





“EXPELLED!”

NEX

A School Tale of Greyfriars, T
TUESDAY.,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

~LIBRARY 6

A Complete Story-Book,
attractive to all Readers.

e e e e e Sl A e i i i s i it d sttt bdblbbiddddddsddddddddd

The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book to a friend when finished with,

Favata et vatatars

S
—— —
e

A Tale of Harry Wharton
and his
Chums at Greyfriars.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wharton Does Mot ‘Lend a Hand.
HAHRY WHARTON, the cap-

tain of the Remove at (zroy-
friara. looked amazed. ﬁﬂ
was alone in Study Neo 1,
pitting under the window, engaged
in repairing o damsged fouotball,
when the door opened, and Bul-
ptrode came 1o, Thers wers no two
fellows in thoe Hemove on worse
tarma than Wharton and Bulstrode,
go the visit was surprising in itself ;
but there waz more tn follow,
Bulatrode waa looking  serioua
and important, and there was no-
thing hostile in hias manner this
time. After him, four or five fel-
lows came into the study, all of
them locking just as serious and
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1 That's quita true,” he eaid.  * Buot sxcues
me, Bulstrode, you'te not exactly the kind of
fellow I expected to hear that from.” .

“T don't expect you to do me juskica,’
said Bulstrode. " But never mind that.
The fellows chliose you for captain of the
Kemove, and you onght to bo in this—ought
to take the lead in iv, in fuct, and that's why
we're here.”

“Take the lead in what?"

+ Iy the matter we've got on hand. It con-
cerns the honmonr of the Remove,” said
Tiulstrode, rather grandly. *If you don's
take it up, we shall act without you."”

“Here, draw it mild, Dulstrode,’” enid
Flazeldene. * You baven't given him a chance
yob

“Don'd you interrupt me, Vasaline, This
is how the case stands, Wharton, There's
& new kid coming into the Remove.

important as Buelstrede. They all
belonged to the Hemove—the Lower

Harry Wharton laughed.
“ Nothing amozieg m that,” he remarked.

Tourth Form at Greyirviars,

Harry Wharton l:1.i¢ir down the damared [oothall, and lookad at
the visitors. They did not look as if they had come for a ' rag,”
Lut he could not imagine any other purposs for their visik,

“Tt%a all right,” soud Bulstrede hastily, reading Harry's
thought in his face. " It's ull right, Wharton., We haven't
come for & row.”

“MNot a bit of it," s0id Snvop. ' Quile the reverse”

“Exactly the roverze,”” said Trever. ' We want your
help, Wharton,”

“Don’t jaw, vou chaps,” said Bulstrode. 1 can do the
talking. The fact 15, Wharton, you and I haven't beon on
vory good terms lately =

“ Wever, I think," said Harry.

“Wall, never, then,” assonted Bulsirode. " But thore
are times when fellows who are not on good terms can
forget their little differencea, and stand by one anoiber for
the good of the Form they belong to"

Harry Wharton could not help looking amazed.

e, 48.

“We wers all new kids once, and not so
very long sgo. Are you thinking of getting up a reception
fur the new kid?®

Somo of the Removites orinned, and Bulstrode frowned,

“Wall, as a matter of fact, we are,” he said. A warm
recoption—you undorstand?”

“ No, 1 don't think I do, gquite. I dor't zee how you can
-}m.'r? an:;‘ithing up egainst the new kid till you've seen hiu,
IR RNy

fPhat's beesuse you don't know anything about tho
matier.”

“Well, I'm wilbng t¢ learn,”™
patiently. " Buppese you explain®®

“It's one of thow rotten Mowbray sohelarships,” ex-
plained DBulsirode. *' I dare say fvnu koow that Ihishop
Mowhbray was a governor of Greyfriars once—blessed 3 L
Lknow when—but 1t doean't matter.”

“ Reign of Hdward tho Sixth,"” said Barr.

“Thank vou, Barr; but, as I said, it deean’t matter. You

said Harry Wharton
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know the old bounder founded szome rotten scholarships to
belp poor boys to the benefits of a college oducation, and
the rest of it—you know the piffle by heart, 50 I needn’t
repeat 18" ] . )

1 don't see thal it's piflle. It was jolly decent of the

bish&.” ]

“Oh, I might have expected vou would say  that,
Wharton 1" sneered Dulstrode. "I never knew a more con-
trary chap than you are. [ zhouldn’'t wonder if you sel
yourself up ag::mﬁt us in this, out of sheer obetinacy.”

*Oh, give mim & chance!” said Hazeldene.

¥ Bhut up, Vaseline! Well, we've had all sorts of chaps
here on the scholarships—sons of officera killed abroad, and
gona of poor parsong, and sons of poverty-stricken naval
captaing, and so ¢n; but they've pazsed the limit this time.
Who do g'cﬂ: think is coming to Greyiriars on the Mowbray
Beholarship now ¥°°

“ Bleased if T know—or care!”

“A mill-boy,” said Bulstrode impressively. A chap
who worleed in o mill—a carder, or mindor, or shuttler, or
loomer, or something—chap who has worked for hia living.”

**Horrid," said Harry gravely. I suppose it’s a fearful
disgrace to work for one’s living. Though I don’t know
bow the world would get along if everybody chucked work.™

“Oh, don't bo funny! I've heard all about this chep from
Carberry, the prefect—he was there when Dr. Locke was
explaining to Wingate, our captain. Carberry is just as
much down on it aa we are.”

“¥ea, he would be” :aid Harry Wharton scornfully.
“ Carberry is a cad and a pub-haunter, and he hes o lot of
right to look down on anybody! Rats!™

‘T told you he wounld against us from tho gtart,” eaid
Bulztrode, locking at his followers.

“You haven't

“Dow't bo in & hurry,” said Hazeldene.
explained yet."

“ Oh, do ehut up, Vaseline! I've heard it all from Car-
berry. says the doctor doesn’t see anything wrong in it.”

= wania you chaps to open his eyes, I sup it

“Well, we all know the doctor iz o bit of « fossil,” said
Bulstrode. **1 hear that this kid who 18 coming into the
Remnove—what’'s his name, now 7"’

“ Linley," said Barr—'' Mark Linlay,'

“ That's it—Mark Linley., Well, this kid Linley bas
worked in & mill since he was & nipper, and used to bu
books with his odd tanners, and study of an evening, an
tome local curate up therve helped him on to getting this
scholarshin—I ke his cheek! And the long and tha short of
it 15 ﬂ'mf;l he's coming to Greyfrisre—and coming into the

move.

“Well, what about ¥ demanded Ha.rr{' Wharton.
“Buppdse he is? If a chap did what you say this chap has
done, I suppose that isn't anything against him? A fellow
who has as much grit as that ought to be encouraged.”™

“I knew he would take that line,” suid Buletrode,
“There's one ¢hing vou <an always depend on with
Wharton—he won't agree with anvbody elwe
_Harry Wharton flushed red. His temper was perhaps a
little uncertain, sometimes, bub it was his penerous heart
that prompted him to speak now as he did,

*I don’t want to be contrary,” he said, “but I don’t
think you ought to be down on the chap until he's done
something to EEEETTE it. Mobody but a fool would say that
it 35 & disgrace to work with your hands for a living.”

" Thank yci,” said Dulstrode, with & sneer. ' 1 suppose
I'm & f20], then, as I ceriainly don’t intend to associate with
a mill-hand.”

h'“ Yilz-;.l. marn't be asked to. He may be a litile pasticular
gl £

Sore of the Removites chuckled, and Dulstrode’s brow
gprew darker,

1 suppose, then, that vou're gaoing to back this outsider
up against the Form, Whartan ¥ he exclaimed savapely.

“ Nothing of the sorf. I don't even kpow him,  DBut [ do
sy that you won't get me to e down on a fellow who haa
done what anvbedy might be proud of doing.”

“0Oh, rats! Of course he's a rough rotter—nothing like
usa TF

“Well, you are rather a pig yourself, you know, Bul-
stroge. "

And the Remaovites pigpled again.
Wharton's plain apeaking.

“Well,” caid I':htls.t-rmli, bringing his fi:t down on the
reble with o thwmp that made the ink spurt out of the fok-
pot, " what I say 13, we're not going to have this cad thrust
upon us like dhis, and I'm standing up for the honour of
the Form. BRlost of the fellows are wilh me, T warn you.
you don’t like to join us, yveu cun sland outzide, but 1t won't
make any diilerence to whaiy we're going to do™’

Harry Wharton shrugged hie shaulders,

“* And what are vou going to doi¥”

“We're going to show this mill kil 4hat he's come to the
wrong place i"]ﬂ can't make the doeior zend him away,

TJE%E‘;.T :

They rather liked
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but we can make him jolly glad to go away of his own
accord.'”
Harry Wharton's lip curled.

“ And that's what we're going to do,”" said Bulstrode.
“We're not going to have mill-hands in the Greylriars
Remove. We'll explain to him first that this 1sn't the place

for him. If he likes to go, that will settle 1. If heo aticls
it out—-"" .

“He will if he's got any grit."”’

“ Very well, if he slicks it out, we'll maka
burden to him till he decides to go."

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. . ;

"“And you've made up your minds about this’’ he esid,
“ without evem having seen the chap—without having &
chance to know whether he's a cad or not.”

Well, he's a rotten outsider, anyway.”

Harry Wharton laughed scornfully.

1 2pe, it's on the old principle. '"Ere comes a stranper—
‘eave 'arfl a brick at him """ he said. ™ As 2 matter of [act,
Bulstrode, whatever this mill fellow is like, ke can hardly
be such a hooligan as you are proving yourself at the present
moment,””

“0Oh, you needn™ preach to me! T told the fellowa you
wonld be up against us, out of sheer contrariness.”

““It's nothing of tha sort. If the new chap is & rotter, I
eha'n’t buck him up in any wav. If he's a cad, I shall be
as much down on him as anybody. But if he's & decent
fellow, I won't have a hand in ragging him because he
started life worse off than we did. To be plain, Buletrode,
what you're playing now is a cad's game—a dirty, snobbish
cad's game. at's plain Englizh.”

“ By Jove, it ia!" snid Barr. ' You needn’t amplify it,
Wharton. That's plain enough. 8o you’re up against usi”

“1 don't say so. I don’ know anything about the new
chap. But I should say he's pretty decent to work for a
echolarship and win it, and get & clergyman to help him.
And if he's decent, he won't have me against him. That’s
ell. And now you can get ouvt. I'm not particular, but I
don’t like rank snob: in my study.”

And Wharton turned his back on Bulstrode and his pariy,
who looked at one another very uncomlfortably, and waiked
out of the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Lancashire Lad Arrives,

e HERE he i1 :
T It was Bulstrode who uttered the exclametion. A

his life a

littlo erowd of Greyfriars boys stood at the entrance

to the platform in the station of Friardale. A train
had just clattered to a standstill, and-Bulstrode and his
friends looked cagerly among the alighting passengers for
the new boy.

“ There he is!"”

Bulstrode pointed at a lad of nearly fificen, who had
alightod from a third-class ecarriage. The stranger did not
look much like a Greviriars lad, But Bulstrode was certain
enough of his identity. All the oilicr passcngers were
grown.up country people, and this was the only individual
who could possibly be suppesed fo bo coming to Greyfriars.
Eutiut- his appearance the Greyfriars lellows sniffed expres-
SIVRIY,

Ht:‘:" wag not dresscd in Ttons, nor did he wear a topper,
He wore a eloth can, an overcoat substantial enough, bur of
# for from fashionable cut, and {weed trouscrs of & pattern
that was not of the guictesi. His gloves were thick and
warm, but they did not, as Bkinner suggested, lool: like
hoxing-iloves.  Ilis hoots had evidently heen designed rather
for use than oronarcnt, and they showed plenriful traces of
long travel in muddy weather.
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But the boy, whatever shortogmipngs he miﬁht have in
orsonal attire, had a sturdy, well-set form, and 2 pleasant
ace. Ilis eyes were dark, and very keen and earnest in
their glance.

He did not look towards the crowd of boys at the gate.
The moment he stepped from the irain he strode along
guickly fowards the guard's-van.

“ Ba careful with that skip, please!” he said.

The guard was bundling out a larﬁ cane basket, fastened
b o zine rod and a padlock. The boy's forchead wrinkled
anxiously as it bumped on the platiorm, es if he feared that
it would be damaged. It locked, however, as if it would
stand & great deal of knocking about, and as if it had
stood some already. The Friardale porter came along with
& trolley, and j’ﬂﬂiﬁd the eane trunk upon it. :

The trolloy trundled along the platforin to the barrier,
and the lad took out his ticket. He gave it up at the gate,
and followed the trolley, and then for the first time noted
the Greyfriars group. i

Bulstrode winked at his friends, and the half-dozen juniors
took off their capa with solemn faces,

** Master Linley, I believe I'" said Bulstrode.

The new-comer nodded. L ] :

“That's my name,” he said, in: a pleasant voice, which

had a musical trace of the Lancashire burr in it. * Mark
Linley. Do you belong to Greyfriars?”
“Yoa, wo have that honour,” seid Bulstrode., * You are

the now kid—the young gentleman from-—from Northumber-
land, I baliovo ?"

And Skinner and 8naop and Barr cackled.

“1 am from Lencashire,” zaid Linley simply.

“Ah, yes; I knew it was somewhere in the
regions ' gaid Bulstrode, with a nod.

T,in]ogr gtared at him.

“ Are you trying to be funny ' he asked.

“ Not at all. We've come down {o meet you.
vou'd like io sce some of us before vou gob to
frinps—""

“ Bhall I put this on the 'ack, sir?"" asked the porter.

“ Yeu, please.”

“¥You ean't lift that, old man.'" said Bulstrode. ' We'd
Lotter goma and lend vou a hand.”

“Thank you kindly, sir, but—

“NWot o word; we're poing to help

And Bulstrode & Co. lnid hold of the cane trunk, and
helpadd. Of ecurse it camae with s crazsh to the ground, and
if it had not been of the solidest econstruction, it would
certainly have burst opon with thoe shock.

Meark Linley ran forward with an anxious face.

“ Please, don't ! he ezelaimed., I don’t mind &8 joke,
but I can't afford to have my things smashed up. I'll help
the porter,” _

“%:nm[” said Sncop. Y Weo'll help the porter! Get
back 1"

“7T toll you—"

“Oh, Rats! Get back!" ] ]

And Snoop laid hold of the can trunk again. A glintecama
intn Mark Linley's cves, and he pushed Sncop back, It was
only a push. but thore was force in it, and Snoop staggerced
back, and trod on Hazeldene's fooi. Hazeldene guve a
velp, and shoved him off vielently, and Snoop sat down.

“ Lot that skip alone!” said the lad frem Laencashire,

“ That which " demanded Bulstrode,

*That skip.™

“What on earth's a skip?”

“That,” =said Lialey, pointing fo the huge cane trunl.
“ Have you never heard of a skip before®”

“Iia, ha, ha! Then I suppose you're a skippor ' asked
skinner.

““Ha, ba, ha!"

