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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wharton's Idea,

w HAT'S on this alternoon?"
It was Bob Cherry whe asked the question as the
Remove Forin came out of the class-room at
Greyiriars .

It was a Wednesday, a hall-holiday at the old school, and
g keen February day.

“ Rlogsed if I know,” said Frank Nupgent, aa he looked out
intos the Close and sniffed the fresh, keen air. *‘ Lowerdale
have scratchad the [ooter match, We could get up a Form
match at home”

“I say, vou fellows——'

“ The weatherfulness is excollent for the esteemed foot-
ball,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh, the Nabob of
Bhanipur, in the English he had not learned at Greyfriars.
“The playfulness of the game iz the good wheeze.”

*1 say, you fellows—="" A

“ What do you think, Wharton?"

Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was loocking
thoughtful. His chums usually leoked to him for guidance,
and Harry seldom failed to map out an afterncon in a way
that would enable the Removites to extract the greatest
amount of benefit from it

“1 was thinking——"' began Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows——""

* Oh, do shut up, Bunter!"” said Bob Clerry.
you ece weo'ro talking?"

Ne. 53,

“Can't

Billy Bunter blinked theough his big spectacles 1ndig-
nantly.

3 BFut I say, you follows, I'm talking, too, amnd it's im-
portant.”’ " ;

“ Then go and tell it to someboedy else. We don’t want
to stand vou a feed——"

“It isn't that."” .

“Well, we don't want to cash a postal-order in advance

“Tt isn't thal either.” . . :

“ And we don't want to listen to a veniviloguial enter-
tainment——"'

“ But it isn't that., You see—— _

“Oh, travzl along, Billy, and give us a rest!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry! You were talking about whail to
do this afternoon, and I was going to make a valuable sug-
gestion.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

* 2o ahead, (}w]," he said.
gostion '

“ The rebuilding iz finished to-day,” said Bunter. ™ You
surely cannot have forgotten that? You'll say next that yon
forgot that the Remove studies were burnt down at tho
beginning of the term.”

* No," soid Harry, luughing, ' we haven't forgotien that,
But suppose the rebuilding is finished, what about it?"

Bunter blinked at him in amazement.

“What about it? Why, of course, if the atudies are
finished, we ought to give a house-warming in No. 1, and

“What e the valuable sug-
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"Hﬂ, ;hal hﬁj"

** Blessed if I can see anyihing to cackle at in that, Cherry.
I was thinhing of giving the house-warming myself, and
asking all the fellows—especially you fellows, of course—but
I've n disappointed about a postal order——"

‘“dame old postal order!”

“ Mot at all, Nugent. Quite a different postal order—="*

‘' Samo old disappointment, then,”’ chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Well, I don't zes that a fellow’s disappointment is any-
thing to cackle at,” said Billy Bunter, locking injured, * I
must say I think you fellows are unsympathetic,. But as I
was saying, 1 was going to give a house-warming myself, but
that's off now, Dwirglg to lack of funds. Of course, if you
fellows cared to lend me the money—-—"'

ad ‘Iv'ﬂ d{.nltuij

* Well, then, if you care to-give the houze-warming your.
selves, 1 shall be glad to do anything [ can,’” said the fat
junior. 1 like to be obliging I'll iﬁ- all the shopping for
¥R, and cock the grub——"'

' And eat moat it."!

“ Oh, really, Cherry, if I do all the cooking I suppose I'm
entitled to a snack or two. You oughtn’t to muzle tho ox
that treadeth out the corn, you know."

“That's no reason why we shouldn’t muzzle the donkey
Lthat cooketh the egpgs and bacon. But as a matter of fact,
house-warmings are off,” said Bob Cherrs. * We're not
going to stick indoors on a bright alternoon to see you feed.”

* Oh, really, Cherry!’’

“ Ho you ecan buzz off. We'll think of the house-warming
lnter. Besides, we sha'n't be allowed to go into the studies
the moment the workmen have left. They'll be damp. Now,
Ilarry, what's the programme?”’

1 was thinking——"’

“ But I say, you fellowg——*'

“ Ring off "' shouted Bob Cherry,
little bit. Ring off !

*1 waa thinking," went on Wharton, “that a run down
to the ses would be a good idea. You remember that
sehnﬁner that weas wrecked on the Bhoulder the other day

— —

E'“!I:lm rememberfulness ja terrific,” murmured Hurree
ingh.

* Well, there's to be an auction at Pepg,” said Wharton.
*The wreck isn't going to be removed, but is to be sold
for what it will fetcil on the epot.™

“Yes; I saw that in the local paper,” remarked Bob
Cherry. * They say that the schooner can be refloated, and

patched up, but is hardly worth the trouble it would cost
to make her seaworthy again.®

‘' That's it; and she’s to be sold for what anybody will
give, for the value of her timber, I euppose. Bome of the

hermen down at Pegg have thought of buying her. If
-sho went cheap, she could be used for pleasure excursions
on the bay, you know, and & lot of money could be picked
up that way in fine weather.”

“ Good! That would be all right for us on half-holidays.™

“1 was thinking that it wnulg be great fun to go to the

action,'’ said Harry, ** Of couree, we shouldn't bid——"

" Ha; ha! No, I'm afraid our pocket-money wouldn’t run
to the purchase of schooners, even at auction prices,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ No, rather not, But 1 should liko to see the auction all
the same, and after il's over we can have a t out on
the bay. That's a jolly good way of spending an afternoon,

“You've done your

a8 the footer mateh is off."™
“ Good !’

“We might bid & bit, too, to keep uﬁ the spirit of the
thing,” suggested Nugent. ** Only we should have to stop
before it came to the finish.”

" Rather a risky business,” eaid Harry, shaking his head.
" The bidding might stop just where we were, you know.
But we'll go enyway, and we may as well start directly after
dinner. It still gets dark early, you know.”

“I say, you fellowg——""

“* Hallo! Are Eou still there, Bunter?’

‘' ¥es, I am, Cherry, as you know very well. If you
Eellows are going down to Pegg this afternoom, I don’t
nind coming with you. There's a fisherman’s place there
where you can get afternoon tea and cpgs on toast, and I
know the stuff is really I've tried it."

“ Of course you have,” said Bob Cherry. “You would!
I—— Hallo, halle, hallel What's the rowi®

“ Lescue ! Lescue!”

The curious pronunciation of the word showed that it was
uttered by Wun Lung, the Chinese junior in the Cireyfriars
Remaove,

The Famous Four looked round quickly.

Wun Lung was flying down the passage at top speed, his
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loose Chinese garments blowing out, and his pigtail streame
mii behind him,

A burly junior was pursuing him, with a red, anpgry faocs
1t was Bulstrode, the bully of the Removae,

** Btop, you heathen beast!'* he roared.

" Lescuel Lescuel"

Wuan Lung dashed among the chums of the Remove, and
squirmed behind Harry Wharton., Wharton faced Buls

Jstri:uda, and the bully of the Remove came to a breathless
1ait.

" Lemme get at him ! he roared.

* What's the trouble?®”’

"' Mind your own business!"

Wharton's eyes glinted.

** Btand back, Bulstrode!™

" Let me get at that Chinese beast!” roared Bulstrode,
* He—he's dropped my camera in a pail of water——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll wring his heathen neck——""

** Well, that was rough on your camera,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. * But I suppose you were fagging Wun
Lung, asusual.™

“1'Il fag him if I like.”

“* No, you won’t,”” said Wharton guietly. * You won's
fag anybody, Bulstrode, while I'm captain of the Form,
You can leave that till you get into the Bixth."”

" You won't dictate to me!"” gshouted Bulstrode,

** I shall in this matter."”

“* Let me get at that Chinese beast ™

“ Rate !'”

1 tell you—-"?

* Bulstrode! Come to my study at once!”

It was a stern, deep voice—the voice of Mr. Queleh, the
master of the Remove,

Bulstrode calmed down instantly, and swung round,

“[=]—=I—— Yes, sir!”’

Then he glared in astonishment.

The passage was empty, and there was no Mr. Quelch to
be scon.

“ My—my word!” murmured Bulstrode. ‘‘ He must have
whisked off suddenly. I—1 suppose I'd better go.””

And with a savage look at Wharton. the bully of the
Hemove slowly took his way towards Mr. Queleh’s studsy.
The Famous Four looked at one anothor in amazement.
They had not seen Mr. Quelch, but they had heard the voice.

** Blessed if I understand this,”” muttered Bob Cherry.
“1—— Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 1l¢ grasped Billy Bunter by
the shoulder and shook him. The fat junior was grinning
from ear to ear. “ Is this some more of your ventriloguism,
you young bounder?

“.0Oh, really, Cherry!

; I wish vou wouldn't shake me! You
disturb my nerves, and

you might make my glasses fall off,

1f they should get broken you would have to pay for them,
g0 I warn you.”

“ Was that a trick of yours, you young reprobate?™

“Yes, it was. Didn't I tell you I was a ripping ventrilo-

uist,” grinned Bunter. * I throw my voice on the famous

almicrumpett principles——"

“ I expect Bulstrode will throw vou on the famous Hacken-
schmidt prineiples if he finds you out,” said Bob Cherry.

“But he's pone to Mr. Quelch’s study,” exclaimed
Wharton. " That was hardly fair on him, Bunter.”

“0h, he's a ratten bully!” said Bunter. ‘' The more
lickings he gets, the better, you know, I say, Wun Lung,
I've got you out of a wha-::i(:ingﬂ’

““No savvy,” said the Chiness jumor,

“Bulstrode was going to give you a licking.™

" No savvy.”

" They've got some beautiful jam-puffs at the tackshop,™

“No savyy.”’

" Nothing like a dozén jam-puffs to give you an appetite
for your dinner,” =aid Billy Bunter persuasively,

The Chinee shook his head.

" No savvy.”’

Bunter sniffed in disgust. Wun Lung never “savvied ™
except whon he chose to do so. When he did not choose to
understand, his ignorance of the plainest English was
amaring.

Harry Wharton had hurried after Bulstrode, with the idea
of etopping him from paying that visit o the Form-master’s
study; but he was tco late. Bulstrode had just tapped and
entered as Harry came in sight of the door.

ANSWERS
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bulstrode is Mystified.

BR. QUELLH, the master of the BRemove, looked round
as Bulstrode came in. The sullen face of the bully of
the Remove surprizsed him, and he hadn't the faintest
idea what Bulstrode had paid him that visit for.

**Yeos, Bulstrode,” he said.

*I've come, sir.”

“Yes, I can see you have come,” said Mr. Quelch tartly,
“and now the question is, what have you come for? Don't
maste my time.'

Bulatrode stared at him. )

“ I—I—I've come, sir,” he repested. “I—1 wasn't going
te hurt the little rotter—"

** What are you talking about?” ‘

“Wun Lung, sir. He dropped my camera into a pail of
water, and [ was going to give him & clout, that was all.”

“ What has all this to do with me?"”

* I—I thought you misunderstood, sir, when you came up,
as you told me to ceme to your study.”

Mr. Quelch fized his eyes upon Bulstrode.

*I told you to comne to my atudy i’ he repeated.

“Yes, 4ur."”

*When did T tell you?” )

* A couple of minutes ago, sir."

“Are you venturing to joke with your Form-master, Bul-
strode?’ said Mr. Quelch, in a terrifying voice. 1 came
straight to my study from the class-room, snd have not seen
vou sinoe I dismissed the Remove."

“ Mr. Quelch 1"

* Bulstrede I’ .

“You—you told me to follow you to your study,” said
Bulstrode, in a dazed veoice. *° It—it was a couple of minutes
&89, at the door.” ]

The Form-master lcoked at him attentively.

“Are you ill, Bulstrode?”’

“1l! No, sir!”

* Have you ever been subject to delusions?”

“PDelusions! Certainly not, sir!”

“ ¥ou do not look as if thiz were what you call a jape”
said Mr, Quelch. ‘I can only conclude that it is a delu-
sion. You may g, Bulstrode.’

“ But—but )

“ Doubtless you were engaged in an act of bullying, and
Four consclence made you hnagins that you heard my voice,"
said Mr. Quelch sternly. "1 know you, Bulsirode. You

may go.'’

And Bulstrode went.

He cloged the door, and walked down the prsage, feeling
ﬂn:pa-d: Biﬂg Bunter was near the door, and he was atill
gnnnmg. ulstrode was irritated by the grin, though he

id not guess the cause, and he reached out in passing, and
gave the fat jumior a cuff that sent him rolling.

“Ow!"” roared Billy Bunter.

He sat down on ghe mat, ciasping his hand to his head,
snd groping for his spectacles.

“You beastly bully!" exclaimed Mark Linlev. who was

ing at the moment. ' What did you do that fory”

Bulstrode glared at him, ]

"Iﬂdmva you the same if I have any of your tallt!” he
growled.

Linley's eyes flashed, and ke laid down the book he was
eArrying.

“Come on, then,' he said, ““give it me!"

But Bulstrode did not. He wialked on, and went out into
itheé Close. Billy Bunter rubbed his head and got on his feet.
Ho could not avenge himself with his fists, but his ventriio-
quism was a ready weapon.

8kinner was standing on the steps, grinning after Bul-
strode. He had expected him te go for' Linley, but the
lad from Lancashire had alieady proved himself too tough
for the Remove bully, and Bulstrode had wisely decided i
Jet him alone. As Bulstrode walked into the quadrangle, o
voios squeaksd after him, in the paculiar squeaky tones that
wore 50 well known as belonging to Skinner.

“Funk!"

Bulstrode started, and turned round savagely.

He didn’t care to tackle the ready fists of the Lanoashire
ad unless he were forced to, but he was always ready to
encounter & woedy fellow life Skinner. Bkinner was the
joker of the Remove, but no fighting man.

“Funk, eh?' said Bulstrode, beiween his teeth. *“I'I}
show dyuu wheother I'm a funk, you cad!™

And he rushed up tho steps at Skinner;

Skinner saw him coming, with cienched fists and blazing
eyes, but as he had uot uttered a word, he naturally sup-
fjused niiiimt Bulstrode was returning to tackle Mark Linley,

tar .

Ho gave tho Remove bully a grin, and the pext moment
his grin* vanished, and he uttered s wild yell as Bulstrode's
fist smote him on the chin.

L1} Gh_muh ]IP

Skinner sat down_ violently on the stapa.

