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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-room.
THE Hemove wone rastive that morning.

It was the
_ | The sun had come out
in a blaze, a5 if 1t had made a mistake and Imaglr??‘g
sunlight gleamed in at the high windows of the class-room,
and shone on ihe oaken desks and the varnished maps on

brightest of April mornings.
that it was midsummer instead of early Anrcil

the. walls. There was no cloud inthe sky. When the juniors
ventured to look towarda the windows, they caught glimpses
"E deep blue, cobwebbed by the foliage of the trees in the
Closc,

On such & moering, with all nature ealling 4o them to be
out of doors, it was no wonder that the Remove were reat-
Lews,

Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, usu.aallji' had his hands full
with the Remaove, and on this fine Apmnl morning they were
a litthe fuller than usuwal. Even the dry, methodical Form-
master felt the stinring of the spring within him, and to ks
eves the room seomed doarker and dustier than was it wont.
J{:E the attention of his pupils was wandering in a way that
wonld have tried the patience of eny Form-master.
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Even Harry Whurtou, the top boy in the class, was think.
ing of cricket nstead of Latin prose—perhaps because Latin
prose seemed wiore prosy than ever that sunny morping.
The afternoon was a half-holiday, end his thoughts were
wlready there—on the oricket-feld, and along the ehady
margin of the river.

' Wharton 1V

Mr. Queich capped out the name, and Harry, who had
just been knocking up & hundred runs against the Upper
fourth—in & d-a}'-sream—-::a;me to himself with a start.

" Yes, eir”

“Pray repeat my lask sentence.”’ ] .

Wharton turned red. He hadn't the faintest idea what
Mr. Quelch's dast sontonce had been, and go he could mob
very well obey the order, L

CWell,” said Mr. Q}uelﬂh, in @ honeyed fone. which the
Bemove at Greyiriars hed learned to recognize as a danger-
sig;!m%l, I" IIam Wwaiting, Wharton."” :

“ Ahem! I am afraid you were thinking about something
elee, Wharton.”

* Yoo, gie,”
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" And may I inquire what it was?" asked the Form-mastér,
with elaborate and sarcastic politencss,

** Crickot, air,” said Wharton frankly.

Mr. Qualch coughed. .

“I commend your frankness, Wharton; but I am afraid
1 must request you to leave all considerations of cricket
til! clameos wre dismissed, You will remain in the class-room
ang hour after dinner, und wrife ocut s hundred times, Y
rast neb think of ericket during leesone.” You understand i

" Yeg-g-08, sir.”

Wharton's face fell. The juniors looked glum enough all
ihrough the class. Mr. Quﬂ-]]ch was evidently in one of hia
runtruims, and was not to be trifed with., And vet for the
lita of them the Removites could not keep their minde ta
thsie work thet morning.  Only five minutes later Mr.
Queleh’s gimlet eve dwaolt upon Bob Cherry as he whispered
in Nugent's ear. Poor Bob, quite uncenscious of the fact
that 3 keen ¢ye was upon him, went on whispering.

“It's ripping weather for bathing to-day, Nugent. Jolly
good ides 40 have a swim in the Sark this afiernocon.”

“ Ripping I said Nugent. *“ My hat, I wish I were there
now, instead of in this stuffy old cf-:-n, with thet giddy
basilisk watching us."

“Cherry! Nugentt”

The two delinquents started in dismay.

*Yes, sir?? faltered Nugent.

* What were vou saving to Cherry ¥'?

Nugent stammered, He could hardly repeat $o the Form-
master what he had been saying, without increasing the
nnger of the incensed Mr. Quelch, He turned crimson,

* I—I—it was nothing, sir,”

Mr. Quelch rapped on the nearest desk to hinm with his
Irointer.

“Toll me Immediately what you were saying, Nugent,”

“If you please, sir——"

“ T am curious to know what weighty matters ocoupy vour
voung minds to the exelusion of more lessons™ sald Mre.
Chieleh, in his most sarcastio tone. ** Answer me ot once.”

“I—I was saying, sir——"" Nugent stopped dead.

The wholo Form were on the gui vive now. They know
from Nugent's manner that he wmust have beon making
saome uncomplimentary reference o the Form-masster him-
solf, though that had net cceurred o Mr. Quelch's mind.

“Go on, my dear Nugent. 1 mm very much interested.”
" That—that T wish I were swimming in the Sark now,
g7, Insbead—"

“ Pray coniinne.”

