a.new
boy, and his education has been neglected, sir, I feel bound
to look after him a bit, and to—to take him under my wing,
as it were, sir."” i )

Mr. Quelch was silent, his expression growing grimmer
and grimmer.

“ He would like to be in my study, as he's my cousin, sir,"”
said Bunter feebly, scared by the Form-master's expression.
“ My grandfather, sir, marricd the tenth cousin of the ninth
baronaet—I mean, the ninth baronet of the tenth uncle—"

“ And how do you know that a new boy is coming to Grey-
friars at all, Bunter?”’ asked Mr. Quelch, in icy tones.

Billy Bunter's jaw dropped.

“ And how do you know his name is Beauclere, and that
his education has been neglected?” pursucd Mr. Quelch
mercilessly.

L1 I_I_ i

¢ Nothing has been said on the subject, so far as T am
aware, excepting by Dr. Locke to me, personally, in this
study. How do you know about the matter, Bunter?”

Bunter was dumb. Even the champion Ananias of Grey-
friars hadn’t an cxplanation ready for once.  He realised how
utterly he had given himself away. Ho did not reply—ho
could not ; but he backed away towards the door.  Mr. Quelch
raisedd his hand.

“ Stop!”

Bunter stopped.

“There is only one way in which'you conld have beeomn
possessed of the information, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch acidly.
“ You listened-+you played the cavesdropper, sir, at my door,
when Dr. Locke was here.”

* [—I—oh, no, sir!"" stuttered Bunter.

“ Don't tell me any more falschoods, Bunter! You listened

5
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at the door!” said Mr. Quelch, rising to his feet and picking
up a cane.

* I—1 swear I didn't, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“ Then how do you know about this bay Beauelere?”

“It—it—it was at the window, sir,” said Bunter [cebly.

“ You stupid boy! It comes to the same thing. You are
an cavesdropper, Bunter; and there are few things so mean
nx‘v:iw("sdrnppil;lg. Hold out your hand!”

“ Hold out your hand!" thundered Mr. Quelch; and Bunter
jumped, and held it out.

Swish !

" Yow-wow-wow !’

“ Don’t make that ridiculous noise, Bunter! Hold aut the
other hand—at once!”

Swish !

** Yarooooh !

“Now leave my study!” said Mr. Quelch. “ And if I
catch you acting in this mean and rascally manner again,
Buuter, 1 shall punish you more severely!”

Bunter groaned with anguish, and rolled out of the study.

He came back into the common-room with his fat hands
squeczed under his armpits, groaning dismally, A yell of
langhter grm}-'ml his dppearance,

. a |||

a, ha !

“ What did Quelchy say, Bunty?”’

“ Have you bagged the baronet?”

4 Ow!"” groaned Bunter. * Yow! Quelch is a beast!
Yow-ow! And I won't ask him to let me have my cousin—
ow !—in my study! I decline to ask favours of a man like
Quelch! Ow-yow!"”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Two Volces!

OB CHERRY. looked at his watch.,

“ Must clear off, 1 suppose,” he remarked. “ No
chance of secing the end of the Yorkshire inmings. We
haven't got too much time to get back before ealling-

over. . That blessed hill goes upwards, you kuow, going
back !

And the chums oéthc Greyfriars Remove reluctantly made
their way off the County Crickot Ground. Yorkshire were
atting, and going strong; but there was no arguing with
the fact that the juniors Elul to be in by dark, and they had
a long ride before them.

“ Well, the match won't finish to-day, anyway,” said Frank
Nn'g‘cnt. “We'll see the rest of it in the papers. Come
on!

They had put up the machines near the ericket-ground, at
a cycle-shop, where Wharton’s brake had been repaired, while
they watched the match. He found his machine ready for
him, and, having settled the bill, wheeled it out. The five
Juniors mounted, and rode out of Lantham.

They covered the ground at a good rate until they came
to the hill where Wharton's aceident had happencd.  There
they put on their lowest gears and rode slowly, till the hill
became too steep for »iding at all; and then they dismounted,
and walkea the mach.res up the road.

The sun was setting in the west in a blaze of crimson and
50[1]. On the slope of the hill the juniors paused to look

own over the woods stretched at their feet, as it were, with
mile on mile of green meadows beyond.

Harry Wharton gave a little start. On his left was the
stone wall bordering the road, whese his rescuer had been
sitting reading ** Virgil " when he came down the hill on his
runaway bike that afternoon. Suddenly, from the other side
of the stone wall, there came a voice. And Wharton reecog-
nised the voice. It was that of the sunburnt lad who had
plunged into the pond for him.

“1t's impossible! It's a mad idea! I'd do anvthin' for
you that I could, but wot's the good of askin’ that?"”

A more cultivated voice, in passionate tones, replied:

“You must! I tell you I want you to!”

“ But I tell you I should never be able to do it.
like you.”

“ You're more fitted for it than T am, kid,
that rot—* Virgil’ and the rest.
over some silly book! I hate it!’-

“ You oughtn't to ’'ate it. Arter wot's 'appened, you
ought to try to make up for lost time.”

“You ncedn’t tell me what 1 ought to do. Because I
treat you familiarly, as a friend, I don’t want you to start
preaching at me!

“1 didn't mean to.”

* That's enough. I tell you T won't go! Old Lazenby can
say or do what he likes, but I won't go!” The passionate
voice rose. “‘I'll clear off somewhere first! 1 tell you 1
won't stand it! T've always had my way, and I mean to
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I ain’t

You like all
You're always mugging

have it now! It's quite easy. Old Lazenby is ill, as it
haopens, and he's left it to Mr. Holt to send me there.
Well, I know he will agree.”

‘“'E won't 1"

“He will do anything T ask him. In fact, he has alrcady
agreed.”

*Oh! Not really?”

“1I've told him that if he doesn’t, I shall ask Lazenby not
to renew tho lease of his farm.”

“ You—you wouldn’t be ‘ard like that?”?

““ But I would, if I don’t have my way. Do you think I'm

oing to be under that old lawyer's thumb? T'll show him!

tell you it's quite casy! I've got all my outfit—everything
here—and while you're gone I shall be amusing myself my
own way. I have plenty of money now."”

“ You mean ‘orses and races?

““ Never mind what 1 mean. T suppose I can do as I
choose, without asking your permission?”

“ Of course you can; but—""

“1 tell you—"

Tho speakers were invisible to the juniors—the stone wall
was between—but the voices came clear and distinet in tho
still, evening air. Harry Wharton & Co. had no wish to play
the ecavesdropper, and as they heard the voices they ha
begun to wheel their machines up the steep road again; but
as they went they heard the voices still. But at this point
they passed out of hearing.

s vas jolly queer ! said Harry Wharton.

“1 couldn't sce those chaps who were talking,” said Bob
Cherry; “ but one of them I should take for a howling cad,
and I'd like to punch his head!”

“ He looks it, too, if he's the fellow T think,” said Harry.
“ The other one—the one who drops his ' h's,” is the chap
who_pulled me out of the pond.” 2

My hat!”

1 know his voice again,” said Harry. * He was a very
decent chap.  He was waiting for a fellow he called his
guv'nor, and a supercilious-looking blighter came along—
ust the kind of fellow who'd speak like that, from higdagk«.
ooks as if the kid was in some kind of trouble This
governor. I'd like to

.

unch the fellow’s head!”

“ Just what I felt like,”” said Johnny Bull. * That's the
effect his voice had on me. 1 wonder what he wants the kid
to do? Somecthing shady, I should imagine,”

The juniors could not help wondering a little.  Harry
Wharton, especially, was naturally interested in the lad who
had, perhaps. saved his life. That his governor warted him
to do something the lad was disinelined to do was endint,
and Harry felt a strong desire to punch the head of the young
governor. But it was, of course, impossible to think of
chipping in, in the affairs of complete strangers.  He did not
cxpect ever to see either of them again.

At the top of the hill the juniors remounted their machines
and rode on to Greyfriars. They reached the old sehool just
as the sun was disappearing behind the Black Pike, and
Gosling the porter was coming down to lock the gates. They
wheeled their machines in, grinning cheerfully at Gosling,
who would have been better pleased if he had had an oppor-
tunity of locking them out.

The juniors put up their bieyeles, and ealled in at Mrs,
Mimble's tuckshop for supplies for tea, They encountered
Billy Bunter in the Remove passage, looking the picture of
woe. He was squeezing his }ut hands under his arms, and
grnnmnf‘

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” greeted Bob Cherry.  * Somcbody
been giving you what you deserve, Bunter?”’

*Ow!" groaned Bunter. * It's Quelchy! He's jealous of
my having a baronct for a cousin, and he eaned me beeause
I asked him to have him put in my study! Ow!”

“Your cousin now, is he?" asked Bob. * T suppose by
the time he gets to Greyfriars he will be your long-lost
brother !

“Oh, really, Cherry—as my grandmother married the
second cousin of the tenth baronet’s unelo—""

“¥You are sure you don’t mean the tenth ecousin of the
second baronet’s butler?” asked Bob, in a thoughtful way.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, I'm going to get him into my study, somchow,”
said Bunter. 1 say, you fellows, if you're going to feed, I
haven't had tea yet J

“ And you're not going to!" said Bob cheerfully,

But Billy Bunter, forgetting his aches and pains, followed
them into No. 1 Study,

“ I'll tell you what, you chaps,” he said, as if struck by a
brilliant idea. ** My cousin Sir Harry is rolling in money,
and he will stand no end of feeds. T'Il make an arrangement
with you. TI'll feed with you every now and then, you know,
and then ask you in return to my cousin's feeds, Of course, T
shall insist upon his coming down pretty handsomely, T shall
tuke him in hand, you know, and see that he does the right
thing. You can depend upon his shelling out, You treat
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Harry Wharton sat up in bed, and glanced ld;ards_t_he- Ilﬁht. Sir "Arry fully dressed, was out of bcﬁ. He m;s

kneeling before his open box, evidently packing things into the bag by his side,

asked Wharton,

“What are you up to, "Arry?"
(See Chapter 16.)

me well, and I'll see that you have a whack in what's going.
See? Isitago?”

“Yes, it's & go; Wharton,
lifting his boot.

“ Oh, really, Wharton—""

“We're not looking out for a chance of joining an army
of spongers,” cxplained Wharton. * Thanks for the offer;
but it's not good enough. Now, I give you one second—""

The second was enough. Billy Bunter vanished.

you're going,” said Harry

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Sir "Arry!
HE next day it was known that Sir Harry Beauclerc was
coming to Greyfriars.
As he was coming into the Lower Fourth Form, a
good many of the Remove follows were naturally
interested.

Born tuft-hunters like Billy Bunter were impressed by the
mere circumstance that the expected new boy was the owner
of a title. Skinner and his friends were still more interested
by the fact that he was rich. And the information Bunter
had obtained concerning the boy baronet made many of the
juniors curious about him. They wondered whether he would
drop his s, and eat with his knife. Where he was coming
from, too, was a matter of interest,

Bunter, who had probably been at a keyhole once more, in
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spite of his recent caning—announced that the boy’s guardian
was ill, and would not be coming to Greyfriars with him.
The baronet would come over by himsolf from the farm.
house near Lantham where he had been living. He had
lived on Holt Farm for years, doing very much as he liked,
without any of the training that was now considered necessary
for him in his new position. So Billy Bunter declared—and
Harry Wharton and Co., when they heard that, were a little
startled. For they remembered that curious talk they had
heard on the hill the previous evening, on the way home
from Lantham. The stone wall by the Lantham Road was
the border of Holt Farm, they knew that. And Harry
Wharton wondered whether one of the two boys he had seen
might possibly be the young baronet who had been brought
up so roughly.

“ Probably he'll come in a motorcar,”” Billy Bunter
remarked. *‘ I wish Quelchy would tell us. I'd like to meet
him on the way, as he's my cousin.”

““ Not vour brother yet?" asked Bolsover major, in sur-
prise; and there was a laugh.

“We'll see what the giddy baronet says about Bunter's
relationship,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * We'll watch Bunter
fall on his neck—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Of course, it's barely possible that he may not have heard
of our relationship,” Billy Dunter remarked. ““ It was some
time back. You sce, it was my great-grandfather who
married the third cousin of the eighth baronet’s uncle
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*“That would make you his aunt, wouldn't it?"” asked
Skinner.

“ Oh, really, Skinner—"

Harry Wharton & Co. went down_to the nets after diroer,
but & good many of the juniors waited about in expectation
of the baronet’s arrival. Coker of the Fifth was also adorn-
ing the School House steps.  Coker had heard of the expected
baronet, and Coker's opinion was that the new kid would
probably t on side. In that case, it was evidently the
bounden duty of Coker of the Fifth to put him in his place,
and make him understand that, baronet or not, he was simply
and parely a blessed fag. Coker felt that it was up to him
to impress that upon the baronet's mind promptly, at once.
Bolsover major, the bully of the Remove, had similar inten-
tions. Quite a crowd of fellows were waiting for the baronet,
when the station hack from Friardale drove into the school

ateway, and a boy was spotted inside, in Etons and a silk

at.

* Here he is!" shoufed Skinner.

The hack drove right on to the School House, and stopped.
Billy Bunter rushed forward and opened the door.

A good-looking, well-built lad, with frank and honest blue
cyes, looked at him from the interior of the old hack.

 Sir Harry Beauclere 7 asked Bunter, taking off his cap.

“The new kid—ch?" called out Bolsover major.

** Yes,” said the stranger,

“ Lemme help you out, Sir Harry,’
out a fat hand.

* Thanks! I don’t want any ‘clp,” said the new boy.

There was a general grin as the * “elp ™ fell dpon the cars

said Bunter, reaching

of the gathered juniors. It was clear enough at the start
that the boy baronet's education had, indeed, becn
n(-'g‘lcctod.

he lad jumped lightly from the hack.

He was extremely well dressed, his Etons well cut, a light
and clegant overcoat hanging on his mim.  He paid the
driver, and the hack rolled away, and the new boy looked
about him, sceming a little timid under so many staring
eyes.

W You don't know me, Harry,” said Bunter.

The new boy looked at him.

# 1 don't remember you,” he said.

“I'm Bunter—William  George
yours,” Bunter explained.

The new boy started and coloured.

* A—a relation of mine!” he stammerced.

“ Yes; you're Harry Beauclere.”

* Yes,” said the new junior very slowly.
Beauclere.”

“ 8ir "Arry " murmured Bolsover major, with a chuckle.

“ 0w do you do, Sir "Arry 7" asked Bulstrode,

“'] ‘ope you are hall right?” said Coker of the Fifth
humorously. .

“ Har you quite well

Ogilvy.

o lfn, ha, ha!”

The new boy secmed
langhter. It was a little intimidating, to find himself sud-
denly in a crowd of well-dressed fellows, all of them staring
at him, and most of them laughing. The colour flushed more
deeply into his sunburnt checks.

“ Don’t you take any notice of them, Harry,” said Bunter
protectingly. I'll look after you. You can call me Cousin

illy.

"Y_1 didn’t know he—I—T mean, I—I didn’t know T had
a cousin ‘ere " the new boy stammered.
“No; perhaps you haven't heard of me,” said Bunter.
My grandfather—""
“ Oh, cheese it ! exclaimed Bolsover major.
“ My grandfather married your uncle’s aunt—"
*“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“ We're cousins—really second cousins,” explained Bunter,
taking the new boy's arm. ** You stick to me; I'll look after
you.

“Who are you?"
Bunter—a  relation  of

“T'm 'Biry

this 'ere arternoon?” inquired

comoewhat disconcerted by the

TI'm jolly glad to sce you here. I want you to share
my study with me.”

* You're very kind,” faltered the new boy.

Bunter was not a particularly dosirablo-fonking acquaint-
ance, perhaps; but the new boy was probably glad to find a
friend at all;.in the strange school. It was evidently a sur-
prise to him to discover a cousin at Greyfriars; but equally
evidently he was inclined to admit Bunter's preposterous
clann. at alone was a proof that he was ae green as grass,
in the juniors' opinion.

“ 80 you're the baronet, are you?" demanded Coker of the
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Fifth, planting himself before the new boy in a majestic
attitude.

“ Yes, plﬂaqe," faltered Sir Harry Beauclere.

. Well,” said Coker, wagging a big forefinger at the timid
junior, ““while you're here, you've got to understand that
vou're just a fag, and vou've not got to put on any side or
cheek. Do you savvy E

“ Yes, sir.”

. The "sir" quite mollified Coker, though it made the
juniors ;l;rm.

“ Well, that’s all right,” said Coker said graciously. ** You
remember that, and you'll get on all right.”

* Thank you, sir!"”

Coker gave him r|]uito a friendly nod, and walked away.
He confided to his chums, Potter and Greene, that the new
kid was quite civil, and knew his place, and was, in fact, quite
different from the rest of the cheeky Remove.

When the great man of the Fifth had departed, the juniors
cathered round the new boy. Some of them wanted to as
him questions, and some were Mclined to rag him.  Sir
"Arpy, as he was already named, seemed very nervous, and
was quite at their mercy. He did not know the ** ropes ™ in
the least, and was decidedly timid.

But before Bolsover major and his friends could begin the
ﬁomlo process of ragging, Trotter the page came out of the

ouse with a message from Mr. Quelch. The Remove-

master had scen the new boy’s arrival, from his study
window,
*t Mr. Quelch wants to sce you, sir,” said Trotter. * This

"

y.

“ 'l take you to him, Cousin Harry,” said Bunter.

“No, you won't,” said Skinner. *T'll take Beauclere in.
Don’t you believe that fat rotter, Beauclerc! He's not your
cousin at all.”

** Oh, really, Skinner—"

“ We'll all take him in,” grinned Bolsover major. “1
suppose you know it's a rule here, you new kid, that new
boys have to be carried into the Form-master's study : ol

“I1—1 didn't know—"

“ Well, you know now,” said Bolsover. Lend a hand,
you fellows.”

Bolsover and Skinner and Stott all grasped the new junior
together, swept him off his feet, and rushed him into the
house, and down the passage to the Form-master's study.

Billy Bunter rushed after them.

“ Look here, you let my cousin alone !" roarcd Bunter. “1I
won't have my cousin bullied! Put him down at ongg, jou
rotters ! ; LA

“ Pull his collar off and ruffie his hair, and shove him into
(iunlv'hy's study,” chuckled Bolsover. * It's ull right, Beau-

clere; new boys always have to go in like that.”
**Ha, ha, ha!”
“Let him alone!” bellowed Bunter. “If you rag my

consin, I'll call Mr. Quelch!”

Bunter's roar was quite audible in the Form-master’s study,
as Dunter intended it should be. The study door opened
suddenly, and Mr. Quelch looked out. Bolsover & Co.
halted suddenly, with the wriggling new boy in the air, in
their grasp, his arms and legs flying wildly. Mr. Quelch
looked at them grimly.

“Well?* he said, in acid tones.

“Oh!" gasped Bolsover.

The juniors let go Beauclere as if he had suddenly become
red-hot. Beauclere sprawled down, and throwing out his
arnis to save himself, he caught Bolsover round the neck,
and brought him with a crash to the floor. The bully of the
Remove roared as he bumped down. Beauclerc stoggered
dazedly to his feet.

“(ome into my study, Beauclere,” said Mr. Quelch kindly.

“ Yessir!” gasped the new junior.

Heo passed into the study, and Mr. Quelch regarded the
raggers sternly.

“VYou are aware, Bolsover, and you others, that I do not
approve of the custom of tormenting new boys,” he said.
“Each of you will take a hundred lines, and bring them to
me by teatime, Now go!”

And they went, very much disconcerted.

“ Ask Master Wharton to come here, Trotter,” said Mr.
quult'h. and he went into his study after the new boy, and
closed the door.

“ What does this mean?”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise!

ARRY WHARTON was at_the wickets when the page
came in =carch of him. The Remove cricketers were
practising. On the following Saturday afternoon there
was a fxture with Redclyfie School, and Wharton was

keeping his team hard at work at the nets.
*Master Wharton!” called out Trotter.
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" (-)-h‘ go and eat coke,” said Bob Cherry. “ Can't come
now.