“Cret up!” roared Bulsirode.
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Skinner got up, and received another drive that sent him
staggoring down the steps. He looked damedly over his
almq'%edur, and saw the enraged bully coming for him agaiu,
and darted off across the Close. ] ;

Dulstrode, panting with fury, rushed in pursuit,

The two, pursued and pursuer, vanished from sight across
the Close, and Bunter grinned with satislaction a8 be Jooked
after them.

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On Board the Schooner,

FTER dinner the chums of the Remove put on their
coats and capa, and left the school. The auction was
to begin at four, and it was a good walk down to the
bay, and the juniots wished to have & look round .

before they went in to the sale. They had not seen tho
schooner since the wild night when she was wrecked on the
rocks of the Shoulder. . )

Of that wild night, and Harry Wharton's herolam, the
Femovites had not ceased to talk. Wharton had gone oub
with & rope at tho imminent risk of his life, and saved ono
man from the wreck—a wooden-legged seaman, who was at 1
hanging about the fishing village of Pegg. .

Billy Bunter joined the chums as they crossed to the gates
Bob Cherry looked at him with marked 1nqu1rg'.

“I suppose I'd better come and show you fellows where
that place is,”” Bunter remarked.

“The plavce where the schooner was wrecked, do you
mean?”’

‘ 1;\.*:}, of course not—the place where you ¢an get a decent .
meal."”

““ We'ro going to the auction.”

““ But you'll hungry afterwards.”

Bob Ugc:ﬂr gruni-c{]g.

They pased the gates, and tock the road down to the sea.
It was o fine, breezy day, very different from the.wild night
when the chums had gone down to the wreck. They roundad
the hili, and came in sight of the blue water stretching away
to the distant continent, dotted here and there with white
sails or the blurring smoke of a steamer.

The road ah}pe-dnfnwn to the village of Pegg. 1

Beyond the village was the sand and the gebhie ridga,
and on the southern side of the sweeping bay rose the
Shoulder. A :

‘The hugs cliff, square and sbrupt, jutted out against tho
blua sky, its stesp sides affording & home for thousands of
eeagulls.

Many adventurous lods of Greyiriars had attompted to
scale the cliff, but it was not known that any had sver suc-
aceded in reaching the summit from the seaward alde,
There was a story of a beld climbor who had fallen from
the face of the cliff upon the torrible rocks at the bottom,
and lost his life, but that was before the time of Wharton
and his ochums at Greyiriarms,

The little village was unusually busy.. S

As s rule, Pozzr was a quiet place, as quiet as Friardale,
ar more s0. %E fishermen wEra a stolid race, and they
were not more than forty or fifty in number. re W
ono inn, the Anchor, a 'little tumble-down, old-fashioned
place, that had one large room--used for the purpose
of local meetings. It was in this room that the auction was
to be held.

It was the auotion that had brought an influx of strangers
into the fishing village. :

There was a notice up outside the Anchor, announcing
the iime and place op the sale, and a spruce-locking
man standing at the door of the inn was evidently the
auctioneer,

“ Heaps of time yet,” said Harry Wharton, loocking st his
watch., "' The sale doesn't start for an hour yet.”

“May as well be carly, though, and get good places,’’ said
Bob Cherry. “ The room at the Anchor ian't too big.”

I say, you fellows, there's good time to go sod get some
Junch—' _
= '*Why, you young cormorant, you've only just had your

inner ! :

" We've had a long walk since then; besides, 1 was really
cnl’y sugpesting it for the sake of you s:.ha.?a. e

“Don’t mind us, Billy: we'ra all right.’

“Coms to think of it, though, I could do with a snack
myseli.”

‘o and get one, then.”

“ I've been disappointed sbout a postal order—"

“Then I'm afraid you'll be disappointed sbout a snack,
too," grinned Bob Cherry. * Come on, kids, and let's have
8 look at the giddy wreck.'

The juniorz went down to the shore, Bunter fallowing
them, fun!:ing very discontented. On that wild night on
A Grand School Tale of
‘Harry Whuarion & Co.
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the eastern coast, the schoonar had been driven ahore on

the rocks at the base of the Shoulder, and had jammed
there fast,

But since then men had been at work upon her
. The owners had sent men down to get her off, with the
idea of foating her into the IHumber; but they had not
found it possible.

The hulk was not worth the necessary trouble and expense,
andithey had decided to dispose of her on the spot for what
she would fetch.

But some Jar-eliminary repairs had been carried out. The
schgoner had been patched up sufficiently to enable her to
float in the calm waters of the bay, though it was a different
matter if she had ventured out into,the ocean.

Zhe wae lying now at ancher, with a list to port, and
looking wvery dismal, with only the stumps of her masts
showing above the deck,

" Rather an old erock, isn’t she?’ Bob Cherry remarked,
looking at the echooner with a critical eye.

Ye:huha looks it; but she’d be all right for the bay,”

Frank Nugent said. ' If ahe belonged to us, it would be a
ripping chance to carry out Whar'on’s new idea of a sailor
corps for Greyfriars. Juet the thing for a training-ship.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ Just the thing,” he =zaid. *'But rocky as she is, she'll
:*.Elzh over a hundred pounds, I expect, at the lowest figure.”

“Well, if we make & whip round towards it, you can put
me down for a tanner.™

" And my honourable self for the esteemed threepence.”
_"There's a lot of people looking over the eraft,” said
Nugent.  We might as well go aboard, As we're going to
the auction, we want to sce what the thing's Jike.”

*Arternoon, gentlemen !

It was a deep-eea voire, and the chums turned to see the
woinlen-legged sailorman who had been rescued from the
wreek on the night of the storm.

Captain Stump=—as he ealled himself—touched-his forelock,
and grinned at the boye with a grin thut wrinkled up his
mahogany face.

"Glad to ses you, young gentlemen,” he said.
s, I'm still st ancher 1n this 'ere port.””

1 rather thought you had just come out of the Anchor,”
said Bob Cherry.

The sailorman chuckled.

“ 1t's cold weather,” he said. *I get a cold in my timbers
if T don't take a little rum aboard thie weather. Bust my
fopsaila! If you young gentlemen would like a look over
the schooner, I'm the sewab that can show you round.”

* Right-ho, captain!”

* You lay alongside me,"”” said the eailorman, " I'll take
vou aboard.” And he stumped towards the shore,

A fisherman's boat was taking the sightscers off to the
svneoner, and the chume of the rﬁemm’ﬂ stepped inte it with
their companion.

Uld Reuben, the fisherman, was doing a good trade that
awfternoon as a ferryman. He charged them twopence
apiece, aud Harry Wharton paid for Captain Stump,

They stepped en board the schooner.

('lose at hand, they could see more clearly the damage
done by the storm. There was hardly a fitting on board
that had not been emashed. The hull of the ship remained,
aned that was battered and shatterad, and patched up.

Several men were looking over the schooner, or talking
an the deck. There were & gilmup of fishermen at the stern,
near tie broken binnacle, talking in loud voices. A emari-
looking young man, in dapper atfire, was in their midst,
talking to them all at once, and dommg more talking than
all the fishermen put together.

* That's young Bmart, the solicitor's clerk from Friar-
dale,” said Bob Cherry, with a nod towards the group., I
wonder what he's doing here. He can't want ite buy a
schooner.”

Captain Stunp chuckled.

* He's employed by old Reuben and his friends to bid for
the hulk,” he said. ** There's more'n a dozen of them clubbed
together to buy if, and invest their savings in it. [Ila's
attonding to the legal part of it for them. You got thaty”

R & &I'E'E'.'ﬂ

* There's a 'Ebrew ‘ere going fo bid for ir, too,” said
Captain Stump. **"Ere he 15"

“* A what?"’

“ A 'Ebrew.”

Harry glanced towards the person the capisin indicated
with a jerk of his wooden leg. He was a short, stout, very
fleshy gentleman, with a red, fat face and gold-rimmed
glasses, and a fat, strong-smelling cigar. o had an
aquiline nose, which hinted that he was of the Hebrew por-
suasion. but his fat face was very good-natured.

" 0Oh," said Harry, laughing, "1 dido't quite catch on!
20 he 1€ going to bid§"’

“You
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“ Av, E}',hlh_‘j' hearty!  That's Mr. Schusier. They saps

he's go! a heap of money.”

“ Any more bidders?™

“Yea, there's u,bput 51X ©Or Eevel Inore,
youn Eentleme.n amn't going to had?™ i

“MNo,” laughed Harry. " The rescrve price would be
beyond our means, I am afrasd.”

“There ain't no reserve," sald Caplain Stump confiden-
tially, ““and I could put you young gent'emen up to a tip."
He winked mysteriously. “Euppﬂﬁe vou was bo bid, and geb
the eraft. Bhe's a good craft.”

“Oh, ripping '? said Bob Cherry

“Well, she's been a good craft. You should have seen
her before a lair wind. She rolled a bif, and pitched a b,
and was bad tempered sometimes, but she was a good craft.
Suppose  you, ' &aid Captain Stump, looking at Harry
Whmtm:"mu: people is rich—suppose you got them to

buy her.

“" Couldn't be done.™ ]

“You could keep her for pleasure irips,” said Caplain
Stump. * You could make me skipper of the craft”

“That's @ good réason for buying her,” said Nugent
gravely,

““Ay, ay, my hearty! I've heerd that some of you youn
pentlemen uE at the school have taken up the idea of bein
sailors,  Where'd you find a better chance? You buy the
crafr, 'my hearties. That's an old sailorman’s advice.”

“Well,”" said Bob Cherry, ** if she goes under half-a.crown,
I'll siap her up.”

Captain Stump looked at him, as if nol quite understand-
ing, but Bob's face was so grave that he could not be sus.
pected of joking.

The captain ehook hiz head.

“* Bhe won't go under a hundred pound,” he said.

“ And that’s a mere nothing,” said Bob.

I suppose you

“ Buy her, young gentleman,” said Ceptain Stump per-
suazively to Harry. * I've heerd all about your rich uncle.
Buy her. He'll come down all right.”

Harry laughed. He was not inclined to ask his uncle to
find & hundred pounds, in order to buy a wrecked hulk to
please the worlhy Captain SBtump.

The juniors went below. There was water washing ebout
at the foot of the companton ladder, and it was pretty clear
that all the leaks of the schooner had not been stopped. The
companion steps were wet and shippery, and the chume of
the Remove went down very slowly and cautiously.

Billy BDunter blinked down at them from the deck.

“1 say, yvou fellows, get a move on!” he sald, in a tone
of remonstrance " Don't keep me wailting all day.”

“ Look out, Billy !’

“0Oh, T can come down all right.”

** Look out [

“* O, really, Wharton, I know 1I'm short-sighted, but I
don't want to go crawling down the stairs like that, vou

knew. I shall come down a joily sight quicker than you
fellows,”
And he did. e stepped into the companion-way con-

fidently enough. and his foot slipped on the to
he sat down.
than a second. ‘ . _

The steps were slippery, and the impetus of his {all sent
himm sliding down, and in a s:ttmg posture he went from
top to bottom, with a series of bumps that shook every
ounce of breath out of his body,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bob Cherry. '*Weo could have
come dﬂ}rn more quickly if we had done it like that.”

Ll D"l"ll F

Bunter Janded with & final hump in a puddle of water,
anyd =zent up a splaghing of spray round him.

v ! 'CH& E

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Rilly Bunter staggered up,

“1 think—ow !’

Tlis foot slipped in the waler, and he sat down again,
The chums of the Remove howled with laughter. Bunter
had indeed shown them how to come down quickty, but he
did not gcem to be enjoying the instruction ar much as they
alidl,

. p step, and
But he did net remain sitting still for more

i iy —

THE FYOURTH CHAPTER.
The Auction.

" g --1 say, you [ellows, you might give a chap a hand up,
l instead of standing there cackling Jike a lot of blessed

gecse ! pasped Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” <

T ean’t see amything to cackle at. Ginme a hand.”
Bob Cherry guve fhe fat junior a hand.
Billy Bunter was staggering up, when Bub, apparent]
unable to support his weight, let him flop down again, an
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agaln the fat junior bumped on the foor, with & gaap like
escaping sleam

(1] w!”
. “Let's all lend a hand.” aaid Nugent seriously. “ Billy
tan't & featherweight, vou know. Now, then, all rogether—
baul away!"

JBob Cherry and Nugent took a hand each. and Hurree
Bingh, not to be lel* ouf, seized the junior by the collar.

ay dragged at him, and he was jerked to his feer,

breathless and very red in the face. and dripping with warer.

“ Well, of all the beasts!” he gasped.

Bob Cherry looked at him in surprise.

“Is that what you cnll gratitude, Buntnrr®™

“You—you—vou rotters’ You did it ail en purpose.”

“We helped you up on purpose, of conrse. Yo asked
g 18
for it.
LT —=I—=I"m all wet '™
“You can'l sit in water withon! geiting wet.  It's un-

reasonable to expect ir.”

And thg nabob nedded gravely.

“Tho eitfulness in the esleemed waler i3 naiurally econs
comitated by the honourable weifulpess.,” he remarked.
*You oannot have the one without the other. It is an tin-
moral posmbility.”

*“Ila, ha, ha!" roared Bab Cherry,
& moral impossibility.’”

“I think not, mir worthy chum. I—="

“Well, I know I'm wet, and I'm jolly well going ashore,
You oan muck about on thia filthy old wreck without me.”
grumbled Billy Bunter.

*' 1 suppose vou mean

And he stamped away in an extremely bad temper. But
the chums of the Remove only laughed. Captain Stumjp
guided them through the interior of the schooner. There

was g tiny cuddy, and the cahins were, as Bob Cherry ex-
pressed if, merely ciga~boxes. The forecastle was small
and stuffy, and the chums could hardly believe that ten
men had found accommodation there when the schooner was

Bl sea.

Evervthing had been torribly knocked about by the wreck.
ing of the schooner, and it was pretty clear that the vessel
rhf: worth moner a&s old timber. but very little more than

t’l‘

The time for the sala drawicg near. tho visitors fto the
schooner left off their inspection, and were taken ashore by
old Reuben, the boatman.

A goodly crowd drew towards the Anchor for the auction,

It was a very novel sensation in the hittle fishing village,
and all Pegg had resclved to be present—all rhat was not
at sca with the boats

The chums of Greviriars were entering the Anchor, still
with Captain S8tump in tow, when Billy Bunter met them
ggain. The fait junior had managed to dry his clothea before
a fire at the inn. ]

“1 say, you fellows, I suppoee you're going to have a-
bit of a anack before the sale,” he remarked. It may last
B lnﬁg time, and vou'll be hungry.”