Liniey smiled at the fesble joke, and helped the porter

lace the skip on the hask. The hack-driver gathercd up
s rains.

“Don’t be in o harry to get off, Linley," said Bulstrode,
“Wo haven't finished talking to you yet.”

Mark Linley hesitated.

“T've had a long journoy,'” ho said. *T've travelled all
tha way down from Lancashire since this morning., I think
I shall go in tho hack.”

“ But wo came down specially to meet vou."

“That was very kind of you,” said Linley, in & frank
way, that would have won upon any heart but Bulatrode's,
“I suppose you follows know about me—that I am coming
lo Groyfriars wifh a acholarship*”

“Yeos, rather " prunted Bulstrode.

“1 know there can’t be many fellows who began life as I
did at Greyiriars,” said Linley, tho colour coming into his
cheoks u little. * I hope it won't mako any difference-—-""

“There's none; you're the first,™

“Thon it's very kind of you chaps to troat me like this,
A good many folks at whoam—I mean, at home—thought——
I mean, feared—that a fellow who bad boon in a mill
would have a rough time at Greyiriars College.™

Bulstrode chuckled.

“They were right I ho romarked.

Areile
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voung shuttler—I believe you were a shuttler when you

worked in the mill—

Mark Linley laughed. .

“T was & minder,” he aaid. i

¢ Wall, 8 minder, or & shuttler, or a loomer, it's &ll the
same,” said Bulstrode, rather vaguely. * You are right in
thinking that a shuttler—I mean, 3 minder—would beout of
place at Greyiriars College.” !

“ T—I suppose so,”’ waid Linley quietly.

“(Jh, shut up, Bulstrode!"” muttered Hazeldene.
be a oad, you know " . ) ,

“ Hold your tongue, Vaseline, or I'll jolly soon make you !
Look here, young shunter, or shuttler, or whatever you are,
wa camo down to meet you fo have a littlo talk with you
before you get into Greyfriars.” .

“ Yes," said Linloy qumtlguverj quictly. ,

He was beginning to understand now that the meeting
was not intended to be & friendly one, ] :

“Tt's very meritorious of you," said Bulstrode, in an airy
way, ' to get a”schulnrshi.p, and to get to this college by your

own effortg——

“You couldn't have done it, old chap!" remarked
Skinncr. . .

i Oh, shut up, Skinner! TIt's very meritorious of this
voung shaver to educate himself, and all that, in the
intervals of shuttling a loom, or looming o shuttle, or what-
ever he did for a living.  But Greyfriars wasn't founded as
n home for the meritorious poor. We don't want mill-
hands thera ™ i

Marl Linley's eyes glinted, but he did not speak.

“We don't want to be hard on you, Linley,” said the
bully of the Romove, quite magnanimously, ' but we bar
mill-hands in the Bemove at Greyfriars, You might find
a fellow or two to back you up out of sheer contrarioty, but
the rest of the Form would be down on you. All the other
Forms would be down on you. It would be very rough.
Mow, we want to do the fnir thing, If you like to go back te
Yorkshire at once—"" _

“ Laneashire,” said Mark quietly.

AL, ves, Lancashire! If you like to go back af once,
we'll raise » subscription to pay your return fare, and loave
_vlmt sotncthing over for yoursell. What do you think of
that #*

"o you want me to tell you what T think?"

" ¥os, of course!” i

“ Vory well. then; I think you are a snob and & coward !

And g’iark Linley stepped iuto the hack. The vehicle wa1
driving away on the rond to Greyfriars before Bulstrode
could find his tonguv. Fis compenions were grinnimg,
Ready as they were to back him up in ragging the Lanca-
ghire lad, there was little sympathy between them, and they
enjoved the discomfiture of the Remove bully. i

Bulstrode gritted his tecth as he gazed ofter the station
hack.

“So that's how he takes it,” he exclaimed at last—" that's
how he takes o gonerous offer ! Well, we'll try what rough-
ness will do next! IIe's had his chance, and thrown ik
away ! I'll make him sorry he ever came to Greyfriars !

[ § Dﬂ‘“'t

P————m—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not a Warm Reception.

ARK LINLEY stepped from the hack inside the gate.
way of Greyfriars, and watched with a careful eye
while his skip was delivered over to tho tender mercies
of Gosling, the school porter. Thea he asked the

hack-driver hia fam.

“ Which I'll leave to vou, sir,” said tho driver.

The boy loocked troubled. He ecould gunss that the man
was accustomod to liberal fares from the hetter-off bovs of
Grovfrianrs. But Linley’s means were too limited for him
to pay any mote than his due. It was onc of the difficulties
of going to a wealthy school, which he had foreseen, and
which ho could not halp. :

“ Plense tell mo how much the fare is!"” ho said.

The driver snorted.

“rArf-a-orown [T he said.

Marl: felt that he was being overcharped, and he glanced
at Gosling. DBut the school porter’s face was unaympathetic,
What right had a poor person to come to Greyiriars, was the
way Gosling looked at it.

There was no help for it. Mark handed the driver a hall-
crown, and had tho comfort of learning later that the propere
farn was cighteenpence, with twopenece extra for the akip.
Gosling lookad at the skip, and gruated.

YEavy weipht, sir,’ ho said.

“T will help you carry it, if you like," said Mark mildly.

“T can manage it,” said Gosling sourly. “ 1 don't mind
carrying things for young geutlemen as i8 gontlemen, gﬂir.

A OGrand Bohcol Tale of
Harry Wharion & Co
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Master Wharton always gives me a shilling when I carry
Lp his box.™

“ Wharton probably hes more money than I have,” said
Mark quietly.

And he turned and walked on, with a somewhat heavy
heart. And Gosling snorted again,

“Tuppence, I'll het!” he muttered. *“ Tuppence for
cartyin’ up that thing! And wot a trunk to ll;ring fo a
collidge like this 'ere, too! Where did the boy come from !
Let "im stick in the place where e belongs! Wot I says ia
this ‘ere, let him stay whera he belongs if he can't aford
to hact like a gentleman !

A delﬁgﬂssmg feeling of lIoneliness settled upon the lad from
Lancashire as ha crossed the great Close towards the schogl
buildings. The grey old edifice, the facade of anciont
windows, the ivied tower, the quiet green Close, had a
curious effect wpon the boy. How quiet and old-world it
seemed, how removed from the strife and bustle of a
Laqnasiﬁm town, a3 if iv belonged to another planct, The
whirr of the looms was still in the ears of the mtifl-hoy,
fresh from the activity of the busiest county in England.
Greyfriars struck him with & feoling he eould hardl v define,
pleasant, and yet a little melanchaly.

The fellows in the Close took little notice of him, BSome
glanced his way, and he saw one or two giggle. He coloured
painfully. He had alrcady ohserved that hia clothes did
not in the least resemble the Greyfriare’ cut. Upen those
pame clothes his mother had expended many an anxious
hour—anxioua that hor boy showld cut as good a figure
as possible at the great public school. But poor Mrs. Linley
could not impart the magio cut of the good tailer.

A group of fellows belonging to the Upper Fourth—the
next Form above the Remove—were standing under the
leafless elms, and they looked at Mark with great interest,

Marl stopped to speak to them. He wanted information.

" Exeuse me," he eaid. " Can vou tell me where to find
Mr. Quelch?

Temple winked at his friends, and took upon himself the
role of spokesman,

*“ Mr, Queleh ' he said. ' Who 12 he

" The Master of tho Remove, ™

*“The Remove? What i that?’

" The Lower Fourth Form, I think,” said Mark Linley.
looking a little puzzled. He did nat know, of course, that
the Upper and Lower Fourths at Graeyiriare were on terms
of cat-and-dog steife, and the ignorance of these youths on
the subject of the Remove amazed him,

* Ah, yes, I think I have heard of them !’ said Tomple.

"“A sct of inky little beasts, who sncak about in corners
and consume jam-tarts.’?

" Oh, rather!” said Dabney,
" And what do you want with the master of the Remove,
my soni” asked Tomple, in a honeyed tone.

“1 am going into his Form, and I hase to report my
arrival to him.”

“Indoed! Then you are a now Removite !

" Yes—I suppose s0.”

“ Another kid for us to lick into shape,” said Temple.
Y Bump him !

Mark Linley started back, but it was oo late. Half a
d-:;nmrm hands seized him, and he was promnfly humped. This
ancrent and time-honoured esremony consizted, at Groy-
friars, of squashing the vielim to the earth, rolling him
violently over, and leaving him wondering whether he was
on his head or his hecls. Mark made the bumping worss
hg_ struggling—a rash thing to do with three or four mis.
chievous fellows grasping him.

He was suddenly released, and he sat up in bewilderment.
His cap was gone, and his hair was towsled. His coat
over which Mrs. Linley had taken so much trouble, was
splashed with mud in & dozon places. His boots were muddy
all over. It had been a wet morning, and the Close was
vory sloppy.

The Lancashire lad staggercd to hiz feet, Temple,
Dabney & Co. were walking away, laughing, and were
a!re&df' at o distance. Mark's eyes glinted. He was
etrongly inclined to dash after them and eall them to
account, although the odds were so greatly against him.
But ho restrained himself. ¥le guessed that it was only a
picce of rough horee-play, anl he must he prepared for
that sort of thing. He resolved to be a little more on hia
guard as he dusted down his clothes, and removed us many
of the mud stains a5 he could with his handkerchief,

“ My hat! Where did you spring from?”

Mark looked round. It waa EEvimn, of the Remove, who
addressed him, though, of course, the new boy did not know
him. Levison was Iaufhing. :

" Been using yourself as a duster to wipe up the mud?”
he asked. " You look like in."

“1 have heen rolled over by those fellows,” said Mark.
“1 suppose it was a joke.'

TJ‘%E\' 3
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*“ ¥es. Can youo tell me where 1o find Mr. ?ueich?"‘

Levison pointed past the gymnasium-—nearly opposite to
the direction Mark should have taken.

“Go straight on, turn to the right, past the gym, ﬂpd
then to the left, and then go through the garden,” hs said,
** Knock at the door.™

** Thank you very much." . ]

“MNot at all,” grinned Levison; * always willing to oblige
a new chap.”

Mark went in the direction indicated. He turned_to the
right, past the gym., and then Lo the left, and came to a
garden gate, A fat junior in spectacles was leaning on
the gate, apparently wrapped in meditation, Mark Linley
tapped him on the shoulder, and the fut junior looked
round,

“I say, Cherry, T wish you wouldn’t startle me—"

“ My name 35 not Cherry,” said Marck, with o smile:
“ 1t ie Linley., T——"

“Oh1" said Billy Bunter, blinking at the rew boy through
his spectaclea. " You are the new chap in the Remove,”

“Yes, Will you let me pass—I have to go and see Mr,
Quelch ™

Billy Bunter stared. ;

Y Well, Mr. Quelch ien't in the Head's garden.’’ he said.

i Yﬂ}l’ll geb into a row if you go the other side of this
gate,””

“I was told——"

Mark paused. Ho remembered thet Levison had worn a
curious grin while giving him directions.

Bunter chuckled. £
. Bomebody was rotting you," he said.
into the Hesd's garden. f:

Quelch’s study, if you like.”

“ Thank you. I wish vou would.”

“ Certainly,” said Bunter, without mating any movement
from his comfortable position agoinst the gate, however.
“You are the chap who worked in a bicycle factory, aren't
you—ar a coal mine, was ¥

" A cotton-mill,” said Mark quictly.

" waes it & cotton-mill? Most of the fellows have
decided to cut you. They think you're not good enough to
speak to. Of course, as a matter of fact, I suppose they're
right, B3till, I den’t beliove in being down ou a fﬂﬁnw
who can pay his footing. By the way, I was just thinking
when you disturbed me-—— I'm expecting a postal-ordar
to-night, and I'd like you to lend me a couple of hob off
it, if you could. Of course, you will have the tin back
this evening without fail, a8 my postal-crder is coming by
the next post for certain,”

Mark Linley hesitated. He had been taught to be eareful
with his money, and he had often had hitter enough need
to be careful, when a few shillings had sometimes meant
the difference between life and death, in some period of
}?Ekc-iﬂ“t or strike, during his hard-working days as o factory

and.

But it seemed ungracious to refuse to lend, cspeciully as
the promise of repayment was so prompt, and as the fat
junior had already offered to oblize him. He felt in his
pocket, and fished out two shillings.

" There you are,” he said.

““*Thank you!"” said Bunter. " Come along.*

And he moved off quite briskly. Mark Linley imagined
that they were going in the direction of Mr. Quelch's
guarters, but that was far from Billy Duntce's intention,
He was making a direct line for the school tuck-shop.
Near the door of the shop he stopped. and pointed through
the growing dimness of the Close lowards the looming
school house, \

" There you are,” he said. * Go over there, and in at
the big door, and inguire again. I'd come with you, anly
I've got to go in here on important business.”

And, leaving the Lanecsshire lad standing uncertain, tho
fat junior disappeared into the tuck-shop, nnd Mark Linlev's
two shillings were soon going at express speed in BiLLSRRE:
rolls, buns, tarte, and ginger-beer.

Mark walked slowly away towards the big doorway Billy
Bunter had poinied out to him, and Ipanmd irresolute on
the top step. He was beginning to feel discournged, A
handsome lad of about his own age eame to the doorway
from the lighted hall, and glanced at him

“Can I help you!™ he aslked.

His tone was very pleasant, .

Mark ﬁjanuad at hiz face, half fearing anothar practical

i_-:r]-:ﬂ at his expense. DBut a single plance at the Landsome
ace was anough.

“Yes,'" he said; * thank wyou.
Queleh's room.”

* Come in, and I'Jl show vou.” r

Mark joined the junior, wheo led him along the flagged
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passago, speaking cheerily as be went. Although a glance
at him waa sufficient to tell that he was at least as good as
anyhody in Greyfriars—socially spenking—there was no hint
in his manner that he felt he was {falking to one of o lower
station 1 life. Marlk Linley folt hiz heart warming as ha
walked on. He wondered who the junior was, end felt
that he would like fo know him. The information was very
guickly fortheoming.

“Ara vou the new fellow in the Remove?" the junior
asked,

“ Yoz, said Mark, colouring, * I—I think I ought to
iell you that [ am the fellow coming here on a scholarship.
1 dare say you've heard sbout it—Bishop Mowbray's
scholarship——"

The other nodded.

“¥Yes. Your name is Linley?" . 3
:;IThﬂt's right. I am from Lancashire—I worked in a
mli."

There was a hint of defiance in Mark's manner as he eaid
it. Dut the other only nodded guict's, as if factory-hands
wera not at all uncommon at Groyiriars.

“Yes, I've heard about it. Awiully plucky of you to
go in for the scholarship and get 1. I've heard that it's
very hard.” .

“ 1t was hard,” eaid Mark, his heart warming still more.
"I think I seraped through., I was determined to do it if
I could, but I never had much time for study.”