“ Mr. Cfuvl(-h wants Master Wharton,"  said  Trotter.
“ Which the new boy has come, sir."”

“Oh, rats!" said Bob crossly. ** Wharton, you're wanted.
Give me the bat.”

“0Oh, blow!" suid Harry: and he handed the bat to Bob,
and followed Trotter off the field. * What does Quelchy—
I mean, Mr. Quelch—want me for, Trotter?”

“1 think it's about the new voung gentleman, sir,” said
Trotter. “He's in Mr. Queleh’s study with ‘im, Muster
Wharton,”

““So he's come. What is he like?”

“Looks a werry nice young gent,
grinning

Wharton understood the grin. The new junior was evi-
dently something a little out of the common. As Wharton
was captain of the Remove, it was probable that the Form-
master had something to say to him concerning the new boy,
and Wharton groaned inwardly at the prospect of being
called upon to act the part of dry-nurse towards some queer
new kid. However, he was good-natured, and in any case it
was not possible to refuse anything requested by his Form.
master. The requests of a Form-master are like the invita-
tions of Royalty, and amount to commands,

Wharton tapped at Mr. Qucleh’s door. He was, as a matter
of fact, Bﬂmn“‘ll-ll curions to see the new boy, though he felt
some dismay at the possibility of the *queer kid'" being
l!:quh-d upon him to take care of, and, above all, appre-

ensive that the fellow might be assigned to No. 1 Study.

“(Come in!"

sir,” said Trotter

ealled out the Remove master.

Wharton entered, A bhoy was standing at the Form-
master’s table, His back was towards Wharton, and the
Remove captain noticed that he was very sturdily-built.
Something i the lines of the athletic figure scemed some-
how familiar to him.

Mr. Queleh, who was sittiug at his table, gave Wharton a
genial nod.

“This is the new boy, Sir Harry Beauclere, Wharton," he
said. ** Beauclere, this is Wharton, the Head boy of your
Form!"

The new bov was turning, and he looked at Wharton.

Wharton held out his hand good-naturedly, Then, at tho
same moment, the two bovs uttered an exclamation.

“My hat! ejaculated Wharton, as his eves scanned the
good-lonking, sunburnt face before him. *“It's you!"

“Yon here, too!"" exclaimed the new boy.

Mr. Quelch looked astonished. The two boys shook hands
heartily.

“What is this?" asked the puzzled Form-master.  “ You
are not already acquainted with Beauclere, Wharton 7™

“Oh, yes, sir!" )
“Indeed, that is very curions. I understood that he had
“T had

no acquaintances al Grevfriars.”

“1 met him yesterday, «ir,” Wharton explained.

a =pill on my bike, on Lantham Hill, and pitched into the
pond. I should very likely have been drowned, only this
chap, Deaunclere, happened to be there, and he jumped in,
and fished me out.”

“Dear me '™ said Mr. Queleh,  ““ That is very enrious."”

“T didn’t know he was Beauelere, then," said Harry, “ He
didn't tell me his name. T never thought T should see him
again.  I'm jolly glad you've come to Greyfriars, Deauclere.”

“T'm_glad too, Master Wharton,” said the new junior.

Mr. Queleh smiled, evidently very pleased.

“1 am glad of this, Wharton,” he said. *“T sent for vou
to introduce the new boy, and to ask you to befriend him
a little. But that T need not ask now. Under the circum-
]:;tAunn-s, I am sure that you will do everything you can for

im.

“ Most certainly, sir,”" said Harry heartily.  “I'm not
likely to forget in a hurry what he dul for me yesterday.”

“That wasn't nothing, sir,”” said the new junior.

“Ahem " said Mr. Queleh.  ** Beanclere, you have several
things to learn here, as well as your lessons, and Wharton
will explain them to you better than I can. T am very
pleased, indeed, that vou are already friends. DBut you must
not call Wharton * Master Wharton,” or address any of thy
boys as sir. You call the masters sir, but not the boys. You
must remember that.”

“Yes, mir"”

“Your early tramning seems to have—ahem !—left some-
thing to be desired, considering the position you are now
called npon to (I said Mr. Queleh, conghing a little, ** But
von will soon fall inmto the wavs of the school, T am sure,
Wharton, as there are only two in No. 1 Study—yourself and
Nugent—I was thinking of placing the new boy there. T
tiust that this will be agrecable to you"

Whether it was agreeable to Wharton or not, there was
nothing for him to do but to assent.  Ever sinco Bunter had
been got rid of from No. 1 Study, Wharton and Nugent had
had it to themselves, and they had hoped to keep it to them-
selves. Dut, as a matter of fact, Wharton did not objoct to
this new addition.  He liked the new boy, and he was
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anxious to do anything he could for him. Tt was only toc
clear, at a glanee, that Beauclere was not quite fitted now
to holding his own among the Remove fellows, and in No.
1 Study it would he possible for Wharton to look after him
a hitle.

“Certainly, sir," said Wharton cordially. “1'd like to
have him in my study, sir, and 1 know Nugent will like it,
too, as soon as I tell him that this is the ebap who fished me
out of the pond yesterday."

“Yory goml, said Mr. Queleh. “You will, T am sure,
do evervthing von can to initiate Beauclere into the ways
of the school. His edueation has been somewhat neglected,
owing to certain unfortunate cireumstances, and though he
has Fmd the benefit of a tutor’s coaching now for somo
months, he has much to learn. If yvou can help him in any
way to take his proper place in the class—"

ST understand, sir.  We'll do our prep. together, and I'll
do everything T can.”

“ Thank you very much, Wharton.
said  Mr. Queleh majestically,  * You may go now.
with Wharton, Beauclere.”

And the two boys left the study together.

“I say, I'm jolly glad you've come here,” said Harry,
cordially, whon they were in the passage. “ Weo generally
chum up with fellows who are in the samo study, you know,
and I l]llink wo shall get on all right—what?"

“I'm sure I 'ope so, =ir,”" said Sir "Arry.

Wharton glanced at him curiously.  Tho boy's education
had been neglected, yet it was very curious that the neglect
should have been so very extreme. Surely it was very odd
that a lad who was even distantly connected with a rich and
titled family should have been brought up in such neglect.
Wharton wondered what position he had been in during s
carly years.

“You mustn't call me sir, Beauclere,” said Harry.

The boy coloured.

“I—T forgot " he stammered. Tt ain't easy to get out of
old 'abits, sir—I mean Wharton,”

“You used to live on Holt Farm?' Harry asked.

“Yos, 'cept when T was workin® in Lantham,” said the now
Junior.

“You worked in Lantham?” asked Harry.

“Yea, I—I—" Beanclere fMushed erimson, and (‘.ulg_'lk
himself up. * I—I'd rather not talk about that now, sir.
That's all over!"

“ Yos, of course it is,” said Harry. Come up and look st
the study. By the way, have you had dinner?”

“Yos, I 'ad it boforo I came. Shall I be going into the
class this afternoon?” asked Beauclere nervously.

“Yes, when the bell goes.”

“You—you wouldn't mind if T am with you?" asked
Boauelere diffidently.  “ I—I feel a bit scared.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That's all right. You'll soon get over that,'” he sl
comfortingly. “That's only because vou're new here. Bu®
vou shall sit next to me in the Remove, certainly. I'll fix
it with Nugent to have vou between us. Nugent's the chan
who shares No. 1 Study, yvou know. Here's our quartera.”

They had come up into the Remove passage while they
were talking, and Wharton opened the door of No. 1. Bean-
clere ll)l’}kl'lr round the study with great interest.

“ Looks comfy, don't it?”" he remarked.

“Yes, rather,” said Wharton, with some pride.  “TI's
really the best study in the Remove, excepting Lonld
Mauleverer's, Mauly's a millionaire, and he's fitted un like
a giddy sybarite, you know. DBut we're all right here. Hallo,
here's Nugent !

Frank Nugent eame into the study,

o glanced rather curionsly at the new boy, and his face
foll, as ho guessed what his presence in the study implied.

“ This is tho now kid Beauclere, Nugent,” said Wharton,
“ [1e's going to share the study with s

“ Oh, my hat!"* said Frank.

“ He's the ehap who pulled me out of tho pond yesterday,”
added Wharton,

“ By Jove, is he?" said Nugent, cordial at once. * Give us
your fist, young ‘un. Jolly glad to make your acquaintance,
and we'll make you welcome in the study.”

“I—I don’t want to make anybody uncomfortable 'ere,”
said the new junior, lushing.  ** If you don't want me "ere I—
I can go into another study.”

* Bt wo do want you," said Harry.

“Oh, yos!"" said Nugent, shakiag hands with him.
* Certainly. T didn't know you were the chap who fished
Wharton out, you see. I'm jolly glad to have you in tho
study, honest Injun. By the way, this isn't the first time I'va
hieard you speak. T scem to know your voice.  Why, of
conrse,  If this is the chap who fished you out of the pond,
Wharton, he's the chap \rﬁo was talking on the other side i;

1 am obliged to you."
Go

A Magnificent, Long, Complete S8chool Tale
» *'at Greyfriars. Order Early.
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tho wall on the Lantham road yesterday afternoon when we
came by.’

* Just so!" said Harry.

“ Well, I haven't met you before, but I've met your voice,”
said Nugent, laughing. “‘1 thought I knew it when you
began to speak.”

A strange troubled look came over the new boy's face.

** You—you 'eard me speaking?" he asked.

“ Yc’"l

* When was that?"

* Yesterday afternoon, as we came back from Lantham,”
Nugent explained, ‘‘ we were wheeling our bikes up the hill,
I.n?we stopped near the stone wall there to rest a minute,
and we heard you talking on the other side of the wall to
another chap. Why, what on earth’s the matter with you?®"”

e new boy’s face had gone deadly white. He staggered
back, and caught at the corner of the table with one hand to
support himseﬁ', his eyes fixed upon Nugent with a wild and
frightencd stare.

* You—you ‘eard me!"" he stammered.

* Are you ill?" exclaimed Wharton, springing towards the
new boy, fearing for the moment that he was about to faint.

The new junior gazed at him « moment, wildly, and then
;lnk into the study armchair, and covered his face with his

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Somewhat ‘Mysterlous!
UGENT and Wharton starcd blankly at the new junior.
They were utterly amazed.
t.hThc cause of Beauclerc's emotion was a mystery to
em.

" What on earth’s the matter?’ Nugent exclaimed, at last,
breaking the awkward silence, ' We didn't hear you say
anything that mattered;, so far as I remember. If you were
discussing secrets, we didn’t hear them.”

Harry Wharton's brows knitted a little. Back into his mind
came what he had heard. It was this boy, Beauclere, who had
been urged by the other to do something—something the
juniors_did not know the nature of. Tt was cvidently that
which Beauclere feared the juniors had overheard.

Nugent understood that, too, after a moment’s thought, and
he exchanged a very qucer look with Harry.

Wharton clapped the new junior on the shoulder.

*It's all right, Beauclere,” he said quictl_v. “1 can see now
there's some secret that you wero talking over with that chap,
whoever he was."

The new J’unior‘s hunds dropped from his face.
surprise and relicf in his look.
ing with some strange emotion,

Ee‘;’ou don't know who e was, that other chap, then?” he
asked.

** No; how should should we?"

** But iou said that you 'card—""

*“*We heard a few scntences, by accident,”” Wharton ex-
plained. ‘* But, of course, we didn’t listen to you. As soon
as we heard you talking we moved on, only as it was slow
wheeling the bikes uphill, we heard a few sentences.  That
was all. We hadn’t any intention of hearing anything, of
course."

Beauclere rose to his feet, the relief only too evident in his
troubled face.

** You didn't 'car it all, then?" he asked.

“We only heard that the other fellow was asking you to
do something, and you didn't scem to want to do it,” said
Harry.

‘“ But wot it was—"'

*“ We don't know anything about that.”

** Nothing at all,” said Nugent.

" I—I see. It—it's a sorter sceret,” stammered Beauclere.
“1 can't tell you—""

" We don’t want you to,” said Harry shortly.
inquisitive. And it's no business of ours.”

' But—but if you knowed you wouldn't care to be friends
with me, p'r'aps,” said Beauclere miscrably.

“ Oh, that's all right!” said Harry. * We know you're the
right sort. What we heard showvc{ us that the other fellow
was asking you to do something against your will. That's all.
I dare say it was something shady, and I hope you didn’t do
it, whatever it was."”

“ But s'pose 1 did?”

“Well, if you did, I hope it was nothing wrong,” said
Harry, very gravely. ' It would be rotten if you let that
fellow lead you into wrongdoing."

“"Tain't wrong,” said Beauclere. * T mean, it don’t do no
arm to nobody. Nobody's a penny the worse for it, and it

leased ’im. And '¢’s been my friend ever since we was
abies.”
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“We're not

Wharton looked puzzled.

“Well, if it's something that hasn’t done anybody any
harm it can't be very wrong,"” he said. ** It's jolly mysterious,
but I don't see why you should let it worry you, if nobody's
harmed by it."”

Beauclere brightened up,

“ That's "ow 1 looked at it,” he said, more cheerfully. “I
didn't like the idea, but he wanted it very much, m:n-]V there
was no 'arm."”

* Well, I suppose it's over now, so don't think anything
more about it}"’ said Wharton lightly. *If the chap's a
friend of yours I won't say anything against him, but I can't
help saying that you're just as well away from him. Are you
likely to see him here?”

“Ere!” exclaimed Beauclere,

‘* All the better then.”

1 say, you fellows!”
through his big spectacles.
my cousin here.”

* Your cousin be blowed!" growled Wharton.
your cousin any more than he's mine.”

*“ Oh, really, Wharton! Beauclere knows that he's my
cousin, don't you, Beauclerc?"’

** You—you told me 0,” said Beauclere hesitatingly.

“If you're Sir Harry Beauclere you're my cousin,” said
Bunter positively.

“ Well, I ain't denying it."”

“ You see,” said Bunter triumphantly, ** as a matter of fact
the Bunters and the Beauclercs have always been closcly
connected.”

** The Bunters always borrowed money of the Beaucleres—
what?" asked Nugent, with a sniff.

+*1 decline to answer a question like that, Nugent. I've
come here for my cousin. I want him to ask Quelchy to put
him in my study.”

“ Quelchy's put him in this study, and we're going to keep
lﬁim," :uid Harry Wharton, ]a.ugfvﬁng. " You're too late,

unty.

* What a rotten swindle!" exclaimed Bunter indignantly,
‘ As if a chap can't have his own relation in his study with
him. I say, Beanclere, of course you'll ask Quelchy to change
you into my study.”

The schoolboy baronet shook his head.

* 1'd rather stay 'ere,” he replied.

** Oh, really, Beauclere! 1'm going to pal on with you, and
look after youn, you know,” urged Bunter. * Besidessdim
got a lot of influence in the Remove, and T can be verz
uscful to you. Bolsover and the rest want to rag you. They're
awfully ratty about Quelchy giving them lines on your
account, I‘{l protect you.  What are you silly cuckoos
cackling at?”

** Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent. ‘T ean sce you protecting
anybody against Bolsover.. I don’t think."

“ If Bolsover tries any ragging with our new chum,” said
Wharton, * he'll get it where the chicken got the chopper.
You can buzz off, Bunter.”

“I'm jolly well not going to buzz off without my cousin,”
said Bunter. ‘'I say, Beauclere, you must be hungry after
your journcy. Come to the tuckshop with me. I want to
stand you a little feed as you're my cousin.”

“I—I don't mind,” said tho new
f]anring at Wharton and Nugent. ** Wil

've got lots of tin."”

* Bunter will see that that doesn’t last long,” eaid Harry,
laughing. *‘It's all right, kid; we'll see you later. 1'll look
for you when it's time for lessons.”

“You come with me,” said Bunter, linking arms with the
new boy, and marching him almost by force out of the study.
“T1'll look after you.”

When Bunter and  Beauclere were gone Wharton and
Nugent looked hard at one another.

* Jolly queer customer,” said Nugent. * But 1 like him."”

“ 71 like him,” said Harry, ** and I owe him a good deal, too.
But he is queer. That fellow he was talking to i his friend,
it seems, so we can't run him down. DBut I'm glad Beauclere
is parted from him. The fellow's a raseal, T know that, You
remember what the kid said, something about horscs and
races.  That's the kind of amusement that other fellow has.
Pretty sort of rotter, I must say. Beauclere is jolly lucky to
be away from him, T think.”

“It's jolly odd,” saic Nugent, very thoughtfully, ** that
other fl-lf()\l’ was speaking to him as if he were the superior of
the two, the master, in fact. He was speaking to Beauelere
as if Beauclere were his servant.  Ttut T suppose he must havo
known that the kid was a baronet.”

“TIt is odd!" admitted Wharton, wrinkling his browa.
“ He was talking to him in a bullying way—and I remember
the kid referred to him—I suppose it was the same chap—as
his guv'nor. How could he be his guv'nor when the kid's a
rich baronet?"

* Impossible I"

Billy Bunter

cred into the study
“* Ah!

1 thought I should find

** He's not

hesitatingly,
you fellows come?
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| With his arms and legs wildly flying In the air, the schoolboy baronet was rushed out of the house, and pltched |

bodily into the car,

(See Chapter 14.)

“ Perhaps he's worked for him some time; ho scems to
have been brought up very queerly.”

Wharton's brow cleared; he thought he understood.

“ That's it!" he exclaimed. ** The kid told mo he's worked
on the farm, and also worked in Lantham. That other young
blighter was the fellow he worked for—as a personal servant,
perhaps. And if he’s been in the habit of serving him, and
obeying him, I suppose it would be hard for him to get out
of old habits, when he became a baronet all of a sudden.
It's caddish of the other chap to take advantage of it,
though. I suppose that's it. The kid was never expected
to succeed to the property, and he seems to have been utterly
neglected by his relations—brought up by the farmer man,
and sont out to work as a kid. Rather hard lines for a bud-
ding baronet. Still, he's a good sort—I know that. And
I'm glad to have him in the study.”

“ Same here!" said Nugent heartily.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter had piloted Sir 'Arry into the
school shop. )

“ Order what you like!" said Bunter, in a lordly manner.
 Mrs. Mimble, this is Sir Harry Beauclere, my cousin, a
new kid here. Pile in, Beauelere!™

“Well, I'n rather a bit peckish!” said Peauclere, and he
helped himself.

Bunter was careful to make Beauclere give the orders—
but DBunter disposed of the lion's share of the good things
ordered.  After a quarter of an hour of ecstatic enjoyment
for Bunter, a bell rang.

* Hallo, there goes classes!" growled Buaater, slipping from
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the high stool at the counter. * We shall have to cut off.
I'll put some of these tarts and nuts in my pocket, and soma
toffee, too. I often get hungry in class—we don't get nearly
enough to eat here!”

The fat junior ran his hands through his pockets and
assumed a look of surprise.

My hat! I've left my money in my study !" he exclaimed.
*“ No time to fetch it now—we shall bo late for classes.
suppose vou don't mind settling for this, Beauclere—I'"ll settlo
with yvou later?"

‘* Right you are!” eaid Beauclere good-naturedly.

Heo threw a sovereign on the counter, and received three
shillings change—Billy Bunter had ** done ™ himself remark-
ably well, and the bill was extensive. The Owl of the
Remove took Beauclere's arm affcctionately as they left the
tuckshop.

* By the way, old chap,” said Bunter, * I'm,expecting a
Eostni‘-nrd(-r for a pound this evening. I suppose it would

e all the same to you if you handed me the pound now, and
I gave you the postal-order when it comes?"

** Just as you like," said Beauclere.

Billy Bunter's fat fingers closed like a vice upon a sover-
cign. He could searcely believe in his good luck. He
regretted immediately that he had not made it two pounds.
But before he could begin again, Harry Wharton bore down
upon them. He was looking for Beauclere.

“ Classes " said Harry. * Come on!
“I'm looking after my cousin, Wharion,"

belligerently.

said Bunter

A Magnificent, Long, Compiate School Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriarc. Order Early.
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“ Rnu !"