“ Nao time to waste,”’ sald Wharton crisply.

U Oh, really, Wharton =

But tha Removites wealked on.  Dilly Bunter followed
them, looking vary discontented, and his little round ewes
were gleaming behind his spectacles now. Since Billy Bunter
had become & ventriloquist. he had a way of rovenging
fancied injurios by means of that art in a way that ofiun
oausad 4rouble.

The room gradually filled, the fizher-folle baking wp all
available space at the back, though not intending fo hid.
The bidders ware well st the froat, the chuma of the Bemorve
~—with the cool nerve which wae characteristic of Greyiriara
i{unium—hwing guite a: good places as Mr. Schuster or

r. Bmart.

Behind Mr. S3mart stood the group of Hshermen who huad
clubbed their little savings for the purpose of baying a vesse]
cheap. If they sueceeded, thev intended to repair her by
their ovwen labour, and then the bargain would become a very
paying one. Mr. Smart waa looking very important. Ile
whispered and nodded to his clients in the most confident
way.

Lﬁr, Schuater waz quieter, and amiling gentally. He had
his fur-lined coat open, and alsn his frock-coat under it, io
allow his thumbe to reposs in the armholes of his waistcoat.
The suctlonesr gave him a genial nod, which Mr. Schueter
eeturned.

The auctioneer cleared his throat, and gave a little tap to
cantre attention upon humself. ;

“ Attention!” murmured Bob Cherry. “ Weo're just going
to bagin.™

The auctionesr began.

With the volubiliix of his profession, he informed the
gentlomen present that he waa there to dispose of a schooner
—a thoroughly good and seaworthy vessel—which had sus-
tained some ﬂigh’r injuries by going ashore on the rocks, but
—ns.l;the would have secn for themselves—really nothing te
spenk of.

The Removites, who had seen fthe dismantled eondilion of
tha vassel, looked at one another in amazement.
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Mr. Jones, the auctioneer, was evidently a gentleman with
the gift of imagination.

“ My hat " murmured Nugeni. “ He'll be telling ua next
that the schooner has Leen alightly improved, if anything,
by the bump on the rocks.”

Mr. Jones did not go so far as that., But he expatiuted
upon the merits of the schooner, passed lightly over the
damage she had received, and at the end of gis description,
anyhody who had not visited the wreck might have imagined
that Mr. Jones was about to sell a handsome, wall-found
vessel, fit for the Atlantie trade o a trip to the North ole,

But the gentlemen who had inspected the schooner only
amiled. They knew the little wars of the auctioneer.

* Now, gentlemen,” =zaid Me, Jones, in persuasive,
honeyed tones, " what am T bid for this vesael—this stout,
regwortliv

" Tenpence !

It was a voire from the back of the crowd, and it raised
a laugh.

The auctioneer laughed, too TFhe foeblest joke iz sufficient
lo put an awction crowd into a good humour, and a goomd
humaour among the bidders means %igher hids.

S0 Mr. Joncs laughed heartily,

M Our friend is pleased to be facetious,” he remarked,
* Now, gentlemen, I appeal to you, thiz excellent vessel -
slightly damaged by storm-—-"

“ Dirty pound!” said Mr. Schuster,

Mr. Jones smiled sweetly. s

“Ah! yon are joking, too,' he said. “ Thirty pounds for
this exeellent, seaworthy, splendidly-built, vessel. - 7

“ Non-skidding, pneumatic tvres, complete,” nurmured
Bab {'harry.

Mr. Jones glanced sharply at the junion

“Thirrv-five ! raid Mr. Smarr

“ Forty !"

** Forty-five "'

* Feefty ! ]

When Mr. Schuster said * feefiy "' there was a pause. But
only for a few moments. Two other bidders chipped in, and
the bidding went on briskly between the four of them till
ninety pounds was reached.

Then a bronzed old fisherman pulled at Mr. Bmart’s slesve.

“0Oh, vory.well,"” said Mr. Bli’nart, looking disappointed.
He was just entering into the spirit of the thing, and he
would have spent anybody’s money to the last shilling rather
than give in. But ninety poutds was the limit in this case,
Mr. Bmart stepped back, and Harry Wharton, who wus neur
him, was pushed a litile forward in his place.

“*Ninety I am bid,"”” said Mr. Jones. **1 nead not aay,
gentleanen, that it is ridieulous—ninety pounds for a
Eplﬁﬂdldlg equipped, well  [ound, scaworthy, seagoinyg
craft—

“ Ninety-five!"

* Vun hoondred !"" said Bir. Schuster.

‘““A hundred [ am bid."”

But the rival bidders wera silent now.

Mr. Jones looked round.
A hundred pounds was a low ﬁ%;.lrﬂ, but probably a fair
enough price for the schoonér in the state she wasz 1in. But

thé auctioneer naturally wished to extract the best possible
sum from the purchaser.

“* A hundred I am bid! A hundred!
gentlémen say a hundred and ten?” :

The gentlemen all grinned and disclaimed having said a
hundred and ten. :

* Really, gentlemen—a hundred pounds for this splendid,
well-aquipped, seaworthy craft! eallﬁ'. gentlemen, there
iz a member of the crew here pressnt who can veuch for her
qualities."

“ Ayan, aye

Did one of you

[re EIZH'I'-I

aaid Captain Stump. ““She was a
veasol, she wes, She were a beauty. You got that!

“¥ou hear, gentlemen! The affection of this gallani
British seaman for his old craft is very louching,. [ amn
bid a hundred pounds—""

“ Better bid, young gentlomen,” said Captamn Stump 1o
Harry, in a stage whisper that was heard over the whele
room. ““It's dirt cheap.'

Harry Wharton laughed.

If he had had anything like the monev. ha would hava
bid for the schooner, fi}rniu was thinking how wseful the
old craft would be for carrving out his idea of forming an
amateur sailor corps for Greyfriam,

The auctioneer glanced at him, and with the ayes of an
nprriﬁ:]ncﬁ[d man of the world he read the thoughts in tha

v's mind.

“If the young gentleman wishes to bid," he remar!ii-d,
““ there is no objection in the world. I suppose he is prepa-ml
to give some—or—aome evidence of his—ear—ubility to et
the amount of the purchase money?"”’

**Aye, ayn!" said Captain Stump. *° This "ere gant!en& wty
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1s the nephew of Colonel Wharton, of Wharton Lodge. You
got that®"

The auctioneer nodded. ]

** That is quite sufficient. If you wish to bid, sir—-"?

“I think 1 offer you wvun hoondred pound,” said Mr,
Sﬂh:.mt-cr, meaningly. I tink fat you knock him down to
me,""

“ Borry, sir—ahem—a hundred pound I am bid,” said the
nucti?lm!e.r slowly, to give Harry a chance. A hundred
pounde—going—going—""

** A hundred and ten!”

It waa Ilarry Wharton's voice to the life, though Harry
had never opened his lips.

Billy Bunter, who was just behind him, gave him a shght
pushh at the same moment, se that Harry appeared to be
nodding as ho spoke.

The auctioneer smiled with satisfaction.

“ A hundred and ten I am bid. Now, gentlemen—-="

Mr. Bchuster removed his thumbs from his waisteoat.

;‘! tink tat I am done,” he remarked. * I not goes up to
tat.'

* Come, Mr. Schuster—"

“I tink tat I am done."

And the stout gentleman buttoned his coat.

The anctioneer ,.[F’“'E 8 last glance round.

“ Gentlemon! This magnificent, this splendidly-equipped
vessel, going to this young gentleman for the absurd sum of
& lmindred and ten pounds! Going—""

He naused

But the bidders were silant.

“ Who mada that last bid?"* Harry Wharton whispered to

Bob Cherry, who was beside him. He had heard the bid, but
had no idex that it was Eu:f! osed to come from himself.
_ Bob Cherry, Nugent, an IIEIIIHHEE Singh were staring at him
tn blank amazemont. They fully believed Harry had made
the bid, and they could not understand it; and his question
amazed them still more.

“Off your rocker ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

* What do you mean?’”

" Going—pgoing—-"

The bidders were going, too, There was evidently nothing
to ba done butl to knock down the schooner to Harry
Wharton.

Knock |

“Gone! The schooner is yours, young gentleman.”

Harrﬂ stared at the auctioneer.

For the moment he could not believe that it was he who was
ad@!ressed; but Mr. Jones was locking at him with a genial
smile,

" Yours,” repeated Mr. Jones, stepping down from his
restrum, " and I congratulate you. A fine, handsome, well-
equipped, seaworthy vessel, that has braved the battle and
thea breoze for a long time, as this gallant British seaman
can testify——"

T Bui-—-—-”

“Fit for an th:’ngh—lulensum-yu.cht or trading-vesscl,” said
Mr. Jones. ** Why, she's worth more than that E::r hor timber
and fittings. A hundred and ten pounds! Why, my dear
sir, it's langhable !

And Mr. Jones laughed.

L Eﬂ.‘b—”

"1 congratulate you. And now—"

“ But,"” eried Harry desperately, “I don’t know what
ou'ra talking about. I haven't bid for the schooner, and I

aven’t bought her.™

' Eh—what—what "' gasped Mr. Jones. And he stared
blankly at the Greyfriars junior.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,.
An Awkward Situation.

ARRY WHARTON was very red in the face, and look-
ing uLL-arHJ amazed. He ceuld not imagine why Mr
‘Jones had knocked the schooner down to him: but
he certainly did not intend to accept the result of

the sale.

The room was rapidly clearing now, the excitement being
over, and there were very few left besidea the chuma of
Greyfriars and the auctioneer.

arry Wharton's companions were still more astonished

than he was. Thoy had distinctly heerd Harry give the
bid, as they imagined, and they had not understood it—and
still less did they understzand his now denying having done

The only explanation was that he had spoken unconseiously,
unaware that the words had passed his lips in the excite-
ment of the eale.

Bﬂl{‘ Bunter, who could have furnished another explana-
tion, had slipped from the room with the crowd. The
Famous Four were left alone with Mr. Jones,

NEXT
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The auctioneer looked amazed, and angry, too.

*1 don’t understand you, Master Wharton,”” he said,
“You offered me a hundred and ten pounds for the
schooner 1"’

“1 oertainly did not!™

“If you cannot meet the sum, you had no right to hid.
I must say that you have acted in a way "

“Hold on a minute,” said Bob Cherry. *"No need lo
waste words about it, or to get into o temper. There’s a
mistake.”

" There’s no mistake as far as I am concerned,” said Mr.
Jomes, sharply. “1 knocked down the schooner wo the
highest bidder, and that was this young gentleman. If 1 am
leit to make the sale over again to-morrow, I shall con-
sider—-»"

“ Hold on a bit! What do you say about it, Harry "

Wharton looked helplessly amazed.

“Only that I didn’t bid,” he said.
I to got o hundred and ten pounds from?
ten, and I am not likely to have it.”

“1 appeal to you young gentlemon,” exclaimed Mr. Jones,
“and to you, Mr. Stump! Did not Master Wharton bid

“Ayve, aye, my hearty!" said Captain Stomp, seratchin
his head in a puzzled way. 1 thought I heard him bi
& hundred and ten!”

“*1 did not!" ¢ried Harry.

M Bust my h:rp-aniia! If the young gentleman says ha
didn't, he didn’t, that’s all!” said Captain Stump, “ He
didn't bid, sir!”

* You others heard him——""

“Ihd vou?" said Harry, looking round. * Speak out!™

“Well, T must say I did!”" admitted Dob Cherrv.
“¥eou bid a hundred and ten pounds plainly enough,
Harry!"

Wharton almost staggored.

“ But—but T didn’t! What do rou say, Nugent?"’

“1 heard vou.™

“*The hearfulness was terrifie.”

Harry Wharion lookod dazed.

* Bunter, what do you say? Where is Bunter”’

[T llﬁ.‘,ﬁ E'{:'T“: E” .

“ Well, eir,” said Mr, Jones, “I know you are a gentle-
man, ad I dare say you made the bid hastily withou
thinking,. Dut——"

“1 tell you I did not make it! If T spoke, ns you all ecem
to think, it was without being aware of it, and I can't
understand that,”

“Well, sir, you see my position. The auction is over, and
the schooner has heen knocked down to you, and yvour friends
all bear witness that it was fair and square and above-board.
You seo my position. I have sold the schooner. Am I 1o
bz made o fool of?  Am I io hold the sale over apain
to-morrow, on acocunt of a schoolboy’s joke ¥’

* But T tell you—=-"

“ 1 relied upon your np{x«nrnnm in allowing a boy to bid,
You can leave me in the lureh if you like, as you are under
age; but if you do—-"

" No reeniminations
matier can't be ecitled
what ie fair, anyway.”

Wharion lookedd i’;v]ph'.ﬁr}fy at his chuma. For once the
E-ﬂ-:l:nl, clear-headed captein of the Remove was taken off his
2R TR,

The whole affair woa so utterly mystifying that he could
not grasp it.  If he had indeed bidden uneconsciously for the
schooner, it showed that his facultice were In a state that
might wall alarm him.

“ But—but 1T can’t
heard somebody make the bid

* You made it, and nodded to mo at the same moment,”
snid Mr. Jones,

*I—I=1 nodded to you?’ erid Wharten, in amazement.
1 cartainly did nothing of the kind. I remember now that
at the moment the bid was made Bunter pushed against me,
and ]I_;' rhapas yeu thought I neddod, But—"

“ Bunter " roared Bob Cherry.

T 'E;r ], J?.tld_'"

“ Bunter—Buanicr ! It's Bunter "

“What's Bunter?”

“ Bunter who maxde the bid!"” yelled Bob Cherry. ' The
voung villain!  This is some more of his giddy ventrilos

quiam !
Hurry Wharton started. 1 _
The moment the explanation was made it flashed through
his mind that 1t was correct.

“Where on earth am

I haven't the odd

et, pleagn,” waid Nugent. * This
¥ hard words, and Wharton will do

understand 1t he execlaimed. 1

Pl

Don't you catch on?

“ Bun er! The—the young rascal!™
“Where 1 he 7

one, of course "

" The gonefulness 15 terrific.”

The auctioneer looked at the boys. A rather unpleasant
exprussion was intensilying upon his foce,
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t]lli‘:ll: lli‘.nn“t know anything about this,” he said. ** What I
nk is—'
“ You understand now,"” said Wharton quietly. "It was &

trick by & ventriloguist. But, of course, that Isaves you in
the aame position. don't Eiuitﬂ sec what's to be done.”