“] suppose not. Here is Mr. Quelch’s room. By the way,
my name isa Wharton., 1 am eaptain of the Hﬁtﬂﬂi‘ﬂ—tﬂ{:
boy, you know. Every Form has its captain here, es well
as the school captain, old Wingate. IF T can help you in
any way, I aimﬁ bo glad. I dig in Study No. 1 in the
Remove passage.”

Mark Linley was glad that it was dusk in the passage.
for he felt thoe tenrs gpush into his eyes. Not that he was
ane of the crying kind. But this off-hand kindness from
a perfect strunger, alfter his first reception at Greyfriars,
strangely moved him.

“ Thank you!™ he said, in a low voice. * Thank you very
much! You are very kind.”

* Oh, bosh!”? said Wharton, “ Give us vour fistt”

And he shook hands with the new hoy, and walked away,
and Mark Linley tapped at Mr. Quelch's door, and cntered.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Decldes.

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo?? exclaimed Bob Cherry, as Harry
Wharton entered Btudy No. 1 in the Remove
passage,

" Sorry ' sald Wharton, throwing lis cap into a
corner. * What have you got for tea? I'm hungry.”

“ Bread and butier,” said Bob Cherry, with a grand
wave of the hand over the study table. '* For thoze who

refer it, there's buiter and breand. You can, however,

ave the bread without the butter, or the butter without the
bread, if you pine for variety.”

Harry Wharton laughod,

The tea-table in Study No. 1 was indeed wvery bare
that cvening, although it was usually as well provided aa
any in the junior Forms. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
Hindoo chum, who was popularly supposed in the Remove to
live on nir, was contentedly dissecting a banana. and con-
suming infinitesimal helpings. Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent had not vet commenced on the bread and buiter.
They were hungry, but they were thinking of bacon and
chips, sausages and mashed, and other things more solid
than bread and hutter.

“We could have bread and scrape in Hall, without
Eﬂmg to the e:&:ense of providing our own tommy," Bab
‘harry remarked, ' If we make a tea of bread and butter,
the Head ought to make uws an allowance in cash for it
We were waiting till you came in {o see if there was any
wind to be raized. Inky was too hungry to wait, so he has
started on his Brobdingnagian supper.”

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned,

" Tha hungerfulness was slight,” he remarked in his
elegant HEnglish., ' But the honourable banana is sufficient
foodfulness for the inward regions of my erteemed zelf 1™

“ Well, it isn't sufficient for mine, if I 2an get anything
eolider,”" said Bob Cherry. ** Where have you heen wastin
'f:ﬂl.ll' time, Harry, and leaving yvour chums o n slow anﬁ
ingering death by the horrors of starvation®

“I've just met the naw ehap—Linley, vou know,” said
Harry Wharton abruptly. ** I showed him to Queleh’s study.
1 heard Levison telling Stott that he had sent him wrong,

':imul I was going to look for him when | met him at the
oor.

¥ Gomd Bamaritan 1™
“Well, 1 can't see much of a joke in sending & stranger
wandering about o place, It sacms fo me to come very closo

to telling lies, The new chap soems o decont fellow, Not
exactly liko ug—a""
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“Well, that couldn't be ex
gaid Bob Cherry gravely. “ We must be reascnable.”

“{h, don't Tot! mean, he's o bik strange to our
manners and customs; but I can’t see that he's any the
warse for that. He struck me—"

“ Where? On the nose?” .

“Ass! He struck me as being a very decent and guiet
ohap, amd very civilly spoken.” .

‘I hear that Bulstrede & Co. are going for him bald-
hoaded,” said Nugent. * They're trying to get the whole
Form to take it up.” ]

“ They cams herg to ste me about it," said Harry
Wharton, frowning. "I refused to have a hand in any-
thing of the sort. I hope you fellows will do the sama.”

* When Wharton says turn, we all turn,” seid Bob Cherry.

“Oh, don’t be funuy! It's a cad’s game to rag a stranger,
anyway, just becauss he’s had to work for what we got for
nuthin%"

Bab Cherry chuckled. ¢

“* Koep your wool on, old son. I'm not going to rag any
body, even though vou left me io starve while you were
waiaing thiz chap about Greyiriars. Ii you like, I'll take
the new fellow on my knee, and kiss him on his baby brow,
and talk to him about the sweet and happy dﬁﬁ'ﬁ of child-
hood, when the honeysuckle and the rose entwined-—"

* Oh, do shut up!” said Wharton, laughing. ** Let's have
tea now. Where's that fat young villain, DBunter?”

“1 say, you fellows——"

““Hera he is!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as a fat face and
a pair of big epevtacles glimmered at the <door. ™ Whern
have you been, porpoiset But I necdn'®t ask. I can sea a
smear of jam on his chivey.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—="

“ Have you hrought in anything for feal”

“ Certainly not! I'm surprised at the guestionl A chap
lent e & couple of hob off my postal-order this evening,
and I've just had a snack at the tuck-shop, to keep up my
ﬁlmng;'th. I am willing 1o cook anything you like for iea,
and I'll fetch it from Mrs. Mimblc's, if you like

Harry Wharton fished a postal-order for five ehillings {rom
his pocket, i

“ Ask Mrs, Mimble to cash this,” he said. " I've just had
it through the pest. You can lay out half of it for Lea, ancl
bring me the change. If you don't bring me the change 'l
skin you!" :

“I hope I can be trusted with a hitle eash, Wharton,”
eaid Billy Bunier, blinking at the captain of the Remove
with grest dignity. .

“ Yes, I hope vou can, this time, or I shall taks it out of
your hide,” ssid Wharton, * I want the money. Cuotb off 1"

“If you would like to lend rae the edd hall-crown off my
pestal-order—"

* oh, do get off 1M

“The post's in!" grinned Boli Chorry,
order must be in tho rack downstairs, Hunr{." y

“I think there must have been some delay in the post”
began Bunier.

'“ Ha, ha, ha '

" Bloessod if I ean sco anything to cackle al! The postals
ordar will be here to-morrow morning all right, But, apart
from that, I suppose you fellows know that * The Gem ® vot-
ball competition is up "

* Yes; but we want our tea now !

Just a minute. As I an getting the first prize in *The
Gem* competition, I shall shortly be having o pound a
week for thirteen weeks.,  When I get that T intend to
acitle up several old aceounts, and I can clear this off, too.
I suppoae I can have the half-erown, Wharton '

* ¥ou can have a thick ear if vou den’t buzz off I

“ I'm sincerely sorry that you should trust an old sequaint-
ance so little, Wharton., 1 have been trusted io-day by a
perfect stranger—"

“That's the reason he trusted you,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Chorry——"

“ Cuat offf Buzz! Bunk! Get!” roarced Wharton, And
a3 he was reaching for o ruler, the fat junmior thought it
Letter to *' buzz off.”"

“That young porpoise grows fatter and stupider every
day,”" Bob {}'herr}: remarkod. "I thiok I'll walk along aned
seo that he doesn’t acoff the provisions bringing them back.
You chaps can pet the kettlo boiling.™

Hob Cherry followed Bunter, and Nupent jammed tho
kettle on tho fire and stirred the embors under . Tho
nahob mu_t-::nteﬂl]s’; munched his banana.  Harry Wharton
waa Etandlt!F with hie hands thrust deep inte s trousers-
Packets, a ihoughtiul frown upon his face.

* Penny for your thoughts, kid,” said Nugent, locking up
from the fire with a ¢rimsoned countenance, as the keitls
began to sing.

‘harton came out of his reverie with a slight start.

ted of a commaon mortal,™

“Your postal
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*“ I was thinking aboub that new chap,” he said alruptly.
“It’e a rotten position, really. The fellows seem to tEinl:
that I've refused to back them up against him out of sheor
contrary temper,'

" Well, your temper is a little vnecrtain at times, old
chap,” grinned Nupgent. ' You must excuse my saying so,
but o chap sometimes doesn't really know how to take you.”

Wharfon coloured.

" Oh, don't pile it on!” he exclaimed. “1 suppose you
sgree with me that it would be caddish to jump on this new
chap just because he's worked in a mill¥"

“ Oh, EES; rathor |

O Well, I've been thinking.
eious few of the fellows will hel

; : him out i anything. ['m
captain of the Form, and I think I ought to leok alter him
2 bit.  What do you think?”

I think that if you do, the fellows will all say vou're
l';-‘un,i; it Just to set yourself up against the Form,” said
Nugent promptly,

" Yes; that's what I was thinking ! said Wharton, biting
his lip. I don't deny that my temper hasn’t always been
exactly what it should have lwen; but I was trying to live
that down. I know wvery well that if this new chap is ot
ull decent, I cught to help him out. What's a fellow captain
for, if he allows himself to be scared from doing his plain
duty by a set of carping, snobbish rotters?”’

M Oh, draw it mild!  Bulstrode and his lot mar be snob-
bish rotlers, but most of the Remove are all right. They
just-act without thinking.”

Y Well, they shouldn’t. Anyway, they™ve no right to find
fault with me because 1 think before acting "' zaicd Wharlan
hnl.]}r.l “ Look here, there's this new chap now. Ho's
gone m to see Quelch. He's got in pretty late, and tea
wiil be over in Hall—Quelch had finished Ii’i.% a guarter of

an hour age. Well, why shouldu’t we have the new kid in
here 1o tes ¥

Frank Nugoeni looked very grave.

_ “I've nothing to say against it,”™ he said quietly. * But
1t 15 seiting thie study againet the rest of the Remove. And
it may be that Bulstrode is right—the new chap may be a
rank roiter for aught you know. It stands to reason that he
has mixed with & pretty rough lot in his time.”

* That wasn't his fault, T supposcy™

“I don't say it wns. But if you touch pitch you get
defiled, whether it's your fault or not, and you pass it on
1o others.'”

“ 1 understand what von mean, Frank. But wo've no
reason to assumo that the new kid haz any roften ways till
wo know him better. I can't see anything wrong m being
deecntly civil to a stranger. I don’t suy I shall cham up
with him. ['m not the sort of chap to chum up very quickly
with anybody.”

“Well, have him in to tea. kil  It’s all right,”" said
Nugent. ** If the Form don’t like if, the Form ecan po and
eut tintocks!”

Wharton Inughed, and quitted the study.

He's strange here, and pre-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Guest in No. 1 Study.
MARK LINLEY came out of Mr. Quelch’s study affer a

bhrief interview with the Forn master, feeling some-

what enecouraged. The Remove magier’s munner had

Been kingd, though fornal, and Mark saw very plamly
that he would pot on with Mr. Queleh if he worked hard
arur:; deserved it; and that was what he had already resolved
to o,

For the boy who had worked ns o half-iimer in childbood,
aml who huad spent long days in the mill after that, and had
“swolted ™ at his studics by candle-light in the ovening,
hard work had no tervors. The daily work of a junior at
Creyiciars was childfs play fo the lad from Lancashire.
There were many [ellows m the Remove whe grosoed mn
gpirit over the hardness of their tasks; but Mark Linley was
looking forward lo the same work as to a long rest alter
lahour. 2

He stopped and looked about him in the wide, dusky pas-
sage. He felt very strange mixl lost, and was glad to sce
Wharton coming towards him, ]

“Tind Quelehy all right?’ ashed Harry choerily,

“You, thank you! He was very kind” Lllllt‘; paused,
ansd eolourced o fittle. * Can you fell me where I can get
some tea? I supposs it is tea-time?” . .

“ It was tea-ttme nearly an hour ape,” enid Wharton.
“I'm wiraid it's all over now. But that's ull right, 1 came
to look for you, to ask you to have tea with us in No.
if you will. ~ We're feeding a bit late, and we shall have &
passable feed. Wil you come "

Linley hesitated, e "

“1 should be glad to,” he said, in s frank way, I

TUIE%EY i
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know no one here, and T ean'd say how I feel your kindnesa,
But—but—— " He broke off.

“But you don't want to come,” said Harry, laughing.
“It’s all right. Don’ make any bones about saying se, you
know. We don't stand on politeness in the Greyfriars
Hemova,™

Linley coloured painfully,

“ It's not that, Wharton. But—but a good many fellows
have already shown me how they fﬂelg about having a
Factory-hand in the school. This isn"t the sort of place lor
a fellow like me, T suppose. I think you will very likely
make the other fellows angry with you if you have me in
to tea, and your fricmds there may not like 1t, either.”

“My iriends haven't any objection, or I ehouldn't aszk
i'ﬂu, Linley,” said Harry quietly., “As for the other
cllows, they can go and eat coke. Will you come "

Linley smiled a little,

““ Az T said, T shall be glad to, if you bear in mind what
I have said, and vou don't mind what the othere think.”

“ They can think what they like. Come along.”

Arnd Mark walked beside Iarry Wharton to Study No. 1.
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyiriars, passed them
in the passage, and looked at them curiously, and stoppoed
to speak.

“ Are you the new Remove kid?" he asked.

“ Yoz said Mark, colouring a little.

“Good! I wanted to seo you., You'll find yoursell in
strange quarters here af first, but you'll get usced to it
Mind, make it a rule to play the game all the time, and
you'll he all right. That's oll you've got to remember,”

And Wingate walked on,

“Who is that, Wharten 7? asked Mark, glancing alter the
stulware m{n‘:nin of Greyiriars,

“ That's Wingale, our caplain; o ripping chap!”

The juniors entered Btady Neo. 1. MNugent shook hands
with Linley carclessly enough, but that carelessncss put the
new boy quite at his ease. Hurree Jamscet Ram Smgh
galaamexl to him with Oriental grace.

* Balaam, sahib,” said he.

“ Go it, Inky ! eaid Nugent cnecuragingly; I like to
soe you doing that. You ought to turn a compleie somer-
spult while vou're about it™ _ _

" The j']ﬂf-:{‘fll].rlﬂs.‘i of my esteamod chum is great, and his
asininelulness is berrifie,” snid the nabob placidiy. "1 am
heartfully glad to weleome to our humble raol this estimabio
stranger, x-.ﬁ]{} is doubtless feeling very lonefully solitury, so
far from the old mokes at home, as the song says”

“ITa, ha, hal? yelled Nugent. " You mean the old folks
at home.”’

Hurres Jamset Ram Sivgh shook his head gently.

“The exeunssfulness iz terrific,” he remarked. "But I
must rexlly insist that my quotefulness is correct, I learncd
that ancient and honourable song under the best native
mgster in Bhanipur.”

“Well, he must have been a ripper!”  eand Ha::r,v
YWharton. " Here's Billy with the grub.  Boeek up with
the tea, Billy.” _

“1 gay, vou fellows, I wish wou wouldn’t let Bob Cherry
hang about me like a shadow when I'm deing my shopping.
He secins to have an idea that I should bolt the sausapes
before I got them here

L jolly well know you would!” =aid Bob Cherry.
“ Wuzent's got the bryingpan grensed all ready, and so vou
ean shove them on. ['m hungry.”

Tha sausages were soon sizzling over the fire. Bob Cherry
chook hands with Mark, suppressing any surprise he may
have felt at finding him in the study. The Famous Four
always backed one another up under any circumstances.