Wharton playfully tapped Bunter on the chest, and the Owl
of the Remove sat down suddenly on the ground, aud by
the time he had recovercd his breath sufficiently to rise,
Wharton and the new Loy had disappeared into the School
House,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Straight from the Shoulder!
IR ITARRY BEAUCLERC—or **Sir "Arry,” as all the
S Remove fellows called him—took his place in the Form,
sitting between Wharton and Nugent.  Helsover major
g:wc‘inim a dark look when he came in with the chums
of the Remove. Bolsover major had a hundred lines to
do, in consequence of his little joke on the new boy upon
his arrival at Greyfviars, and he was feeling extvemely irri-
tated towards both Besuclere and the Removemaster. The
Remove-master, of course, could not be made to feel the,
bully’s resentment—but with Beauclerc it was diffcrent. Bal-
sover major intended to miuke him ‘_' sit up ™' at the very
first opportunity. Beauclere lad certainly not been to blatne
in any way, but that did not matter to Bolsover. e had
the imposition to do, and he meunt to make soinebody smart
for it. And the somebody was to be the new boy.

Bolsover mujor bottlad vp his wrath duving the afternoosn,
from neccessity; but it grew all the stronger from hottling.
His temper was bad, and he was inattentive and as imperti-
nent as he dared to be to Mr. Queleh durving lessons, with
the result that he was caned hefore the afternoon was out,
He put it all down to the new boy's aecount, and he resolved
not to lose sight of him when lessous were over. The Remove
wore dismissed at last, and Beauclere came out with the
Famous Five. Wharton lad presented him to the other
members of the Co., and they had taken the baronet into
their honourable company with great cordiality. The little
sivcumstance that he wide free with his aspirates did not
worry them in the least.

In the Form-room pes<ige, after Mr. Queleh was gone,
Bolsover strode up to the group of jumivrs, as they were
chatting togethor. .8

“T've got a bone to puck with you, my ippin " said the
bully of the Remove, dropping lns hand heavily uprn Beau-
clere’s shoulder. )

Beauelere turned and faced him,

“Wot's the matter?” he asked. - '

“Take your paw off the kid's shoulder,”” said Bub Cherry
pleasantly.  * Beauclere is a pal of ours, and he's not going
to be buﬁiod!" * =i )

< I'Il please myself plmui that !" said }iolso\"olr, scowling.

“ Your mistake " said Bob cheerfully. ** You'll pleese mo.
Fake your paw off I"

** Go and eat coke!"”

* You won't?" . ' )

“ No, 1 won't!" said Dolsover, tightening his grasp.

Bob Cherry reached out, and knocked the bully’s arn
apward. Bolcover uttered a cry of pain, and his grip had to
relax.

“ Now keep your paws to yourseli 1 saud Bob.  * If you
want to use them badly, you can come into the gy, and put
the gloves on them: P your man!”

Bolsover clenelud his hands furiously, .

80 that kid is going to hide beland ven, s hel I;_n
evcered. Well, Ul earch him some tine when he hasn't
ot Lis nurses with lim !

" Beauelere lashed. : S

“1 don't see as “ow you've got any quareel with me!” he
M B
s"‘lDon'I. vou! Then T'Il explain as "ow T ‘ave!™ ‘:m‘-n-d
Bolsover. 1 fave a quarrel with you because you “ave
got me an impesition, and 'm gong to give you a iding,

)

L You'll get one yourself if you dow’t cloar off " said
Wharton angrilv.  * What a heastly buliy you are, Bolwover !
Why can’t you fet the kid alone .

“Recause 1 don't choose ™ y

“0ld on ! said Beanclere quietly, T don’t want to “ide
pehind anybody, I that clap is lookin' for reouble, T try
to 'andle “im ! )

Polsover burst into a scoffing laugh. e could lick any-
hedy in the Remeve or the Fourth—even Wharton and Bob
Cherry and Jolnny Bull, great fighting men as they were,
had 11'}011{\' to do to stand up to Percy Bolsover. The new
Liav-was an athletic fellow, and he looked very muscular, and
he was certainly in very fit condition.  Bur the bully of the
Remove had not the slightest doubt that he weuld be able
to make short work of him. :

“Well, you can try to ‘andle me”" giinned Bolsover.
“ Come on, I'll give vou a chance! You rotters get out
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of the way, it's no business of yours if the kid wants to
tandle me, as he ealls it !

" You're makim' fun of me ‘eause I don't speak same as
you do,” said Beauclere. ** If you ’ad been brought up the

same way, you wouldn’t speak no better!"

* But I wasn't!"” jeered Bolsover. ** You may be a giddy
baronet, but I should say you've been brought up in a
slum 1" :

* Don't be a cad,” said Wharton, ** and let him alone

“Mind your own business!” enapped Bolsover. * Didn’t
you hear the kid say he'd handle me—I1 mean andle me.
Ha, ha, ha!"

* If you laugh at me agin, T'll "andle you fast énough,” suid
the new junior, a gleam coming into his eyves. ** You're
bigger'n e, but I ain't afeared of you. [I've ‘andled a
tramp wot came looking for trouble on the farm, and he was
bigger than you!"

“Well, come on!” said Bolsover.
aside?  You hear what he savs,”

The Famous Five reluctantly stood out of the way. They
could not defend Beauclere g his own wish, of course—
but they looked on very uncasily. They had little doubt
that the bully of the Remove would knock Lim about with-
-{\ut merey, and they weant to chip in before lie could go tuo
ar.

* 1 say, you fellows, don’t let that beast bully my cousin !”
excluimed  Billy Bunter, rolling up breathlessly.  ** Look
heve, Bolsover—yow-ow !

Bolsover pushed the Owl of the Remove roughly aside, and
Bunter collapsed against the wall. Then the burly Remavite
rushed at Beauelere. The latter put up his hands—a little
clumsily. He did not seem to know much about the rules of
boxing—but he stood as fivin as a rock upon his feet, and his
cves were very steady,  [le had plenty of pluck, that was
certam.

** That's for your nose!" grinned Bolsover, and he let-ont
a heavy drive, that would have swept the new boy off his
feot if 1t had reached the mark.

But Beauclere side-stepped quickly, and Bolsover's heavy
fist swept past his car, an:d the Remove bully rushed on
nnuble to stop himself.  And he ruslied right upon Beau-
cleve’< fist, which came out like a hammer an his nose. That
tervific: blow stopped Bolsover’s rush very suddenly, and
]rrnl.lg]lt a spurt of red from his d:mmgl d mnose. Bolsover
staggered, and Beauclere's left lashed out, and caught himi!
r{i” the ehin, and the burly Removite crashed down on the

onr,

* Groat Seott!” ejaculated Bolb Cherry.  ** That kid doesn’t
want protecting !

* Ha, ha, i

“ Begad " chimed in Lord Mauleverer, who was a con-

isenr of boxing, * Begad! That kid would make a pug
i e dearned to shape a little- more neatly, Plenty of becf
beliind that drive, begad "

* Looks like it!" chuckled Johnny Bull,
woke up the wrong passenger this time !

* Ha, ha. ha !

Bolsover sat up on the fleor, holding his nose with one
hand, and his chin with the other. The Remove gathered
vound, roaring with laughter. Even Bobover's own friends
were not sorry to see the bully of the Form knocked out for
onee,

o

“Will you fellows get

“ Bolsover has

“ Groooh-hooh " mumbled Bolsover,

*Get up and have some more!” grinned Ogilvy.
haven't had half cnough yet, Tolsover, old man!
him !

* Groo-hooh !

" Ha. ha, ha!”

Rolsover major scrambled to his feet.  He was badly hurt,
amd he was furions. e made a wild rush at Beauclere, who
was waiting for him quictly, with very watchful eyes. Twice
the bully’s fists came home on Beauclere’s face. ‘with heavy
blows that must have hurt considerably; but Beauclere
harvdly flinched from them. Ile was evidently tough. And
in return he let out right and left, and Bolsover rolled on
the Hoor, gasping.

* Come on!” grinned Tob Cherry, slipping his arm through
Beauciere’s, ** We must have some pinger-pop after that,
Balsover doesn't want any more,”

Bolsover didn’t!  Ile had undoubtedly awakened the wrong
passenger, us Johnny Bull put it. He <at on the floor, hold-
me his handkerchief to his nose, staring dazedly after tho
new junior, as the latter walked away with the Famous Five,

Oh, erumbs ! gasped Bolsover, more amazed than hurt—
thoneh he was very much hurt,  * Oh, great Scott! Oh!”

* Go after him, and give him some more!” chuckled
Skinner.

* 1a, ha, ha!"

DBut Bolsover major did not zo after the new boy.

“You
Go for

Gug-gug!

He

111
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went away to the nearest bath-room to bathe his nose. And
the chums of the Remove, in the tuckshop, celebrated the
unexpected and surprising victory with unlimited ginger-pop.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Drops His Relation!

IR 'ARRY, of Greyfriars, during his first few days at
S the school, was regarded by the Romove follows as a
decidedly ““queer fish™”; but he was very well liked
in tho Form. The fellows who had expected him to
put on “side” on account of the baronctey had to admit
that there was nothing of that kind about him., Indeed, as
Vernon-Smith remarked, * side "' would not have suited well
with his plentiful lack of aspirates. He did not, as it were,

make a convincing baronet. %

That his education had been neglected was well known;
but the juniors could not help wondering at the extent to
which it had evidently been neglected.  But he was by nature
a simple and unaffected fellow; kind and obliging almost to
a fault, and yet with plenty of courage to stand up for him-
sclf when anyone attempted to take advantage of him, as
he had shown in the encounter with Bolsover major. That
encounter became quite famous in the school, and it caused
some fellows who had intended to rag the baronet to consider
tho matter more carefully,

Bolsover was a mighty man of his hands—and there were
fellows in the Fifth Forin who made it g point to be civil to
him—and yet the n>w kid had knocked him out quite easily,
with no further damage to himself than a swollen nose.

Some of Bolsover's friends urged him to try it over again,
assuring him that he would lick the baronet quite easily; but
it is to be fearcd that what they were really looking forward
to was a licking for Bolsover himself. Perhaps Bolsover
guessed as much; at all events, he did not take their kindly
advice,

He declared that, not being a hog, he knew when he had
had enough; and when Skinner and  Snoop  ventured to
whisper the word ** funk,” Bolsover gave Skinner his right,
apd Snoop his left, and as they sat down with startling
suddenness, he invited them to rise and repeat their remarks.
They declined, and the subject was dropped.

The curious thing was lfllll Bolsover, instead of vowing
vengeance, as the fellows expected, scemed to respect the
new kid for his prowess, and was quite decent to him
after his first day at Greyfriars.

Sir "Arry—nobody called him anything but * Sir "Arry "—
made himself quite at home in No. 1 Study, in spite of
Bunter's ecfforts to steal him away. Sir "Arry declined to
listen to the voice of the charmer.  What surprised the
juniors was that he did not deny Billy Bunter's relation-
ship. By this time Bunter firmly believed in it himself, and
some of tho Removites admirted that it looked as if Bunter
had been telling the truth for once, by some extraordinary
acoident. For surely the baronet ought to know whether
Bunter was related to him or not.

Whether the relationship was real or imaginary, Billy
Bunter made a very-good thing out of it for some days. His

ryphal postal-order was cashed several times over by the
obliging new boy before he began to understand Bl.q’lt(‘l’ a
littlo better. The Owl of the Remove had * looted™ him
to the extent of four or five pounds by the time Sir "Arry
put his foot down.  But when his foot was once put down, it
came down very firmly. On Saturday afternoon, Sir 'Arry
wulked down to the ericket-ground to see Harry Wharton
Co. play Redclyffe, and Billy Bunter joined him, slipping a
fat arm affectionately through the baronet's.

“ Going to watch the match, Beauvclerc?” he asked.

* Yes," said Beauclere shortly, Ho did not like Bunter,
and he liked him less the more he suw of him; but he was
too good-naturcd to repel the advances of the fat junior.

* Right-ho, I'll come with you!" said Bunter. ™ * You'd
sce mo playing in the Form team, you know, il everybody
had his rights. But Wharton doesn’t like to put in a better
player than himself. It's a case of jealousy.”

**Oh, rot!” said Sir 'Arry.

Bunter coughed. ’

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ said Bob Cherry, greeting the
baronet with a hearty slap on the shoulder that made him

. “Come to watch thé match, what?”
" Yes," said Sir 'Arry. T wish I could play. But I
ain't never 'ad a chance of playing much, 'cept someotimes
a littlo bit on the green at Lantham. Later on, p'r'aps.”

*Stick to practice. and you'll improve,” said Bob., * If
you shape anything like a ericketer, Wharton will give you a
chance in the Form team. Ile's always looking out for a
chance to improve it."

‘ Oh, really, Cherry, you know how he could improve it
jolly well ' said Bunter. “ There's a jolly good bat he could
put in to-day, if he liked."

" You mean Bolsover?" said Bob thoughtfully  “ Well,
Bolsover isn’t a bad bat, but he's chiclly a slogger, and a
bat has to do somothing clse besides slog sometimes.'
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“ You know jolly well T don't mean Bolsover!"” growled
Bunter.

** Russell, then?

“ Blow Russell!
Bunter warmly.

“You!" Bob Cherry looked at him eritically. ** Lots of
things tho matter with you, Bunty. You're fat—you'ro over-
fed—you're lazy—you're stupid—you're n beastly slacker—
you're a sponge—you're a—-"

“You'll never get to the end,” said Nugent, laughing
“Come on. We're waiting for vou, Bob.”

** Right-ho !

Bob nodded to Beauclere, and joined the cricketers. Grey-
friars were going out to bat, and the Iyfie toam went
into the field. Sir "Arry stood outside the pavilion to watch
them. Bunter watched the first over, and then turned away
from the cricket with a yawn.

" Warm this afternoon, Beauclere,” he remarked.

“ Yes,” said Sir 'Arry absently.  Tho hoy baronct was
cvidently keen on the great game of crcket, and he was
watching Wharton deal with the Redclyffe bowling with all
his eyes.

“*Thirsty 7" asked Bunter.

*“Eh? No."

* Well, T am,” said Bunter.. ** I should like some ginger-
pop.”

“Run away and get some, then."

* Won't you coma with me?”’

““No. T want to watch the cricket.
bit by watchin® them battin’,” said  Sir
Wharton it the ball beautiful?”

* You should see mo bat!” said Bunter, without glancing
at the field. ** This is nothing to it. By the way, Beauclere,
if you won't come to the tuckshop, would you mind cashing
a !mslnl-(mlm' for me?"”

*0h, don't bother!" said Beauclere.

“I've got a postal-order coming this evening,” Bunter
explained.  *It’s for ten shillings, 'if you could hand me the
ten bob now——""

; Sir "Arry turned upon him, and looked him dircetly in the
ace.

* Look 'ere,” he said, * I've cashed five or six postal-
orders for you already,  They ain't come—leastways, you
‘aven't 'anded them to me. This one wot's coming this
evening, you owe me that now."

* No, that's—ahem !—a different one,” Bunter explained.
l\" Well, I'll cash it for you as soon as it comes,” said Siz
LATTY.

o girs. Mimblo would do that,” said Bunter, with a sniff.
*“T want you to oblige mo by cashing it in advance. I should
think you might oblige your own cousin.”

“You ain't my cousin.”

** Look here, Brau, make it five bob!"

*“1I can’t give you any moro money,” said Beauclere de-
cidedly. ** You've 'ad too much from” me already.”

“ You're rich!” growled Bunter. ** You've got lots af
tin.""

*“T only 'ad ten pounds when I came 'ere,” said Sir "Arrv.
“I know that's a lot of monecy, but you've "ad 'arf of it.
I've paid my cricket club subscription, and some other things,
anl f‘ain‘t got much left.”

Bunter stared at him.

** But you can get all you want, can't vou?"* he demanded.

**No, I can't.””

* What rot!" said Bunter warmly. * Why, I've read about
it in the paper—about the title and money coming to you
unrxpecmﬁ'_\l-. You'll have twenty thousand a year when
you'ro of ago."”

Sir "Arry was silent.

* It stands to reason your guardian will give vou all the

ocket-money you want. You've only got to write to the

wyor man."”

I ain’t goin’ to write to 'im."

“ Now, look here, kid,” said Bunter persnasively, “Tt's
up to you to oblige your own relation, yvou know. Blood's
thicker than water. You know very well rou can have as
much money as you want. You've only got to ask for it.”

I ain't going to ask for it. I was gmiven ten quids, and
that was quite enough; and you wouldn't ‘ave 'ad so much,
if I'd known that you woulldu"l pay me."

“Of course, I'm going to pay you!" said Bunter, with a
great deal of dignity. ““I hope you don't think I should
take money from you as a gift, although you are my relation.
I should utterly. refuse to do anything of the sort.” I merely

uire a loan” a loan, to be repaid when—when my postal-
rder comes.”

“Well, you ain't getting it from me," said Sir 'Arry
positively.

“Now, look here—""

Well, Russell's a reserve—""
What's the matter with me?” demand-d

1 can learn a good
"Arry. " Don’t

A Magnificent, Long, Complete S8chool Tale
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“*'Nuff said. I ain't "anding out any more money !" said
the baronet decisively. * And don’t you jaw now; I want
to watch this "ere game.”

Bunter gave him a bitter look. The horn of plenty had
suddenly run dry. Bunter had looked upon 8:ir "Arry as a
kind of milch cow, and this refusal took him quite by sur-
prise, and made him very angry. And the determined ex-
ﬁ;essi_au uﬁon the baronet's face showed that he meant what

said. Bunter would dearly have liked to plant a fat fist
full upon the handsome, sunburnt face, but the remembrance
of what had happened to Bolsover major deterred him from
that.

“You won't lend me five bob?" he exclaimed savagely.

" No, 1 won't!”

“After all I've done for you, you ungrateful cad!” ex-
claimed Bunter,

“1 don't see as "ow you've done anything for me, 'ecept
borrow my money,” said Sir 'Arcy quictly, ** And don't
call me names, please. 1 don’t like it.”

“I've taken you up, and palled on with you,” said Bunter,
“and that's something, I can tell you. It isn't every fellow
who'd have taken up a relation like you. The way you talk

would disgrace a slum school. I haven't allowed it to make
any difference to me till now; but really, now—-"

‘“Now you can't git any more cash it makes a difference—
eh 7* said Sic 'Arry, with a curl of the lip.

‘“Now you choose to act as you weroe brought up, like a
low cad, I must reconsider the matter !"* said f!untrr loftily.
‘A rank outsider like you, pretending to be rich, when it
turns out that you've really got no moncy—— Ow! Who's
that? Leggo my ear, Bob Cherry, you beast !”

“It isn’t Bob Cherry,” said Bolsover major, as he coms
pressed the fat junior's ear between finger and thumb.
‘“What are you slanging Beauclere for? Has he stopped
letting you sponge on him "’

“Ow, ow, ow! Leggo!"

“Oh, I don’t mind! Let him run on!” said Sir "Arry
scornfully. *“The fat beast isn't worth licking. Oniy, don’t
speak to me any more, Bunter.”

“Ow!" Bunter jerked his car away at last, and blinked
furiously at Bolsover major. * You- you rotter! It's no
good your making up to Beauclerc; he's got no money.
Yarooop !”

Bunter flew from Bolsover’s heavy boot, and departed
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The new boy leaned out of the hack, * Sir Harry Beauclerc ? " asked Billy Bunter, taking off his cap. ‘'Yes,”

sald the stranger.
don't want any 'elp!”

from the vicinity of the cricket pavilion in a great hurry,
and did not return. He confided afterwards to everyone who
would listen to him that he felt bound to drop that fellow
Beauclere. He was really too, too utterly outside for any-
thing. But Sir "Arry did not scem to suffer any pangs over
being dropped by Bunter, 1le seemed to like it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Guy'nor!

bad ALLO, lLalio, hallo! Herc's a
H Ponsonby lhis giddy monocle!”
Cherry.

The Famous Five and their new chum, Sir "Arry,
were sauntering up the towing-path beside the bright,
rippling Sark. It was a few days after the Redelyffe cricket
match, which the Greyfriars Remove had won with several
wickets to spare. It was Wednesday afternoon now, a half-
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chanee to give
exclaimed DBob

Billy Bunter reached out a fat hand, Intending to help the
There was a general grin as the “'elp” fell upon the ears of the gathered juniors.
(Sec Chapter 5.)

aronet out, * Thanks, but I

lioliday, and as there was no maich on the chums 8f the
Remove had put in a couple of hours at practice with
Sir "Arry.