:‘ guu‘?ruung gentlemen belung to Greyiriars, I believe?””

i m.

“‘Then-I know what I shall do. I shall go up to Grey-
friars the frst thing in the morning, and sec what your
Dead-master has to say about it.”

“That will be a HBogring for Bunter,” said Dob Cherry,
¥ and serve him jolly well right !

Wharton was gloomily silent.

“ You can soc the position I am placed in,” said Mr. Jones
mngrily. “ People have come here to bid, and they won’t
stay till to-morrow. The whole trouble of the sale will have
to be gone through again—to say nothing of the trouble that
falls on me for having knocked down the schooner to a boy.
I suppose I was to blame, but I relied on your appearance.
I did not think you wo Id be the kind of person to dedge
out of an obligation——"’

Wharton flushed erimson.

“That's enough!” he said sharply. “I cannot sce that 1
am under an obligation in the matter. I have been tho
victim of a foolish trick, as well as you. But I ecan sce that

o are in an unpleasant position, and it's due to a Grey-
riars chap—a fellow I brought here myself. That's the nnﬂr
claim you have upon me. And I'll do my best for vou.”

“You mean, you will stand by the bid you made—or that
was made, at any rate?”’

“1 say I will do my best,"” said Wharton quietly. * I will

and see my uncle this evening—at onco—and try to induee

im to take up the sale. That’s the best I can promise.”

The auctioneer looked relieved.

M1 know you will your hest, sir,” he said "I'm
willing to leave it at that. But if Colonel Wharton doesn't
take the matter up, it means a dead loss and a great deal
of trouble for me, amd that's hard."

“T'll do the best T can!”

And Wharton, with a troubled brow, quitted the auction.
ToOm.

————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way.

HARTON'S chums followed him in eilence.  ‘The
gituation was a difficult one, and they did not guite
sce the way out of it. Iarry was looking deoply

. troubled. In the dusk outside a {at junior was wait-
ing, and he sidled up to the Removites.
* 1 say, you fellows, I'll show you the way to the grub-

uhuFP, if you like. QOwl"”

“i]h unter yelled as Bob Cherry grasped him by the
COoOLIAT.

“Owl Lemmeo go! ro, Nugent 1"

“You young idiot " said Bob Cherry, shaking him. * Do
you know what you've «done? You've landed Wharton with
a hundred and ten pournds to pay!"

“Owl Ow! You'ro chook-chook-choking me!™

“Well, you cught to be choked a dozen times a day at
least!” growled b Cherry, atill shaking him. * You've
wanted choking for a long time.”

“Ow-wow! You'll make my glasses fall off, and if they
get broken, you'll have to pay for them!"

Bhake, shake, shake!

" Ow-wow-wow '
~ " Now then, lend a hand, and we'll frog's-march him
down to the bay and give him a ducking!”

Billy Bunter squirmed with ferror.

“Ow! Don't! Ow!"

Y MNever mind!” said Harry Wharton gquietly.
good licking the young duffer.
to be done,™ i

Bob Cherry released the fat junior.

“ Cut off, porpoiso !’ )

“ It—it was only a joke!" gaepod Billy Bunter.
never expectoed that Wharton would have to pay!”

“Cut off I

¢t Btill, he can ask his uncle for the money, amnd that will
be all right. It acems to me o wicked woaste to have a rich
uncle end not to ask him for anything.'

“It would to you!” grunted Bob Cherry. * Will vou buzz
off, and give us o resk, or shall I start you?"

h: Yes, yea; but what about tca?! You can get tea here
c 'n ,-'

1 think a hundred and ten pounds i1s alout cnoush fo
waste on you in ono evening,” saikd Bob, ' You ecan slicle.”

And ho twisted the fat junior round, and gave him a kick
to start with, and Billy Buntor went off at a rumn.

“ And now what's to bo done?”

Wharton's face was gloomy.

I shall go and sec my uncle about il," ho said.

Bob Cherry made a grimace,
If I ashed my uncle {o stand me a hundeed pounds, 1

L1} Ii!a_ no
We've pot to think of what's

" And I
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jolly well know what I ghould pet!” he remarked, * He
would put it down to cheole”

Wharton emiled fainily.,

“Well, it isn't exactly like that, My uncle is my
guardian, you know, and he could let me have it out of my
own moncy if he liked—at least, ho could advance it off what
I am to have when I am twenty-one.”

“H'm! That's a jolly long time yef.
colonal will kick.”

“I can only try. Bunter was onc of us, and we can't let
the auctionegr suffer for his stupid trick.”

¥ No—er—no—buyt—-"

* 1 shall po and sce Colonel Wharton, anyway.”

Y But will the Head give you poermission to go to Wharton

Ledga tonight?"” said Bob Cherry <loubtfully.
. T shall go frst and aek afterwards,”” said Harry, laugh-
ing. " Celonel Wharton will give me o letter to Mr. Quelch
explaining, I hope. You can explain, too, when yon get
back to Greyiriars,”

** I suppose there i1s nothing elso to be done?™”

“ WNothing that [ can sec."

“The nothingfulness is terrific.”

And the chums of the Remove having aprveed upon this
i‘mint, Bob Cherry borrowed a time-table at the Anchor, and
ooked out a train.  Captain Btump nudged Harry as he
stocd] waiting for Dob.

*Bust my topsails,”” said the old sailorman, **if wvou
decide to eail the schooner, Master Wharton, you won't
forget Captain Stump®™

* Certrinly not!”

I can put you up to all tha tricks of sailoring, and help
you rig up the eraft,” said Captain Stump. It you pive
the werd, I'll have some jury masta on that bulk in a coupla
of daye.”

“T'1 let you know"

“There's a train from Friardale at hali-past five,”" said
Bob Cherry. " Good timoe to walk over to the siation.
Better go and have somothing to cat first—you’ll be hungry
in the train if you don’t.”

The old 3aifﬂrman stumped into the Anchor, and the
Removitea of Greyfriars looked out for the place of relresh-
ment. It was o fsherman's cabin, where old Reuben's wife
turned an honest penny by supplying meals to chance
visitors, Billy Dunter was {ingﬁrltlg outside, and his [at
face brightened uir as the Famoua Four approached.

“1 say, you fellows—""

“ Oh, como in!" said Wharton.

“Good! [ say, Wharton, I'm sincercly sorry aboul that
little joke—it was only a little joke, you know.”

Vi ﬁ1at up, for gocdness’ aake!"

The meal was rather a silent one. Billy Bunler, as usual,
ate enough for five or six, and was unwilling to leave the
table when the others had finished. But he wae got away
at last.

The juniors walked home to Friardale, where Harry was
seen into the train by his chums, The train buzzed off on ita
long journey, and then the othera turned their faces towards
Groylriars.

It was necessary for them to explain to Mr. Quelch, their
Form-master, why Harry had not returned with them, but
it was not an inviting tosk. As Bob Cherry roemarked, a
TForm-master was such &an awkward customer to explain
things to. Thoy always scemed {o expect such a lot, and
never could understand boys,

Billy Bunter cut off the moment they ontered the gates,
not intending by any means to join in the visit io Mr.
Queleh’s study. Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Hurres Jameet
Ram Singh entared the School House, and hesitated.

“We may ns well geb it over,” said Bob Cherry. " It's
no good leaving it till ecalling-over, when Harry will be
misaed,

“Yos, rather

“ Tho ratherfulness is terrifie.”’ . :

“(Yomo on, then!' said Bob Cherry, taking his coura
in both hands, as it wero, and marching off towavds Mr.
Queleh's <door. ) )

o knocked, and Mr. Queleh's deep voico bade him enter.

The three juniors went in, and the Remove-master looked
at them.

“Well 2™

The monosvllable was shot out at them like a stons from
a cotapult, and it made them feel more uncomfortable than
oY,

“[f you please, sir——"" said Bob Cherry.

“ Hxactly,” said Nugent, " if you please—""

“The pleasefulness 1z terrifie!"” murnured Hurree Jamsok
Foam Singh.

The Remove-master frowned. -

“I do not please to have my tune wasted,” he said. ‘;"lf

1 eather think the
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sou-have anything to say to me, say it at once, and leave my

study.” ] -

“E‘rertainl_?. sir, said Bob Chorry desperately. ©It's
about Wharton i

“ He isn't coming back—""

*“He's had to go away on business——"

“Im]lzrm'tant business——""

* He's coming back by the last train—-="
“ Bo will vou please excuze him——"

“ As it was very important—"

Mr. Quelch rose to his feot.

“ Will you kindly speak one at a time, and explain what
;:'.m m.'te”ta.]'klng about?' he said quietly, * You, pleass,

ufent.

“If yvou please, zsir,!” stammered Nugent, " Harry—1 mean
Wharton—has just bought a ship——"
““ Nugent!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
" YVog, sir==[—I] mean a schooner——'
“If this is a joke,” said the Bemove-master, ** 1 fail io
eoe where the humour ecomes in. I 'give you one minnie to

make yourself clear, Nugent.”

“It was at the auction at Pegg, air,” said Nugent, hariy-
ing out the words breathlessly. *° There was a—a—a mistake
owing to a silly joke, and the auctioneer knocked down the
schooner to Wharton for a hundred and ten pounds.™

“Is it possible?”

“ ¥Yaou, gir, and he's pone to raise the money

“Wharton raise a hundred and ten pounds]
in the Lower Fourth raise a hundred and ten pounds !
vou dreaming, Nugent?' .

“ He—-he thought he'd better see hiz unele about it, and
he's gone to Wharton Lodge, sir,” stammerad Nugent, “ He
hopes you'll exeuse him—we hope R

Mr. Quelch’s brows contracted.

“This is very extracrdinary, Nugont.”

“The extraordinaryfulness is terrific.”

* Wharton had no right to go without permission, and I
shall speak to himm when he returns. You may go.”'

“ Yes, sir, hut id

Y You may go''

“We hope, sir, that—"

“You may go.”

And they wentl

¥
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Uncle and Nephew.

OLONEL WHARTON was sitting in the library at
Wharton Lodge. The night bad sel in dark and windy,
and the trees in the park outside were rostling and
groaning. The colonel was slone. He sat in the dee

onsy chair, looking intoe the ruddy glow of the fire, an
thinking.

He was thinking of his nephew.

The colonel hag been o soldier all his life, and he had
never married. Yet, like all men of sound and healthy
natures, he had a strang affection for children, and a
delight in the society of young people. And he was thinking,
as he sat there, what a difference his nephew made to his
life.

ITe was thinking, too, of the change time had wrought in
Ifarry, his dead brother's son, He rememberaed how, on his
return from India he had found a proud, high-spirited,
headstrong boy in the charge of Miss Wharton at the L{bdﬁ&
—a zelf-willed boy who was determined never to aceept the
curb.

The colonel had tried his hand with him in vain—and #hen
he had sent him to Greviriars!

That hand made all the difference, _

Knocking about among lads who were not inclined to
stand any nonsznse had opened Harry's eyes more widely to
facts, and he had lost almost all of the passionate, uncom-
fortable ways which had marred his charvacter when the
colonel hod first taken him in charge. _

IT» was a lad now of whom any father might have been
proud ; and his uncle was prouwd of him.

Some traces, doubtless, lingered of the old petulant,
passionate naturé—but taken all in all, ITarry Wharton was
the kind of lad toe do anybody eredit.

Colonel Wharton was thinking so as he sat there, slowly
gpmoking his cigar—and thinking, too, that he would hike to
gee Harry again.

The boy had spent the last vaeation with a party of his
friends at Wharton Lodge, and the colonel could not Lelp
vemembering what a difference the merry young voices made
in the silent old house.

'There was a ring at the bell, and the colonel gave a start.

A minute later the door of the library opened, and the
colonel rose in amazement at the sight of his nephew.

" Harry I

The colonel looked ai him keenlsy oo he shook hands with
hiin, He neted the troubled exprossion of the bov's face,
Lut e made no remavk for the moment. [laeyy gave his hat
undl coat to the footman, and the door closad.

Lhe colonel pulled a high-backed cheir up to the five.

Bt down, lad. Now, what is the matter? Anything
vrong at Greyfriars?”?

* Oh, no, uncle!™

1 suppose you have Dr, Locke’s permission to pay e a
visit, Herrv? I need not say that I am zlad to see you—in
fact, 1 was just thinking of you—but——"

*“ I think Dr. Locke will exeuse me if vou ask him, ar.”?

 Bul—but why are you here, then”

Wharten eoloured a little.

7 You told me once to come to you in any timea of difficaty,
sir,”” he said; I am in an awhward fix now.”

“You have come to the right place,” said his uscle
gquietly.  ** ¥et I can harvdly think that you have been doing
anything reckless, Havry,"

Wharton smaled.

U, no, siv! It's an awkward business, bul it's duo to
# sinpud fellow playing a joke. Unly 1 awm rvesponsible.”

* For another's action®”

_ " ¥eos, inoa way., The young ass—I may as well tell you
1 was Bunter—youn remember him—has taken up veutrila-
quism, and he made me gppear to give a bid at an avetion,
Tire auctionzer believed that | made the bid, and the thing
was knocked down to me. The chap was with me, vou see,
and I felt that I couldn't let an outsider be put to troubls
and losa for what a fallow with me did,”

The colonel looked grave,

“1 suppose you ave right, Ilarey.”

“Only, if you don't take the same view, uncle, I don'i soo
whatl's to be done. It scems rotten that a chap I took with
Em;lﬂhﬂuld cause an anctioneer loss—and it will mean a good

eal.

Colonel Wharton nodded.

“ But what is the sumi"

“A hundred and ten pounds.™

Colonel Wharton almost jumped,

“ What "

The plunge was made, and Harry went through with ¥
RO,

“A hundred and ten pounds, sir.”

v Harry! A hundred and ien pounds! What the dickens
15 the thing you have bought, then?" cried the colonel, in
amazement. :

A schooner !

“ A—a—a—a what?" gasped the colonel

A vessel, sir”

“* Oh, & schooner!” zaid Ceolonel Wharton,
ghip?"

“ ¥es, sir.” .

" You—vyou have bought a ship—a ship for a hundred and
ten pounds!”

' ¥ou heard of the wreek in Pegy Bay, sir —-"

The colonel’'s face softened.

"1 remember how you risked your life, you young scamp,
to feteh a wooden:-legged seaman off jt.”

“Well, siv, that's the schooner—she’s floaling now, and
though she's awfully rocky, she's worth the money if it can
be found.”

“It ean be found, Ilarry, if you ave Lound in honour to
find it."”