The zcent of the warming sousages fillod the study, and
it was a very grateful scent to Mark Linley. FHe was
decidedly hungry, though the excitement of his coming to
Greyfrinrs had cavsed himn to hardly notice the fact until
oW,

Leovi-on looked info the ztudy as Billy was serving up the
sansages.,  He staved blankly at the new hoy,

“Clome in! eaid Harry Wharton.

“Oh, no. [ seo you've got wisitors,” said Levison, 1
won't intrude.” )

And the juniors heard him chuckle as he went down the
eorridor.

Marlk Linley turned red, and felt very uncomfortable.

“Buck up with the sosses, Porpoise,” said Bob Cherry,
“1 believe you're lingering it out because you know I'm
on the point of expiring.”

* Oh, really, Cherry : ’

“T hape vou like sausages, Linley,” said Wharien, serv-
ing the succulent dish. ‘' They're rather ripping, aml I can
anawer for the ecouking.”

Mark.

“¥Yes, ralher!™ smd
The [eed was just beginning when fhe door epencd, and

Thanks.™
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“I'm jolly hungry, too.



Hazeldene looked in. He had evidently heard from
Lovison of Wharton’s guest, for he was grinning.

“ Come in, Vaseline!” said Nugent.

Hazsldene shook his head.

““Oh, no,” he said. "I eee you've got visitors,”

And he scuttled off.

Mark Linley's face became crimson. The other juniors
hurried in with their talk 1o cover up the unpleasank

incident. Ifarry Wharion's eyes were beginning to gling
dangerously. o understood that this was the commence-
ment of the persecution by which Bulstrede and hiz friends

moeant te drive the Lancashire lad out of the Greyiriars
Eemove.

'""¥ou play football, Linley!” Bob Cherry asked; and in
the interest of that ever-absorbing topie Linley's face
brightened up again.

“Yes, rather!” he said. "I was in the factory team—"
He coloured again, "I mean, I used to play Rugger when-
ever [ had a chance,’”

** Rugger ! Soccer’s the game here. played
Boeeer?

“MNa; but I can learn,”

“Good! Do they play much Rugger in your part of the
world?" asked Harry Wharton curioualy,

Mark Linlay smiled,

“Yes, certainly; more Rugger than anything else, I
think. Weo have Northern Union matches te watch, and
heaps of junior Rugger matchea. But we're pretty keen
on the other game, tco. League football is followed awfully
keenly in Lancashire, and we have some aplendid teams in
the English League. I've watched the game often enough,
and I don’t think [ shall be slow picking it up to play.”

“Good again! You'll have a chance. Football is com-
?ulwr;r here on Wednesdays and Saturdays, and every
ellow who is worth his salt plays 1t every other day if he
gats a chanee, too."

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“ Oh, excuse me, Billy,” said Harry, laughing, “I waan't
referring lo you. Of conrse you have to aspend too much
time in the tuckshop to have much left for }mt-ra.r."

“I don't want you to give the new chap the impression
that I'm a greedy fellow,” said Dunter. " I'm not greedy,
only I like a lot. If I didn't keep up my strenglh by takin
enacks now and then, I don’t know what you [ellows woul
do for a cook in the study. Halle, there's Bulstrode!”

It was not Bulstrode who opened the study deor; it waa
snoopn.  He grinned in af the juniors.

“Hallo!” he said, *I hear you've got a visitor from
tha factories hara'™

"Get out!” said Ilarry Wharton angrily.

“Certainly! I'm rather particular who T associate
with," said Sncop. "I bar mill-hands, and you can keep
him all to yourself.”” : :

And Snoop went out, just in time {o ¢scape o pat of
buttar which Baob Cherry had picked up to harl af him.

Mark aat with a erimson face. The wanton mnsult from a
feliow he had never injured, and did not even kmw,_ﬁtun%
him to the guick, and gave him & dreary impression o
what hia life was to be like in the Greyfriars Remave.

But the door remained clesed only for a foew moments
Bulstrode was the next te look in, and he grinped sneer-
ingly at ths tea-party.

* I hear you're—— QOw! Ocoooht”

The puat of butter caught Bulstrode fairly in the mouth,
and he atag?ered back with a gasping yell.  And tha
Ttemovitea yelled, teo—with laughter,

Bulstrode wiped thoe butter off furiowsly, and glared in
at them,

“You—you beast

“Aro you goiug?’ psked Bob Cherry calmnly.
you have the marmalade next?”

Bulatrede wont,

Evar

Y Or will

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Linley's New Quarters.

HE lad fromn Lancashire rose to his foet, His faco was
very white and strained,
Wharton locked at him guickly,
“You are nol going?" he said.

Tintey nodded.

T think I had bhetter,” he said quietly. “I ean’t havo
vou fellows annoyed like this on my account. Besidez——"

“ The annoviulness is nothing, and the Mutheadedness of tho
henourable rotters is terrifie,’” said the Nabob of Bhanipue.

But Mark shook his head.

“Ive fintshed my tea,” he said. " Thanks awfully, you
chaps.  You've treated me very decemtly. 1 hope you
won't have to suffer for looking alter me like this.”

And Linlay left the =tudy.

He lefi the chinms of (e Remove zilent, looking at one
another. They wepe all fealing owhkward ol constrained.
Wharton waz savaps, iz puest had besn ipsulred in his
study, ami he wps fovacdly resolving 1o call the raggers
to account foo 14

TULS oAV
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*Well, it's rotten " said Bob Cherry.

" The rottenfulness is terrific.”

“[s seems & decent chap enough,” Nugent remarked;
¢ and he's not ashamed of whera ho comes from, either.
A snob would try to keep the factory dark.” i

“He's all right,” said Harry Wharton abruptly. “I'm
going to stand by him, for one. Those cads shall ses that
they can't bully me inte playing the cad, too. Linley's &
decent aort, and I'm going to back him up.”

“ Right-he! T'm with you!™

:‘ %ipabh:]:? !‘l' aaid Etgb %L'ue-frr.

‘The backfulness is terrific.’

“]1 gay, you fellows, it'a not s bad ides, and tho best
way to gmﬁ s fellow up is to stand him a good feed. I

on like to have & feed in the atudy in Linley's ”

'‘m quite willing to do the shopping for you, end the
cooking as well, and make a really successful thing of it.
I could do it for you in good styla for about ten shillings.

“Oh, shut up!” eaid Nugent. “And look hera, don't
you start cadging of the new chap. He hasn't as much
money to waste as we have” i =

“ ['m hardly likely to start cadging of a.ng}:md;, I h-::[in_a,
said Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dignity. " Lwve
never talen money in my life without putting it down on
the account.™ ]

" Lot of good that does the lender,” eaid Bob Cherry,
willh a grunt. % i
T shall settle up all my accounts when T get the *' Gem
prize of a pound a week for thirteen weeks,'” said Bunter.
Tt's announced this week, and when you esa the name of

William George Bunter at the head of the liat——="

o Wgeril we do you can chatter about it, but do shut up
now, Owl."

Bunter blinked indignantly at Bob Cherry, and left the
study. ITe hurried after Mark Linley, and tapped a junior
on the arm in the passage.

“1 say, Linle 2

' Aezi” aaid the voice of Levison. * What do you want¥"

“ (O, is it you, Lovison? I want to speak to that factory
chap. Have you seen him?'

“Go up the box-room stairs,”
BWAY.
Billy :
opposite direction to look for Linley,
latter on the stairs.

“Jg that you, Linley? I eay, about that couple of bob
you lent me——" :

‘“ 1iad your postal order?” _

“Well " no, as a matter of faet T haven't,” said Bunter.
“ That's what I wanted to speak to you about. I'va been
disappointed about that postal order, and it won't bea
coming Lill to-morrow morning. When it comes it will be foe
ten bob. Could you let me have the other eight now, and
have the postal order when it comes? That will really be
cazhing it in advance.” :

“i4n eorcy. 1 haven't so much money,” eaid Mark
Bimply.

Billy Bunter aniffed. . o

“ Hum! It's rother anwvoying,” he eaid. " Btill, if yon
can let me have another threa, and take half tha ?mral
order toanorrow morning, it will do. 1 can manage.”

H Y s, mriainlff,” )

Linley handed over the three shillings. Billy Dunter
eould hardly believe his eyes. The Removiies knew him
tow well to ever lend him anything, and it was only a per-
fect stranger who could have any faith in his repaying 2
boan.

“Thank you, Lintey. I shall let you have this bacle
to-morrow worning for certain,”

 Plaase Jo, Bunter; I shall want the money to-morrow,
I expoct.” ] )

“You can ahsolutely rely on it, as if my postal order
didn't come, 1 have a large sum ol money coming in from
another source.  So-long !

And Bunter hurried away,

Marl Linley walked on, keeping np a cheerful face, but
froling o little downhearted. Efe passed the apen door of
the junior common-room, and there was a howl as he waa
givhtod,

“* Halle, here's voung factory !

“ What price cotton, young shaver?”’

“Flow do you shuttle a2 loom?”

Marlk turned away. A vell of laughter followed him.

“Woll, I'm glad he's got the deceney not to shove him-
gelf in hare with us,” said Sncop. L half expected him
to come

“ Sharking come-dowh for vou, Snoepy,” said Temple, of
the Upier Foorth, with a soeer. ' Your people are in the
oil and eslonr line, I beliove

Sroop furned cerimson,

snid Tevieon, walking

Punter know Levison well enough to go in the
{s overtook the

7
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“Jt's a lia!” he yelled.

“TIt's & what ¥ asked Temple, cuming a step nearer.

“T—I mean it isn't so0,” stammered Snoop. * You're
mistaken, Temple.™

* Well, if it were so, there's nothing in it to be ashamed
of that I can zee,”’ said Temple, who belnrégud to a good
family, and could afford to take a broad view of the
matter. “1 think you're & set of yelping rotiers to pitch
on young Lialey like that. He looks worth a dozen of you
soung cads. Desides, the Remove is the kind of Form for
any waster to be shoved into.'

* Oh, rather "' said Dabney.

There was & Removite yell, and ere long a scuffle and
punching of noses. Then came a prefect with a cane, and
exodus of the juniors from the commeon-room.

Mark Linley had walked away feeling very heavy-hearted.
He had looked for difficulties at GreylIriars, and had hali-
expected to ba sent to Coventry by some of his Form-fellows.
But this angry and savage reception was much more than
he had bargained for. A fag met him in the passage and
called to him:

u lI jsay, young shuttle-and-loom, Mr. Quelch wants to ses
rou |

: Mark took hiz way fo the Form master’s study. Mr.
Quelich nodded to him gravely and kindly. .

“You will share Study No. 12 in the Remove passage, with
Ruszscll, Lacy, and Wun Lung,” he said. * You may take

our books in there. Haa your trunk been taken up to the

meve dormitory?™

[ ]Pdnn’t know, sir. Tt was left at the porter’s lodge.”

“You had hetter soe about it.”

" Yos, sir.”’

Linley left the room. HMe decided to leok at his new
guarters first, and went up to No. 12 in the Remove
passape, The door was shut, and a glimmer of light came
from underneath. Linley hesitated at the door, whether
to knock or no. He had a right toe enter his own study
without knocking, and whichever way he decided his action
would r{)rﬂbab]y be misconstrued, Ile decided to knock,
and did se, then oponed the daoor.

Fuszsell and Lacy were doing their preparation.
Lung, the Chinese junior, was curled up like a cat 1n the
armchair.  All three of the juniors locked up as Mark
Linley entered.

“Hallo ™ eaid Russell. * What do you want?”

“Mr. Quelch says I am to come into this stude” said
Mark awkwardly,

“Well, you've come in,” satd Lacy.
again.’”

“1—I mean, I'm to share this study with you."

““ (Oh, rats.!” said Russell warmly. * Quelch doesn't know
what he's about. The room iz too small for three, as it is,
and I was annoyed with Quelch for putting that Chinese
monkey in here. It won't do, my son. Go back to Quelch,
end tell him to think it out and guess apain.™

Mark did not know much about public schools, but hao
knew too much fo take a messape hke that to a Form
mauaier.

“I'm sorry if I'm in the wav.” he said.
must-do as ﬁr. Guelch tells me.™

“1 zuppose vou must,” prunted Russell, " Are yvou the
new chap Linley, the fellow who worked in a coal-mine ™

“T am Linley, and T worked in a factory.”

“Well, I don’t see why you cowldn’t stay in the factory,
and not come here to take up a quarter of a crowded study.
Dut I suppose we shall have to put up with 6. Do you
want to do your prep. now 77

" My—my what?"

“Your prep, Great Scoit! Don’t you know what prep.
i#? Your pre};mmtinn; you have to prepare your morning’s
work over-night.”

“Oh, I see! Yes, I suppose T must do it here—now=-but
1 shall have to get my books out of my skip.”

“ Out of your what?” roared Russell and Laey.

UMy skip' said Mark simply.

“Ya gpods! What is a skip "

“My trunk, I inean.”

“ Well, if you mean a trunk, why don’t you say & trunk 7"

' Well, it’s not exactly a trunlk, it's g —-"

“Bkip ! grinned  Laey. “Of ecurse. T skip, thoun
skippest, he skips,  Well, suppose you skip off and find your
skip, and let us finish our prep.””

Mark turncd to leave the study. The Chinese boy sat up
in the armchair, amd blinked zleepily at the lad from
Lancashird,

“ Me tinkee you lookee aftel tlunk,” he said. ** Bulstlode
mzkee jokee, me tinkce—me tinkee vou bettel lookee aftel
skippee.”

Murk was o Uttle puzzled to make oot the cuarious words
of tho Chinee, but he nodded and left the siudy. He undor-
stood thet svme joke was intended upon his property, and

Wun

ENOE £ L

“1 suppose 1

he was anxious. He left the house and hurried down fo the
rter’'s lodge. Gosling was standing in s deorway, and
ark asked him after gm famous skip.
“Which I've carried it hup,” said Gosling. “*And wot

says 15 this "ere, it was thundering heavy, Masfer Linley."”

Mark tendered the porter twopence, which was certainl
quite sufficient in the way of a tip, asa Gosling had goo
wages and ought to have been satisfied with them. Gosling
put the twopcnee in the palin of his hand and inspected it
carefully, and Mark walked away, leaving him still inspect:
ing it. The porter grunted expressively. But his stare and
his grunt did not have the effect of extraéting a larger
gratuity from the careful Lancashire boy.

He ro-entered the house, and secing Billy Bunter in the
hall, inguired hiz way to the Remove dormitory. Billy
directed him cheerfully enough, and added that he would ba
glad of another shilling off the postal-grder that was coming
in the morning,

“Fm afraid T ean’t manage it, Bunter,” said Mark,
colouring, have very little money; you know.”

“(Oh, if you don't want to lend me a bob, say so!" said
Bunter. * You can have it back with the rest to-morrow
morning, that’'s all.”

“ T gannct do it now."