The new junior was keen on ericket, and the Co. were only
too willing to help him on. After the practice they
sauntered away down the Sark in the golden summer sun-
light, with their straw hats on the backs of their heads,

chatting cheerfully about ericket, rowing, and kindred sub-
jects. They were passing a riverside inn when Bob Cherry
caught sight of Ponsonby of Higheliffe, and remembered tho

fumous eyeglass, which he still had in his pocket.

Harry Wharton's lip curled as he glanced towards the
Highcliffe fellows. They were inside the building. A largo
window looking on the river, on the ground floor, was wido
open, and «the juniors could sce into the billiard-room,
Ponsonby was at the table with a cue, taking a shot, and
Gadsby and Vavasour were looking on and smoking
cigarettes
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Ponsonby's partner in the game was a good-looking;- some-
what elegant lad, with a petulant, supercilious expression
upon his face—an oxpression that Harry Wharton remem-
bered before he recalled the features. It was the boy he had
seen on the Lantham road, and whom his rescuer had alluded
to as “the guv’'nor.”

The Greyfriars jumors stopped, and looked into the
billiard-room. Ponsonby made his shot, and there was a
click of the meeting bnlfs.

‘““Brought it off, by gad!” said Ponsonby's partner. “I
didn't think you would do it. You must have played this
game a lot, Ponsonby."

Ponsonby smiled. He prided himself upon being one of
the “bloods.”” The young rascals of Higheliffe School re-
gfal"ided themselves as ““ dogs,”" and indecdg the most doggish
of dogs.

Doggishness, according to the ideas of Ponsonby & Co.,
consisted in playing billiards, betting on horses, gambling
with cards, smoking Cigarettes, and mixing whisky with their
ginger-beer. And they were very doggish indcc& And the
youth whom Sir 'Arry had called the “guv'nor’ was evi-
dently one of their kidney, and quite at home with them in
their manners and customs.

“ How many's that, Vav?" asked Ponsonby.

* Forty-six,”’ said Vavasour. “You'll go out on this
break, Pon, absolutely."” *

“It's a quid on the game, I think?"’ said Ponsonby. A
quid, Beau?"

*Yes,” said the other, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“What the dooce does it matter to me? You won't go out
this break. I'll double it if you like.”

“Done !" :

* Two quid, then," said Gadsby. * Beau, old man, you're
a sportsman! Pon will rook you this time, though.”

‘I don't care!"

“Oh, I'll give Beau his revenge!" said Ponsonby, with

uito the air of an old man of the world. *‘I'm a sportsman.

¢'ll have another fifty #fter this—double or quits!”

“TIf you win," said the other, “I'm game.”

“You are game,” said Vavasour admiringly; ‘‘you are,
absolutely. By gad, you know, I wish you'd come to High-
cliffe, you know! You're just one of our sort. You make
your people send you to Higheliffe, and we'll let you into
our study—eh, Pon 1"’

“What-ho ! said Ponsonby.

He made his shot, and the red rolled into one pocket, and
Ponsonby’s ball into another.

“That's six, and game,” said Vavasour.
quids, my infant !"

The loser threw a couple of sovereigns carclessly on the
green cloth.” Ponsonby grinned with satisfaction as he
alip¥d them inta his waistcoat Fockct. )

“The silly asses!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in viter disgust.
“Ponsonby, you champion chump, here's your giddy
monocle. Catch!"

The Highcliffians had been too engrossed in the game to
seg the group of Greyfriars fellows outside the window.
They looked round in surprise as Bob Cherry spoke. Sir
'Arry had been a little bebind the others, and now he came
up, and as he glanced in at the window he gave a start.

“The guv'nor!"” he ejaculated.

“ He's not your guv'nor now,"” said Nugent.

Sir 'Arry flushed crimson as the boy inside the billiard-
room glanced out at him, and laughed. e whispered some-
thing to his companions, and all the Highcliffians burst into
a laugh. Ponsonby extracted an eyeglass from his waistcoat
pocket—a new one, apparently—jammed it into his eye, an
regarded Sir 'Arry as he migl)n't have regarded some strange,
wild animal at the Zoo.

“8n that's the merchant 7" he exclaimed.

"Yﬂ."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Where does the cackle come in, you silly chumps?” de-
manded Bob Cherry, puzzled. ““ What are you cackling at
Beauclere for?"

“ Beauclere! Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Highelifians roared again, and their companion
joined in. Sir 'Arry's face was quite crimson, and his cye-
Ii.ds were moist, as if he could hardly keep back tears. Pon-
spnby took the eyeglass from his eye, and as he did so Bob

erry tossed the monocle he had captured into the room,
and the two oyeglasses came together with a click. Bob's
aim was good. It was a “cannon,” and the two monocles
foll to the floor in fragments.

“Right on the wicket, by Jove!" exclaimed Johnny Bull.

Ponsonby uttered an exclamation of rage, and the Grey-
friars fellows laughed in their turn.

“You rotten cad !"" shouted Ponsonby.
come out and lick you!”

_“Come on!” said Bob cheerily. “We'll find two pins, if
that's all that's stopping you."
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

_*“Oh, let them go!" said Vavasour loftily. * They're not
worth taking notice of, absolutely. These are—aw !—the
manners of &reyfrinrn. where they let in all sorts of scholar-
ship bounders—and other bounders, too. He, he, he!"”

‘“Oh, come on!"" said Bob. “I'm fed up with their cackle.
A pretty row you silly fools would get into if ono of your
masters s mtm{ you here. Come on, kids!"

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on, but Sir 'Arry paused
after a fev, paces.

“You fellers go on,” he said.
the guv'nor."

Bob caught him by the arm.

“You come on with us, you young duffer!” he exclaimed.
“That place is out of bounds, and you can’t go into it.
There'd be a row if you were spotted there.”

“I'll only speak to him through the winder,” said Sir
‘Arry. “Lemme go! I--I must speak to 'im. I can't sce
'im going on in that way without saying a word. Lemmo
go!"”

“Well, don’t go in,”" said Bob, releasing the new junior
reluctantly.

“Orlright; T won't go in.””

Sir "Arry hurried back towards the open window of the
billiard-room, and the Greyfriars juniors resumed their walk
more slowly. Sir "Arry looked in at the window. Ponsonby
and the guv'nor were already resuming their game.

“T say, sir!" called out Sir "Arry softly.

“ Hallo ! Here's that fellow again!' said Ponsouby.
“ Do you want to speak to him, Beau?"

“No: I don't!”

“ Jest come to the winder a minute, sir,” said Sir "Arry
pleadingly. **I won't keep you 'ere more than a minute.”’

T%‘lc youth made an angry gesture, but he came to the
window. He regarded Sir "Arry with a frown of annoyance.

“ Well, what is it "' he demanded abruptly.

“Tt ain't right for you to go on like this 'ere, sir!" said
Sir "Arry, in a low voice. “ Noj; don't be ratty with me.
It ain't, straight! You wouldn't be able to if you was at
Greyfriars !

“One jolly good reason why I won't go to Greyfriars!”
growled the other.

“ But I say, sir, [-—""

“Don't preach to me, please !

1 am't goin' to preach to you, sir,” said Sir "Arry sadlv.
“But it ain't right, and you know it! When I agreed to do
wot you want ~

“You made a dashed fuss about it, didn't you?" sneored
the other. “ Well, perhaps I'll let you off sooner than you
expected. I mayn't want you to keep it up.”

ir 'Arry started.

“Guv'nor! It's too late now !

“Too late! What do you mean?”

“T—I can't back out now !" said Sir "Arry, with a scared
look. **Wot am I to say? Wot will they think of me?
I've made friends there. 1 can't! It can't be done now !"

“You fool! Did you think it would last for ever?™

“1—I took your word, sir—""

“Nonsense ! It was to last exaotly as long as it suited
me, that's all. But don't be alarmed; it's aell right at
present. Let me see, I must see you and talk to you. I'll
meet you one day next week, and talk it over. 1 want to
arrange to go to Higheliffe, and if I can manage it, of
course—""

“Them young fellers know your name, sir?"

“OF course they do!™

“ And—and they know—

“The whole bizney 7 Yes. Don’t be afraid; they'll keep
it dark, to oblige me, until I choose for it to come out.”

“It ain't playing it fair, guv'nor! Tt ain't fair to me!"

“What rot! Look here, I can’t tell how my arrangements
may go—it may come to nothing——""

“1 'ope it won't !’

“Thanks! Dut I shall know next week, and I'll see you
_nm!htell you. Let me see—say next Monday. Come out one
night *

“We ain't allowed out arter dark, sir.”

“Bosh! We don't want to be seen meeting by daylight.
unless the whole show is to be given away, and it may not
suit my book yet,” said the other irritably. “Come out on
Monday night, say, at ten o'clock, and meet me at the stile
near Groyfriars.”

“DBut I—I can’t!"

“Don't let me hurry you, Beau!" said Ponsonby airily.
“PBut I'm waiting !"

:: };n} coming | Ten o'clock, Monday night, kid!"

u

The guv'nor did not wait to listen, o turned from the
window and walked back to the billiard-table. Sir "Arry
gazed at him for a few moments, in silence, and then slowly
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moved from the window and rejoined his chune, who were at
some distance down the towing path by this time.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not ask any questions. But a
sort of constraint seemed to have fallen upon the hitherto
merry party.  Sir 'Arey was silent; he did not speak a word
during the remainder of the walk, and the moody expression
upon his face showed thut he was plunged into the deepest
and blackest depression. The Co. cut the walk short, and
they returned in silence to Greyliriars,

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Sir 'Arry!
‘Y JARRY WIIARTON was in a troubled and thoughtful
mood that evening.
The meeting with the Higheliffe fellows and their
companions was in his mind, and he could not help
wondering.

He liked his new study-mate. Sir "Arry was a fellow
whom it was impossible to help liking. But—a strange and
chilling doubt was creeping into Wharton’s mind.

What was the mystery that scemed to be surrounding the
schoolboy baronet ?

Who was that fellow whom the Higheliians had addressed
as *‘ Beau,” and whom Sir "Arry called his governor?

Why was the fellow called Beau? Was it a nickname?
e was an elogant, dandified sort of fellow, certainly, who
might have been given such a nickname. DBut it was more
yrobable that it was & friendly abbreviation of Beauclere.
Vas Sir "Arry’s “guv'nor” a fellow of the same name as
himself—a relation, perhaps? It was not likely, and yet, if
that was not it, what was the explanation?

And Sir "Arry's peculiar attachment to him, and evident
respect for him—what did that mean?

1f he had once served him in a humble eapacity, that
would account for it to a eertain extent, but not wholly.

And besides, however poorly the boy had been brought up,
was it likely that even a poor connection of the rich Beau-
cleres would be sent out by his foster-father as.a personal
servant, to earn a petty wage?

1t seemed incredible.

There was much in the matter that was perplexing, and
Wharton remembered, too, Sir "Arry's alarm on his first
mecting with Nugent, when Nugent had carclessly referred
to the talk the juniors had heard on Lantham IIill, his
dread—for it was evidently dicad—that the juniors had
heard more.

What did it all mean?

There was some strango mystery about the schoolboy
baronet, and Wharton could not help thinking that it was
something that would not bear the light. Sir "Arry was
keeping a secret, and that secret was one that he could not
venture to tell, even to the fellows who had become his
chums.

Wharton felt utterly * rotten,” as he would have deseribed
it, at this fecling of dist-ust towards a fellow he was friendly
with, and who !ilm.l, perhaps, saved his life. But he could
not help it--it was there, and it was the curious circum-
stances surrounding the boy baronet that eaused it.

‘He could not help a certain constraint creeping into his
manner when he was with Sir "Arry again.

But Sir 'Arry was so preoccupied that he did not seem
to notice it. Sir "Arry had been always cheery, and even
merry—bright and careless as any of the juniors.  But since
his meeting with the Higheliffe fellows and the ** guv'nor,”
he was silent, thoughtful, and depressed. At tea in tho
study after that walk he hardly spoke a word, and the next
morning he was still only too clearly suffering from a
specially severe attack of the ** blue devils.”

All the Remove fellows noticed it—it did not even escape
the short-sighted eyes of Billy Bunter. Bunter attributed it
to the fact that he had * dropped ™ his relation, and assumed
a manner of lofty patronage towards him. But Sir "Arry
did not even notice the existencg of the Owl of the Remove,

At the end of morning lessons Mr, quulrh addressed the
schoolboy baronet before-he dismissed the class.

“You will be exeused from lessons this afternoon,
Beauelere,” he said.

*Yos, sir,” said Sir "Arry, in surprise.

“Your guardian is coming to see you,” Mr. Quelch
ox]\]:lill(‘l‘. .

Sir "Arry, who had risen from his form to follow the juniors
out. stood rooted to the floor. e looked blankly av Mr.
Quelch. . .

“ My—my guardian, sir!” he stammered.

My, Queleh nodded kindly.

“Yos, Beauclere. I am’ glad to say that Mr. Lazenby is
very much better. and is able to travel. He is leaving
England for his health, but h¢ wizhes to see you here before
he poes, so he is coming to Grexfriars on his way to
Southampton. He will be here at three o'clock, and will
have to leave again, I understand, at four, to catch the
express for Southampton. You will be sure to be here when
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he comes. Perhaps you would like to mect him at the
station 1"

“Yes, sir,” stammered Sir "Arry.

“The train reaches Courtficld Station at half-past two,”
<aid the Remove-master. ** You are free for the afternoon,
Beauclere.”

* Thank you, sir!"

Sir 'Arry followed the Remove out, walking like a fellow
in a dream. The deep trouble in his face drew many eyes
upon him. Bob Cherry took his arm affectionately.

“What's the row, kid?”" he asked, as they went down the
Form-room passage. ** You look as if all the trouble of the
giddy universe had dropped on you all of a sudden. Is there
anything the matter?”

e “Yes,7 groaned Sir "Arry.

* Anything a pal can do to help 1"

Sir "Arry shook his head.

“You can't 'elp me,” he said, * You—you wouldn't
understand,  It's all right! I—I shall manage some’ow !
*Bob looked at him curiously.

“You don't want to sce this lawyer chap?”’ he asked.
*Is that it?"

Sir "Arry did not reply.

“1 think T understand,” said Dob.

Sir "Arry stared at him quickly, almost wildly.
* You—yon understand *"' he stammered.,

“1 think s0," =aid Bob cheerily. "] suppose he's some
Lothering old jehnny—what?  He's going to give you giddy
lectures, and worry you, and you've got a bad hour to go
through, is that it?"”

“ Something like that,” said Sir "Arry, looking relieved.

“ Well, buck up, and make up your wind to it,” said Bob
encomvagingly, *The old johuny's leaving England, it
soems, and he's only got one hour to go for you. You can
stand that. Then you'll be clear of hin for a long time.
However bothering hie is, one hour of it won’t hurt you, even
if he jaws you all the time."”

Sir "Arry grinned faintly.

“ It ain't exactly that,” he said.
“1 with T could come with
station,” said flab. But 1 don’t suppese

Quelchy would let me off

* Oh, no!” exclaimed Sir *Arry hastily. “ That's all
vight. I'd zather go alone, I—T think it would be better.”

© SQure?” said Bob. 1 could ask Quelchy. He's very
decent, you know—he might give me leave——"

* No: I—I think Mr. Lazenby would rather see me alone.”

“ Right-ho!" said Bob  * Buck up, and make up your
mind to it, kid."”

1 will!"" said Sir "Arry.

He left Bob as soon as he could, and walked away under
the elms. He ovidently wanted to be alone; and Bob, a little
puzzled, let him go. "But Billy Bunter had his eye on Sir
"Arry, and he joined him under the trees.  Sir "Arvy did not
notice him till’ Bunter caught him by the sleeve. Then he
looked down angrily and impatiently, and shook off the fat
hand of the Owl of the Remove,

* Let me alone!” he muttered.

1 say, you know, I know what's the matter with you,”
<aid Bunter, blinking at him. **It's all right, Beauclere—I
don't bear malice.” .

“ What do you mean?"

“ Look here, 1 know cxactly what's the matter.”

* You are lyin"."” . )

Bunter was a little taken aback. It certainly did not seem,
from his curt rcpl}'. that Sir "Arry was ;carning to renew his
acquaintance wrth his ** relation.” jut the Owl of the
Remove was not easily rebuffed. :

“T'm not a chap to bear malice,”” said Bunter kindly, de-
termined to take no notice of the schoolboy baronet's
decidedly discouraging manner, * You were rotten to me
the other day; but blood’s thicker than water. After all,
we're cousins, Beauclere. You're going to meet your
guardian. 1 suppose he will stand you something handsome—
what? Youre bound to get a pretty good tip, 1 should
think,”

“ You fat fool!” X

“ Ahem! If vou like I'll come with you. T'll ask Mr.
Quelch to let me ofl for an hour or so, and we'll go
together,"” .

“1 don't want you."

“ Ahem! Now, be pally, old chap!™

“ Look here,” said Sir "Arry, ** I'm not going to get any
moncy from Mr. Lazenby. And if I did get any, 1 wouldn’t
give you a single stiver, U nderstand that?"

Bunter blinked at him, and read angry determination in his
face. Evidently his diagnosis of the case had been mistaken—
Sir "Arry was not longing for his friendship. Bunter's little
round eyes glittered spitefully behind his spectacles, i
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“You rotter! Do you think T want your beastly money?”
he exclaimed. **On sccond thoughts, I don’t think I should
care to bo seen with you—a rotien, low, rank outsider—
Yowp!"

Smack!

Sir "Arry's open hand emote Dunter full on his fat face,
and Bunter staggered back against a tree-trunk, with a howl.
The schoolboy-baronet walked away, leaving Bunter gasping,
and crimson with wrath. Sir "Arry had been nosiceable for
his good-nature and his patience, but both scemed to have
failed him now.

*Oh, the rotter!” gasped DBunter, rubbing his cheek

ruefully, ** The low beast! I've a jolly good mind to go
after him and wipe up the ground with him! Yow! But I
won't soil my hands on such a low cad! Grooh! 1 sh

decline to have anything more to do with him whatever
s

When the Removites went into the Form-room that after-
noon, Sir 'Arry did not go with them. The juniors had seen
him start in the direction of Courtfield—apparently to meet
his guardian at the station. And the chums of the Remove
had noted how gloomy and despondent he looked, and they
could not help wondering why he should look forward to that
meceting with the lawyer \\'ilﬁ' so much dread and disquiet.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Missing!

R. QUELCH was buay with his class about three o'clock
that afternoon, when there was a tap at the Form-
room door, and Trotter, the page, looked in. Mr.
Quelch glanced round irritably. He did not like

being intorrupted during lessons. With the Remove fellows
it was different; they felt quite grateful to Trotter.

Through the open doorway they could sco an old gentleman
standing in the passage. He was a little, old man, in a
black frock-coat, with a grey beard and whiskers, and gold-
rimmed glasses, over which he pecred in a eort of owlish
way. Evidently a visitor for eomeone in the Remove—and
the juniors guessed that it was Mr. Lazenby, the guardian
of Sir Harry Beauclere.

“Well, what is it, Trotter?”" asked Mr. Quelch eharply.

“1f you please, sir, a gentleman to see Master Beauclere—
Mr. Lazenby, sir.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

Ho stepped to the doorway and bowed to the little, old
gentleman.

“ Mr. Lazenby?" he asked.

“Yes. I presume that I can sce my ward?" asked the
lawyer. I wrote to Dr. Locke on the subject, and as I have
little time to spare——"

“Quite so. But "

“1 am sorry to interrupt a lcszon, sir; but under the
circumstances I am sure you will excuse——" ,

** Certainly, certainly! But Beauclere is not here,” said
Mr. Quelch.” * Did he not meet you at the station?"

‘ At the station? No!"

“He was given leave from lessons this afternoon, on
account of your visit, Mr. Lazenby,” the Remove-master
expliined. ** He went to Courtficld to meet your train at the
station. You came by the two-thirty, as stated in your letter,
I presume?”