" Inatead of sitting in thiz stuffy old der, sir—"

**Ah! Iz that all, MNagenty

N eneneng, s’

i {;{} ﬂltl.“

“With—with & piddy basilisk watching us, sir,” blurted
ou! Nugent desperately.

Mr. Qeleh almost jumped.

The emove were quite silent for a eccond, catching their
breath, Then they burst tnio en irrcsistible roar of lauzhter,

Mr. @ueich had brought it on himsslf; and his face, on
hraring himself alluded to as a basilisk before his class, waa
a stody. He pasped for & moment.

_ Tha juniore laughed loud and long. They could not help

tr. They had been in a state of strein for some time past,

and mow their pentup foclings found relief. But the

Mughtor gradually died away az Me, Queleh looked round.
ki L;:n]].ﬂﬂll:f EL

** Ha, ha, ha!!

“ Bilence! The next boy wha laughs will be eent in to
the doctor.”

That was esough. In a few zoconds the Remove wore as
silent and grave as o bench of judges. Mr. Quelch’s face

was dark with wrath,
“Indeed, Nugent!

“ A—a=—n basilisk, indecd ™ he =aid.
A basilisk "

“I—1 didn't want to eay 1t, sir,” stommered the unfor-
tunate Nugent. ' I—I didn’t really mean i, sir. It—it
was only a figure of epeech.’”

“1 am afraid I cannot allow you ihe luxury of euch
ﬂ:i:u:res of epeech, Nugent. Yoo will talie dwo hundred lines
of Yirgil, TFer the outbreak of ill-timed hilarity thaet has
just occurred, the whote Form will be detained an hour this
afternoon.”  Mr. Queleh smiled grimly, “I {eust thero
will be no maora hilarity.”

There wasn't much danger of more hilarily now. An
irour’s detention in the dusky cluss-room, on that beautiful
iﬁprif day—it was like the knell of doom to the unhappy
temova,

They would rather have been caned—they would almost
rather have been flogped. The detantion would " muck
up ' ogn intended ericket mateh with the Upper Fourth.
That doncerncd the eleven. It would *muck up ' a dozen
itttle excursiona that had been planned, nud that concerned
ths whole Form.
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But the word of the Form-master was law: ithere was mo
appeal agpainst Uesar, . :

The rest of the morning lessone passed off in & grawity
and gquietuess that would have satisfied the most exacting
Form-master. A pin might have been heard o drop at
{imes in the Remove-room. Thoe Ferm were overwhelmed;
and when classes were dismissed, they fled out in grim
silonoe. :

In the wide, flagged passage without, however, they found
their voicoes. Imdg—as loud as was consistent with safety—
wera the denuneiations of the tyrant of the REemove,

Wharton, the captain of the Form, was silens, but the
others made noise enough,  Bulstrode, the bully of the
Remove, clapped his hand on Wharton's shoulder with a
BIEET. _

“ You havent envihing to say,” he exclaimed sa.v&gﬁ'[{.
“1 suppose you ave toadying to Queleh, as usual, and back-
ing himy up.”’

Tlarry Wharton zmiled scorafuily. .

“Mr. Quelch doesn’™t need any Es,ckmg up from me, or
from any of us,” he said. * We've pot 1o stand it, end you
“now that." :

“atill. it's a comfort 4o growl,' said Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, Wharton doesn’t want to growl,” eneered Bulstrade.
“He's a good little hoy out of o stery-book, aud loves his
kinedl teacherz, He can stand anything.’*

T can't stand vour paw on my shoulder,” sald Wharton.
" Take 1t away.” _

Bulstrede hesitated @ moment, and thon removed his hand,

“ As for growling,” went on Wharten quietly, I would
growl if it would do any good. As for calling Quelch a
tvrant, that’'s all rot. I know jolly well that if I were o
Form-master, I wouldn't allow fellows to make a row in
class, or to think sbout sport in the class-rocms. Why can’t
voli have a litile senpet”

“J =may, you fellows . ]

“Well, I'm jolly well not going to stand it,” said Bul
etrode. “‘I've a good mind o eut.” | ) )

“71 say, vou fellows, I've got an idea,” persisted Billy
Bunter. * You koow what a jolly wenderfu] ventriloguist
I am——>~" :

“We know what a jolly wonderful ass you nre,” said Dob
Cherry.

O, really, Cherry—-"" ]

“Seat!” said Bob: and he walked away with Whearlon,
leaving Billy Bunter with his great idea unuttered. Dunter
blinked after him indignantly. Then he turned to Nugent.