“1 feel that I am, siv. The auctioncer was acting in
perfect good faith, and it would come hard upon hum to
have to wmake a fresh notification of o new zale, and po
through all the business over again—to say nothing of making
him look ridiculous. 1 feel that T am |'E:1!.»nnuihi13.”

“ Very good—the money shall be paid.’

“ Thank you, sir!” said Harvy gratefully. < 0Of Conirse,
I want you to pay it froni—from whai I am to have when I
am twenty-onc—'

The colonz]l amiled. )

“We will talk of that anether fime, TTarev. But about
this ship—I suppose we had better let it go for as much as it
will fetch, and minimize the loss as muck as we can,”

“1f you think best, sir, certainly,” said ITavry Wharton
slowly.

His uncle looked at him quickly.

** Had vou any other view, Harry""

“ Yes, siv; if I may tell you—="

“ Go ahead!™ said the old soldicr, in his terse way.

Then Harry plunged into the explenation of his now
idea—the sailor cadet corps for the Greviriars juniors.

The colonel listenad with kndly attention to the boy's en-
thusiastic explanation, watching meanwhile the handsame,
animatad face,

“Of course, I had no ides of getting this wvessel* said

13

Harry, * but now that ¥ is ours, I thouerht——

“You mean a
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“Let me get at that Chinese beast!™ roared Bulsirode. “He—he's dropped my camera
into a pall of water ™

—— e ) TR T T T

=

# 1 see, Harry." ‘ _

“1f you wish to sell it ngain, sir, the fishermen at Pegg
would give ninety pounds, and there was another gentleman
ihere whe bid a hundred. But if yoa thought we might

keep it — ;

Colonel Wharton smiled.

“ Guppose we keep it for the present, Harry? If sour
scheme comes ta anything, there is the vessel--if not, we can
sell it again.’” 1 .

“ Oh, thank you, sir; that's exactly what I should Like!”

“ Then that's settled. Give me the auctioneer’s mame
and address, and I will send him his cheque to-night. And I
will write a letter of explanation to your Form.master, or 1
am afraid this will get you into trouble at the school.”

The colonel did so, and walked down to the station with
his nephew. They parted with an affectionate hand-
shake, Harry ‘;-:r"hu.rtﬂn leaned back upon the cushions with

t light in his eyes. )
o %Eﬂf old uncle!” he murmured. “* And it's only a few
months since—since 1 used to dislike him; and gave him
canse enotigh to dislike me! 1 hope I shall have a chance
some day of showing him that it's changed now!" :

It was a late hoar when Harry Wharton rang up Gosling,
the porter st Greyiriars, IHe found the Remove gone fo
bed, and Mr. %ueh-h sitting-up for him. He tapped at the
Form-master’s door and went in, and Mr. Queich laid down

hie hook.

** This i3 from my uncle, sir,” said Harry qluie-tlyi

M. Queleh, without o word, read the colonel’s letter.

“Yery w-ell-, vou are excuscd.'” he said; * but if anythimg
of this kind happens again, Wharton, it will need maore
Tha_I} a letter from your guardian to excuse you. You may
g0,

“T1 am sorry, sir—"

“TI hope you are. Good-night!'

And Horry Wharton went to bed.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Sailors!

NERE was a great deal of excitement in the Greviriare

T Remove the next day. It was known to all that

Harry Wharton had bought the schooner at the
auction, and that his uncle had paid for it,

‘I'ne possession of an uncle who could, and would, p'aﬁ
down a hundred and ten pounds, was a distinction whie
made Harry the talk of the sohool for some time.

Even the seniors took n great interest in the matter, and
(*arboerry, of the B8ixth—the bully of Greyiriare—con.
descended Lo apeak Lo him civilly.

The chums of the Remove, of course, were delighted.
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This was a chance* at last for the Greyiriars sailors to
parr{;&:_nut their idea of half-holidays on the ocean wave.

After "morning school the next day they met to discuss
the matter, and Harry Wharton found no lack of backing
for his idea.

Nearly the whole Remove was cager to join in the sailor
scheame.

Bulstrode and his friends stood out, affecting to sneer at
the whole business, but nobody took any notice of them.

“We'll go out for the first cruise on Saturday after:
noon if it's fine,” said Bob Cherry. *“ It will be ripping!
I suppos? we had better make Wharton skipper?’

“¥Yes, rather!”

“Arreed!"

“I accept the post,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“ Now, vou chaps, we'd better talk this over.”” Nearly all
the Form had met in the gym. for the diecussion, and they
were all eager to hear what the amateur skipper had to
aay. " We're going to form a sailor cadet corps——"'

“ Hear, henr!"”

““And train ourselves ready to fight for England if need
arises when any giddy foreign enemy comes.”

** Bravo!"'

“We've got the ship, we've got the men, we've got the
money, too!"” sang Bob Cherry at the top of his voice.

“ shut up, Cherry!"

** Bilence for the skipper!"

“ Go ahead, Wharton !’

“* All the Bemove will be welecome to join the corps
We'll think about letting in the Upper Fourth afterwards,
Boniors, of course, are barred. If they want a cadel corps,
they can form ong for themselves."

**Hear, hear!"' _

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific.’”

“We can't have Fifth and Sixth fellows messing around
aidd wanting to run things,” eaid Wharton. _* For the
present, atnims[a the wheoze 1s confined to the Bemove. 1
expact wa shall have our imitators, gentlemen, but wo muat
remember that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery.”

* Hear, hear!''

“T will .take down the names of all who desire to enrol
themselves, and practice can begin at once. On Saturday
aftearnoon & crew will be made up to navigate the
schooner——"*

“ Hurrah !

" But hold on!
who can't awim.”

liﬂhs‘ﬁ )

“I have obtained permission from the Head for tho sailor
]::l'ﬂ._ﬂflﬂ-ﬂ to be carried out on board the schooner on hall-

olidays in fine weather. But he has made it an express
condition that no boy shall be on board who has not
learned to swim.'

“{h, we can dodge that,” said Skinner.

“We could, perhaps, but we sha'n't,’! said Wharton.
“Thers won't be any mean tricks Elay-ed while I'm ekipper,
Skinner. Besides, the fellows have got to satisfy the
gwimming-instructor at Greyiriars firat; so I don't see how
we could dodge it if we wanted to."

“Well, I can swim, thank goodness!” said Bob Cherry.
“Of course, avery fellow ought to be uble to swim.”

*“Yes, rather!” said Nugent. “I'm another. And
Wharton awims like a fish, as he showed the time he fished
me ouk of the Sark—"

“0Oh, get off that!” eaid Harry, laughing. “I shall
bagin to wish I had left you there. Bwimmers can come
nlcrn%hﬁrst te put their names down.”

*The ﬂwim}u!neu of my honourable self is resembling
that of an esteeamed fish,” remarked Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh. “I have paid great attentionfulness to tho art. In
my case the drownfulness iz the immoral possibility.”

“You ean put my name down, then,"” said Mack Linley.
¥ 1 can swim—that is, if you waot me.”

And the lad from Lancashire coloured a little,

he son of a mill-worker, at Greyfriars with a scholac-
ship, he had lately been made to feel his position only too
keenly by the more snoblbish members of the Form—though,
to do them justice, the Remove, though certainly a rough
and unruly Form, had few members who could really
called snobs.  But those few were real rotters, as Bob
Cherry had remarked.

There was a howl from two or three as Linley spole.

“Well, if you have factory-hands in the crew you can
leave me out,” said Snoop.

Harry Wharton flushed darkly.

“I shall leave wyou out in any case,”” he exclaimed.
" You can't ewim, and you can't play & decenl game of
any sort, and you can’t do your lessons—you can’t do any-
thmg!uxmept gibe at a fellow whose boots you aren't fit to
cloan !

Sncop turned purple,

NEXT
TUESDAY:

Nobody: will be allowed to join the crew

“BILLY BUNTER'S HCUSE-WARMING.”
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Harry Wharton had a painfully frank way of Sipl::alcin
at times, and enobbishness was a thing he never could stan
patiently.

“Well, you've got it, Snoopy—and you've got it in the
neck I’* chuckled Hazeldene.

“Will you put my name down, Wharton? I've learnad
to swim, you know."

You can leave me out!” shouted Bulstrode. * And if
gmr want a name for your shi% vou can call it the Work-
puse, or the Casual Ward, or the Faetory !”
“ Hold your tongue, Bulstrode!"

“1'[l hold my tongue when 1 like!"

H#¥ou'd better l:ﬁce now, then, or there'll be trouble
Clome on, you chaps, I'm waiting to take your names dowi.
Only swimmers need apply.”

“Put in my name,” said Trevor.

Harry gave him a quick nod. Trevor was the son of a
rich Lancashire manufacturer, and he had been one of the
set to rag Linley when the mill-lad first came to Greyfriars.
But he had dropped that now.

MNames came in fast enough. But as only good swimmers

were wanted, Wharton had to weed them out. The whole
number were onrolled as members of the cadet corps, but
only a dozen or so ware found suitable for the crew of the
schooner.
“ Good " satd Harvy, cimi.itﬁwhia book at last. **That'a
done! Now, all you chaps who can't swim will have to
take that as fhe grsr, leszson. It's & bit cold for the river
at this time of year. But there's the swimming-bath here
at Creyfriars, and instruction to be had for the asking.
Naw for ancther matter. We ean’t man a ship and sail 1§
in Eton jackets, can wel”

* Blessoad if I see why not!” aaid Trevor.

“Oh, it wouldn’t be the thing. Besides, we may get
duckings and spoil our clothes. Then parents and people
who pay will begin to grouse about it., Besides, it will
look ever so much mors businesslike to be in yachting-
clothes.”

* By Jove, rather!”’

1 say, you fellows—' .

“We'ra going to have a complete riT-::rut in Navy blus,”
said Harry; “‘caps and all complete. rather think that's
the proper caper.”’

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“ But that will cost money,” said Hazeldene doubtfully.

And a troubled look came over Mark Linloy's face. His
scholarship at Greyfriars carried no momey with it—only
board nmf‘ education—and bhe had already Hﬂrfﬂﬂ‘fﬂlt. mors
than onoe, the want of a little money fo enable him to take
an qu:m] Eglama'with‘tha other fellows. : .

* Oh, that's all right!” said Wharton nhaqnlg. ;
uncle is going to sce to that. He has promised to stapd
the rig-out for the first crew of the schooner. I told him
that we should make it a dozen, and he's going to foot
the bill for it.” . )

“ My only Aunt Maria!” said Russell. “I wish I had
g few uncles like that! Awfully useful to have about the
house, I should think."

“The usefulness is terrific.””

“ 3y that point's settled,’” said Harry. ‘*And there's
another point. Thers's that old sailorman in I"egsg with the
wooden leg who calls himeelf Captain Stump. So long as
the schooner belongs to us my uncle is going to pay lum to
look after the vessel, and to help us sai] it.'

[ 28 Bra"r'} !.l‘] ;

* 8o I should think the wheeze will be a success. 1 may
as well say that I have wired a London tailor to come down
and take the measurements for the yachting-suits.”

**1 say, you fellows—"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Were you talking, Bunter?”

“Yes, Cherry, I was, and you knew it all along,’” said
Bunter, with an indignant blnk. I want to have my
name put down for the crew.”

“ But you can't swim," ]

“Yes, I can; I can awim like & fish. I'm sincerely sorry,
Cherry, to see you trying to detract from me in this way.’

“Jut we sha'n't want any ballast in the achooner,” said
Nugent. ““You'd be superfluous.”

“Oh, really, Nugent! I eay, you fellows, you'll want 8
cook ; you have to hove a cook on a ship, you know, and I
don't mind doing anything to oblige you chaps.”

“Oh, we'll put Bunter down as cook,” said
Wharton, laughing.

“ Wall, 1 think you ought to, you know, as you really ows
it to me that you have the ship at all,” said Billy Bunter.
“ You must admit that you got it through me."”

““Well, of all the check!" gasped Bob Cherry. “He's
taking credit to himself for that now.™ .

™ ﬁ, he can come as cook. The cook, of course, will be
ex‘pectad tﬂlpmvidﬁ all the grub—"

‘Oh, really, Wharton—""

Harry

A CGrand School Tals of
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““And any yern about a disappointment or a postal order
won't be accepted.”
** Oh, really—"
. The tailor will bo down to-morrow,” eaid Wharton,
The meeting will now adjourn for swimming exercise.”
And the meeting adjourned.

et

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Some Kind Offersl

XCITEMENT etill ran high in the Greyfriars Remove.
That day and the next the boys talled of nothing but
the cadet corps and tho eruise planned for Saturday

1 afternoon. As we have said, even the seniors took an
mterest in the procecdings, and Carberry, of the Sixth, was
kindness itself.

The Sizth Form bully met Harry Wharton in the Clése
on Friday, after morning lessons, and assumed an agreeabla
grin for the occesion.

*“ Hallo, Wharton I'* he said. * Stop a minute, will you

Harry stopped. He disliked Carberry very much, but he
;::f a:waru civil; and, besides, the %ixth-Fﬂrmer WAS B

ect,

"1 hear you're getting up a cruise on a schooner or some-
thing,” said Carberry agreeably. * It looks like being a
fine spring day to-morrow, and I rather think it will be jolly
out on the bay.”

"1 hope so, Carberry.”

“Home friends of mine think it would be a good idea to
take the schooner for a sail round the bay," eaid Carberry.
* Wea should want it after dinner and until tea-time.”

Wharton's face sat grimly,

':Wnuld you? - Is that all®?

“Yes; and then you kids could have it,” said Carberry
unsuspiciously. * Some of you might come. Wo couldn’t
be bothered by & parcel of kids, but you and one other could
come.  You could make yourselves useful.'”

i Yes, I've no doubt we could make ourselves useful.”

‘And Bunter, too. We should want him to cook.”

"' Bunter's & good cook.”

" Then it's settled.”

" Not quite,”” said] Harry Wharton eoolly. * You see, we
want the schooner ourselves on Saturday afterncon,’

“But I've told you I want it—1 and my friends.™

""Then I'm afraid yow and your friends will be disap-
pointed.  You see, we want it, and as it's ours, we mean
to have 1t."

Carberry’s brow darkencd.

" Bo you mean to refuse, you young cad®”

“1 don’t mecan to give up an afternoon’s eruise to lend
rou the vessel,” said Harry quietly; " and only a pig would
ask such a thing.,”

And he walked away, leaving the Bixth Form bully pale
with anger.