** Cortainly."

“ Beauclere had ample time to reach the station. It is
very odd indeed that you should have missed him,"” eaid
Mr. Quelch, with a puzzled frown. ** He has not come back,
g0 1 supposo he is waiting at the station for you still. How-
ever, ho will soon return, I presume.”

“This is very annoying. I must leave at four o'clock—
the oxpress loaves Courtfield at four-thirty,” said Mr.
Lazenby. * As I am leaving England for some considerable
time, I particularly wish to see my ward."”

“] quito understand. But there is no reason why you
ghould not see him. He is certain to come directly back when
he finds that he has missed vou."”

Tho old solicitor frowned and bit his lip.

“1 am not so sure of that,” he said. ** He is a very head-
strong and wilful boy, and he was very much averse to
coming to this school. I cannot help suspecting that he has
missed me intentionally."”

Mr. Queleh look~d astonished. The dialogue was audible
to all the fellows in the Form-room. and they were exchang-
ing glances. Some of them were grinning-—regarding it as
quite a *“lark "' for Sir 'Arry to play that little trick on his
guardian. That he could have missed the old gentleman by
aceident was unbelievable.

“ Surely you aro mistaken, sir!” Mr. Quelch exclaimed.
*The boy would never play such a disrespectful prank.”

“1 have never found him respectful, at all events,”
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grumbled Mr. Lazenby. *° A most wilful and headstrong boy
—very, very difficult indeed to deal with.  But you have
probably discovered that for yourself., I understand that you
are his Form-master."

“I am certainly his Form-master,” said Mr. Quelch. * But
I have not discovered the traits in his character you speak of.
So far from being headstrong or wilful, I have found him one
of the best boys in my class—always respectful, always
ol;-rlim]'t, very hard-working, and very kind and attentive to
others,

‘“ Are you serious?”’ the old gentleman exclaimed.

“ Most decidedly 1 am serious!”” said Mr. Quelch tartly.

“I beg your pardon. But you astound me. If what you
tell me i1s correct—excuse me, of course it is correct—but it
is very astonishing. It proves that my judgment was right
in sending him to Greyfriars; for it is a most amazing change
for the better in his character. I should certainly never have
recognised my ward by your description of him. You have
found him a satisfactory pupil?”

* Entirely satisfactory.”

“ And never disrespectful—I may say, insolent or over-
bearing 7" .

“ Never on a single occasion.”

“ Well, well, I must say I am very glad to hear it!"” said
Mr. Lazenby, evidently still greatly astonished. “It is
indeed good news. I have had very great fears for the boy's
future, on account of those faults in his character 1 have
mentioned.  Such a change is very gratifying indeed, and
I congratulato myself, sir, for having sent him here.”

Mr. Quelch bowed. He was a little flattered. If Sir Harry
Beauclere had been as Mr. Lazenby described, undoubtedly
Greyfriars had exercised an extremely beneficial influence
upon him.

“ However, I must see him,” said Mr. Lazenby. ‘1 was,
unfortunately, unable to come here with him in the first
slace; but it is important for me to see him before I leave
}Sngland. And my time is short—"

I will send someone to Courtficld to look for him if you
desire it,"”" suggested Mr. Queleh.  * One of the boys would
willingly go; it would not take long on his bicycle.”

“You are very kind. I accept vour offer gladly."

“Very well”” Mr. Quelch turned round to the Form.
* Wharton!"

Harry Wharton rose at once.

“ Will you cycle down to Courtficld and look for Beauclere
at the station and bring him back as quickly as possible?”
said Mr. Quelch.

* Certainly, sir!” X

Harry Wharton quitted the Form-room at once and hurried
round to the bike-shed. Mr. Lazenby was shown into tho
library to wait for his ward, and the Remove resumed their
lessons.

Harry Wharton wheeled his machine out of the_school
gates, and rode away to Courtfield very cheerfully. He was
not sorry to have a spin on that sunny afternoon, instead of
grinding in the Fosm-room. But he was not at all sure that
he would find Beauclere at the station. If the junior had
been waiting there for the train, it was almost impossible
that he could have missed his guardian by accident.
Besides, he must know that the train had come in, so why
did he not return to the school, to find his guardian there?

It scemed only too clear to Wharton that Sir "Arry had
intentionally missed Mr, Lazenby. Why, was a mystery he
could not fathom. Sir 'Arry had evidently dreaded the
meeting, and he had avoided it; but his motive it was impos-
sible to guess.

The ride to Courtfield did not take long. Harry Wharton
jum off his machine outside the station, and hurried in.
He looked on the various platforms, and round about the
station, but there was no sign of Sir "Arry. He inquired of
several porters, but none of them remembered seeing a junior
waiting about. It was pretty clear that Sir "Arry had not
been there at all.

At all events, it was certain that he was not there now.
Wharton remounted his machine, and rode back to Grey-
friars. His search for Sir 'Arry had taken some little time,
and, though he rode fast, it was a quarter to four by tho
time he reached the school again.

He found Mr. Lazenby pacing up and down outside the
School House, in a state of visible impatience and annoyanee.
The old gentleman was thinking of s train.

“Hasn't he como back, sic?’ Wharton asked, as he came
up, a little breathlessly.

“No! Did you not find him at the station?”

‘* No, sir.”

Mr. Lazenby uttered an exclamation of annoyance.

“Bless my soul! This is most provoking! He cannot ba
waiting for the next train, cven, as you say he is not at the
station. The young rascal! This is a picee of impertinence

—dcliberate impertinence ! I cannot wait for him !™
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Mr. Lazenby hurried into the house, and Wharton wheeled
his machine away. He could not help thinking that there
was something more than impertinence in it.  Sir."Arry must
have had & good reason for playing such a trick. When
Wharton came back to the Form-room, he found Mr. Lazenby
talking to the Remove-master in the passage. )

’ “It is most provoking!” the old gentleman was saying.

I am convinced that this is a 'piecu of mtentional imperti-
nence towards me, Mr. Quelch!

“1 must admit that it looks like it, sir,”” said the Remove-
master, who was frowning. “1 cannot understand it. It
is not like Beauclerc—as I know him!"

“It is very like him—as I know him!" smplpcd Mr.
Lazenby. *I fear he has deecived you as to his character,
sir, t all events, I trust that he will be punished for
this act of deliberate disrespect towards his geardian!”

* Undoubtedly—unless he ecan give me some very satis-
factory explanation,” said the Remove-master, setting his lips.
** Unless he can explain his conduct to my satisfaction, I shall
certainly cane him most severely !

1 must go now,” said Mr. Lazenby, looking at his watch.
“T cannot lose my train, It is very provoking indced!”

And the little old gentleman hurried away fussily to his
waiting cab, and drove away from the school. Mr. Quelch
returned to the Remove, with his brows contracted in anger.
After giving the old solicitor such an excellent character of
his ward, it was very provoking to Mr. Quelch, too, for Beau-
clere to act in such a manner.

“There's a high old time in store for poor old "Arry when
he comes in,” Bob Cherry murmured to Wharton,  ** What
on carth did the young ass do it for”

“May have been an accident, somchow, Bob,”

* No jolly fear!™

Sir "Arry did not return before lessons were over.  The
Remove were dismissed, and they streamed out of the Form-
room, most of them wondecring what had become of Sir "Arry,
who did not return in time for tea in the study, either.
Wharton and Nugent waited for him some time, and then
Il;lsd their tea, very uneasy in their minds about their new
chum.

They were beginning to think that some accident must
have happened to him, as dusk descended upon Greyfriars;
but just as Gosling was going down to the gates to lock
up, the missing junior came in.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing to Say!

IR 'ARRY looked tired, and a little dusty, as he came
S in.  Gosling gave him a grim look.
** Only jest in time, Master Beauclere,” he said, hold-
ing up the big iron key. ** You'd "ave been locked out
in another two minutes!  Which you're to go to Mr. Quelch’s
study ot once! And wot I says is this "ere—"

“ All right,” said Sir "Arry.

He walked away towards the School House, and Gosling
snorted and locked the gates. In the house, Sir "Arry's
chums were waiting for him.

“Here he is!"” exclaimed Nugent, in great relief.  **’Arry,
you ass, I was beginning to think you'd been run over, or
something! Where have you been?”

“I've been out.”

“We know you've been out,” said Wharton. * Didn't
you g.og? Courtlicld Station to mect your guardian, 'Arry "

“Well, you must be a duffer!” exclaimed Johnny Bull,
“That's what Quelchy let you off lessons for!”

1 know. He's been here?” asked Sir 'Arry.

“Your guardian? Yes. He cleared off at four o'clock;
he r:nluldu'l miss the Southampton express,  But you knew
that "

“Yes, T knew it,” said Sir "Arry quictly.

* You did it on purpose ' said Bob.

“ Y"s'!|

“Well, you are an awful ass!  Quelchy is frightfully
ratty!  You're to go in and see him abont it!"

“Yes, 1 know,” said Sir "Arry dully.  *1 ain’t afraid of a
licking 1"

And he walked away to the Remove-master’s study.  The
juniors remained silent and cieasy.  Not a single word of
explanation had  Sir "Arc. proffered of his extraordinary
conduct.  And the chums of the Remove, though they were
not inquisitive, could not help fecling hurt at his want of
confilence.

They had chumied with him, they had taken him into
thy seleet cirele of the ' Co,"” and surely he might have
been expected not te keep socvets from them in this way.

Sir 'Arry tapped at the Formemaster's door, and entered.
Me. Quelch fixed his eyes upon him in a wiy that would
have made any junior feel uncomfortable, and Sir 'Arry’s
glence dropped shamefacedly,

“8o you have returncd ' said Mr. Quelch [,'l'illhl}'.
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* Yessir.”

“1 gave you your freedom from lessons this afternoon in
order that you might see your guardian, Beauclere,”

** Yessir.!

“You appear to have missed meeting Mr. Lazenby with
deliberate intention.  However, 1 am prepared to hear any
explanation you have to make. 1 should be very sorry
indeed to think that 1 have been mistaken in you, Beau-
clere,” said Mr. Queleh, more kindly.  **I cannot think of
any accident that may have prevented you from meeting your
guardian.  But I should be glad to hear of any explanation
of your extraordinary conduct; 1 do not wish to think you
dehiberately disrespectful and insolent!”

Sir "Arry's face was erimson.

** It ain’t that, sir,” he stammered.

“Well, well, what bxplanation have you to make?”

“T—I ain't got nothing to say, sir."”

“What!”  Mr. Quelch’s brow was like thunder.
have no explanation—no excuse to offer, Beauelere?”

*“No, sir.”

“You admit that you deliberately failed to meet yout
guardian, although he came here specially to sce you, and
had informed you that he could not stay more than an hour
at the school 7’

“Yes, sir.”

* Beauclere, you amaze me!  You understand, of course,
that you will be severaly punished for this conduct, and that
it changes very much the good opinion I had of yout”

1 s'pose so, sir.”” said Sir *Arry miserably. *I—I didn't
want to meet Mr, Lazenby, sic.  That's "ow it was, and that’s
all T can say !

1 had just given Mr, Lazenby an execllent account of you,
Beauelere.  You followed it up by acting in this ouluq:oua
munner.  Did you not consider, boy, the position you placed
me in—me, your Form-master?”’

“1I'm very sorry, sir.”

“But you must have had some motive, Beauclere,” said
Mr. Queleh, more puzzled than angry, though he was very
angry indeed.  ** You cannot have acted i this manuer
without a motive of some sort, I presume?”

Sir "Arry was silent.

** Have you nothing to say, Beauclere?”

“ Nothing, sir."”

Mr. Queleh rose to his feet, and selected a eanc.

“Very well,” he said coldly. *1 am disappointed in you,

“You

Beauclere. 1 have cvidently formed a wrong opinion of you
—1I may say, you have deceived me. Hold out your hand,
sir!”

And there and then Mr. Quelch administered a caning such
as he seldom inflicted upon a junior. He was justly angry,
and Sir "Arry felt the l':::l.l weight of his anger.

The boy endured the caning quictly, withont a sound
coming from his lips, though they had turned very white.
Mr. Queleh gave him six strokes, cach of them what the
juniors would have called a * twister.,”  Then he laid down
the cane.

“*You may go!" he said.

Sir "Arcy turned towards the door.
turnced bnr{z.

“Mr. Queleh, 1—I"—he stammered—*I—I'm sorry that
T've made you think bad of me—I'm very sorry indeed. 1
don't mind the canin'; but—but T 'ope you don’t think, sir,
as 'ow 1 would be checky to you, sir.  That 'urts me moro
than the lickin', arter the way you 'ave been kind to me!”

The Remove-master was touched, in spite of himself.

* 1 am still willing to hear yon, Beanclere, if you can give
even the slightest excuse of your conduet,” he said.

“1—I can't do that, sir!"

“Then I can only think that you have been deliberately
imp[crliumt to both vour guardian and mysclf. Leave my
study !

And the junior went ont without a word.

He stood in the passage, after he had closed the door,
struggling hard to keep back his tears. It was not the eaning,
sovere as it had been, that brought the tears to his cyes
But they would come, in spite of ﬁim, and they blinded him
as he went down the passage. A good many fellows looked
at him, and Snoop burst into a cackle.

* Blubbing, by gum! Blessed if he isn’t blubbing "

“Shut up, vou cad!” growled Bolsover major, giving
Siduey James Snoop a shove that sent him reeling, ** Hold
your {wnally tongue ! <

Sir 'Arry lovked neither to the right or left as he went up
to his study, He did not even see the juniors. e found
Study No. 1 untenanted, and Wharton and Nugent left him
to himsclf there. It was half an hour later, when they eame
in to do their preparation, and they found Sir "Arry already
at work then, with auspiciously-rod rims to his eyes,

*Got it pretty bad 7" asked Nugent.

He hesitated, and
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Sir "Arry nodded.

“Tt wasn't that!" he said, in a low voice, “T can stand
a lickin'. Dut—but I don't like Mr. Queleh to think bad
of me, arter the way he's treated me so well, He thinks I've
been a rotter, and—and—I1 spose it can't be "elped !

“But what on carth did you do it for?" exclaimed
Wharton,

Sir "Arry did not reply.

“You knew that trouble would follow, surcly?”’ Nugent
demanded.

“¥Yes, I knowed that!"

*“Then, why-—""

“'Tain't any good talkin',"” said Sir 'Arry. “I 'ad to do
it! Couldn't be 'clped; but I can't exactly tell you "ow it
was. That's all!”

“Well, you are a queer fish !'" said Frank, as he sat down at
the table. * Of course, Quelchy thinks it was pure check.
Blessed if T sce how he could think it was anything else!
Old Lazenby was in a rare state, too! It was rather rotten
of you, "Arry!"

1 s'pose 1t was," said Sir "Arry wretchedly.
me a rotter now, too?"

“ Rats!" said Nugent quickly. “1I don't think anything
of the sort. I suppose you had a reason—and you needn’t
tell us if you don’t want to. Let's chuck the subject and
pile into prep."

So they cﬁuckod the subject and piled into preparation ;
and nothing more was said about it in Study No. 1. But
Wharton and Nugent did not find Sir "Arry a cheerful com-
panion that evening.

“ You think

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Short of Cash!

“ EN bob cach would do it!" said Bob Cherry thought-
fully, “ and it's a lovely afternoon, and Topford have
scratched! Let's go!"”
“Let's!" said all the Co. together.

It was Saturday afternoon, and Topford had scratched their
match with the Remove almost at the last moment. Lord
Mauleverer had proposed a run in a car for the afternoon;
and in his usual lavish manner, had offered to ** stand "' the
car. But the Co. would not hear of that.

*Plenty of spongers fattening on you, Mauly, without
our joining the noble army,” Bob Cherry said affectionately.
*““We'll stand our whack, or we won't go! DBut some of us
are in funds, and the others can live on their expectations,
Ten bob each will do it."”

“ We can raise that casily cnough,” said Harry Wharton.
“Funds are in common in the family circle, and I've got
a quid."

“ Pony up, "Arry !"

Sir "Arry started.

‘““Pony up!" he repeated. ‘‘'Ow much?"”

“Ten bob,"” said Nugent. ** Nothing to a giddy, bloated
scion of the aristocracy like you, "Arry. We have to scrape
it together, but you've only got to press a button. Pony
up the ten boblets.”

8ir 'Arry reddened.

“I—I'm sorry, you chaps, but I ain't got it!" he said.
“I've run out of money !"

“You—run out of money!" excluimed Nugent. *‘But
you're rolling in tin!"

“No, I amn't!"” said Sir 'Arry awkwardly. "I 'ad ten
quid when I came ‘ere, but I ain't 'ad any since. And it's
run out. Bunter's had nearly 'arf of it! I didn't know as
‘ow he never paid up. or I wouldn’t "ave lent him so much.
But I'm stony now!"

Nugent whistled,

“ But you have an allowance?"’ said Johnny Bull.

Sir "Arry shook his head.

* You don't!" exclaimed all the juniors together.

“No; I was to "ave 'ad one, but—but I won't ask for no
money,” said 8ir "Arry, his face growing redder and redder.

“I—I—— 1It's all right! You fellers go, and leave me at
’ome. I'll do some Latin with Linley—I'd really like that
better. I ain't well up in the class work yet."

* Look here, you're not going to stay in and swot while we
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go rolling round the town!" said Nugent. * You're coming
with us. If you ean’t stend vour whack, it's all right—we can
raise the dibs. You ean scttle another time.”

“ But p'raps I can't!"”

“What rot! Why, you're going to have twenty thousand
a year when you're grown up. Do you mean to say that your
guardian has gone away without arranging for you to have
a regular allowance !’ “exclaimed Nugent indignantly. I
suppose that's because you cut him the other day. You were
an ass, "Arry!"

“T was an ass to come "ere at all,” said Sir "Arry bitterly.
*“1 know that now!"

“ Bosh! Quelchy savs you've improved wonderfully here
—-he told Lazenby so,” grinned Johnny Bull. * According
to Lazenby, you used to be—ahem—I won't tell you what you
used to be according to Lazenby. You certainly succeeded
in getting on that fffti johnny's wrong side, "Arry. But it's
all rot; if you don't have an allowance, we'll club together
and give you one, and you can settle up with us when old
*Lazenby shells out. He must shell out sooner or later, of
course !

“ You don’t understand !"*

“ Besides, most -likely he's arranged with the Head, or
with Mr. Quelch, about your allowance,” Nugent suggested.
“ [Mave you asked 7"

“No !

“ Then buzz off and ask now."

Sir "Arry shook his head again. )

“1 ain't goin' to ask for any money,” he said, “ If it ain't
given to me, 1 won't ask for it. You chaps clear off and leave
me at 'ome!"

The chums of the Remove regarded him with amazed looks.
They could not understand him in the lcast,

“But if Mr. Lazenby's arranged with the Head to hand
you your allowance, it's your money,” said Wharton.
* You've a right to it, you duffer!”

“1 ain't going to ask for any money,"” repeated Sir "Arry
stubbornly. * P'r'aps Bunter will shell out some time—""

“ Catch him!" said Nugent, with a sniff. * Bunter never
sholls out. If we'd known you were short of tin, we'd have
looked after that, and not lot him plunder you. But I thought
you had heaps of tin, like old Mauly !"

“Well, T ain’t!™

“ Blessed if* I understand you," said Nugent. “If old
Lazenby's forgotten your allowance—and that's not likely—
you could get an advance from the Head by asking him.  But
if you won't you won't, and it's your own business. 1 suppose,
Mauly, old man, you wanted to stand treat for the wholo
crmﬂ{ and we won't let you. You can treat "Arry if you
like. It's up to members of the giddy nobility to stand by
one another.” )

* Begad, my dear fellow, I shall be jolly glad!" said Lord
Mauleverer. .

“T ain't sponging on anybody,” said Sir 'Arry quictly but
very fiemly., * Much obliqed to you, all the same.”

““Waell, T must say you're not an casy chap to deal with,”
said Nugent, a little tartly. * You don’t want to muck up
the excursion this afternoon, I suppose?”

“Course I don't!" said Sir "Arry. ‘' Leave me at 'ome.
I sha'n’t mind a bit. Take ancther fellow who can stump
up.”