And Linley walked on, leaving Bunter snorting with
disgust-. 4

“I'm aincerely sorry I ever took the trouble to be kind
to that chap,” murmured Bunter. * Of course, I might
have expected ingratitude.™

Mark Linley ascended to the Remove dormitory, and
guickened his steps as he heard loud voices and shouts of
langhter proceeding from the room. Ho opened the door
and loocked 1n, andgl.lfﬁ eyes blazed with indignation at what
he saw.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Mark Liuley Loses His Temper,

ULSTRODE & Co, were in_the dermitory, in a group

round the famous skip. The gus was lighted, and if

glimmered on a curious scene, The skip was opened,

and the raggers were dragging the contents of the

basket-trunk out. Bulstrode was standing on a bed, in the

attitude of an auctioneer, with a mallet n his lluncf. which

had probably beon used in breaking open the new boy's
trunk.

Y Gentlemen, make vour bids!™ zaid Bulstrede. * Hero

ts a pair of trousers, evidently 2 pair of Sunday trousers as

used in Lancashire, as they are the only pair in this
roceptacie—this skip. Make your bids, gontlomen. I am
offering vou a palr of trousers of an unigue cut. You sce

that the material is decidedly substantial, and, indecd, is
quite thick encugh to make tents or sails with——"

“Ha, ha, ha I’

“And the eut iz unigue. T can safely say, gentlemen,
that o pair of trousers of a similar cut cannot be found in
all Greviriars,”

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Let those things alone!” shouted Mark Tinley, dashing
into the dormitory, his eyes blazing with enger.

f]iqlstmdﬂ loaked at him calmly, and tock no further notico
of him.

“ Gentlemen, T can recommond these trousers, and T am
surprizad at recerving no bid, For uniqueness of cut, for
novelty of design, for thickness of material, these trousers
are unsurpassed. I challenge centradiction. Gentlemen, I
am waiting for a bid for these unigue and extremely
veluable trovsers.””

The Removites shrieked with laughter. Mark Linley
forced his way through the erowd and faced Dulstrode.

“ Yot those things alone, vou cad ! he shouted.

“ My dear factory sweep, I—""

“Wiil you let them alone ¥"

“19ell, hardly,” drawled Bulstrode.

“Then T will make you.”

DBulstrode grinned.

“ Hold him, kids?" he said. “Ilc is getting dangerous,
T will give him a licking after the auction.”

Skinner and Snoop and Barr and Trevor caught hold of
the Launcashire lad, and held him fast in spite of his
siruggles, DBulstrode grinned nt_]us furious face, and held
up the trousers to inspection again. "

“ zentlemen, I am waiting for a bid.
trouwtsers are going cheap A

“Ha, ha, ha "’

#1 will throw in this waistcoat with the samoe lot,” said
Dulstrode. * You will observe that the waistcoat is of a
good ancient design, and the pattern is startling enough to
wale you in the morning, if you place the thing beside your
bed, and save the expense of an alarm-clock.”

“Let me go !V shouted Mark Linley.

These unigue
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] “You are a little chunk of real grit,” said Win
[

ahead In {ime—with the best feilows in your Form, at any rate.

Tiut they held him fast. Bulstrode dragged a couple of
white shirts from the skip and faunted them in the air.

“ What offer for shirts, trousers, and waistcoat 7" he said.
¥ on't be backward in coming forward, gentlenen. What
nﬁnr&?” .

“ Pwopence the lot,” said Iluzeldenc.

“ Any advance on twopence "

“ Threepence,” sabd Stotf,

“ Threapenea I am bid.  Any advance on threepence ¥

Mo reply.  Bulstrode raised the mallet.

“(iaing for threepence the lot —going—going—gona 1

The mallet came down, and smashed o hittle elock that had
heen taken out of the basket. There was a roar of laughter
Bulstrode tossed shirts, trousers, and waistcoat over lo
Hazeldene, wha let them fall carelessly on the fleor, where
they were scon trodden underfoot. Bulstrode dragzed some
underclothing from the skip, and held it up to view, Mark
Linley made a desperafe coffort, and broke loose from those
who were holding ham.

“Look out ! yelled Trevaor.

But the warning came too late, Linley went gt Bulstrode
like a bulldog, and in o wmemwent had b round the neclk,
and was punching wildly at his face. Bulstrode gave o
roar of surprise and rage, and tumbled headlong off the
bad, with Linley ehinging to hua., The bump on the floor
was terrifie, and hoth bhove gasped from the imipact, Bat
Linley, elinging to his bulky cnemy, waz still panching.

“ Yon noisy brats 177 said the nnpleasant voiee of Carberry,
the prefect, at the doov. " What's all thiz row about ?"

e it's the new fellow,” said Bnoop.  * The factory rotter,
Carberry. He's moing for Dulstrade like 2 wild boast
Look at him '

T e

te. *“*You are going the'rigﬁ.t way to work, and 1 think vou'll pull

Stick to 1£i™ “1 mean fo !" said Mark Linley.

“ [love, young shaver, stop that I exclaimed Carberry.
“Tio yvou hear me? L' a prefeet, and if you don't obey
me 'l skin you! My word "

Mark was denf to him. He was punching Dulstrodo
furiously, while the Remove bully, bewildered and dazed
by the swdden attack, wes hardly able to defend hinweli.
The prefect, with on nongrey scowl, stooped il ‘-_!rugg{'d the
new boy away from Bulstrode by main foree.  Linley secmed
inelined to attack him in turn, but he saw in tne that he
was & Eenior, and restrained himself, Carberry shook hin
savagoly.

“What do vou mean by it%"" he shonted. * Tlon't you
kaow that you have to obey a prefect’s orders, 3ou factory
wholp ¥

S i am sorey 17 masped Marl, “I-T lost wy tomnper

Y Peastly tieer-eat ' anarled Sooop. M Look st Buistrode !
Iis noae i3 Bleeding, ™

L I’" ."-'.II'IH;:‘-T-I'P hjll]: il_:-[' 1'1-;” !“ ]'Il:l'-'liﬂ'll l;ulﬁi-ruﬂf‘.

YWhot's o ol about ¥ demanded Carberry, «fill grasp-
ing Linley by the collar. “1've a good mind te give you o
Biching apieoe all ronrd.”

I owans 1l fau_—!ur}' [:I'|=||J," sl E-rit‘m'rl. “JTe's gol o
teanpar like a demon. e wands a gn!:lu-_] hillillg. e
wouldn't take any notice cven of yvoua, (Carheery,™

O teach him fo take notiee of o prefoet,” suiel Carberrey.
Y You voung whelp, vou oughie’l o come to a deceat =ehool !
Why dudn’t vou stick in the factory vou belonged to?™

“Alind vour own business ' eaid Linley,

Carberry stared ab b, almost petrified, for the moment.

“You—vou talk to me like that ' he gasped.

“T1'1 talk to anybody like that who insults me?' sheuted
Aark, “You're u hulﬂ' and a cad, and these fellows are a
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set of cads and cowards, too. I'll take them one at s time,
and give them a hiding. I could do it.”

“I'll give you & chance,” said Bulstrode.

“Hold your tongue, Bulstrode! So I am a cad, am It
gaid Carberry, with o pling in his eyes. 1 think youw’ll bave
to learn bettor manners, you factory sweep., Lay him over
that hed, kids?”

Half a dozen of the juniors hurried to obey. Hazeldens
and Trevor and Skinner held back; but there were encugh
without them to handle the vainijvstrug'%lling lad. He was
laidd over the bed, face downwards, and the prefect took up
& slipper that had been turned out of the hox.

“1his is the first loszon,™ he remarked. “If you ever
want another, you'll get it—in the same place.”
Mark Linley gave a gasp of pain as the slipper rose and

fell. But then he set his teoth, and romained silent under
the shower of blows that followed. His blood was at boilin
point, and he was savagely determined that not a sou
should pass his lips to gratify his enemies. And not s
sound died pass his lips, though the punishment he received

was a terrible one.

“Here, hold on!” exelaimed Hazeldene. * Hold on, Car-
bevry ; that's enough !

Larberry's reply was a cuff that sent IHazeldene reeling.
Tien the slipper rose and fell again with more savage force
thﬂ_n%tl::{rjefqre-l. : There was a sudden shout from the doorway.

Y Btop k!

Wingate came quickly in. At the sight of the captain’s
anary face, Carberry's gﬂnd fell to his side, and the juniors
released the new boy., But Mark Linley did not move. He
still lay face downwards seross The bed, shaking with pain,
and unable to move a limb for the moment,

Wingate's brow wasz like a thundercloud.

1‘: WI:LM do you mean by treeting a kid like that?' he ex-
clatmed.

*Ho checked me,” said Carberry defiantly. “I’'m a pre-
fect, and I'm not accountable to you for my actions, Wingate.
He's had his lesson.”

And Caroerry hurled the slipper away, and strede ont of
the dormitory. Bulstrode & Co. followed him silently. They
did not eare to face the captain of Gregfriars just then.

Wingate lifted Mark Linley from tho bed. The boy was
staggering drunkenly, and his face was like chalk. He
leoked dazedly into the kind and anxious face of the Grey-
friars captain. DBig and rugged as he was, Wingate had a
heart as bender as a girl's

“I'm sorry for this, Linler,” he szid. “1 den't know
what you've done, but you've been treated badly. What waa
it abouf?"

Linley steadied himsell on the captain’s arm.

“It's all right,” he said thiekly., *“ It's—it’s all right.”

“It's not all right,” said Wingate warmly, ' I've a good
mind fo march you straight to the Head, and tell him what
Carberry was doing.”

Mo, no!" exclaimed Mark, in alarm. “I-—I don’t mind!
I'd rather not cause trouble. don't suppose Carberry
meant to burt me 30 much. I—=I don’t want to get him
mnto a pow.”’

The captain of Grerfriars was silent. He recognized the
Erue grit that showed in the Lancazhire lad's words, yet he
was greatly inclined to expose Clarberrs’s bratality to the
Hﬂ&tﬁ all the same. Oneo thought resteained himm—if Linley
were placed n the posation of having complained, the Remove
would regard it as sneaking, and he would never be able to
maoke his peace with the Form,

“I—1 suppose I was a fool to come here” said Marlk,
“They don't understand. They don’t like a factory lad
among them. I suppose it's natural, Where I come from,
wa alwars thought a fellow a rotier whe weoaldo't work,
and despised him, and here 1t scoms to be a discrace to have
workod, I dare say T shall got along all cizht in time, whoen
they pet used to tl}rm idea.”™

“¥ou are z little chunk of real grit,” =01d Wingate.
“¥ou're roing the right way to wori, anyway, and [ think
you'll pull ahead in time—with the best fellows in your
Farm, at any rate. Stick to b7

“ I mean to." 3aid Mark cquictly,

And Wingate loft him, and Mark procoedoad ba repack the
things that had been dragged from hizs * gkip. '’

L]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Disappointed Raggers !

T bed-time that night there was a great deal of sup-
H presqed oxcitoment in the emove., Follows glanced
at Marl: Linler, and whispered to one another. "Phe

fad from Lancashire c-null;]; nod fail lo zes that & rag-

ging waa planned for after lizhts out, and his heart =ank =
Ligkle at the thoasht of being <hot up in the great dormitory,
far from help, at the merey of his enemies, without a sinzle

Ti.ﬁ_’%)gifl
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friend to stand by him. But it was an ordeal that had to
ba gone through, and he %mpnwd to face it bravely.

Just hefore bed-time Harry Wharton was passing DM,
Quelch’s door, when the master of thoe Remove beckoned
him to enter. The captain of the Remove stepped into the
Form master's study. )

“Vou have made the acquaintance of the now boy,
Linley?"' asked Mr. Quelch abruptly.

Yo, gir,” said Harry. : ’

“] believe there is some sort of & set made against him
in the Hemovs, Wharton.” ; s g

“Some of the fellows seem to have their backs up, eir.”

“1 need not say that I am sure you have no hand in i
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch. “If I thought it possible,
should not speak to you now as I am going to do. Whar
I know something of Linley, from the clergyman who hel
him to get the scholarship by means of which he came hera.
He i3 o steady, decent lad, and any shortecomings he may
have will soon, I think, be rubbed oﬁy at Groyfriars. 1 should
like you to lend him any little help you can, Wharton.™

* Certainly, sir!” . )

“1 am not asking you to chum up with him, of courss.
He 13 very different from you in station and training; but I
know you would not take Eiiﬂﬂbhlﬁh view of the matter,
though I am afraid snobbery is rather rife in my Form. As
captain of the Hemove, it is your duty to put down l:mll;mg
and ragging, and I am sure I can rely on you, Wharton.”

T understand, sir, and you can rely on me."”

Wharton joined the Remove, who were going up to bed
It was Carberry’s duty to put the light out, but thiz even-
ing Mr. Quelch took the prefect’s place. When the Remov-
ites wore in bed, Mre. Quelch paused a moment before ex-
timgushing the hght. .

A less keed-sighted master would have noticed that the
Remove were in a state of suppressed excitement, and omy
waiting for him to be gone, to get out of bed again. )

“ My boys,”” said Mre. Queleh quictly, ** on several ocoasions
lately thera has been noize in this dormitory after lights out.
I am determined to restors complete order to the Remove
dormitory, I shall be wery alert to-night, and any bey
found to have left his bed after lights out will be given an
imposition of five hundred lines, and six strokes with the
cane.  Good-night!" :

“Go-g-g-od-night, sir!" spid the Hemove, In a long-drawn
guaver.

The light was put out, and the Form master closed the
door. Therc was a general indignant excluiming at onco,

“‘The beast!

*The rotier?"’

“ The interfering brute ™ . )

“It's on purpose to protect that factory brat!” exclaimed
Rulstrode furicusly. “%’?’i]l}*ﬁ- pame to get up and put him
throuzh it, all the same.”

“I'm not, for one® said Hazeldene. “TI'm not geing to
get o licking and five hundred lines to please you, Bulstrode.”

“We all know you're a cowsrd, Vaseline, Trevor—Snoop
—Dulstrode sat up in bed—* will you gﬂt up if I do?”

“ I won't,” said Snoop. * Not much!"

“Don't be an 2ss, Bulstrode,” said Trever. * You know
jolly wall you daren’t get up, any more than we dare. The
i‘zciur kid ean wait. 1'm going to sleep.™

“Who sayz [ dare not?" yolled Dulstrode.

“T1 i 30 b0 sleep!”

“T've a jolly good mind to come and yank you out of bed
oursell,

T Ruts! Go to sleap!™

Aned Trevor began to snore. Buolstrode growled, bot, as s
matter of fact, he did not mean to venture out of bed, after
the Form maostor’s warning. and he zoon followed Trevor's
exaraple, anad snored in zood earneat.

Mark Linley was breathing more [recly with hig ralicf,

It was havd onough to be ragpred in the dav-time, but he
had escaped a dormitory rapging, and for that mercy he
was thankful, He did not know much about the matter, byt
e knew that he had narrowly cscaped a painful ordeal.