* Hal ,Ug'ﬂlt"-'ﬁ been ruffling wp Carberry ! remarked
Blundell, the Fifth, stopping Harry Wharton a dozen
paces away. ‘" Anything wrong!”

Harry laughed.

“ Oh, no; only & little difference of opinion.™

“Jolly cool, to have & difference of opinion with =

refect,”’ said Bland, who wee with Blundell. . The twe Fifth-

ormers seemed 0 be in a particularly amiable mood,  As
& rule, they were too lordly ro talk too familiarly with
members of the Remove, or Lower Fourth Form.

“But I say,” said Blundell, 1 hear you're sailing that
wrecked schooner round the bay toanorrow afterncon, end
you've got an ancient mariner to help you."

* That's s0.”

“We were thinking—Bland and I—that we'd come and
take command,” sid Blundell. * We're rather nervous of
you kids getting into trouble, and we shouldn't mind a little
exertion to see you safe through—should we, Bland$"

" Mot at all,” said Bland.

“ What do you say, Wharton "

" Borry, only the command is filled,” sald Wharton
politely. * We could take 2 couple of extra hands as waiters,
it vou like,™

And he walked away, leaving the Fifth-Formers glaring.

He had just reached tho School Honse door when Temple
Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, collared him, Tm'-.:
gurrounded him with agreeable emiles. By this time Harry
knew what was coming, but he grinned politely and waited,

"I hear you're skippering a schooner,” remarked Temple.
“ Jolly pleasant eort of thing in the decent weather we're
getting pow."

"{_‘J;'Irt:, rabherl!;' sald Dahbney.

“ We were thinkinp——"" began Fry,

“Let me finish, Fre o 0

::T'uu never do finish, Temple,"

! Weo were thinking,” said Tomple, with a frown at his
follower, * that we'd help you youngsters out. We'll come

d | - el . T LT
'}fﬁ }::1 :atplf;ﬁ’ r:au:ud show you how {o handle the vessel,
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“Thanks!" said Wharton.
help at present.”

* Well, not to rut teo fine & point on ik, we'd like to
come,” said Temple, as if that great condescension from the
captain of the Upper Fourth settled it.

*Borry; but we've no room."”

“ Look here, we're coming down to help you out—="

“If you come on board the schooner we shall help rou
out!"” gald Wharton, And he went into the School House.
;I‘?mpén & Co. were speechless for a full minute after he had
cit them,

Wharton hurried into the common-room. He had received
word that the tailor from London was there, and he had
come 1n 1o see him. He found most of the crew of the
schooner assembled, and a little bald man with wisps of
hair over his temples,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, here wou are!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. ' Here's Mr. Green waiting for you. Mr. Green,
this is our respected skipper, Harry Wharton."

Mr. Green ducked his head.

Y Borry to keep you waiting,” said Harry. © Here yon
are. Fetch in the other fellows, Bob, will you?"

Mr. Green ran his tape over Harry Wharton's sturdy form.
When Billy Buntér's turn came, Mr. Green eyed him very
dubiously.

** No exira charge for the porpoise,” said Bob Cherry,
“¥You can make it up on Skinner. He's as thin as a lath.”

““ 1 say, Cherry, I wish you wouldn't Insinuate that I'm
fat,” remonstrated Billy Bunter. * I admit I've got some
flesh on my limbe——"

" More flesh than limbs, T rather think,” said Bob Cherry.
¢ Atill, you can’t help being double-width.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

Mr. Green ran his tape ronnd Bunter’s plump form.

The measurements were all taken at last, and then came
the guestion of the delivery of the .

" Let me eec,” said Mr. Green, rubbing his c¢hin with the
stump of his pencil. ** Shall I come down to fit you—say,
this day next week—-—""

‘**Ehi™

** And the clothes can be deliverad the following week.™

" Which?"®

“That won't do,” seid Harry Wharfon,
wear them to-morrow,”

The * tailormen ** smiled deprecatingly.

“ My dear sir—="

' You sce, we'ro guin% for & cruise to-morrow afterncnn,”
explained Wharton, “ If we don't have the things then,
they’'re no pood.”

“Then will you asllow me to make & suggestion? We
have a ready-made department, and I have no doubt that
these sizes can all be found there with—with perheps one
exception, A fow allerations can be made to-day, and the

g sent off to reach you during the morning. That is tha
only method by which you can obtain. the suits on Saturday.”

Wharton looked thoughtful

* Roach-me-down, complete rig-out, one guinea,” mur-
mured Bab. Cherry,

“*1 suppose they'll it?"" said Wharton dubiously.

"I can answer for them,' said Mr. Green blendly. *° Any
little further alterations you ragquira can be made later, tha
goods being returned to ug for that purpose.”

“"Yery well, then. We simply must have them to-
morrow, "

And My. Green departed with his orden

BOOK
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THE TENTH CHAPTER

The Anchor's Welghed.

HI. next day, sure enough. the consignment from e
T tailorman’s  ** ready-macle " department  arrived  at

Grerfriars,

It came during morning lessons, and was carried into
the new Bemove dormitory, and there the juniors hurried
when work was over, and they were free to try on their
new attoro,

The bundie was unfastened, and the yachting suiis spread
out {o view,

Mr. Green's gonds had some qualities: the cloth was good.
and the cut, considering that they weee of the * roachi-me-
down " variety, was rather pood.

But the fit!

Me, Green had bBlandly promized that the nearcsi sizes
to those he had taken should be sent, and any livile altera
tions should be made afterwards.

lt soon became clear that some little alterations would be
roguire. ]

Harey Wharlon was lepl talking by the Form-master for
some nunutes  after school was  dismissed, Mr, Queleh
cautionmng him once more to use great care in making thai
cruige on the bay in such an unlucky erafr as the achooner.
Harey arrived in the dormitory a few minutes later than
the olhers, and found most of the crew of the schooner
already rigged ont in their new garimen:s.

He stared Llankly at them.

Skinner, the thin junior, had clothes en that bagged ronnd
him like empty sacks. Billy. Bunter, with a8 very red face,
was cramming hLimself into garments that threatened to
aplit with every new offorr,

Russell was turning up the tronsers that were six inches
too long, aml Trevor was trying to bulton up the jacket
that was six inches too narrow.

Bob Cherry and Nugent, being medium sizes, had pretiy
good fits, except that Bob’s long legs stuck out of the encs
of his trousers with a liberal Jisplay of ankle,

:* M'; hat ! eaid Harry, staring,

Faith, and it's suffocated I am ! gasped Micky Desmond,
who was erammed into g, suit much too tight for him. * I
I.Jl"!ll}"'& itim[ bé:.rt?na ;-l:'iIL qu ivery minute, begorra!”

—l—1 don’t thin can get into this!” gasped Billy
Bunier. . i )
Go it, Buniy!" said Bob Cherry encouragingly. “ Tt
will make you feel a little like a sardine in e tin, but you'll
gel used to it.”

o The fitfulness is terrific.” said the nabohb,

Hurree Singh looked very nice, and so did Mark Linlev,
whose sturdy form was well fitted by the new garb. Harry
Wharton slipped into his own suit,” and found that it was
w preity fit alsa. _

" Faith, and I'm sure the Luttons will go!”

"' When you buy a reach-me-down, you have to sew ihe
Luttons on over again,” said Bob Cherry. * We ought to
get Hazeldene's sister to sew them for us.”

I wish Marjorie were here,” grunted Hazeldene., * She
ecukl let this jucket out a bit over the shoulders for me, but
1 don’t know how to <o iL." ,

Pap!

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wio's that firing o pistol?”

'_ Faith, and it isn't a pistol: it's one of my butions
poing ! gasped Micky Desmomd, * Bure, I'm thinking the
veat will follow, bedad!™”

Lop. I‘“f‘ pop .

" Youw'll have to wear the jacket wnfastencd,” laughed
II"Lat‘rj”\?hart-:m. “1 say, Billy, don’t burst anything, vou
inow,

“1've got "em on!" gasped Bunier.

“* Hurrah !'*

* They feel awfully tight, yon knew. I'm blessed if I
know how I shall ever get "em off again.”

“"You neeiIn't think of getting 'em off yet,"” said Nugent,
“ If you have anything to eal this afternoon, they’ll burst,
and you will get out that wav. You'd betler he jolly careful
what you eat out of doors.”

“1 eay,” said Bunter, in alavm, *I—T think I'll change
Im:lq into my other things. I—I feel awfully hungry already,”
5 Oh, they'll stretch,” said Wharton reassuringly,
" Betier turn_nup the trovsers: they're too long as well as
too narrow. You'll flop over. Look out!”

The warning came too late,

Billy Bunter moved along. but there was a fool or more
of loose cloth flopping over his boots, and Le stumbled and
went ﬁl;a.ggan:f.

He caught Hurree Singh round the neeck {0 save himself,
and brought the hapless Nabob of Bhanipur to the fAoor
with a bump. .

“Oh!" gasped Billy Bunier.

v Uwo-000!" gurgled the nabob. * The removefulnoss
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of this lerrific weight would be the savingfulness of my
valuable life, my worthy chums.”

MNugent rolled the fat junior off, and there was a signifi-
cant rending sound.

“Ow! They re bursting! T knew they would!™

“It's only the waistcoat,” saidd Nuogent comfortingly.
“This can't be the Arst waisteoar you've bhorit,  You'ee all
right.'”

Pop, pop!

Deemond’s lazt buitons went,

“We shall have to make them do.”" said Wharkon, laugh-

Ang. ' We can have them altered next week, in time for next

Saturday's cruise. It's time to get down to dioner now.”

The dozen juniors caused rather a sensation when they
centered the dining-hall in vachting garb. -l

Whartorn had obtained Mr. Quelch’s permission, and so
nothing was said; but all Greyfriars stared at thie amateur
satibors,

They did not mind that, howaver—in faet, thev rather
enjoyed it. The BEemove liked making a sensation.

After dinner. the sailors prepared to go down to the
beach. All the rest of the cadet corps formed up te march
with them, though only the dozen—or thirteen, including
Bunter—were to begin the navigation of the schooner.

Most of Greyfriars collected at the gates to cheer them,
or send derisive yells and catealls after them, according to
their humaour,

Little cared the Remove,

'Théy marched forward down the road to the sea, and they
burst info a cheer as they rounded the base of the Black
Pike, and came into sight of the wide, blue waters. Their
entrance inte the quiet fishing village of Pegg caused a
freah sensation. The fisherfolk etared at them, and the
Remove enjoyed being stared at. Captain Stump was wait-
ing ‘on the sgmr-&, ready for them.

He saluted Harry Wharton, with an admiring glanoce at
the lad, who really made a handsome figure as a voung
vachtsman.

* Bust my topaaila!” ejaculated Captain Stump. ejecting
& stream of tobacco-juice with deadly aim at the gunwale of
an upturned boat on the beach. “ As fine & crew as [ ever
gailed with, bust my topaails!”

CAnd he turned his quid, and grinned approval.

" Wa're ready to go aboard,” said Harry, * You've made
a difference with the craft, Stump. Good.”

There was, indeed, a change in tha aspect of the schooner.
Jury masts had been ngE , and though they were neither
20 tall nor so strong as the original masts, they were a very
handy makeshift, .

Captain Btump, with local assistance from Pegg, had dons
the work, and very proud of it he looked,

The juniors were pulled aboard in old Reuben's boat,
leaving the cadet corps on the beach waving their hats and
cheering. .

“ Faith, and it's a ril}rm{ocmft." said Micky Desmond
enthusiastically. ¥l making me steeraman,
Wharton, It's heaps of steering 1'va done on the loughs in
ﬂuldqlrelanﬁd.”

nE J j. aj‘_ .l!

“ Ha, ha!"

Wharton looked at Cherry, who had laughed.

““What are you cackling at, Bob?! Ay, ay, is the correct
expreasion.”

“ It strikes vou rather comical at firat,” said Bob. grin.
ning. * But it's all righf, my hearty. Heave away !”

“I see you've had the name painted on the ship,” said
Hazeldeno, looking pleased. It was his sister's name that
had been bestowed upon the schooner,

“Yes,” said Harry, laughing. *“The Marjorie. Now.
vou chaps, we've got to form up the crew. Wea won't trouble
about separate walches as we shall all be on deck all the
time. I appoint Bob Cherey first mate——""

“ Ay, ay, captain !’ said Bob Cherry, touching his cap.

**And Frank Nugent second mate—""

**Ay, ay, sir!"”

** And Billy Bunter cook—steward—purser—eabin-boy —"
h}:h'hn’ *‘“%l' t I Billy B :

“[ accept the poat,” =sai illy Bunter, with dignity.
"I'm the only c¢hap here who knows how to cook.” S

“ And you can purse and stew, I suppose?"” said Skinner.

" Purse and stew "’
i “_:feﬂ; I suppose that's what a purser and sieward has to

2.

“ Oh, really, Skinner—"

** Micky Desmond is-coxswain, and Ogilvy boatswain—"'

** Faith, and I'll steer yo well. I've steered on the loughs
i ould Ireland—"'

“* But what about a pipe?” said Ogilvy.

“YWhat on earth do vou want a pips for? You don's
gtolta; boasides, smoking isn't allowed.”

“*Asa! [ mean—"

1
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“ No member of the crew is allowed.to call the skipper an

3 Well, T mean the bo'sun’s pipe—the whistle, you know.
How am I to pipe all hands if I haven't a pipe?” demanded

ilvy,

‘{JE, I see! Here's & football whistle,™

“Good! That will do rippingly.””

And Ogilvy forthwith proceeded io blow
toe get into form ready for his new duties as

YOw ! roared Bo i

fercing blasts
s bo'sun. .
Cherry, stopping his ears with his

fingare. *' Bhut up! Ring off! You're noit refereeingz a
match with the All Blecks, you ass.”™
“8hut up, bo'sun!” shouted Harry Wharton, *'Now,

then! All hands on deck!”

Skinner, the funny man of the Remove, solemnly hknelt
down and spread his hands on the decks, pretending to mis-
understand. Bob Cherry promptly trod on them, and
Skinner jumped up with a fiendish yell

** Now, then, my ]

“Ow! He's nearly squashed my hands1”
“ Serve you right ! said the skipper severely, ' There's
&8 time to be'funny, and & time not to be funny. Shut up!

Now my ’1uds, stand by the capstan. The anchor's got to

waighed.,
And Bkinner, who was rubbing his fingers ruefully,

actually forgot to ask how much it was expected to weigh.