“ But we want you, not another chap.”

“1'm afraid it can't be 'elped. I 'ope you fellers will "ave
a good time,” said Sir "Arry; and he left the study to avoid
further argument.

“Well, I'm blowed !" was Dob Cherry's amazed comment,

“ Seems to me a silly ass!" said Nugent irritably. * Well,
are we going or not?’

“ Yaas," said Lord Mauleverer.  * We'll order the car by
*phone, and when it comes we'll chuck "Arry into it, whether
he likes it or not—what "’

“ Ha, ha, ha!" . )

“Good egg!" excluimed Bob Cherry, clapping his lord-
ship on the shoulder heartily. ** You're simply bursting
witl;a good ideas lately, Mauly!"”

“Ow! Don't bust my shoulder, though!" groaned Lord
Mauleverer.  “T'll go and telephone, and you chaps keep
an eye on 'Arry.”

“Right-ho !"

After dinner a handsome ecar came buzzing down from
the garage at Courtfield, and a crowd of fellows gathered
round to sco the cxcursionists start.  Sir "Arry looked at
the car from the window in the Remove passage with a
clouded brow. His fuce was gloomy, and his feclings were
bitter. The schoolboy baronet, who had been envied by
many of the juniors, and toadied by some, on account of
his wealth, had sixpence in his pocket, and no prospect of
augmenting that insignificant sum—a circumsteznce that he
would have found very difficult to explain to the other
fellows.
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“ Here he is!" said Bob Cherry, coming along the passage.

“Ready, "Arry "
1L win't coming, you know,"” said Sir "Arry.
h.“ llf?ur mistake. You are,” said Bob, laughing.

im !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ But I say—look 'ere—leggo—my 'at!"

The chums of the Remove did not heed Sir "Arry's startled
expostulations. They collared him without ceremony, and he
was whirled off his feet and rushed down the stairs.  With
his arms and legs wildly flying in the air, the schoolboy
baronet was rushed out of the house and pitched bodily into

“ Collar

the car. There was a roar of laughter from the crowd round
the iuotu{«:ar. Sir 'Arry sat up, dazed and breathless.
* But say

" he ejacwlated.
**Shurrup ! said Bob E‘.h-.-rry‘ “1f you give us any more
trouble, we'll make a footstool of you. Cheese it!"”

** Yaas, begad,” said Lord Mauleverer, as he stepped into
the big car. * This is where you ring off, my dear fellow!”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

The chums of the Remove piled into the car.
came tearing out of the house in a terrific hurry.
just heard of the expedition.

“1 say, you fellows, wait for me! I'm coming!”

* Buck up, chauffeur,” said Lord Mauleverer anxiously.

The car glided down the drive, Bunter rushed after it,
waving a fat hand excitedly.

* Hold on, you fellows! 1 say, I'm coming with my cousin !
Look here—— Oh, you beasts! Yah!"

And Bunter stood in the gateway, and shook a fat fist
furiously as the ecar buzzed down the road. The juniors
turned and kissed their hands to the infuriated Bunter.

I say, lemme gerrup!” gasped Sir *Arry, who was pinned
down in the bottom of the car, under five or six boots.

* Coming quietly?"" asked Bob Cherry.

Sir "Arry grinned.

*“ Yes—lemme get up, you chump!”

Bob Cherry removed his boot from his
chum’s chest, and Sir "Arry  scrambled
up. Room was made for him on the seat,
and he gasped for breath, and dusted
himself (ﬁ:wn rucfully.

* Couldn't leave vou behind, *Arry!"
said Wharton, laughing. ** You've got
to let Mauly stand treat now!”

Billy Bunter
He had

"“ Yaas, begad!”

“ Course I'm glad to come!"” said Sir
'Arry. “ But ”

“ No ‘buts’'—shut up!” said Bob
Cherry.  * Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here are

the Higheliffe cads! Give "em a yell !

Ponsonby & Co. were in the road near
Friardale.  Wharton noticed that Sir
"Arry’s * guv'nor ” was with them, and
he stared superciliously at the ear and
the merry erowd of juniors packed in it.
His glance lighted upop Sir 'Arry, and
a sneering smile crossed his lips, and the Highcliffe fellows
all laughed together. A look of pain came over Sir "Arry's
face—as if that sneer on the handsome face of his ** guv'nor .
had struck him like a blow.

Ponsonby put up an eveglass—the swell of Higheliffe scemed
to have an inexhaustible supply of cyeglasses—and stared
loftily at the Greyfriars juniors as the car buzzed by.

Ponsonby wished to crush them with a starc of supercilious
disdain—but the effect was somewhat spoiled by Bob Cherry,
who had an apple in his pocket, and jerked it out and hurled
it as they The apple caught Ponsonby on the chin,
and the elegant Higheliffian dropped his oy('gf;aa, staggered
back, and sat down in a bed of nettles. His startled ye?l rang
ont after the car, and the juniors answered it with a roar of
laughter.

““"Poor .old Pon—always looking for trouble, and always
finding it!"” Eighed Bob.

e il

Ha, ha, ha!
And Bob looked back to kiss his fingers affectionately at
Ponsonby, who was almost dancing with rage, and shaking
both fists wildly after the car.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Betrayed !

INGATE, the captain of Greyfriars, had scen lights

out in the Remove dormitory.
It was Monday night.  The usual cheery chat ran
from bed to bed, but Sir "Arry was not taking part
in it. But he was not asleep, though he lay silent while the
others talked. He was wondering uneasily whether the fellows
would go to sleep in time for him to get out of the dormitory
unscen. His ** guv'nor " had fixed ten o'clock, in his high-
handed, arbitrary manner, for the meeting by the stile in
Friardale Lane, and it would take the schon!l{ﬁy baronet a
uarter of an hour at least to get there. And the juniors

ﬂid not go to bed before half-past nine.
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Sir "Arry heard the quarter to ten strike, and he groaned
inwardly, ~Eithef he hud to be late for the appointment, or
he had to quit the Remove dormitory with the full know-
ledge of the whole Form. He shrank from that. It was
dangerous—for among so many fellows there were two or
three who might have ** sneaked,” and breaking bounds after
dark wyas a serious matter. And above all he shrank from
letting his chums know that he was going.

But to keep his * guv'nor” waiting—that was almost as
serious, to the simple lad whose devotion to a supereilious
and ungrateful fellow scemed impossible to break. Sir 'Arry
could not help fearing that if the Co. found that he was
going, they would try to stop him, even by force, for his
own gdod—and he could not ex[lnlnin to them why he must
go. He lay in mental anguish while the minutes passed, and
the chatter still ran on. —

The voices died away at last, as ten o'clock was striking.
There was silence in the Remove dormitory, following the
last stroke of the clock.

Sir "Arry slipped®softly out of bed. He was already late,
and he could only hope that the ** guv'nor ' had waited for
him, Ha dressed :;uic&:iy and quietly in the dark, and, taking
his boots in his hand, stole on tiptoe from the dormitory.

Downstairs there were still lights, the masters were yet up,
and most of the serfiors ; but Sir "Arry did not go downstairs.
He had planned by daylight the way he would get out. In
the dormitory passage he stopped to put on his boots, and
then he opened a little window at the end of the passage, out-
side which the ivy hung in thick masses. Tt was a dangerous
descent in the dark: but Sir 'Arry did not hesitate for a
single moment,

He swung himself out on the sill, and,
crouching there, closed the window

hind him. Then he scrambled down the
IvV.

In a few minutes he was upon the
ground.

He sendded away towards the school
wall, climbed it lightly, and dropped into
the road, and, without a pouse, started
at a run for the cross-roads in the lane.

Before he came in sight of the stile
the quarter-past had rung out from the
village church. He came up panting at
last. A red spark gleamed through the
darkness, and he knew that it proceeded
from the end of a lighted -cigarette.
Someone was waiting at the stile—and
the ecigarctte was proof enough for Sir
'Arry that it was the * guv'nor.” He
slackened down his pace, breathing more

freely with relicf. He had feared that

the other might be gone.

The handsome, petulant face of the *‘guv'nor” looked at
him over the glowing end of the cigarette. The face showed
angry impatience,

“ You're late, confound you!"

“ 1 couldn’t 'clp it, sir!” faltered Sir "Arry. * The fellers
wouldn’t go to sleep, and T couldn’t "ave come out under all
their noses, you know !"

““ What rot!"

“ Some of them would have stopped me—my friends would.
They wouldn't know that I 'ad to come, and they'd 'ave
thought I was gettin' into trouble of some sort.”

*“They won't think much about you at all any longer!"”
growled the other. ** This comedy is going to finish, ki (il

' You don't mean it!"

The other boy shrugged
v ;: Of course I mean it.

7

Sir 'Arrv's face showed very pale in the starlight.

“ T couldn’t think as 'ow you meant it, Master "Arry!"” he
sui:li. “T couldn't think as you would be so eruel and un-
feelin" 1"

** Nonsense! You only went to Greyfriars to oblige me—
why, you didn’t want to'do it. You made fuss cnough about
going. 1 know that.”

* Yes, before T went. That was different,” said Sir "Arry,
in a low voice. 1 didn't want to go for to do it, because it
was deceivin’. Tt meant tellin® lies. But you persuaded ma—
you said as my father would be turned out of his farm if I
didn't do wot you wished, sir. And gocdness knows "ow I've
longed for schoo!ing." the ladgwent on, with a break in his
voice. “* I was glad of the chanee, so far as that went. But
—you never said nothing about going back on me like this.
Arter going there, and making friends and that—""

* Rubbish! As if a rotten little outsider like you would
make friends among gentlemen's sons!” -
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“ Qutsider or not, I've made fricnds—some of the best chaps
in the school,” said Sir "Arry quictly.

“Those cads I saw yvou with in the motor-car on Satur-
day?" asked the other, with a sncer.

“ They're not cads, sir—they're the best fellows that ever
breathed,"” said Sir "Arry, \\'itix a ring of anger in his voice.
* Don't yvou call them names. They've been good to me—
though lydmp my ‘h's.’ and don’'t know any mannces,
They're the best chaps—""

* Recuuse they believe you to be a rich baronet, I suppose.”

“ They believe me a baronct, but they don't believe me
rich now—I ain't any money,” said Sir "Arry bitterly. ** You
asked me to take that part at Greyfriars, but you left me
without any money to keep it up.””

** Well, you wen't have to keep it up any longer.”

“1 must. You cun't go back on me like that!” exclaimed
the junior, in a tone of sharp distress. ** They won’t under-
stand 'ow it was—they'll think that I was a common cheat
and liar! You can't give me away like that.”

“You young ass! Did you think you could go on playing
the part of Sir Harry Beauclere for ever?' demanded the
other impatiently. It was bound to come out_sooner or
later. Old Lazenby will see you sooner or later. ~Besides, I
can’t lend you my name for ever. It's come to the point now,
1 didn't want to go to Greyfriars—and I wouldn't go.
thought of staying on at the furm, or going about and having
a good time. But now I've made some friends at High-
cliffe—"

“They're not good friends to you, sir, from the way they
was leadin' you to act!”

“ For goodness” sake, don’t give me a sermon, kid! I've
made up my mind to go to Highcliffe—Ponsonby has pointed
out to me that I must go to school sooner or later—and I
can have a good time at Higheliffe, too. They want me there.
It was only a juestion of working it with old Lazenby.
There's no reason why he shoukdn’t send me to Higheliffe
instead of Greyfriars. Besides, you couldn’t keep it up very
long. Blessed if I know how you managed to pass for a
baronet at all—you, a common furmer's son—and a devilish

r farmer at that. I shouldn’t wonder if some of the Grey-
riars fellows already suspect you of being a daw in borrowed
plumcs.”

“They don't.”

“ Well, it's got to come to an end now. T've fixed it up
with Ponsonby and the rest to come to Hicheliffe, and I've
come to sec you now to tell you. The hest thing you can do
is to slip quictly away trom Greyfriars.”

Sir "Arry’s face was hard and white.

“You mean that, sir?”

“0Of course.”

“You're pgoin'
word 7"

The real Sir Harry Beauclere shrugged his shoulders,

“You can put it like that if you like,” he said. *-1 don’t
see why I shouldn't make use of you. I'll compensate you—
when I come into my money I'll see that you don’t want.™

Sir "Arry’s lip curled.

“ Keep your money ! he said bitterly.

ur money !  You don't think of anythin' but money!
f)o you think I'd "ave done wot I've done for money ? 1 did
it because we was brought up ingr-t]wr as brothers, though
I've never forgotten the difference in our position. I would
always 'ave done anything for you, and you knowed it, an
you took advantage of it to put me into this rotten position.
It was mean of you, sir; it was cowardly ! Now they'll all
think me a cheat—an impostor 2

The junior’s voice broke.

“Well, you are an impostor, if you come to that!" said
Sir Harry Beauclere coolly.

The Greyfriars junior clenched his fists hard.

“ You—you say that?" he muttered.  “ You. wat drove me
into it n%ainsl my will, 'cause [ couldn’t refuse to do wot
you asked !"

“Don't let's have any heroics. I tell you it's time to finish
this nonsense ; and I've written to Lazeuby already !™

“ Then—then it's done ¥

“Yes. He's at Dieppe now, and I've written to him
explaining. I've told him I never went to Grexfriars, and
that I won't go to Grovfriars and that I want to go to
Higheliffe. I shall fix it all right with him. He'll write
to Dr. Locke, of course; so the sooner you clear out of
Greylriars the better it will be for you! I shouldn't wonder
if Dr. Locke gets his letter to-morrow.”

“ Master Harry! You—you've done thiz—to me!™

Sir Harry Beauclere yawned and lighted another cigarette.
Theres was not a trace of fecling in his hard, supercilious
face. It was evident that the emotion of the unfortunate
junior, his helpless catspaw, only bored him.

“I'll pay you well for your trouble, Jack Holt,” he said,
) ¢ thinr we've said enough. I can’t stay here any longer.”
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trusted to

back on me—arter I your

“T don't want

“You'll pay me!" The junior's pent-up anger and scorn
roke out. * You won't pay me! You hound—you cur!
I'll never touch your money !"

* Hoity-toity I said Sir Harry Beauclere, laughing.
“Don’t ride the high horse, kid; it doesn't suit you—it
doesn't a little bit! Be sensible! Why—why—— What—

You cheeky hound !" roared the baronet, as he reeled back
from a blow full in the face.

He staggerod against the stile, his eyes blazing with rage.

* You—you dare to lilt your hand to me—you beggar—you
pnu!pvr " he gasped.

The Greyfriars junior's eyes were blazing, too.

“I'm done with you,'" he said. * You're a baronet and a
gentleman, and I'm a poor man’s son; but I'd be ashamed to
act like wot you've done. I'd never 'ave played a dirty
trick like this on a fellow wot trusted to my word! You're
a cad, Sir Harry Beauclerc—a cad and a liar and a coward !
This is the end of it! And now come on, if you like! I've
never lifted my 'and against you afore, though, goodness
knows, you've tricd my temper often enough; but I've 'ad
enough of it now. Come on, Sir Harry Beauclere, liar and
sneak, and the poor farmer's son will thrash you within an
inch of your life!”

Sir Harry Beauclere did not accept the invitation. He
wiped his fage, where the junior's fist had struck, his eyes
gleaming “with rage and spite.

“1 won't touch you,” he said, between his tecth. * But
I'll make you smart for this, all the same, Jack Holt! All's
at an ond between us now !”

‘“All the better!'

Sir Harry Beauclerc turned and strode away. The boy
who had been known by his mame at Greyfriars looked after
him for a moment or two, and then turned also, and went
back slowly and heavily towards the school—his home for a
fow short days—his home no longer.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of Sir 'Arry!
ARRY WHARTON awoke suddenly.
There was a glimmer of candle-light in the Remove
dormitor)'. Somcone wis moving about,
fiise Wharton sat up in bed, and glanced towards the
ight.

Sir 'Arry, fully dressed, was out of bed. Ile had a bag
in his hand, and was kneeling before his open box, evidently
packing things into the bag.

Wharton stared at him blankly.

“TArry ! he exclaimed.

The junior started, and looked round.
his pale cheeks as he caught Wharton's
upon him in wonder.

“I—I didn't know you was awake!" he siammered. “I
was as quict as [ could.”

“What are you up to, "Arry 7"

“ Puttin’ my things together,” said 'Arry drearily. “ You
go to sleep, Master Wharton! You won't sce me any more,
though it was hard to go without sayin’ good-bye """

A flush came into
eyes  fixed
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“To go!" repeated Wharton, * Where are ycu going "

Sir "Arr i;n'o a short, dry laugh.

“'Ome!"” he said.

“Home! I don't understand you! Look here, "Arry—'

* Hush I"" muttered Sir 'Arry, with a nervous glanee along
the row of beds. “You'll wake them, Master Wharton!
I— You'll know all about it to-morrer—""

H“I'm going to know about it tonight!"" said Wharton,
slipping out of bed. *“ If you're thinking of running awa
from school, you young ass, ['ll jolly soon stop you! I'Ei
call the chapsy and we'll—"

“Don’t!” muttered Sir "Arry, “If—if you must know,
come down to the study —I've got to go there for the rest
of my things. T'll ox-ul)uin. But don’t wake the others—I
couldn’t stand facing them all! Quict!”

The earnestness of the junior, and the anguish only too
plainly written in his tortured face, impressed Wharten
strangely. He nodded shortly. Sir "Arry extinguished the
candle, and Wharton dressed quictly in the dark. Sir
'Arry finished his packing, au?l they left the dormitory
?u:cdy together. The hour was late; the whele School
Touse was dark and silent. They did not speak a word
till they were in No. 1 Study. Wharton closed the door and
lighted the gas, keeping it low.

In the dim light Sir "Arry fumbled about for his books
and other personal belongings, and packed them into the
h:a', among them the \\‘(-f-thnlubcd irgil which Wharton
had seen him reading on Lantham Iill on the day of their
first meeting.

“Well " said Wharton, breaking the silence. * You can
pack all you like, "Arry, but you're not going, you know !"”

“I got to go, Master Wharton. I'd be kicked out if T
was 'ere to-morrow ! said Sir "Arry.  ** The "End will know
to-morrow.”

“What do you mean

** About me—about n
groaned Sir "Arry. ¢
now !"

“ Who's given you away 1"

“The guv'nor.” :

“ But—but I don't understand, kid.

“8ir Harry Deauclere.”

i \Vhat !'I

“ Now you understand,” said Sir "Arry miscrably.
yon know, Master Wharton."

Wharton looked at him doubtfully. TFor the moment he
fancied that the boy’s brain was unhinged.

“8ir Harry Deauclerc!” he repeated.
Harry Beauclere.”

“1 an’t.”

“Then, in the name of all that's idiotic, who are you?"
exclaimed Wharton.

“I'm Jack Holt!"

Wharton looked at him steadily. Sir "Arry did not mect
his eyes.

“Look here, kid, this wants explaining,” said Harry
Wharton quictly. ** You don’t look as if you were out of
your senses, but you speak like it. Do you mean to tell

-

What will the Head know "
¢ deevivin® him—deceivin® you all !
'E's given me eway! It's all up

Who is that fellow "

“ Now

“You are Sir

me that you came to Greyfriars under another fellow’s
name, and took us all in¥”
“Yes."

“ And—and that was why vou dodged Mr. Lazenby the
oi_hoir day 2" Wharton exclaimed, a light breaking in upon his
wind,

LX) Y‘.g.|‘

* Good heavens!”

Sir 'Arry made a movement towards tho door.

“The guv'nor's give me away now,” he said?  “I'd
better go. They'll kick me out to-morrer if T stay. Good-
bye, Master Wharton! I won’t ask you to shake 'ands with
me, now that yvou know I'm a liar!l”

“Hold on!" said Harry. *“It's not all clear yet. Why
did you do this? Was this what that rascal was asking you
to do, the day we heard you on Lantham 1111 1"

“That's it! "Tain't much to tell,”” said Sir "Arry wearily.
“We was brought up together—he was my foster-brother,
and his 'igh relations didn't want to be bothered with “im.
It wasn't never expected that he would be anybody, you see.
‘Course, he had more schooling than I 'ad—he was better
looked after than me, of course. My father was paid some-
thing—not much—by one of his folk to keep him. Some of
them saw him sometimes, but they dido't like him—"

“ That's not surprising,”” said Wharton drily.