Ho fell aslecp at last, amd slept soundly enough il the
rising-ball went in the morming, He was the first up in the
Remove dosmitory i the gloom of the December dawn, Ho
was accustormed af old to jumping out of bed ab the
sigl‘lﬂl of the ™ koocker-up ™ af home in his Lanecashire Lo,
at a much earlies hour than this

Many of the Removites grumbled ak the hour of rising,
but it seemed laxuriously late to the Lancashire lad. ‘The
stithness of the huase buwlding was strange enough o lnm.
Instinctively Le listened for the thud: of the knocker-up and
the elatter of the eloe: on the pavements. Buat all was quick
in the siill mornieg, save for the hell.
~ HMarry Wharton sat up in bed, and glanced at the new
by,

: ':f]"'ir'e.m‘m an parly riser,” he remarked, as he stepped out of
el
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Linley gave him a nod and a bright smile.

“Yes, this isn’t early for me,” he said. 1 usualiy rise
in the dark in the winter, It seems awfully guict here!”

“ The bell makes row enough, I think,” said Bob Cherry,
rubbing hiz eyes. I believe Gosling makes it clang like
that on purpose, beczuse he's in a temper at getting out of
bed. HMeigho! How dark it iz!"”

" The darkfulness is terrific.”

The juniors roze, one by one, and dressed themselves.
Harry Wharton noted with an approving eve that Linley took
a2 sponge bath all over, and wasn’t afraid of the cold water.
There were a2 good many fellows in the remove who con-
tented themselves with a wash down to the chest on cold
mornings, and Bunter, g9 & matter of fact, seldom went below
his neck, except on_ the important ceccasion of his weekly
warm bath. Linley looked very fresh and wholesome as he
came down, and Harry liked his look, although his clothes
certainly were of a country cut, and of a pattern tobooed by
the Greyiriars [ellows ‘

The morning was clear and cold, and Harry Wharton and
his chums kicked a football out into the Clese for a punt-
sbout before breakfest. A number of Hemovites joined
them, and quite a crowd were soon punting the footer round
the Close in tho erisp air. Mark Linley locked on, keen
enouph to join, but very doubtful about his reception if he
did :zo. .

The ball came his weay, and stopped almost at his feet,
with a crowd of juniors after it, and elbowing one gnother.

“Oet out of the way, young mills and looms!” shouted
Bulstrode. ;

“Hold your tongue, Bulstrode! said Wharton sharply.
“Wicl that ball over here, Linley., Why don't you come
into the game?” ,

Mark kioked the ball, with a good Lift that showed how
well he hard his foot in. The erowd streamed away aficr if,
and Mark joined in with them. DBulstrode stopped.

“If that factory rat comes in, I'm out of it,”" he said,

“And 1" said Snoop.

“And I

“And II"

“Same herel’

“ Yes, rather?” - :

“Well, get out of it, then," said Harry Wharton passion-
ately. ™ Come on, Linley!™

Linley shook his head. ) . )

“It’s all right,” he said. And he put his hands in his
pockets and walked away, ]

Harry Whavton shouted after him,

* Linley, come back here!™ — "

Mark started a litile at the tone of authority in Wharton's
voice, but he turned back, and logked at the Remove caplam

utetly.

W What is it?" he said. .

“ Come and help us punt this ball about. I'm foothall eap-
tain in the Remove, and you've got to de az I tell you as
far as football iz concerned, Come on!”

Linley laughed cheerily.

“Oh, if that's how it stands, I'll come on fast enough!™ he
gaid. “*I've played football long enough to know how 1o
obey orders!”

And he came back promptly.

“Well, I'm out of it said Dulstrode,

“And 1, said Trevor. ; .

“You can do as you like, Bulstrode,” saild Wharton dis-
dainfally. *“You're a waster, a.nj.rwafy, and out of place
pnear o football. As for you, Trevor, if vou stand out now,
rou'll stand out of the Remove footer team too, so take your
choice 17

Trovor hesitated, but ho knew that Wharton had a will of
iron, and meant what he said, He lefr Bulstrode’s side,

*(Going to be bullied into taking up that outsider, are
vou?"” snaered Bulstrede,

“Pats!" said Trevor. _

Wherton kicked the ball, and the juniors were guickly
whooping in pursait of 1f. Mark Linley ran with the best
af them. He had had his orders from his [eotball skipper,
and no amount of sneers and shrugs would have foreed him
away now. IHarry Wharlon noted his form with an
apprecintive eye.  The mill-hand from Lancashire scemed to
be 21l sinew and spring.  He was fast and steady and Lkeen,
{orbaaring towards others to a degree rather unuszual in the
rough Form he had entered, but not in the least afraid of
hard knocks himsclf.

In ihe chase of the ball, he was tripped over by Bnoop, and
Skinner and Stoit rolled ever him heavily; but the Lanca-
ahare Jad was up ﬂiu.m i a sccond, as cheery nfs ever.
Wharton’s brow darkened, for he knew ihat the incident

was no accident., But Linley never seomed to think about
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it at all. e was “on the ball” again in no time, and it

became pretty clear that therc was nothing ** soft™ about
the lad from the cotton mills. 5 o

As 2 bell rang the punt-about ccased, and the juniors,
warm and exhilarated, trooped off towards the Iouse.
Harry Wharten dropped into step beside Linley.

“ ¥ou seem to take to footer!” he remarked.

“I've played since I was a nipper,” said Linle E:m‘p]y.

“1 suppose you will join the Form _clubE:: r"r cre I‘r_l'EftJE
strong on football here,” said Wharton, I'm captain o
the Form team—in fact, before my time there v-‘ﬂﬁ»h:g a
separate Remova team. The Remove used to have a Eiw
players in the junior team, but the team was run by the
Upper Fourth. ~ It was my work starting a separatc lmﬂ?,
and we're quite as strong as the Upper Fourth now. fll
played St. Jim's and drew with them the other day, anc
the St. Jim's junior eleven has fellows in 1t frlum the E:i'-eli.
My opinion is that the Upper Fourth would have been
licked by the St Jim's lot. The team is up to good form
now but there's always room for a good player. If you
shape well, there’s no reason why you shouldn’t get your
cap for the Form.” e

inlev's eves sparklad. . .

'*A‘F shoule Iit:é to.” he said.  “I'd give anything—but
there, the other fellows would be down on the idca at
Gnl‘:f[” Wharten 1 hed

ar “harton laughed. ] .

“'}}:gr opinion of -:}Emr fellows doesn’t }'-'mg]:l much with
me in making up the Form tean,” he said, - 1f they hng
anything to say against your form as & player, 1 51;-:)_1.?!]
listen, of course; olther matters haven't anything tth do wilh
fooiball, You hed better join the Form club. Nearly all
the Remove are in i, and you can't play for the Form
without joining. As the foothall scason 1s1ha.lf aver, you
wilt pay half the usual subseription; that will be three bok.
Frank Nugénf, in iy study, 18 the sccretary nnd treasarcr.

“Good,” said Linley; Tl be glad to join! 1 only hope
it won't make trouble for you!”

Wharton laughed again. )

" H{tﬂmﬂyqu, d-:m'tgmm if it daes,” he zaid. “T'm used
to troulle, and I don’t mind it. I had a rough time when
1 first came to Greyvieiars, and I pulled through., ¥ou'll do
the same il vou stick to it.”

1 shall stick to it."” 5

“Right! It's the way to win in the end

Andd the juniors went in to breaklaat.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Restgnations Accepted.
BILLY BUNTER felt a tap on his shoulder as he came

e

out into the hall a little luter, and he blinked round
through his big spoctacles,
1 say, Levizon—"

“ It ig I,”* said Mark Linley. * 1 want to speak to you,
Tunter. 1 lent you five shillings yesterday off your postal-
order.”

" Inid vout said Billy Bunter.

“¥ou know I did.” .

“ (th, all right; don’t get ratty about it! I suppose you
don't think I"in not going to pay you, do your” .

“ ™o, of course not,  Buot the post is in now, and I shouid
be glad if yvou would hand over the tin. I've got to pay
my football subzeription.™ ; :

“Well, the fact iz, Linley, I've had a disappointment
about that postal-order. It hasn't eome.” Mark Linley
uttered an exclamation. * Ch, it’s all right; it's coming
this evening for cerfain! I supposc it will do if you have
it to-night?!

i | “ﬁ;m to pay my footbull subseription.”

“Well, you ¢an pay it out of vour own money, and have
thiz to-night," said Dunter, who, like many people who
never have any maney, could not understand that other
fellows' resources were limited too.  Moark made an im-
pratient gesture.

“ T eatnnot; I laven't onough money without that.™

“Well, leave the footbuall subseription till this evening.
IE vou could let it stand over for o day or two, I could
repay It without any inconvenience at all!™ sod Bill
Busiter confidentialiy. " The result of ' The Gem ' foothall
compefitton 15 anconnced in the number that comes out 1o-
day, yvou Lknow!"

“ Wihar has that to do with it?" demanded Mark.

A Jolly lot! I'm in that competition. I've been send-
img in the answers, you see, and with my great abilities at
pucssing the correct ones there's no doubt at all that X
shiall get the first prize.  The prize 13 a pound a week for
thireeen weeks, 1l tell you what, Linley. Suppose vou
fer me have another fifteen bob now, and youw ecan have tha
Brst pound ™

11
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“1 dont't suppose you will get the prize

“(h, really, Linlev! With my ability——"

Lol here, I want that five bob ! said Linley abruptly.
“When can I have it®"

“*You can have it to-day,” said Dhlly sulliily.
order may come by any post now, and vou can have your
wund of fesh, you confounded Shylock!”™  And Billy

Junter walked awny indignantly.

Linley turned red. Ik was not pleasant to be called a
Shylock for azking for his own. He felt that he had made
a mistake in lending money at all; bur, after all, it would
be all right when the postal-order came. A tap on his
shoulder made him turn round, and he found Frank Nugent
at hia elbow, with a pencil and a little book in his hand.

“ Wharton says you're joining the Hemove footer club,™
said Nugont.

" Yes, that's right.™

“Three bob, please™

Linley turned rod ugﬂiu,

U Ie=T'm sorry,” he said, *I—I—ihe fact 19, I haven't
the tin. I had it, only I've lent five bob to a chap-—-—"

Nugent whistled.

" You—you don’'t mean to say vou've beon lending money
to Bunter?" he exclaimed, glencing after the fab junior.
* My hat!'"

“Yaz, 've lont himm some tin off a postal-order he's
BXpectin L

“Ha, ha, hat"

" What's the joke?!" askad Linley, puzaled.

“Ia, ha, hat"

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” excluimed Bob Chorry.  * What's
the joke? Wherefore those musical caclkles, like the lust
notes- of an expuring bullfrog®’

“Ha, ha, ha! Linley’s been lending Bunter money off his
poatal-oprder!™

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Charry.

Murk looked at the two of themn.

*1 don't see where the funny part eamos in,” he re.
marked.

“Ia, ha, ha!" Nugzent wiped his eyes. My only Aunt
Matilda!  Billy Bunter has been expecting that postal-
order ever since ho was a nipper in the Third Form!
Hla, ha, ha!"

It hasn't come vet!” sobbed DBob Cherry. “ Perhaps
by the time Billy is an old, old man it may arrive, but the
chancea are against it !"

Mark Linley's face was a study.

“ Do you mean to say that I've lost my five hob?™ he
aslced.

“Wall, if vou ses it again I shall be surprised, and I will
purchase it of you to put i in & gluss case in No. 1 Stady !

“But—but I can’t afford to Jose it."”

“¥Yes, it's rough, isn't ir?" said Bob Cherrv. ™ You had
better give Bunty a hiding. That will give you somo
satizfaction. But as for vour cash, I'm afraid that has
vanishod into the f ewigkeit,” as Fritz Holfmann would say !™
And the chuoms of the Remove walked away, still chuck-

My postal-

ling.

Igut it was no laughing matier to Marlk Linlev. He waa
unable to pay his football subscription, and the consolation
of gf'-‘mg Bully Bunter a licking did not appeal to hum
oy

He could not help feeling downcast as he went into tha
clags-room with the rest of the Remove. Harry Wharton
noticed it, and az the class came out after morning laszons
ho asked the nmew bhov what was the matter. Linley tobd
him frankly enough.

“I—=1 don’t really mind,"” he said. “T suppose it secma
curious to a fellow lilke vou that T should come to o school
like this with only a fow shillings in my pocket; but that's
how it was, you see. As we're just at the ond of ths term

now, could the subscription be nllowed to stund over till
after Christmas®"

“Oh, yea, that's all right!” said Wharton. * But—but
that young rascal must be made to refund it; it’s too bad!™

And Harry found an early oportunity of speaking to Billy
Bunter. The fat junior would rather have avoided the
interview, but Wharton was not to he avoided.

“ Bunter,” he said sharply, dropping his hand on Rilly'a
iti_milldw.:r in the Close, “ I warned you not to cadge of young

intey !’ '

Bilf}r blinked at him with great scorn,

*Oh, really, Wharton, I hope you don’t think I have been
cadging of anybody!™

“ You have borrowed five shillings of the new kid "

“ He's E;Iomg to have that back out of my tal-order !

“ Lool here, Bunter, don’t tell any more fairy-tales about
a postal-order, or you'll get bumped!™

* Well, as a matter of fact, there seams soma delav nbout
that postal-order,” said Bunter thoughtfully. * Perhaps
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upon the whole I had better let him have it out of ‘Tha
Gem ' football prize.”

“You young ass—'

“1 don’t think sou ocught to call me names, Wharton,
because I like paying up my debts promptly. It may not
be wvour way, but it i5 mine. I am going to let you
Linley have his five bob back out of the first week's poun
in ‘The Gem’ prize. The result of the competition is
announced to-day, and so he won't have to_wait long!”
hﬁ"];%,istan to this—you have got to repay Linley that hve

“ I am going to, out of * The Gem ' prize—""

Wharton was greatly inclined to box the fat junior's ears,
But Billy Bunter's faith in his weonderful abilities as a prize-
winner was touching. .

“T say, Wharton, wait a minule—can you lend me a
shilling ¥*

“ Mo, I can't.”

“Well, make it a penny then! I want to get ' The Gem,'
g0 03 to show yvou the announcerment of William George
Bunter as the winner of the pound a week for thirteen
blessed weeka!™

Wharton laughed in spite of himself, and tossed a penny
to the fat junior, who scuttlad off with it. ‘Wharton was
pretiy certain that the duffer of the Remove had nat como
within miles of the right answers to the football pictures in
tha competition. He was thinking of the five ﬁﬂ‘nillinga LT
he walked away with his hands in his pockets. It was too
gerious a loss to Linley fo be allowed to stand, but it was
certain enough that Billy Bunter would never repay it
Wharton felt in a sense responsible, as Bunter was a fellow
belonging to his study.

*“1 want to speak to you, Wharton.”

It was Bulstrode, with a very {’lisaf;r&&able look an hia
foce. Half a dozen fellows were with him, amd thay all
looked “ratty.” Wharton gave them an inguiring look.

“ I hear that you have asked thia factory chap to join the
Lower Fourth Foothall Club,” said Bulstrode savagely,

Harry Wharton nodded.

* Then it's troe?

* Yea. He eseoms (o be a decent footballer.”