—_——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Everything Goes Swimmingly.

HE schooner glided out into the bay.

T There was a strong current setting across the bay to-
wards the towering Shoulder, and 88 roon as the vessel
waa released from the anchor, she drifted into it.

The wind was very light, but there was quite encugh for
the schooner, if the sails were once set,

Captain Btump, who was certainly an ex g
man, stumped up and down deck and gave directions,

Ha treated H]:I.rr;v Wharton with marked respect, never
speaking to him without touching his cap, and whenever he
conld, giving him information quietly. It was tactful of the
old salt, and Wharton appreciated it. It would have been
easy for the wooden-legged sailorman to act otherwise,
especially as the safety of the Marjorie depended upon his
guidance. For the was full of perils té the unwary, and
not one of the Greyfriare juniors could be considered much
of a sallor o far.

Micky Deamond, probably, knew less about sailoring than
anyhnd[r_v else there, though he had cheerfully constituted
himself steersman,

He had steered boats on the Irish loughs, but that was a
very different matter from steering a ehip on the deep
QAR

But fortune favoured him at first, and he had good luck
with the wheel. )

TUnder the directions of the wooden-legged =alt, the main-
gail was shaken out.

The mainsaill was almost in tatters at the time of the
wreck, but Captain Stump had industriously patched and
sewn, and sewn and pai.cfl&ﬂ, till it was something like a
sail again. The mainsail was at present the only sail the
schooner possessed, but it was quite sufficient for the speed
the youthful crew required.

When the canvas was seen to fall out, and £l in the wind,
there rang a loud cheer from the shore, where the rest of
thoe Remove were watching eagerly.

From the shore, the schooner seemed lo glide along very
-Bﬂ_sfii . and 1t looked like the easiest thing in the world to
sail her.

:lt‘ila game impression was felt by most of the amateur
sailora.

The sall had been set successfully, and the schooner was
sweaping on through the blue waters in the bright sunshine,
and the juniors felt extremely pleased with themselves,

“ Everything seems to be going on swimmingly,” Beb
Cherry remarked. * Blessed if I thought it was so jolly
easy to sail a ship.”

*You want to steer clear of the rocks, sir,"" said Captain
Stumy, with a faint grin. " I'll just go below for a turn,
and I'll be up in & minvie.”

And the old zailorman descended the hatchway,

Harry Wharton looked round him.

The sea was calm, and the schooner, save for a glight list,
sailed well. It did, imdeed, scem an easy thing to be a
gailorman.

There was the sound below of something gurgling into a
glasa, and Bob Cherry grinned,

+** Hallo, hallo, hallo, Stumpy's samplin
marked. I didn’t know wyou had any &

“And I didn’t, either,” said Harry,
“ Hallo, we're getting near the Bhoulder!
place whers schooner was wrecked,”

“*We'll give 1t 8 wide berth, then.'

' The widefulness of the berth should be terrific.™
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“Y say, you fellows.” Bunter put his head up from
below. ‘];_Tﬁc-re"a nothing here but a rotten old oil-stove ta
cook with.”

“ Borry,” said Bob Cherry. “ We'll have the latest thing
in electric stoves fitted u;.i for you next Saturday.” ;

** Oh, really, Cherry! I'm afraid I can’t do much cooking
with such accommodation. “The place isn't very big, either.
It's lucky we brought some sandwiches, as I thall be zome
time with the cooking.” - .

=! %’eﬂ, £0 it is: you can serve the sandwiches round.

(1] {:ﬂt’l"[-..“ ]

“ Yes, you can—you're steward. You can’t shirk yon
stewing dutiea lilie that.” i '

“I don't want to shirk 'em, but there aren’t any sand-
wiches left.”? |

““ Why, we brought a fearful lot.” : .

“Yea; but I -.’nagtn have a snack, if I'm going to cook.™

“ My only hat! He's scoffed all the sandwiches !

“T suppose you don't want me to sink down {rom exhanse
tion, Beb Cherry?"

“ Dleased if I care! I know I wanted some of those sand-
wiches. (o down and cook something, and cock it quick, or
I'll come and cook you!l™

“Yesa; but—=—"

“Down below!"” roared Beb Cherry,
belaying-pin,

And Bunter disappeared.

The schooner glided on. The great rock of the Shoulder
rose more clearly befdre the amateur sailors, with the seas
gulls flying about the summit. =y

“ 1 say, we shall have to steer clear of that,” said Whartons
‘* Btarboard, Micky."”

‘ Faith, and starboard it is, alanna.” _

Captain Stump put hia head up on deck. A sirong scent
of rum proceeded from him, and he was lurching slightly in
hiz gait as he camo up the ladder,

“ Ahoy, shipmates! I—-—"

The wooden-legged sailorman stopped abruptly.

The sight of the great Shoulder towering above the veascl
seemed to petrify him. ~ He stared at it blankly, and gasped.
Then -he came stumping excitedly .on deck.

“'Bout ship!” he roared. ““Man the lee braces! Bust
my topsails, we shall be aground before you can say Jamaica
rum !’

*There’s plenty of room to turn

*“ Hard-a-port!”

“ We'ra a quarter of 2 mile off the Shoulder yet

“ But the sunken rocks!” yelled the sailorman.

“ My hat! I—-7

“* Hard-a-port!”

The sailorman velled directions, and rushed to the wheel,
stumping along at a great rate. _The boys, feeling that there
was danger, vet hardly knowing what it was, tried to carry
wut his orders. But there was no time. The esailorman
seized the spokes from Micky Desmond, and jammed the
wheel hard down. 3

At the same moment came a grinding crash. It was the
hull of the schooner scraping on a sunken rock.

The sailing of a ship was not, after all, the easy matter
the amateur sailors had at first thought.

Captain Stump gave a yell.

-* 8he's aground ™.

Cruneh !

Cirind !

The schooner slid back from the grinding rocks, and there
was 2 very audible sound of water pouring in below.

Some of the jumors changed colour. :

Billy Bunter bolted up from below like a rabbit from a
burrow,

“Tha water's coming in'' he roared.
All the grub will be spoiled.”

But the others were thinking about
important than gruob, -

Harry Wharton was thankful at that mement for the
Head's caution in allowing only swimmers to man  (he
schooner,

Owing to that there was no danger to life, for the bay
was quite calm, and the shore no great dislance away.

The schooner was sinking.

Sha had struck upon the rock with a greaf thad, and there
was a yawning f;uilj in her timbers below,

The tide was full in the bay, and the reeks that had gashed
her timbers were completely covered with water.

The schooner slid back further from the rocks, and the
sound of water gushing in below was loud and threatening.

There was no chanea of stopping that., And there was no
boat., The hoats belonging to the Marjorie had been swept
away and destroyed in the storim al tho Lime of the wreck.

The juniors rad not much time to think.

The waler was washing over the deck almosi befors they
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knew that the schooner was done. for, and there was &
general rush for the side.

“ Keep cool !V said Harry Wharton guietly, ** We've got
lo swim for it. But we've swum blgger distances befors.”

** Yes, rather! We're all right!

“The all-rightfulness i1s terrific!”

¥ 1—I—I—1 say, you fellows——'""

. Keap close to me, Bunter, and I'll help you. Bob, you

L ' ¥

give Stump a hand!

i Righi--hﬂ [r:-
“Thank you kindly, young gentlemen! It's my fault; I
-Du‘gi;:L to have staved on deck ™

Vell, vou ought, as a matter of fact,” said Harry;
“but 1 can't be helped now. The schooner will ic
-uncovered again at low tide, and we shall be able to save
her.  Butb we shall go down with her now if we don’t hurry.”

“ Aw, ay, sir ™

And, without waiting for the schooner to sink away under
their feet, the amateur sailors plunged into the water.

Thanks to Harry's coolness, there was no panic.

The juniprs swam steadily, Harry giving aid te Billy
Dunter, and Bob Cherry to the wooden-legged- sailorman.

here was a crowd on the beach as the unfortunate

VvOyagers swam in.

The tide was still %oing in, having not quite reached the
full, and that was a fortunate thing for the swimmers.

On the shore were the sailor cadet corps, most of them
Erinning from ear to car.

Most of the fisherfolk of Pegg, too, seemed to have
callected to see the amateur sailors come floating in.
“ Well," grinned Bob Cherry, as he dragped himself upon

!
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READ THIS

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishmentthat he has been mectically disinherited in
favour of his Uncle Domini¢ and Cousin Leonard. He cone
Stgquently enlists in the 25th Husszars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and scon becomes a ¢orporal. Dominic Dash-
wood's death occurs just as the 25th are sailing for India.
On their arrival thére, Leonard joins the Ploughshires.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th receive orders to
mobilise for the front. A trooper named Slige is bribed by
Dashwood to drug Fom Howard one night while the yoan
corporal is on plequet duty. Tom falls asleep at his post an
i3 told that in due time he will be court-martialicd. One
day S5ligoe has a letter from his wife, deseribing how, while
cleaning out a certain set of offices in Lincoln's Inn Fields,
ahe diseovered a dupsty document under a safe, relating to
I'om Howard’s affairs, and that Scrgeant Hogan, a former
servant of Colomel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs. Sligo was
gcguainted, had joyfully affirmed that it established Jack
Dashwood's elaim to the Colonel’s estates.  This letter slige
inaliclonsly shows to Leonnrd Dashwood, who manages
to destroy it, together with one from Sergeant Hogan to
Tom Heward, who has been promoted to sergeant. An
I0 U for £85, which Dashwood had given to Slige as
hush-money, falls into Colonel Greville's hands,

A general advance is now ordered, and the column moves
into the difficult Mahmund c¢ountry. tihoru{ after the
ﬂﬂrﬂﬂt}rﬂ of the column, the Hon. Algy, of the Flough=
shires, is ¢captured by tribesmen whileasleep in the deserted
cocampment, and made to mount his pony.

Lizutenant Blennerhassett, in command of a trecop of the
25th. rescues the Hon. Aluy; but is forced to retreat and
take up a gition in & delf near the Cave of the Winds.
All Khan, the Indign chleftain, prepares for an assault on
the small Uritish force, and distributes his followers into
three sectioms. * You, Ackbar, go with your men by the
path that leads to the Cave ol the inds," said the wily All
shan. * You, Mirza Ali, steal te the well of the Lhama,
We will stay here!™ (Now go on with the story.)
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the submerged sand, “ gverything has gone swimmingly, b
all events!” .

But the juniors were too wet to laugh at the joke.

They dragged themselves out of the water, and were met
with a chorus of polite remarks from their comrades ashore,

They were asked if the water was wets and if they always
sailed vessels straight downwards, and whether they enjoyed
a life in the ocean wave, and zo on.

With a grinning and chuckling escort, they made their
way to the Anchor Inn, where a good fire and a brisk rub
down made them feel more like themselves.

They had to go to bed while their clothes wera dreying
where they had the pleasure of hearing the shouts and
laughter of the other fellows boating on the bay.

# Nover mind!” said BHob erry, with unshaken
optimism. " One swallow deoosn’t make a summer, and we'll
ba more careful next timo. We can get at the schooner at
low tide, and we'll have another try next Saturday.”

“¥Yes, rather!"” said Harry cemphatically. " We'ra not
going to give up a good wheeze because of ona accident,
Hallo, Bunter! What are you snufling about?"

“I'va got a gnld. I'm sneezig like anythig.'

" Never min
“But I do mind ! howled Bunter. “ And all the grub's
wasted, too! I'm huggry, and I've got a fearful gold !™
But the rest of the smateur sailors were undaunted, and
hofore they ware dry they were locking eagerly [orward to
the next cruise of the Marjorie,
THE ENI.

{Another splendid tale of the Boys of Greyfriars mext Twesday, entftled
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A Lucky Find.

It was a little unfortunate for the gentle Ackbar that
the path that he and his followers had to take was very
eteep and circuitous, making, in fact, a detour of nearly
two miles. The spot he wished to reach was not a thousand
yards from the dell in which the Hussars lay, and entirely
commanded it; and when Sergeant Howard started off to
reconnaitre, he struck the opposite end of that path, found
that horses might ascend with some little difficulty, pushed
on, and discovered a perfectly ideal spot for their purpdsa,
!..he- identical Cave of the Winds for which Ackbar was malk-
ing.

It was a curicus dome-shaped hollow in the centre of the
high mountain, and it had two oponings—two narrow arches
in the natural reck. Through tie castern one a spring of
crystal water, from a hole in the Acor of the cave, went
gurgling down the mountain-side, and Tom's first action was
to go down on his knees and drink a deep draught. Some
slraggling deodars grew close to the western arch, and Tom
instantly saw that a very effective abattis might be constructed
if it were mnecessary; end after a hasty look round, bae
hurried down the path again and reached the officers, with
excitement In his face.

In a fow werds he told them what he had discovored,
The path leading up to the cavern was concealed from the
rasoals on the slope below them, and they straightway began
to get the horses up, a task which they accomplished withous
any &orious accident.
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When this was done, Mr. Blennerhassett withdrew his
rearguard, and remained with the Hon, Algy and the
sergeant, looking down on the track beneath them.

" Funny those hegga.m don't come up. I wonder what
their little game is¥'' said the Hon. Algy.

“Don't know, old man ; suppose we shall find it out soom
enough. We will -now retire with all the dignity poszsible ;
and as we drew rations before wo sct out, -a-nf Howard says
there is plenty of water, we will just snap our fingors at
yonder scum until we are relieved, or until they get sick
of the thing and go away.”

They clambered up the path, rolling pebbles down under
their feat; bt when they were within sight of the western
entrance, Corporal Sloggett suddenly appeared, waving his
arm and beckoning them dike a man possessed.

" What's wrong?"' said the licutenant.

“ Couple of "undred niggers comin’ up the other side, sir.
I ordered the men not to fre until you arrived. But we
‘ave them on toast, for they're comin' up single file, and the
mountain’s as steep as the sido of a "ocuse”

Tom and the officers quickened their steps, and springing
imto the cavern, peered down through the exit on the other
gide, to ses the precipitous path white with the turbans of
Ackbar and his ollowers, whe came crawling ap, swerd in
hand, taking their time, as yet unacquainted with the fact
that the enemy were already in possession,

Tom Howard took one glance at Ackbar and hie men,
and then touched Mr. Blennerhassett on the sleave.

“ Do you seo what i8 happening, sir?” sawd the scrgeant.
“I recognise that chief down thero perfectly. [ cut his left
ear off when we came ihrough tham in the village below.
They have divided forces, and are goimg to attack us o the
front and in the rear. I den’t mind betting that other lot
wa've just left will be on our track in ancther five minutes.
Look! By heavens, I'm right !