“Well, I suppose it ain’t,’” said Sir "Arry. *“ But T always
liked “im and admired ‘im; and I never thought he would
play me a dirty trick like this. I was glad of the chance to
go to a good school, and I had picked yp enough to learn
something from his tutor, too. 1 ’ad a lot of the lessons with
‘i, you see, when Mr. Lazenby sent the tutor, arter his
relations “ad died, and he became the buaronet. He was
always "igh-"anded, Master "Arry was, and I always did wot
he told me; and he took it into his "ead that he wouldn’t
come to Greyfriars. But he ‘ad to ecome, and then he
thought of this dodge—sendin’ me ‘ere in his name, as Mr.
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Lazenby was ill, and couldn’t come down. 1le got over my
father.  You sce, the lease is nearly up, and the farm belongs
to 'im, and he'd ‘ave a<ked Mr. Lazenby to refuse to renew
the lease—"

*That's what I heard him sayving,” said Wharton, *The
utter cad!”

“Only that wasn't all the reason I ’ad for doin’ as he
wanted ; it was because he was—was my guv'nor, you know,
and—and I liked him well,” said Sie "Arry, with a break in
his voice. ** And arter I 'ad come ere, I never thought he'd
be miean enough to go back on me. I ’ad his word, and
he's broke it.  He wants to go to Highelific School; and,
course, if he goes to Higheliffe, 1 can’t stay 'ere with his
name.  So he's wrote to Mr. Lazenby, and give the wholo
show away; and to-morrer Dr. Locke will know, and he'll
turn me out. 1've broke with "im now; I hit him when he
told me to-night—""

“To-night!" =aid Wharton.

“Pye Eucn out to see him—he told me to, the day we
caw them playin’ billiards,” said Sir "Arry. 1 never
thought hu'argo back on me arter 1 trusted 'im, and he gave
me his word, too! Course, I oughter have known it couldn’t
last. But he fair drove me into doin’ it, and 1 gave in, and
took his word. Now he's broke it, and—and I it him!"”

1 wish you'd given him a hiding ! said Wl’mrl.m';i1 clench-
ing his hands. ** What an ass you were to listen to the bruto
at alll A fellow like that was bound to give you away
sogoner or later, kid; and even if he hadn’t, it was certain to
come out in the end.  You were an awful duffer "

“1 g'pose [ was. Well, it'’s all over now—I'm goin’. Now
you know, vou won't ask me to stay and be kicked out!”

Wharton hesitated.

“1—I suppose you'd better go,” he said.
back to Holt Farm, 1 supposc?”

“Yes. I've written a note for the "Ead, and I'm goin’ to
put it ‘n his letter-box, so he won's be surprised when 1
ain't ‘ere,” said the lad.  **"Tain’t much of a walk for me,
I'm used to it, and I shall be at 'ome before mornin’.  Good-
bye, Master Wharton !”

“7 say. kid, I'm awfully sorry for this!”" said Harry. “It's
rotten for you! That mean cad has made a catspaw of you.
1 shall joliv well go te the Head in the morning, and tell
him what I know about it—that it wasn't your fault. And
don't talk rot about our thinking badly of you. I know
youw're'the right sort—only you should have had more senso
than to let that fellow influence you!  Give me your fist!”

And Wharton held out his hand frankly.

Jack Holt hesitated a moment, and then took it.

“Thank you, Master Wharton!” he said, in a low voice.
“ You and the others 'ave been very kind to me. 1 sha'n't
forget it. Good-bye!”

“*Good-bye, kid!"

Harry Wharton returned to the dormitory, but not to slecp.
He lay awake till the dawn came stealing in at the high
windows, thinking of the lonely lad tramping over Lantham

“You are going

Hill.  Would he ever see him again—the lad who had been
known at Greyfriars as Sir "Arry, and liked b¥ nll who
knew him?  He was determined tgnt he would. They had
been friends, and they would bo friends yet—and for

always!
. L] L] " » L] L]

There was surprise in Greyfrinrs School the next morning
when Sir "Arry was found to be missing.

Harry Wharton quictly explained to his chums, much to
their astorishment and dismay.

Their feclings towards Sir "Arry were unchanged—only
mingled with compassion now.  And when Bob Cherry pro-
posed to spend the next half-holiday in a visit to Holt Farm
on Lantham Hill, to assure Sir *Arry that his old friends had
not forgotten him, the Co. grected the proposition with a
hearty ** Hear, hear!”

The Head was seen to look very grave that morning. He
had evidently had the letter Sir "Arry had left for him. And
Harry Wharton, after consulting with his chums, ‘took his
way to the Head's study after prayers, and told bim all he
knew of the matter, determined that Sir 'Arry’s conducet
should be placed in the best light pessible.  The Head heard
him out quictly.

“Thank you, Wharton " he said, when Harry had finished.
“1 am glad you told me this, It makes me think better of
that unfortunate lad.  He has evidently acted under the
influence of a bad and unscrupulous boy.  As for punishin
himi for the deception, nothing of the sort will be thought of.
It is the other—the real Sir Harry Beauclerc—who deserves
punishment. Thank you for coming to me i 1

And Wharton left the Head’s presence, somewhat relieved
in_his mind. .

The departure of Sir *Arry—the reasons of which wero soon

(Continued on Page 27.) 2
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AWodeul Story dealing with the Thrilling Adventures of Ferrers
Lord—Millionaire, and his comrades, Ching-Lung—Juggler and
Ventriloquist ; Rupert Thurston, and Gan-Waga, the Eskimo.

READ THIS FIRST.
Ferrers Lord, the Iamons multi-millionaire, is engaged on one o! his adventurous expeditions, in com?a.nr with Ching-Lung (the Prince ol

China), Rupert Thurston, Gan-Waga (the Eskimo), also Prout, Maddock, Barry O'Rooney, and the rest o

the lamous band of stalwart seamen.

Their quest is & fsld oL blue orchids, which is said to exist somewbere up the great Amazon River, and iheir cralt is a small steam launch,

pamed the Blus Orchid, which has been captured from Lord's enemy in this enterprise, a German millionai H who

12 con=-

tinoally pursning the millionaire in his magnificent yacht, the Hoda_l.“ Mainly owing to the craft ol Vasco, a friendly native whqm' Ferrers Lord

thr

ed on one o! his earlier adventures, H is

own off the trail, and Ferrers Lord and his companions succeed in

reaching Obidos. AMer staying there a day or two, thoy once more set out on their quest. They stumble across a village which is reigned over

by a boautiful woman, who is known as Althara the Merciless.
tells her he is & wizard, and by simple,
which the queen first drinks. By |
sall whispers to Ching-Lung to pass the cup quickly to his eom
H.n:ll‘l at Rupert Thurston just as be is about to drink. **

The advent Aare cap and
wondertul, conjuring, he earns a reward Irom the queen.
sign, no one may harm the drinker.
anions.
them !

taken prisoners. Ching-Lung, however,
This takes the shape of a cup o! wine, out uf

** Tarlace,” a native of the village who had ‘once been amongst English

This the Prince does, and Charkoni, the wizard ol the village, t
Kill them ! or ye are lost ! ** be shouts.

(Now go on with the story.)

Ching-Lung Saves Many Yaluable Lives!

Ching-Lung thrust out his foot, and the wizard struck the

round with s thud, snd lay there stunned and breathless.

rt bowed low to the Queen, and took a draught of wine.
Althare rose from her chair and held out her hand.

* Verily, my children,”” she said, ' the little yellow one
with the tail is a mighty wizard, for Charkoni cannot etand
against him. Though at first it was not my desire that these
strangers should be sacred to us by tasting of the cup hallowed
by my lips, save ouly the yellow one, fate has made it so.
And know ye all, and tell it forth abroad, that these strangers
are sacred among you, except that they attempt to do one of
you violence, save that it-be in self-defence.”

The Quecn swept into the pavilion, and the guide beckoned
them away. None of the warriors accompanied them. They
were picking up the devil-doctor as they paseed out of the
gates.

“ We have to thank you for this, my friend,” said Rupert
to the guide.

“ No thank; no tell I do it,”” said the man anxiously.
“ Put me on red altar if know. My name on boat Tarface.
All call me Tarface. Silly nage; but no mind. Not tell."”

“ Great Scott, are you walking for a wager, Ching?"

«1'd run if 1 could,” said Ching-Lung, ** but I daren't.”
_He pulled up with. a jerk before a hut” and pulled out a
govereign.  Buy me one of those, quick, Tarface,” he
added hurriedly, pointing to some jars of mative wine.
“ Pay anything you like for it."”

“ No pay nothing. All Althara’s."”

Tarface muttered something and seized one of the jam.
Ching-Lung snatched it from him. He longed to bolt like a
hare, but was afraid to do so. He trembled in his slippers
with anxiety, and every sound made his pulses lcap. At last
they were opposite the compound, and the sentrics ste ped
aside to lot them pass. Ching-Lung knocked the neck from
the wine-jar by striking it against the wall.
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he shrieked.

e

“ Barry, Gan, Prout, Joe, Maddock!"
“ Tumble up, tumble up! Hi-hi-yi! "Fire! Tumble up

Had he gone mad? ;l'hc men came dashing out, and Tar-
face staggered back, open-mouthed. Ching-Lung held the
wine-jar between his knoes and poured the red liquor into—
the sacred cup!

“ Drink, drink!"” he velled. * Drink for your lives!"

Gan-Waga apat out the wine, for he hated strong drink, but
he had tasted it. A roar came from the streets, The cup was
at Filson's Jips when a regiment burst into the compound.
Their vengeful cries died into silence and their spears, raised
to kill, remained motionless in their hands.

“You'd better have a drink,” said Ching-Lung coolly, * for
it may save you trouble. I knew they'd miss the thing
pretty promptly, and that's why I was in such a hurry. What
do you think of it, eh?"”

Ferrers Lord and Thurston shook hands with him. The
millionaire turned to the captain of the regiment.

“Tell the great Queen, comrade,” he said, * that Ching-
Lung, the sorcerer, took the sacred cup by his magic, so that
he might save his friends from the malice of Charkoni, who
hates us.. Tell the great one also that he of the yellow face
will meet Charkoni spear to spear, or enchantment for en-
chantment, for Charkoni is but a dog and a deceiver. And
as a pledge of this, I, who am the magician's ruler, even as
she is Charkoni's ruler, send her this ring of magic, which
will keep she who wears it from all ilL"

Ho drew a splendid diamond ring from his finger and
dropped it into the cup. The regiment trotted away.

“ Bedad,” said Barry, when they had heard the story,
“ there's good brains in wan head that's got & pigtail hangin’
on to ut. Oi've hearrd of takin' to drink killin' men, but
niver of takin' sthrong drink to save your lifc. O1 must
write a poem about ut in fifty volumes. Let's have some
more of the stuff just for luck. Phwat d'yez say, lommy?
Yez look a bit dhry.”

“ Dry? Why, by

honey, every time I sneeze I can’t sce
for the dust, I'm that dry,”

said the steersman,
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“ Here's luck to Ching-Lung. Where have the chaps with
the pigstickers guyed to?"

* Gone home to tay, Oi expeet,’” said Barry.

Except for themselves the compound was deserted,
Maddock, after refreshing himself and pledging Ching-Lung,
went to the gate. There were a few fowls and prowling dogs
outside, but the warriors had departed. Evidently the magie
cup assured them not only of life but to some unknown extent
of liberty also. Benjamin put his hunds in his pockets and
strolled out. i

“ Rummy sort of place, souse me,” he reflected. * Wall all
round the town as if they expected burglars to break in and
pinch the grand pianny. I'll go and fetch some of the others
to see the sights, Oh, my pip!"” .

Ben actually jumped. = A painted face, lighted by two
flaring eyes, confronted him in the doorway of a hut. Skulls
were nailed above the door, and the tall mud walls were
lavichly decorated with skeletons painted in white.  Alto-

ether it was an eerie-looking abode, and a fit dwelling-place
or the owner of the face. =

“ Oh, take it in, souse me,’”’ said the bo'sun, recovering
himself.
You're a pretty sort of a joker to be let
Ain't you ashamed of yourself!” .

He could see nothing except the face against the gloomy
background, and it writhed and twisted grotesquely. Then
a little stream of liquid flashed in the light. Maddock gave
a yell as something hke scalding water fell on his hand. Then
he rushed forward like a maddened bull. N :

The door was hastily closed, but it was a flimsy affair, and
the weighty steersman knocked it down as if it had been card-
board. He tripped over some obstacle and fell amid a clatter
of pots.

d Souse me, I'll eat you, you image!” he roared. * Where
are you!" ¥

At first he could see nothing, but gradually objects began
to take shape in the subdued light. A red skeleton seemed
to be streh.&'litlg ont its bonyv claws to grasp his throat, and
a demon with lurid eyes and lolling tongue glared down at
him. Benjamin wiped his smarting finger. He knew that
some corrosive liquid had been thrown at him, probably with
i‘ho intention of blinding him. He etood up and peered about

im.

“ Only let me get my fists near you, souse me !"" he growled,
“and I'll alter your heauty!”

Thers was a rustling sound in a dark corner.  Maddock

unced forward. He was dragged back, and his ery died on
E?s lips, and his head struck the wall. He put his hands to
remove the thing that was choking him. Then the whole air
seemed on fire,

* Take it away and bury it, or else {{lm- it on a kite,
oose, sOUse me.

Charkoni Traps Another Victim—Thurston's Plunge—In
the Tunnel—A Dive in the Darkness.

Matters became somewhat quiet in the hot compound, and
they would have been quicter except for the flies, which were
very busy and attentive. They finished the wine.  Then
Prout began to snore in his usual musical fashion that would
have kept a deaf man awake. Joe was never much worried
by the flics, for some mysterious reason, but thef loved
Barry O'Rooney as much as wasps love jam, and their one
delight was to dig holes in the Irishman’s face and frolic on
his nose.

“ Pace—pace!” sighed Barry. * Kzpe your red-hot feet
off me complexion, yez murthurin’ bastes! Go away—Oi'm
touching wood. Lave off, Oi tell yez! Och and bedad,
Oi'll be a cowld corrpse av this goes on!”

It didl not sooth him much to hear the snores of his
comrades, Rest was not to be thought of without a
mosquito-net, so Barry rose with a bitter groan and walked
about. Maddock’s absence had passed quite unnoticed, but
Barry promptly noticed the open gate and the deserted street.
Setting his pipe going, the immortal poet decided to stretch
his legs and to amuse himself. Seecing a rooster takin
dust bath, Barry picked up a stone. It was such a good shot
that the rooster never required another bath. Barry winked
and pitched the corpse over the wall into the compound. He
was fond of fowl.

“ Wid a brick, Oi did the thrick,
Whoile he sat upon the flure.

In a pot Oi'll boil him hot,
And—and—and—

“ Phwat rhoimes wid flure?”’ mused the poct. * There's
dure, but Oi don't see that Oi can fit that in. In a pot OV'll
boil him hot, and grill his dhrumsticks for the lot. That
won't do, navther, me bhoy. Yez want half a dozen of thim
av the dhrumsticks are to go round. Phwat!”

Barry was a wonderful marksman with a stone. Pretending
to be examining the sky, he stooped down and seized one.
A plump fowl was busily engaged picking up a handful of
corn at the open door of a hut.  And not a soul was to be
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“ Wait wan minute,"

yez, darlint !

The fowl stopped eating and lay down. DBarry was just
about to retrieve it when his eyes encountered a hideous
painted face,

* Bedad!” he cried aghast. ‘' Phwat the—"

Charkoni, the devil-man, struck with a heavy club, and
Barry dropped,  The wizard dragged the seneeless’ body
into the hut. He uttered a fiendish chuckle, and closed
the flimsy door.

Althara's city was still deserted. Tt was ‘like a city of
the dead, except for the fowls and prowling curs. e
day was at its hottest, and the dust flung back the heat
scorchingly. All at once a native appeared, running like
& man demented, for he carried a message from the Queen.
It was Tarface. With the perspiration streaming from him,
he burst into the compound, darted into the large hut,
and sat down, gasping A::? breath.

“¥You seem to be in a hurry,”" said Thurston,
bad npews?”

‘*“ Althara want yellow wizard,” panted the squint-eyed
native., *“ Ooch! Got stitch!"”

* Why did you come at such a pace?”

“Got to come quick or else kill!"” groaned the man,
“Queen's message. Ooh! Got pain in ribs!”

Ferrers Lord rose and shook Ching-Lung, who was dozing.

* You're wanted, Ching.”

“ Who wants me, old chap?”’

** Althara.”

“ Bother the woman!" said Ching-Lung. ‘I reckon it's
n case of must. Hallo, Tarface! You seem a bit warm
What does her glorious Majesty want me for now?”

““Not know. Tell you come. Ooh! Ow! Pain in ribs!
You got come.”

“ Then I'd better fill my pockets,” grinned Ching-Lung.
“She may want to see another conjuring show. If she
does I'll astonish her this time. But 1 can't talk her
lingo. Didn't she ask for our boss?”

**No, no! Only ask see Yellow Wizard, I do talk.”

Ching-Lung swiftly made his preparations. He wished
the Queen a good deal further away, but there was no
getting out of it. Tarfuce recovered some of his breath, and
Thurston and Ferrers Lord walked down with them to the

said Barry, ‘ Oi've got a prisint for

“Is it

ate.

“I hope the dear lady won't keep me long," said Ching
Lung. ** I've had quite enough of this place. When I get
back we'll think of escaping. That old pig Charkoni will
try to make a hot time for us.”

“ Where are all the poo{}lo?" asked Ferrers Lord.

* Gone gather flowers. Big feast to-night at Red Altar,”
muttered the native. * Quick, or Queen angry!”

Ching-Lung and his guide hurried on, and Rupert and
the millionaire strolled down the dusty street.

* Like the prince, I am tiring of Althara’s hospitality,”
said Ferrers Lord. “If she will not give us her permission
to go, we must take French leave.

Where have they put
our weapons, 1 wonder?

We can do no good without them.,
We must find out that. Probably that native will tell us."
“ Yes; he scems a decont sort,” said Rupert Thurston,
roodness, here's a curious show "

Charkoni’s hut had attracted his attention, as well it
might.  Ferrers Lord glanced at the building with very
little interest. Suddenly his expression changed,

* How did that come here? Stand still, Rupert. This
leoks like mischief.”

‘ O'Rooney’s pipe?"

“ Yes: but stand still!” The millionaire bent down to
read the story in the dust. “ Two of our men have been
here,” he said. * One of them dashed into the hut; the
other was dragged in after bein knocked down. Run back
and see who s missing, but do not alarm the men, Do
it quietly."”

Thurston counted the slecpers. Barry O'Rooney and
Ben Maddock were missing. He rushed back.

“ Oh!" said Ferrers Lord. * The hound of a wizard has
soon got to work. Wait a moment.”

He entered a hut on the other side of the street, and
emerged with a couple of spears in his hand.

“Now,” he said, ‘' stand ready, and let us bolt the
weasel if we can.” . .

A kick sent the door flying inwards. With shortened
spear, Ferrers Lord leapt n.

“ Have you got him?" cried Thurston anxivusly.

“ No, the bird has flown. Come in."”

The millionaire was holding a lightéd match above his
head. The hut wae circular and festooned with skulls and
hnman bones.  Rupert picked up Maddock’s cap.  The
match died out, and Ferrers Lord struck another. &

A Magnificent, Long, Complete 8chool Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars. Order Eariv.
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1o tapped the walls with his epear, but they sounded
solid envugh. .

* Search, searchi!™ he said. ** The poor lads came in here,
but they did not go out by the door.”

“ Help me to move thi=!" said Rupert hoarsely.

He grasped the end of a wooden box that resembled a
coffin. It wag evidently « bed, for it was filled with dried
moss. In vain they tried to move it. Thurston forced the
blade of his spear under it to try and lever it up. The bed
swung round as if on a pivet, and, losing his balance,
Rupert tumbled sideways to a dark pit. A dull splasi
drowned his cry of alarm

With steady hand. the millionaire struck a third match.
Lying at full length, he thrust the light into the dark
pit to the full length of his arm. e saw a wooden laddér
clamped to the side of the hole. A sound of splashing and
heavy breathing came up,

* Are you there, Rupert?”