“ Well, if he joins, T leave,” said Bulstrode. ** That'z all,
I don't intend to belong to a clab with factory sweeps in it.”

" Leave, then,” said Huarry Wlarton laconically.

Bulstrode glared at him.

I"_h[]la::- you mean to say that you'd rather have him in the
clubt™

' Yoa, rather. Ho's a decent footlaller, and you are 8
slacker. He plays the pame, and you are not ahove giving
an opponent a sly kick. I've seen vou do it. He's worth
filty of you in a feoter clab™

Some of the Removites chuckled. Bulsirode was white
with rage.

“1 knew you would taks this line," he anid thickly., * [
told the fellows all along that you wonld set rourself up
againzt the Form, out of sheor cussedness.™
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“ Nothing of the sort,. I'm sorry
silly goats of yourselves, that's all.

" A mill-hand " saicd Trevor

" VYes, a mill-haned, and a jolly decont chap. [t's no pood
expecting me to back-you up in any beastly scobbery, for I'm
not that sort. I'm surprised at vou, too, Trevor. You're a
Lancachire chap yourself.” ;

'I‘lYe-&-i‘.ts," drawled Trover, ' but I haven't worked in a
mill I'?

* ¥ou mightn't have been the worse for doing so, though.
It might have tanght you to stick to your work ipstead of
glacking, and to treat a deecent feilow decently, instead of
playing the snob™ :

Trevor turned red. DBut he made no reply; and, in fact,
Harry's words scemed to have struck him with some foree,
for he drew o little away {rom Bulsirode. DBut the latter
was furious. 3

“ Well, we all rezign from the elub, that's all,’” he said;
“and I rather think yow'll have some more resignations
soon, Wharton,'? .

“ Resipn and be hanged "' said Harry Wharton, turning on
his heel, And so the discossion ended,

to see rou chaps making
Linley is a decent sort.™

[==="1

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mark Linley om his Mettle.

ARK LINLEY joincd the chums of the Remove on tho
juntar ground for football practice before dinner, and
plaved for the first time the game of Soccer. He was
very much at lome on the football field. The simpler

code of the Association pame was ecasy enough for him to

ick up, and he did not seem likely to want many lessons.
?n running, kicking, and dodging he <id not want any
leszons at all. The wiry Lancashire lad was “ all there.”

Harry Wharton smacked him on the shoulder in a hearty
way as they eame off the field, There had been very few
at practice beside the chums of Btudy Neo. 1. . The Re-
movites penerally ' kept off the grass.”” Bulstrode and his
et openly declared their intention of sending the new boy
to Coventry. 'The greater part of the Form were undecided
about the matter. ‘They were accustomed to following Harry
Wharton’s ledd, and yet they were greatly influenced by
Bulastrode. Had Mark Linley shown any of the traits of »
“potter,”” they wonld have decided against him en masse.
But the quiet and self-respecting maaner of the boy won
upon many. 'There was nothing at all bumptious about him,
and, on tha other hand. there was no sign whatever of any
wigh to eurry favour. He was of & sufficiently strong nature
to be able to stond alone, if they let him alone. :

“ You'll do, kid,” suid Wharton. ** You only want a bit
of practice at the new game, and I rather think you'll be
all right for the Form eleven”

Linley's eyes plistenad.

“ That wounld ripping ! he said.

“The rippingfulness would be terrific!” purred the Nabob
of Bhanipur. * But bebold the woeful countenance of our
esteomed Bunierful chum.” :

“Halle, hallo, hallo!"” said Bob Cherry,

“ What's the matter, Buanty?" :

Billy Bunter blinked at them lugubriously.

1 can't understand 151" he said

“ What can’'t youn understand? Expound it, and we'll try
to work it out for vou,” said Nugent cncouragingly,

“1t's a mystery.’

“ What's a mysieryi”

“Of coprse, it must be a mistake.”

“ What, must*’

“I'm sincarcly sorry to see zuch ecarclessness, but, of
course, it's a printer’s error.

Bab Cherry took the fat junior by the shoulder, and shool:
bim forcibly.

“ Explain yourself, you fat duffed!” he growled. * What
are vou talking about?"

“ Ob, really, Cherry, I wish you wonldn't shake me! Ti
vou make my plasses fall off, you'll have to pay for them if
they get brokon. =

“What's the matter, then?” roarcd Bob Cherry.

“1 don't mind =0 much on my own account,” said Billy
Dunter. “ It's vou fellows. I was depending on that ponndd
a week to clear up all my oli accounts, and swart fresh,
Then there’s this new chap. 1 ougnt to sctile up thal five
ik, 1le’s & poor bepear from a coal-mine, or something

“ A what®? zaid Mark Lanlew.

“(Oh, really, Linley, I didn't sce wvou there,” blinked
Tunter. " I mean you're o rnpping chap, and T hke vou so
much that I feel 1 ought ro seltle up about that five boln
That's what T really meant 1o say. But there's a mistake
in adjudging the prizes, and I'm Jeft out!™

= Ifa, [lll'tu, ha!" roarcd the Removites.

“It's no laughing matter, you fellows, It must be a
printer's error, of course. The curious part iz that in the
liet of answera thore are a ]-l.':_i-l' more prir‘:.t-e:’s errors, as well,
as very few of the anewers given tally with those I sent in.”
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** Ha, ha, ha!™

" Of eourse, it's o casze of carelessness. T dare say they're
tusy, and it will be zet right in next weeck’s number. The
prize will wait till then, only [ hope it won't be sent by
mistake to the chap whose name has heen shoved in, in-
stead of mine, as winner of the first prize.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if [ ean see anything to ecackle at,” said Billy
Bunter peevishly., **[ suppose you don't think I've really
lost the prize, do pou®”

“Well, [ do, rather! said Bob Cherry. * Didn't T tell
you all along that your answers to the football picturcs
must have made the judges weep? I don't belicve you got
o single one right.” o ]
ith my wonderful ability et guessing the answers,

__.‘_fl

‘" Ha, ha, ha '

“Then you don’t think it's a printer’s error?"*

“ Ha, hel No!®

“ Upon the whole, I don’t see how zo many printer's errors
could cccur in one number,” admitted Billy Bunter ' It
must be & curions want of judgment, that’s the matter. My
answers were ripping, I know that But now, what's going
to be done?’

“I hope dinner's done,” said Nugent.
dinner.™

** Oh, den't be funny, you know! I'm stony, and I've en-
tered into a pood wany engagements on the strength of that
pound a week, How am I going to scttle up zll my old
accounts '

"+ Is that a conundrum "
* Oh, really, Nugonte—-—
“(Come in, you chaps,” said Wharton. “I'm hungry,

You'd better pet up a subseription in the Remove, Billy,"
Billy Bunter prunted. The chums of the Remove walked

awsay, laughing. But Harry's face became grave presently.

Muark Linley had gone in first.”

“ The Imm% ass!” he zaid. "1 don’t think I cver saw
quite such a8 duffer as Bunter. The answers he sent in to
the focotball pictures were too idiotic for anything, and he
wouldn’t hear a word of advice on the subject. He thought
he knew best. All the same, I don't like to see the young
duffer in the dumps. Suppose we have a whip round for
him? He will forpet all about his dieappointment if he has
a rood feoed: and, besides '—Harry lowered his voice a
little—‘* he has cadged five bob off the new ¢hap, who can’t
spare 1it, and he could pay up then”

“ But would he?” said Nugent dubiously,

“Yes; I'd see to it.”

“ The honourable idea is good,” said Hurree Singh, T
shall be P!msefull_-; gratificd to contribute the august
govereign.’

Harry Wharton laughed,

Y Na, you won't,)” he said. " We don't want any moras
than ten or iwelve bob st the outside, and he can spare five
cut of that for his debt. As vou are rolling in flthy lucre,
vom can stand five, and we'll make up the rest, as we're nok
riddy millionaires.”

** The arrecableness of my worthy sell is terrifie.’”

And the whip round waa promptly made. After dinner,
Wharion looked for Bunter, and ran him to carth in a quiet
corner.  Bunter looked uneasy ; he never quite knew what to
oxpeet when Wharton interviewed him. But the glistening
of twelve shillings in the Removite’'s hand made his eycs
sparlile.

& i you'd like to lend me a foaw bob, Wharion——"'

T wouldn®,* snid HEI.I:‘J’:E.’, inn his direct way. “ We've had
g whip round for vou, to stand you a feed, and to help you
piy your debts "

“ Well, that's awlully decent of you, I must say, Wharton,
Iow much i3 1t? I suppose it's o sort of testimonial.”

Yoz, a kind af a sort of one, [ suppose,’ saidd Wharton.
“ There's twelve bob, We've subseribedd it between uws in
Sfady No. 1.7

* You might have extemded it a hittle, so as to take in the
whole  Form, Wharton, I would rather have had a
soversipn” ) :

“Young pig! Look here, von're to pay Linley his five
Loby, and keep the rest for vourself,”

*(h, bozhi! Lioloy is poing to have his five bob out of
my postal order.”’

““He's poing to have it out of this™

1 don't see why you shonld dictate to me what I'm to
do with iy own money, Wharton,”' said Dunter, with a great
deal of dipnity.

“ But it’s not vour money till I give it to you. I can still
refurn 1t to the sobseoribers if 1 hike.”

* Oh, really, Wharton! Of couree, I should like 1o pay

“I'm going in lo

*a
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back Linley, and you can trust me to do so; that was what
I really meant to say.”

'.' I'm glad of that,” said Wharton grimly, ** because I'm
poing to see that you do 1t. You're to pay Linley before yon

nd any of the tin. I shall nsk Linley about it, and so I
shall know whether you have or have not paid him. Mind,
if you fail to do so, you shall never have anything from me
again so | as you stay at Greyfriars, I think you know
by this time that I'm a fellow of my word.™

Billy Bunter leoked greatly injured.

*] think you gught to know by this time, too, that I'm a
fellow who ecan be trusted with money,” he said. ** Of
E:'ﬂkf*!::" I shall pay Linley at once. ¥You can ask him if you
1

I intend to ask him, so remember!" said Wharton sig-
nificantly; and he placed the twelve bright shillings in
Bunter's hand, and walked away.

Bunter looked at the glistening eoina, and looked across at
Mrs. Mimble's shop. But irresponsible as Bunter was, he
had a glimmering of common-senso, and he knew that it
would not do to trifle with Wharton when he was in earnest,
He hercically turned his back on the tuck-shop, and locked
for Linley. He found him in the Close, and tapped him on
the arm. Linley looked round.

“Here's your five bob,” said Bunter, with great dignitr,
“and I hope you regret now having hinted that I was nos
likely to repay you.

Mark slipped the money inte his pocket.

' Have vou had the posial order?’ he asked.

“No; there has been some delay in that. But I have
other sources of income,” said Bunter, with dignity. ** Look
here, if you like to come to tho tuckshop, T'll stand you
some tarts. I'm in funds, I don’t mind you being a
chimney-sweep, or whatever it i3 you are, and I don’t sce
why 1 shouldn't associate with you, so long as you realise
the difference between us. say, Linley, wish you
wouldnt walk avay while I'm talking. I say! My word!
He's gone! Well, of all the ungrateful rotters, I think that
fellow takes the cake!™

And Billy Bunter went off by himsel! to dhe tuckshop.
Mark Linley walked towanrda tho football ground, o shade
on his face. A group of fellows were standing by the
pavilion, and Bulstrode's voice was heard in sirident fones:

“* Hers comes the factory sweep !’

Linley took no notice, ﬁut liis heart was heavy. He had
been sent to Greyfriars at the end of the term so as to
break the ice, @3 it were, and have a chance to start clear
after the Christmas holidays, But the boys of Greviriars
gshowed no sign yet of becoming used to him. If he com-
menced the new term on the saumo conditions, his life at
Groyfriars was likely to be harder than it had ever been in
& Lancashire factory. But it was only for the mnoment that
he allowed himself to be downhearted. Then his courage
rose,  Ieo inwardly resolved that nothing should ever scare
him from the course he had warked out for himself. Ie
had won his way to Groyfrinrs, and he wanted only his
rights. And, afior all, he had a stu-dy north-country form,
and a pair of ha rd fists, and he could look out for himaelf.

“What's the price of cotion just now, young factoryi™
called out Saoop.

“* Bhut up!" said Trevor.

Snoop stared at the speaker.

* What's the matter with you, Trever?

* Nothing," said Trevor, " only shut up, that's all.”

dnopp shut u;ﬁ._ Ho wasn't the kind of fellow te guarral
with anybody bigger than a Third Form far. But Bui-
girode wos made of sterner stuff. Bully as he was, he had
plenty of obstinacy and pluck, teo.

He picked up a clod, and threw it at Mark with a deft
aim, and knocked the new boy's cap off. The clod caught
Mark & clont on the head in addition, and he spun round
with blazing €yes.

“Who threw that® exelaimed the Lancashire lad.

The juniors laughed mockingly., Mark, leaving his eap
wherae 1t had fallen, ran towards the group, his fista clenched
hard. He had been very patient, but the time of patience
wai past,

“ What coward threw that?” he eried.

“1I threw it,” said Bulstrode promptly. * Got anything
1o say about it

*“Yos. Put up your fists.'”

Bulstrode stared. There was no fallow in the Remove whe
could stand up to him, excepting Harry Wharton. Tha
Lancashire lad did not look anybhing lilke a mateh for the
hqt:il_f.r Bulstrode. But he eyidently meant every word he
anid.

* Put up vour fists! Do you hear?”

“ Oh, don't be funny " drawled Bulstrode. ¥ say, chaps,
lot's bump him '’

“ Right-ho! Eum!‘n the cad ™

#“No, you won't!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, coming up
EXT
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in time. “Linley has challenged you, Dulstrode, an&’m
can fight him! 'ﬁmm won't be any bumping just now.’

““ Mind your own business!” ]

““ That's what I"'m doing. My business is to come down
]]1931?, on builying, and I'm deing it. Why don't you fight

im?

“¥ could knock him inte the middle of next week !

““Do it, then; we'll see fair play.” ‘

Linley took off his jacket, and Bob Cherry hald it. The
Tancashire lads eyes were burning, and his lips were white
and hard set. ]

“Now come on!” he said.

““Oh, very well!" drawled Bulstrode.
have a licking, I'll give you one.”

And he came on, .

But there was a surprise waiting for the bully of the
Remove. He did not walk over the new boy with scarcely
an effort, aa he expected. He found a pair of hammerlike
fists too hard to 5, and thosz came home on his
features with blows that made him stagger.

Bulstrode sprang back, tore off his jacket, and then,
breasthing fury, rushed opon his foe azain, realising at last
that the combat was serious.

And now the bully of the Remove put all his “ beef "' into
it; but he had found a foeman worthy of his ateel.