And swinging round on his Heel, Tom pointed down the
path up which they had broucht the horses. There stopd
Ali Khan, with his followers behind him, looking up at the
cave, and everyone of the littie party realised that they were
going to have a very hot time,

Mr. Blennerhassett counted his men quickly, and found
_that there were twenty-four in all, including himself and his
brother officar.

“ Armstrong, vou take one ade, and I'll take the other;
and, mind you, every shot must tell.”

The Hon. Algy screwed his glass into his eve, lit another
cigarette, lay down in the shadow of the cavern, and, alfter
seeing that his revolver was loaded in all its chambers,
areanged a Jdittle row of cartridges on the rock in front of
him,

“Take your time from me, borvs,'" he eaid, ""and don't
two of you fire at the same man, One nigger, one bullet;
and herc goas for the yellow-faced gentleman with the green
standard.’

Bang! went the revo ver, echoing through the vaulted
cave, and the yellow-faced gentleman, springing into the
air, [ell backwards, and, rolling down the steep slops,
carried half a dozen Mahmunds away with him.

For a moment the tribesmen, completely surprised to find
the Cave, of the Winds occupied by the very men they had
oome to annihilate, [m.u&ed; but the next momment, with a
chorus of eavage vells, they came clambering up the slope,
fed by Ackbar in person. The shot, too, brought a howl of
estonichment from Al Khan at tho bottom of the othor
glope, and, brandishing a long spear, he came running for-
werd at a great pace, shouting to his men to follow.

Mr. Blennerhassett decided to give them a volley to cool
their ardour, and eried * Fire!"

The simultanecus repirt of elpven carbines and a Bervice
revolver crashed out, and died away in manifold echoes
nmong the hills beyond. The track was instantly strewn
with wounded men, Ali Khan alone remaining unhurt, and
over the prostrate bodies sprang the savage natives, thirsting
for vengeance.

Their position in the cave scemed impregnable: but the
first note of warning was gmiven when CUorporal Bloggett,
groping in his pouch, eaid:

“Hallo! I'm used up. Give me a handiul of cartridges,
Rﬂgefﬂln

“Only got seven laft, ald man,'” said the private.

“Cease fire, men!" said Mr. Blennerhassett, the Mah-
munds having at that moment drawn back o little to take
l:l-rfmth for another rush. *' How many rounds have we got
eft?

Each man hastily counted the contents of his pouch, and
oalled out the numbers They were indeed lamentably few.

“ Nine, sir!" * Eleven, eir!” “I've only t Eouz!™
And so it went on, Mr. Blennerhassett finding that he had
only o total of some forty-ci ht rounda with which to keep
the opening; and a tremendous shouting from the hottom
of the slope attrected their attention to the mob of turbans
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that poured down the winding path on the other side of the
littlo valler.

** Reinforeements, by heavens!” said the Hon. Algy.

And he was right; + r Mirza Ali, hearing the &ring, had
come helterskelter from his. own rendezvous with 8 couple
of hundred Ghazie at 15 ba-k

“ Beg pardon, sir,” said Tom Howard, as both the officare
looked very glum, * those fellows don’t seem to have any
rifles with them, If we could tear some of these branches
down '—and Tom pointed to 8 clump of tree? 2 few yards
from the cavern's mouth—"'wa could make a very effectual
barricade, and stop them hand to hand.”

“That's o very good i:dea of yours, sergeant. Come on,
half a dozen of vou!™ And Mer, Blennerhassett, revolver in
hand, eprang out into the sunshine. * You will have to fall
back on rocke, Armstrong!” he cried over his shoulder.
" Your men can build & breastwork in five minutes. After
all, the pesition is not so bad, and we will hedge every
cartridge we have left.”

Down below the two Mahmund chiefs held a noisy conclave
in the middle of their followers. It was only a matter of a
few minutes before they would return to the attack, but in
the few minutes busy hands were wranching boughs and
branches from the trees, and twining them in front of the
cave, forming a very respectable obstacle, which would make
even a (fhaz pause.

Several of the men ran to the horses, which had been
whinneying and stamping at the other ond of the cave, and
returning with half a dozen picket ropes, bound the branches
together. Then Mr. Blennerhassett gave the order to draw
swords, and they waited.

In the medntime, on the Hon. Algy's side they
theew up a rough eangar of stones, of which there were
plenty Iying about, leaving only a gap where the stream
ran over the edge of the alope. :

And it was about this time that Bill Sloggett, runnug
into the interior of the cavern for a large piece of rock he
had secn there, chanced to look upwards, and far above
him saw e tiny ray of sunlight filtering through the roof.

“ Hallo,” said the corporal, *there’s & 'ole up yonder!
And blow me if thers ain't somothine like steps!™

Bill drew out his vestas, struck one, and examined the
cavern's eides, uttering a loud exclamation when he dis-
covercd that the rock had been roughiy hewn, and that 1t
was possible to ascend in the direction of the light.

He looked hastily around, and eceing his comrades still
busy, clambered up on hands and knees, the light growing
brighter as he drew near it, until at last, after a short
climb, his head suddenly protruded into the bright sunlight.

“Great Seott,” exclaimed the corporal, “if it wasn't for
the 'orses, we could all get out this way!”

He reconnoitred has+ily, and then went down again fo
impart his discovery to the otherse. The Hon., Algy
mi Mr. Blennerhassett went up and had a look for them-
selves

Mr. Blennerhassett tool ont his glasses, and scanned the
wild country that lay bolow them, sesing the little village
less than half & mile away, and the broad, brown valley
extending east and west.

A cry from the Hon. Algy, who was clambering up
behind, made him lock into the opening.

Y What's wrong !’ he sald,

“Wrong? Why, jumping Moses, man, we're.in Juck!”
And the Hon. Algy helg up & long object, swathed
in a straw band, which he had taken from a crevice at ona
gide of the opening. " We have etruck one of their sccret
hiding-places I

And, unwrapping the straw band, he revealed a Govern-
ment Martint. ; =

“There's a score of these things in heve,” cried the Hon.
Algy excitedly, “amd a barrelful of ammunition. By
heavens, we will hoist them with their own petard! We will
give the beggars socks!”

He shouted down, ahd Tom Howard responded guickly io
the summons,

“* Here, take as mamny as you can, sergeant, and mind how
vou gol’

Amazed at their good forlune, Tom scrambled back to the
floor of the cavern with three rifles, and eending up a fatigue
party of half a dozen men, in a very few moments the air
resounded with a hearty British cheer, as twenty-two Mar-
tinis, in excellent econdition, and a thousand rounds of ball
cartridge, were drawn from their coverings, and distributed
among the men

“And now let 'em all come!” zaid the Hon. Algw,

aa they took t once moro.
And they did all come, & hundred and &ty up one Fit]‘lsiii'h"-.
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and three hundred up the other, and for a very hot five

minutes the cavern rang with shouts and shots, and the sharp

click of the breech, wuntil, despairing of getting within

:{—lrlﬁmg distance, the Mahmunds rushed panic-stricken for
elter,

At the Peril of their Llves.

and Mr. Blennerhassett were seized with
i ssire to congratulate sach other, and met,
with a very firm hand-grip, in the centre bf the cavern.

“By gad, that was hot work!” said Blennerhassett. “1I
thought at one time they would get in on my side. How
hava you got on?"

. ""Come and look for yourself,” said the Hon. Algy, light-
wung another of his interminable cigarettes.

And Mr. Blennerhassett went over to the eastern entrance of
the cavern, and saw the steep slope literally carpeted with
dead tribesmen. They lay for the most part on their faces;
but some had rolled down in little heaps, and gathered like
snow in the clefta and crevices of the Ii:lm‘:k rock,

By Jove, Algy we _ought to get something for this, you
know !" said Mr, Blennerhassett. ‘ There have been worse
th%n'%s mentioned than this in despatches!”

‘ hn‘ug' seem to have bolted this time for good,” said the
Hon. Algy, taking out his glasses and examining the

valley below, where not a sign of the Mahmunds was to be
seen.

“Won't do to count on it, old chap,” said Mr. Blenner-
hagsett.' We shall have s fow hours' rest; but as sure as
eggs are egys, these chaps will attack us just before day-
l:-ran'l:i you mark my words. What is it, sergeant®’

.:'il.nT he turned to Tom, who had a;:ipma.dﬂ.ad and saluted,

. We have used up all the cartr: ges again, sir," said
'1{391.- in a low voice, not wishing the other men to hear.

The dickens wa havae!" aaicf Mr. Blennerhassatt.

And be looked blankly at his brother officer: but to his
surprise the Ilon. Algy smiled a smile of screne content-
ment, and, looking jovously up at the black roof above him,
blew rings, sending ono through the other with unerring

ACCUTACY.
about, Algy! The

The Hon. Alg
a simultaneo

*1 don’t know what you are grinnin
position is jolly serious!" said Mr. Blennerhassett, rather
testily, “ Have you got something up vour slesve?”

“Yes, I know where to put my hands on a couple of
thousand rounds, but it will want a bit of doing!"

. Then, throwing aside his careless manner, he reminded
them of the find he had made in the Khan’s tower in tho

village beneath them,

“ Never thought of that,” said Mr. Blennerhassatt,
wheeiulrllg hmund ha.nq frowning lh{:ughtfﬁll_v at the red sun-
sot, which was beginning to pour in through the opposite
nmhﬁe “But {l{mw IF{ it to h-_addﬂﬂﬂ?” % RRos

“Beg pardon, sir,”” said the sergeant, “but, if Mr.
Armetrong will desoribe A ¥

a barrier of stones built within it, the breastwork on the
other side being raised a couple of feet.

Then a whisper went round among the men as they sat
down and openad their haversacks, that the Hon, Algy and
Sergeant Howard were pgoing to make a very desperate
attempt, and a dozen of the party volunteered to go with
them. RBill Sloggett was particularly eager, and relapsed
into moody silence when he found that no entreaty could
prevail with the officers. Bill had viewed the abattiz with
particular disfavour, as it stood between him and the

reatest pleasure -earth afforded—namely, a hand-to-hand
wght; but, before the night was finished, Corporal Sloggett
was to have his wish satisfied.

While there was yet a little light lingering in the sky, the
two officers and the sergeant gad gone ap to the sguare
opening in the roof of the cavern, and, lying down on theoir
faces, had examined the sinuosities of the spur below them,
Mr. Blennerhassett making a rough sketch-map of the
ground, and the trio holding & council of war as to the best
method of reaching the village. A fow of the tribezinen
could be seen Ercw ing about 1t; but, as far as they could
tell, Ackbar'as band had joined foreces with Ali Khan, and
the glow of their watch-fires could be seen reddening the
cliffs away on their left hand. Posted on a rock, his higure
outlined against the firelight, they would sen a tribesman,
sitting motionlesa, evidently posted to watch the western
arch of the cave; but the other side appeared to be un-
guarded, save by the dead.

It was agreed by the two adventurera that they should
follow the course of the little stream which, after running
down the eastern slope, wound through a deep ravine until
it lost iteelf in the sand of the valley. And after a last ox-
amination, which revealed no firelight in the village itself,
they descended into the cavern to make preparations for a
start.

““I have got something in my wallet that vou will find
better than these boots, old man,” asid Mr. BRlonnerhassott,

And he produced a pair of rubbersoled tennis shces,
which the Hon. Algy put on.

BIr. Blennerhassett had one cariridge left in his rovolver,
and this weapon he handed to Tom; and then divesiing
themselves of all weight, and each carrying, in addition to
their weapons, a couple of empty haversacks, they ap-
proached the breastwork and listoncd intently—all the men
of their little party standing up in a silent group, with a
good deal of heart-thumping.

The night was very still. The only sound was the gurgle
and splashing of the water at their feet, and sometimes =
|1.{:1&T3E shout from the Mahmunds' bivouac, away on the other
Sl

“ Have you got plenty of matehes?” spid Mr Blennpers
hassett, sinking his voice to a quite unnecessary whisper.

“Yes, I'm all right now. ?So long, old man! Are you

ready, Howard '

where the cartridges are, I
will go out as soon as the
darknesz: comes and do my

|“BRITAIN INVADED | ”

“Yes, sir,” said the ser-

hﬂt]!],.} d good
“Hy gad, you are a
plucked 'un, Howard," said
the Hon. Algyr. “I'll go
with you! The chances are
that one of us will get back
alive!"

1 Noxd Week.

A War Story In
2 geant,
"THE GEM L"“‘“‘_‘ And, clambering noise-
lesaly over the barricade,
I they disappesred into the
darkness.

Onee, those listening at the
cavern’s mouth heard a
stone roll down the slope,
_ and once Tom's heel slipped

“1 don't know," said Mr.
Blennerhassett. ** The odds
are strongly against either

of you getting there at all, if
the niggera have gone back
to the village."

“We will chanes our luck,
anvhow., In the meantime,
I think we ought to
strengthen the breastworks
at both openingas. If we
don't come back you will
have to depend on vour
swords, and a sword fight in
the dark is no joke." | %

They set to work, after
posting a couple of zentries
to keep watch on both ap-
sroaches, and, as long as the
aight lasted, every man was
busy, the two officers work-
ing 1n their shirt-slesves
with the rest of them, and
by the time it had got too
dark to see, the abattis- had
been much strengthensd and

There ars ructions!

BILLY BUNTER'S
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At Iast the new studies are rebuilt
At Greyfriars, and BElily Bunter, of
venirlloquial and postal order fame, seis
a report going that Harry Wharton &
Co, are giving a “feed ™ on a large scale,

P.5.—Please hand your MAGNETS
on. | want some more new readers.

The Editor. * MAGNET " Library, on & rock, and every man
73.29, Bouverle Street, Fleet Strest, drew an  excited breath,
London, will be glad o hear from you. After that, nothing but dead

silence, except for the gurgle

of the strcam and the moan-
ing of the night wind
through the cave.

For a ]ﬂn%time the little
balecagured band lined the
breastwork, and not a word
was spoken. Those two
comrades, the officer and the
sergoant, were carrying
thenr lives in their hands to
bring them swcconr: and
when at last the men had
seated themselves in  an
irregular group, and, tired
out with the day’s exertions,
gaveral of them fall into a

s
2

Y fitful doze, Mr. Blenner-
AR hisaelt . eonbinied.. 6 - ik
backwards and forwards,

ovary norve at high tension,
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