“ Yes, 1'm here, in about five fect of water, old chap. Can
you throw me a ropel”

“1 am coming down to yon,” was the quict answer. _

What clse was down there? The millionaire clenched his
teeth as the terrible thonght flashed across his brain. Did
Maddock and O'Rooney lie down there in the darkness to
awaken no more? And what would be their own fate if
the murderons devil-man returned and closed the mouth of
the pit upon them? But Ferrers Lord did not  hesitate.
Ho lot the burnt mateh fall from his fingers and descended,
Then he pushed out his leg, and felt the chill of the
water strike throngh his boot. A match crackled against
tho box and spluttered mto flame. It flashed on the white
face of Rupert Thurston, who was standing neck deep.

*“You must dive, Rupert!” ;

Thurston shuddered. for he knew what the words signified.
The water bubbled and swirled above him, He groped
about the slimy bottom and slimy sides, dreading  every
‘nstant that his fingers wonld find what he would have
given his own life not to find—the body of a murdercd

.omrade. He came to the surface, chilled and gasping.
“They are not here” he said, 1 must have found
them, Lord.”™

“ No: the dog tonk them this way. Give me your hand,

and pull again-t me. Now !
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Ferrers Lord lifted Rupert clear of the water until he
could grasp the lower rung of the ladder and haul himself
up. Midway between the surface of the water and the
top of the pit was a platform of sun-baked bricks opening
on a gloomy shaft, bored at right angles with the well
Perhaps Charkoni, the devil-man, had not destroyed his
prisoners.  Perhaps he was keeping them for a fate even
more terrible thin death by drowning in that dark and
abominable pt.

“Go back to the compound, Rupert, and send Joe to the
queen.”

“ No, I'll go with you.”

“ Do what I tell you. Go to the compound!"

¢ But—"

“Do what T bid you!"

Rupert went up the ladder in silonce. There was a
faint scraping sound above his head that culminated in a
gentle thud.  All was black. Rupert raised his hand and
his fingers touched a solid plank.

“1 must go with vou now,"”
slipped back into its place. We are shut in.”

* Very well. I have found a lamp."”

The millionaire’s shadow was flung against the side of
the shaft. Stooping, he entered the tunnel, followed by
Thurston, For a time the tunnel was as straight as a line
drawn by a ruler, but all at once it branched off to the
left, and grew wider and higher. They were able to stand
etect, The lamp was a miserable affair, burning unrefined
palm-oil, that smoked and spluttered and smelt like rancid
fat. Rupert had lost his spear, and had no other weapon.

“We should make a pretty mark for a dart from a
blowpipe, Lord.”

“1 was thinking so.

“ Rails, by Jove!"

They were made of some very hard wood, and some
waggon or similar vehicle had recently been over them.
Ferrers Lord pointed to the prints of naked feet in the
dust. The prints were quite recent,

* What does 1t mean?”

“1 can only guess,” said Fervers Lord. * There is ‘o
be a feast to-night, and the dog may have some surprise in
store for the revellers! This" tunnel is one of the tricks by
which he succeeds in gulling the natives, If we are in
tume, we may spoil his plans, I—"'

His thumb and finger closed over the wick of the lamp.
extinguishing the light. A faing rumbling sound swent along
the back tunnel.

* Guide vourself by keeping one foot on the rail,”
whispered the millionaire: ** and go forward.”

They moved on noisclessly through the pitchy blackness
The noise had died away.

*8-sh! What's that?”

“Only a bat or an owl.” whispered the millionaire.
are coming to the end of this
felt a tiny breeze, Steady!

* 80 have L

It was too perilous to risk striking a match. They groped
about blindly. .

*1 have found a door, Lord. It's a door right enough,
for T can feel the leather hinges. What's this®™

Rupert uttered a piercing ery, for his nerves were strained
to the highest pitch. A terrific blow on the shoulder para-
lveed his right arm. Had it fallen on his skull it would
have brai him. e recled back. Like a panther his
unseen assailant leapt at him, and brought him down.

“ Help, help™

Again a match rasped. Thuiston and a half-naked man
were rolling in the dust together.

¢ millionaire poised the spear, but changed his mind,
The thrust became a blow, and as he struck he twisted the
weapon round. With a sound like the crack of a whip the
flat of the spearhead struck the painted face.

“ Ah, Charkoni! That iz one to me.” said Ferrers Lord.

The wizard neither moved nor moaned, but Thurstan had
to use force to rid himself of the clutch of the devil-man's
sinewy arms It was a terrible blow.

Rupert picked himszelf up, holding his aching shoulder.

“ He's broken my collarbone, I think,"” he said.

“ RBetter that than your skull, lad,” said Ferrers Lord,
lighting the lamp. ** Where is this door? Ah, here!”

He wrenched it open with the spear, and the bright light
of day poured . High overhead green trees were waving.
They stepped through, and found themselves in a deep,
circular hollow, with towering chiffs overgrown with tropical
ferns,  Ferrers Lord seized the devil-doctor by the ankle
and jerked him out like a sack.

“Hallo, halle! Maddock—0'Rooney !

The only reply came from
uttered a shuddering sigh.

he said. * The thing has

IHere is something interesting.”

e “We
‘he air is sweeter, and 1
I have lost the rail."

Where are you?”
the loud echoes. lgupm't

i
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“Never give up hoping, Rupert,” said Ferrers Lord.
“1 feel confident the lads are alive. That cur was going
to kill them in some dramatic way that would bring him
back his lost prestige!” He shouted again, but again the
echoes hurled back his ery. * I haven't killed him, have
I, Rupert?

“ He's only stunned, T think.”

“Tie him_up, then, for these devil-doctors are as slippery
as cels! Use the lining of your coat, and his knife to
cut it out. 1 must sce what became of the waggon.
Hallo, hallo, hallo! 'S-sh! What's that noise?”

“Tap, tap, tap!"”

The sound was very faint. It might have been the call
of some bird. Tt came agnin, und Rupert stood with his
dripping croat in his hand, straining his cars. ** Tap,
tap, tap!”  Then a pause, and the same sound again.
Charkoni gave a gasp, and moved convulsively.

“Tie him up!’ said Ferrers Lord, driving his spear
beiween two boulders. * Put a slipknot round his neck, and
fasten it to that, so that if he attempts any pranks he'll
choke himself I

“ Yes,” said Thurston, and set to work.

Taking the lamp, Ferrers Lord went back into the tunnel.
He quickly saw why they had lost the rails, for they ended
about twelve vards from the door. The floor was boarded
just there, and the marks and polish showed that many
w]lcol? hiul been upon it. The millionaire stooped.

“Ah

There were more rails. descending abruptly into another
gloomy gallery. Near them stood a small “waggon, with
flanged wooden wheels and without sides.

“T want you, Thurston,” said Ferrers Lord, *but not
until you have finished.”

“Very well.”

Again the millionaire stooped and listened.
this ehaft that Charkoni had precipitated his victims.
Forrers Lord could hear nothing except the strange
murmurings and rustlings always to be heard in tunnels and
underground galleries. And then came a faint cry—the cry
of a human being. i

Ferrers Lord lifted the heavy waggon that two ordinary
men could hardly have lifted, and placed two of the wheals
on the rails. Then, pushing it forward, he leapt on it, threw
himself flat, and rushed downwards at lightning speed into
the mysterious darkness—perhaps into the darkness that
knows no dawn.

Tt was down

Chung-Lung's Ventriloquism Startles the Queen,

“ Oh, yellow one,”” said Althara the Queen, through the

uint-cyed interpreter, * thou art indeed the greatest of
all magicians. And I love thy magic. Pull me again a
tooth from the mouth of my slave.”

“ More rotten old wheezes!” groaned Ching-Lung.
“But they scem to like ’em best, bless 'em!  Down with
vour napper, Tarfaco! Hold tight! This is a tight one.
My hat, 1t's got clothes on it!"”

Ching-Lung dragged several hundred yards of coloured
ribbon from the interpreter’s mouth, and finished up by
extracting five teeth, cach of about the same length as their
number. The Queen clapped her hands, and her maidens
and warriors, following the royal lead, applauded loudly.
Ching-Lung was getting tired of it.  As a millionaire and a
prince of the Imperial house of China, it was not ver

ratifying to have to perform like a common mounteban
or the amusement of a pack of savages. All the same,
be had to do it. A stab from a spear has exactly the same
Eﬂ'el('t on a prince as it has on a mavvy, It will kill them

oth.

“ Look here, Tarface,”” he said, “ tell 'em I'm fed up!”

* Not hungry, you say?”

“ Ass!” growled Chiwng-Lung. “1'm not hungry enough
to want any more of this. 1 don’t know any moro tricks.
Wait a minute, though,” he added. “Tell 'em to give me
a gun and cartridges, and I'll show 'em another.”

Tarface translated the prince's request,

“Bring the firesticks!” commanded Althara.
wonderful wizard.”

Ching-Lung whistled as all the weapons that had been
taken from them were laid at his feet. A shadow fell on
the grass. A wvnlture was lazily winging its way overhead,
nicely within range.  There was a scream as the gun
exploded, and another scream as the bird, its great wings
outspread, circled round and round, and dropped at
Althara’s fect as dead as a nail.

“ Althara, Althara, Althara!"”

The voice came from the bird, and the Queen rose to her
feet nervously.

(Another splendid long Instalment of this grand
serial next Monday.
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known over the whole school—was the one topic of talk at
Greyfriars that morning.  Billy Bunter was especially
indignant on the subject. He had taken the fellow up as a
relation, he told the juniors, and all the time he had been a
rotten spoofer, and an outsider, and an impostor,  DBunter's
indignation knew no bounds, and he would probably have
run on without end on the subject had not Bolsover major
taken him by the neck, and knocked his head against the
wall—after which Bunter was much less eloquent.

But the matter was not ended yet; there was a fresh
development to come. <

Shortly before afternoon lessons the station cab drove in
at the gates of Greyfriars, and there was a buzz as Mr.
Lazenby was recognised in it, with a boy by his sidé, and
the boy was insl.nmliy recognised by the Famous Five as
Sir "Arry's * guv'nor “—the companion of Ponsonby & Co.,
the real Sir Harry Beauclere,

Beauclere's face was dark and sullen. Tt was very clear
that he came reluctantly in the charge of the grim-faced old
lawyer, his guardian.

They descended from the cab, amid a curious crowd of
fellows. Sir Harry Beauclere gave the Famous Five a super-
cilious look, for which Bob (,'herrfy mentally promised him a
thick ear—a promise which was faithfully kept later in the
day
Mr. Quelch, on his way to the Form-room, met the old
luwyer and his companion coming in, and stopped.

“"Mr. Quelch,” said the old gentleman, ** this is Sir Harry
Beauclere, your pupil !”

Mr. Quelch gave the baronet a freezing look. :

“Indeed!” he ssid. * Am I to understand that this boy
is to come to this school after what has happened?”

“T trust that Dr. Locke will not refuse to take him,” said
Mr. Lazenby. *“All arrangements werc made for his
coming. He had the astounding audacity to induce his foster-
brother—a simple and kind-hcarted lad, who was much
attached to him—to come here in his name, as he was
obstinately resolved not to come here. This boy—"

“The boy has already left Greyfriars,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Ho confessed all in a note to the Head, and left last
night.”

“Very pood! Probably he had learned that my ward had
betrayed him to me.  Of course, he did wrong: but he acted
under the influence of my ward, to whom he was devoted
from childhood.  Sir Harry Beauclere betrayed the whole
scheme to me with the demand that I would send him to
Higheliffe School—a place where he appears to have made
fricnds, and a place which, from what I have heard of it, I
:lisap[:l;m-c of strongly.  If Dr. Locke does not refuse to take
this boy in, I shall leave him here.  Immediately upon
recoiving his lotter 1 returned from Dieppe, to take him—
not to Higheliffe, but here: and here he will remain, with
Dr. Locke’s permission. * I trust that, by a due amount of
severity, he may be brought a little more to his senses!”

Mr. Quelch's expression hinted that a due amount of
saverity would not bo wanting in dealing with the sullen,
discontented boy. Mr. Lazenby passed on, taking the baronet
with him, and disappeared into the Head's study.

He was there a considerable time; but apparently matters

went as he wished, for when he drove away fromn Greyfriars
he left his ward at the school, and Sir Harry Beauclere came
into the Remove Form-room to join in afternoon lessons.
Ho came in with a sullen, savage face, and was twice caned
for impertinence to the Form-master before lessons wero
CYer.
Sir Harry Beauelere's unscrupulous scheming had ended
in a complete failure of his plans. He had come to Grey-
friars, after all, and he came with a bad reputation ready-
riade, and he was not popular. But what was perhaps
Fitterest of all to the young rascal was the fact that the best
fellows in the Remove, while they declined to have anything
to do with him, never ccased to regret the departure of his
foster-brother, and remained the firm friends of the boy who
had been known as Sir "Arry of Greyfriats!

THE END.

({Another splenidid long complete tale of Harry
Wharton & Co. next Monday, entitlied, ' THE WRONG
SORT!'" by Frank Richards. rder your copy In
advance. Price One Penny.) 2

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Bchool Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars. Order Early.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“THE WRONG SORT !"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

In this grand, long, complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co. at Greyfriars, the real Sir Harey Beauclere onters the
Remove Form, and the impression he makes there is far from
favourable. ‘I's the disgust of Harry Wharton and Nugent,
the schoolboy baronet 1s not only quartered in their study,
but is “ planted " on them by Mr. Quelch to be looked after.
Under ordinary circumstances, Harry Wharton would be very
willing to take a new boy in hand and ** show him the ropes,”
but Beanelere from the first shows himself ta be a rank out-
sider; and it i» not long before all Greyfriars agrees that he
L]

“THE WRONG SORT!"

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

G. Kay (Elsecar).- Gamages of High Holborn, London,
W.C., will supply you with a book on flag-signalling.

R. M. (Liverpool).—Physical Culture articles appeared
rome time ago in the “ Magnet® Library. Another scries
i3 at present running in the *“Gem " Library.

F. B. (Silvertown).—Gamages supply fish, and alse books
on this subject. Thev may have to obtain them specially, so
do not be surprised i you are kept waiting a day or two.

Miss A. Vincent (Battersea) and others.—Hurrce Singh
is 14; years of age: Bob Cherry, 15; Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull 154 ; Billy Bunter 15,

Miss N. W, (Notts.) and Master J. B. (Montreal).—T shall
be glad to have your names and addresses, that 1 niay write
you.

P. M. (London, N.W..—The Christian names of Stott,
Bulstrode, and Russell are Phillip, Herbert, und Stanley.

A. Wilson (Birmingham).—Green linnets can be bred in
cages.

D. B. Alexander (Glasgyw).—Thank you very much for the
Verses. -

William Stuart. of Fir Bank, Woolford, Bury, has a number
of old issues of ** The Boys' Friend ” 3. Library to dispose
of. Readers desirous of obtaining the=e -hould write to him
direct.

“ A Tunbridge Wells Reader.””—Many  thanks for wour
breezy letter.  As you will have noticed, Billy Bunter actually
had a postal-order recently. Marvellous, isn't it?

G. E. B. B. (Edgbaston).—Thank you for your verses. I
am afraid space will not allow me to print thim, however.

* Curious " (Isle of Wight).—If you will send me your name-
and address I will write to you.

A. W. A (Cardiff).—Apply to Messrs. A, W. Gamage, of
High Holborn, W.C., for camping-out outfit.

Miss F. Green (South Africa).—Billy Bunter appears weekly
in *The Magnet Library © und also in our lutest success,
“ Chuckles."

“Will W. McKinstry (Belfust). Robert Bluer (Glasgow), A
Capetown Reader,” and Jack Howard ((ntario) please accept
my best thanks for their letters recently received?

J. Newby (Haverhill,.—Bunter's futher is a stockbroker.
Greyfriars will play 81. Jim's both at home and at St. Jim's
somo time during the season. Volume VIIT will ond
September 26th, 1514,

F. Donnellan (Cardiff).—Bound volumes of * The Maznet
Library " are not sold.  Any bookbinder will bind your
* Magnets "' for a shilling or two.

“ Constant Reader " (Dubiin).—To keep your football in
good condition during the summer months you must keep it
Eurtinlly blown up. A little oil rubbed on the outside will
ceep the leather supple.

W. B. (Tottenham).—Too strong a solution of hype will
spoil a photograph. H:po will not lose its strength if
securcly stoppered up.

FADS OF FAMOUS CRICKETERS.

Mr. J. R. Muson, the famous Kent batsman, has, like
Hayward, a marked though little known trick, that shows

the state of his score when it comes into ection. When
starting his innings he crouches low over his bat, the
bandle of which he holids as far down as possible.  As the

score begine to rise he gradually straightens himself, allow-
ing his hands to ghde up the handle until when properly
set he is standing IN'I'rI‘(‘IE" straizht up and holding his bat
at the top. Gilbert Jessop's characteristics are almost
too well-known to be worth mentioning, for what cricket
lover is not familiar with his crouching position at the
wicket, his method of banging a ball, good, bad, or
indifferent, to the bhoundary, his tiger-like springs at the
short-length ball, his sweeps round to leg, and his wonderful
driving powers.  After a few minutes of Jessop, all other
batting scems tame,

“ Hat Tricks."

Many of our best players, besides Tom Hayward, are
given to “ hat tricks ' of one sort or another. For instance
1 think I may safely say no one has cver seen *' Plum "
Warner on the field without his red, blue, and yellow
Harlequin eap, which is almost as well-known as the famous
player himself, and his little trick of hitching up his trousers
when fielding after every delivery.  The old Surrey skipper,
Mr. II. D. ;. Leveson-Gower, has a passion for constantly
changing his  headgear. His stock must be well-nigh
inexhaustible, for 1t s a common thing for him to make
n change three or four times i a day. Followers of
Lancashire must have noticed the little habit of Mr. A, C.
MacLarven, of carrying, or fanning himself, with his cap
between the over.  He never thinks of keoping it on his
head while walking from one position to another. Jack
Board, the Glourestershire wicket-keeper, always insists on
wearing his headgear with the peak over his right ear, but
A. E. Trott's cap will ever be found pulled down over his
evebrows, Mr. J. N, Crawford, late of Surrey, Schofield
Haigh, the Yorkshire crack, and Mr. J. I, Mason, always
hand their headwear over to the umpire at the bowling end
hefore an over, reelaiming them for ficlding when the half
tozen bails have been sent down. No matter how fierce
the sun or how strong the wind, Mr. C. I1. B. Magsham, of
lkent fame, never wears a cap when playing, and other
members of the “ no hat brigade " include Mr. A. O. Jones,
the Notts skipper, Mr. 8. M. J, Wouols, of Somerset, and
Me. V. F. 5. Crawford.

(Next Week: Another
Interesting cricket '

———

article.)
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THE BEST INVESTMENT FOR ONE PENNY'
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You can get these Three New
Story~Books at all Newsagents',

No. 262 :
ROGUES OF THE
RACECOURSE.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND” “THE BOYS’ FRIEND”

3
THE SKIPPERS OF

COMPLETE LIBRARY.
THE CHALLENGE.

| A Grand Story of Stir g Adventure on
Bonrda&aling arge.
By DAVID GOODWIN,
R ERE R

“CHUCKLES”

The Champion Coloured Paper,

A Magmﬂcent Story of the Thrilling
Adventures of a Boy Jockey.

By ANDREW GRAY,
No. 263 :

“NOSEY” PARKER'S = 3d'
SCHOOLDAYS.

The Tale of a Boywithan Instinct for Playing
the Part of an Amateur Detective.

seisti & GOMPLETE LIBRARY,

No. 264

CONTAINS

EVERYTHING OF THE BEST—AND ALL FOR (> |
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ASK YOUR NEWSAGENT TO-DAY FOR

“CHUCKLES”

ONE HALFPENNY. - - EVERY SATURDAY,

00-5-14
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