The Removites stood round. walching with keen delight.
It was a fight such as had not btaken place in thoe Remove
sinee the historic encounter betweon Dulstrede and Haery
Wharton. In amazement they watched the form of the
Lancashire led. Mark Linley received plenty of punish-
ment from Bulstrode's heavy drives, which ia could not
always stop. But punishment had no efect upon his spirit,
His left aye was closed up, his nose was swelling visibly, hia
mouth was contorted with pain, with a thin stream of red
running from the corner. DBut he was game to the back-
}mm; And hard as his punishment was, Bulstrode's was
1ardar.

“Hurrah!” roared Bob Cherry. " Lancashire wins!”

Bulstrode had gone down under a terrible sight-hander,
and he did not come up to time. He sab up, blinking and
dazed. Snoop tapped him on the shoulder.

“You're not licked, Bulstrode?"

Bulsirode snarled.

Y Get away, you whelp! IHang yvou! I'm done!”

Mark I,.I::']ﬂ; turned away. Ile was stargering himeself,
half-blind, his senses reeling. But a firm hand supported
him., It was Harry Wharton's.

“Wall done, well done!” said Harry. “That's a lesson
fo Bulstrode, and I thinlk 1t will be a lesson to the Remove!
Coms on, you want looking after now, by George!”

Bob Chorry helped Linley on with hiz jachket, and he
walked unsteadily away, leaning on Wharton's arm. Bul-
srrode glared after him sullenly, through hali-closed eyes:
but the looks of the other Removites were changed. Pluck
will alwavys tell, and prowess in the fistical line appealed to
the Greviriars Remove more than anvthing «lse. A fellow
who could lick the bully of the Form was a fellow to ba
respected. And, strangely enough, bat very pleasing to

“If yvou'd rather

Mark Linley’s ears, a cheer followed the Lad from
Lancashire,
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
nstonishment that he has beén practically disinherited in
favour of his Unecle Dominic¢ and Cousin Leonard. ile eons
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and scon becomes a gorporal, Unfortunately
for Jack, however, hia Cousin Leonard I3 attached to the
25th as second lientenant, and, with the aid of a bullying
trooper named Sligo, succeeds In getting Jack deprived of
his stripes. Dominic Dashwood's death occurs just as the
25th are sailing for India. On their arrival there, Leonard
transfers into the Ploughshires, while Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, and becomes once more full corporal.
A frontier war hreaks out, and the 25th receive orders 1o
mohilise for the front. Slige is bribed by Dashwood to drug
Tom Howard one night while the young corporal is on
plegquet duty. Tom falls asleep at his post amd iIs told that
in due time he will be conrt-martialled. In the meantime,
a detachment of the Plonghshires, which includes Dick
Vivian and Leonard Dashwood, finds itselfl cormered hy
tribesmen, under Jamra Rhan, in the courtyard of an
anclent monastery, A sguadron of the 25th, with a troop
of Bengal Lancers, come 1o their rescue, and a fierce Tight
takes place in the vanlts of the monastery. The Pathans
hold a stone staircase, which cannot be stormed except
with heavy loss,

{(Now go on with the story.)

WA Miss Is as Good as a Milel?

*Take cover, men!” cried Bir Porsonby, as two or thres
af the Husars rolled beok, wounded., ' Get behind those
statues, and let them waste dtheir cunmunition, Upon my
sonl, thiz is a8 hot az the Becundar Bagh! There must be
some other way up to that place; some of you =ce I you
can find it.” )

And Tom Howard and Clavering, spying a liftle door in
the wall, went cautioasly through, and stele aleng o dis-
cover whers it led. Tom came within an ace of breaking
kis neck by suddenly falling down a flight of broken stone
steps, but fortunately landed on a bed of soft sand below.

“Look out, you {;1-'.I_i.l[}1i!” he shouted. )

And, taking warning, the ofhers came down :n .more
orthodox fushton, and joined him.

The passage narrowed considerably, and they had to stop.

ol | 'rLEuI-; w are oh the wrong scent,” sald Clavering.

“There are some motre sbairs going up here!™
of the men. )

“Held hard ' said Tom. Y1 zee zomething hike a ray
of light at the end of this place., Btay where you are, and
I will go forwara.™

He crept along cautiousty, holding his carbine in front of
him: and all ot onee, from the sand at his fect, a dim
figure sprang up and eiried a furious blow at his head. Tom
dropped to hie knee, firing as he cdid so; and the figure,
which wasz that of a lurking tribeemarn, turned and fed
towards the ray of light, which now begcanie brighter.

“That was a narrow shave,” said Tom to Claveriag, who
wns close behind him. " Try 2 shod, Junl”

“Not so,”” said the sergeant;  we will sce where the
beggar poes.” And they pursued as fast as they could
'rli;lmugh the sand, which was locee and nearly knee-decp
there.

The light at the end of the passage was suddesly obscured,
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The fugitive had evidently reached some opening; and then
a hideous wail came back to them,

“What is that?' said Tom, pausing.

“I don’t know; get ahcad and see,” said Clavering. And
ploughing his way through the loosc drift, Tom emerged
with surpricing suddenness into the full glare of the morning
BT,

A cory burst from his lips, for his helmet was torn from
his head, and there was a hoarsoe chorus of shouts in Hin-
dustani, king up. he found himself surrounded by a
circle of fieree, dark faces, with astonishment depicted
upon them. An inch lower, and those dances would have
plereed his brain, for he was in the eirele of Bengal Cavalry
that puarded the exit from the ruine. 8o close to hun, that
he grasped it to steady himself under the first shock of
surprise, was the body of the fugitive Pathan, whoe had met
with the fate he himeelf had so narrowly missed.

““Allah  be praised, eahib!’ said the black-bearded
duffardar. * You were within a hairbreadth of the gates
of Paradise.” ) ) ]

“Well, a miss is a3 good as a mile,” said Tom, consider-
ably startled, all the same.  And, dicengaging the baitered
helmet from the lance-pointe, he crawled back inte tho
passage, pushing Clavering before him. )

“Get ahead, Jim: we will try these stairs,” he said,
“We cannob be very far from the enemy. There goed
another volley " .

They had reached the head of the stairs, a narrow, rock-
hewn stair, when their last candle went out, and az 1t did
so someone gave a startled cry in the darknesa before them,
and they heard a man running for his lifa. :

“We have headed the begpars off, anyhow,” said Claver-

ng.
%‘W‘c had better inform Sir Ponsonby, and get some of
the other chaps wlong here,” said Tom, "' then we shall have
them nicely. Those Lancer fellows will keep the opemng
rirpht enough.”’

1 believe you're right, youngster,” said the eergeant
* About turn, vou cham:!” And they scrambled down the
etaires nto thoe sandy passage once niore. . .

After some groping they found their way back into the
hall, and a hearty British cheer grected them as they
anfered 1t

Jamra Khan, alarmed by the man whe had fled before
Tor and the sergeant, had swildenly retired from the
rallery, and the Hussers were Hﬁm_ﬁrlg up the great stono
staircase after their active general. But once again they were
foiled by the marvellous intricacice of these sublerranean
passagres, and though ther zearchod high and low, not &
trace could they find of the enemy. They did not sce a
square stone trap-door in the Aoor ¢f one of the roome, and
the Pathan chief and his men were in the vault beneath,
listening to the trampling overhead. ITalf a doscn of their
number had been shot in the gallery, and they represented
the vosult of an hour’a hard work in the darkness.

“One thing e pretty ecriain,” saad Sir Ponsonby, sheath-
ing his sword, ' they must be somewhere in this confounded
hale. We will have a cordon of Lancers round the hill,
and send the Engineers over here with some powder. That'll
de their business for them, I Fancy. DBut now, the sconer
we are out of this place the better.” ;

When they struggled ount, keenly dizsappointed, into the
courtvard once mare, they found the six dead men of the
Ploughshires laid side by side in a trench; and, removing
their helmets, 8ir Ponsonby and the officers stood In sclemn
silence while (he Hussars fired the three sad velleys, and &
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buglor sounded the *“Last Post.” Then, sending a galloper
to the Lancers with orders to watch the hole and patrol the
ruies, the party mounted, the Ploughshires fell in, and they
marched back to camp, in time to meet the 4wo companies

H'}m were coming out to look for Captain Montgomery and
is mamn.

Four Against Nineteen—and the Sequel.

“ Corporal Howard ! erigd a voice. And Towm, saluting,
turned round, and saw Bir Ponsonby Smithers beckoning to

im.

Tom and Bill Sloggett had been watering their horses,
and were deading them back fo the cavalry lines. Tom
approached the ﬁﬂ.ﬁﬁra-l, wito was dalking to Colonel Groville,
and he wondered what was about to happen.

“ Howard, 8ir Ponsonby wishes you to guide a party of
Fnginoers back to the Buddhist ruins thet you have just
tefr,’” suid Colonel Greville. * Take that trooper with Tou.
E'bzu ve both been into the place, and may be useful to

e m,

Tom waited o mome 1t, but the colonel turned to Sir Pon-
mﬂh{_ and continued his conversation.

Was that a1l?" thoaght the corporal. * Nothing about
the Victoria Uross that I've really earned, than, Pardon,
gir, are wo to go now "

; 'Efl'ﬂa. that 13 the pahrfy vonder. Get along ! And Tom,
salubling, sprang into his saddle, o i t
e ning, rr?e. g . and signed to Slogpeit to

They placed themselves at the disposal of ihe officer com-
manding the Engincers, and soon left the camp behind them.
The Enginecrs, who were dark<kinned Bengalese, ecarried
powder-bags and time-fusez and dynamite cartridges, so
that if Jamra Khan and his followers were atill concealed
in the vault, it was evident that thoy were going to have a
bad time. Round the hill, on which the tomple stood, the
cardon of the Bengal Lancers eircled slowly, their blue and
red pennons fluttéring, end round the oxit from the eubter.
ranean gallery were six of their number stil] keeping watch
with their lance.points lowered. ?

Just wbout the moment when the dust on fhe plain
marked the approach of the Engineer party, duffardar
Lalah Emg]J_}im wed into the eves of the sowar oppesite him.

" Bolar Din,” said the duffardar, “you are my mother's
sister’a [0, and we have fought side by side thase many
years, Will you come with me into this place?” And tha
duffardar pointed to the creviee in the ground.  “1 am
wenry of waiting like a mongoose for a cobra. The Pathang
within mock us and throw dust on our beards, knowing that
we sholl be withdrawn by the general sahib, and leave the
wey clear for them.”

“I am with you, Lalah Singh,” said the sowar, with a
faugh. And, springing from his Arab sfecd, ho handed his
lance o one of his comrades, and drew his folwar,

A guttural chorus of approval went round the liitle eirelo
{or the adventure was one ;

——

“It might be just as well to have a few men with rifles, in
case of attack.”

“That's a good idea of yours, corporal.
moment.”” And the captain returned.

They stood there watching his retreating figure as ha
gtrode towards the square pateh of sunlight and disappeared.
Their lanterns threw two wavering cireles an the ground,
and, turning on his bullseve, Tom shot the light far into the
interior, and started as he did eo.

It revealed a human face, the eyeballs glisiening, and the
i':lttln akull-eap on the shaven head left ne doubt as to ils
identity.

* Did you ses that?” he said to his companion.

“D'yer ‘ear that?'' replied Sloggett. * The boggar's
running like steam. He's gone to warn the others, so they're
still "ere.”

Tom and the trooper had brought their carbines with
them, and they stood listening to the dull echoes of the flying
foet which died away, and then all was silent. )

“That captain bleke ia a long time gomin’,” aaid Elﬂfgﬂﬂ-
“I wish we'd spied that chap before; I beliove T could "ave
dropped him with a shot.”]

Still they waited, and tha eaptain did not reappear, and,
growing impatient, the two Hussars wandered farther into
the interior, almost unconsciously at first, ﬂaahiﬂ[f their
lanterns hither and thither, and revealing strange, scu gture-li
flac?a. and mysterious doorways that led into even deeper
frlndag,

“Hallo! Hold on!" said Tom, loocking back and finding
that the entrance was no longer in view., **IHe will never
pick us up unless we wait for him, Come baclk a bit"

And ho retraced his steps.

“Where 15 it? cried Tom, after they had gone back
gomae little distance.

“ Dunno. What's this passage "ora??

And 3loggett pointed to an opening on their left hand.

They went into it and strode quickly along, but, from the
carvings on tho walls, they saw that it was a gallery they
had not traversed before, and they both came to a stand.

“I begin to faney we have lost our way, Bill,” said Tom
Howard. * Here, where does this lead to?”?

And they hurried their steps into another gallery that
l:ran_ched off at right anglos. Bl the silence and blazkness
of night; and then the head of & stair plunging down.

“ Shall we shout ! zaid Bill, his voice a little husky, as
lin ﬂ'llJng]!Il. of the c:cbra.-:. ha had [jrﬁ'l.r:inuﬁly distu]_—hgd_ ;

“What! And bring the Pathans down on top of us?

That woen't do.™
e hod heard of men

YWuilt here &

The corporal paused, nonplussed,
being lost for ever in the catacombs of Paris, and in that
myvsterious subterranean vault that {E:{Tﬂtlds*hnnpnth old
Constantinople, and the knowledge that somewhere i the

darkness Jamra Whan and hizs fieree tribesmen were in
hidling made the sifuation very serigus.

after their own hearts; and
then the duffardar bent
down and crawled tnto the

— i
——

"“BRITAIN INVADED "

They scomed to be per.
fectly nequainted with ths
Mace, and could see in the
dark [ike cata.
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cpening, Bolar Ihn folluw-

ing him.

They had been gonoe, per-
hgps, ten minutes, when
Corporal Howard and

Troopoer Eln_gpi{-tt rode up
to the dgutu the temple,

—.—— — i,

" Li_ﬁl"frn " gad  Bloggett,
grasping the corporal’s arm.

* ** There 15 someone moving
at the bottam of  those
stops '

And he turned off his

followed by the Enginoer
party.
"It seemz altopether a
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A faint, musical ring came

| luntern.
to their cars~the ring of a

shame,” anid the Engincer
captain n charge of them.
“to blow all this antiquaty
to smithercens, but I :upe-
pose there's no help for i
We will have a look inaide

Our next long Complote Tale ol :
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steel woeapon that had struek
arainzk the muasonry.  And,
stopping aside into o reeess,
they  waited breathlessly,
and the man, whoever ha
was, began to ascend  thoe

Arst of all, if you will eet stairs.

as guide, corporal”  And misadventures of Levison. They could hear  him

okl and “lioggeck: i You all know this hot-tempered youth, Jomung un sten, bfipffﬁfk-
They had brought plenty but I think you will be surprised at the along with a J stealthy,

of lanternz with them, and line he takes.
lesving th2 native sappors
o unpack the oxplosives,
the Fngineer ecaptain [ol-
lowed the Hussars into that
mysterious interior, loosen-
ing his roevolver as he went.

“You know, sir, there
ara supposed to be some of
the enomy lurking about,”
said Tom, over his shoulder.
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Oriontal tread.

“If ho tries this,” whis-
Fnrud Tom, *' ercep into the
irst corner you can find.”

And they folt with anxious
fingors along the wall, which
preserved en unbroken face
for about thirty paces.

= )

(Another long lnstalment
ol this story mext Tuesday.)
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