T eay, MNu ——  Oh, really, T wish you wouldn't walk
aWwny while I'm talking! I say, Linley—Linley ! Desmond!
Boeosts

And Bunter, finding himself alone, sniffed and gave up
his attempt to get any listeners to his great idea.  1le walked
away to the tuckshop, and the Remove turned out into the
Close, discussing their grievance in heated tones

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes Things Hum.

RIM enough looked the Greyiriars Remove when the
time came 1o go into the claseroom. Never had the
groen Close scemed so greon and inviting—never
tha breeze whispercod so sofily through the feaves, or

the river rippled and sung so sweotly wmong the rushes. If
was the Bret really perfect day of the spring, and it scemed
all the more perfeet by contrast with the dusky, dull class-
YOO, 5

The rest of Greyfriars were enjoving the half-holidey.

The Sixth wnd the Fifth were both playing cricket mafches
—tha Sixth at home, the Fifth away at Redelyfie.  The
Upper Fourth had o fixture with the Remove—the Lower
Fourth—but that was off pnow, of ecurse. Harry Wharton
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veluctantly ax;:;sgiu-ad 4o Temple Dabney % Co, of the
Upper Fourth how matters stood. Temple listened with a
gympathetic but superior smile. The Upper Fourth allowed
:tﬁem&elvw all sorts of aira to the Remove, apparently
wndisturbed by the fact that the Lower Form had licked
tham in am historic football matoh. .

“ Borry 1" enid Temple. “1 suppose naughty little boya
bave h:ﬁm kept in. but it's awhkward.'”

“Oh, mia!" said Wharton politely. “ I'm sorey the match
iz off, that's all, but. I don't want any of your bosh, you

W .
p ;;Wﬁl-l, it saves yvou i dicking,” Temple remarked thought-
ully.

* Oh, rather "' said Dabney.

“ More mats!l” said Wharton. “ We should have run you
off yowr legs, and wi up the ground with you. I'm
E(t‘;ti:j’ eure of that. If you like to put the metch off an

r or &0 later, wo can fix it, unpless gomething goes WIong.
rinned Temple, " 1f Quelch
nging about doing nothing.

Y As it very likely will”
keops you lonrer, wo shall be
No, thanks.”

“ You can go and eat coke, then." i

“The village chaps are hanging up for & match with us"™
gaid Temple, looking at his friends. *“We'll go down 1o
Friardale and play them.”’

“(Oh, rather!” =aid Dabney. .
“Right-ho!" eaid Fry. ‘It will be more fun than playin
these naughty little fazs, too. Think of us when you're grind-

ing aut Latin in the clzss-room. Wharton, 8o long !

nd Temple, Dubney & Co. strolled off. ]
And the Remove, instead of piaying cricket or going on
the river, or roaming in tho seented weods, turpned into the

gusky Forme-room.

They were ir. a mood that was unutterable, To have a
half-holiday meszed up in this manner wus oo terribic for
words. There was a curious expression upon Billy Bunter's
face az he took his place in class.  "The veutrilpguist of the
Remove had formed what Le considerad a ripping plan for
oxiricating the Form [rom its fix, and he had found no one
to even listen to it.  The fat Junior suflored under a sense of
deep injury, and he had re:olved to leave the ungratefnl
Form 1o its fate. But as that invoived sharing its fate him-
golf, he altered his mind once more, and by the time he was
in class, ke was ready for business.

EBiliy Buntor had been so long ttjaining., that the Form had
arread to lavzxh ab his ventriloguitasm; but at the finish tha
fat. junior had astounded them by proving that he really
had the curious gifi. 1lis imitation of voices was marvel-
lowe, and lis x'cnlrilﬂf{,uiai feats had cauzed much mirth and
a great desl of trouble, I was certainly a pily, for, us
Skinner remarked, if it had doepended apon senze, DBunier
wonld never have ventriloguised.

Blr. Cuelch came in, looking wvery quict. Ho was, aa a
matter of fact, sorry for the boys—and for himsell. The
windows were open, and from the Close without caine in 2
aweal breath of spring wikth the sunshine, The shouts of the
follows on the playing-fields could be heard, The Remove
all locked glum.

Mr. Quoleh knew, of course, how the juniors would occupy
their dotention if there were no master presont to keop them
in grder; and he had 4o zacrifioe an hour from his own afvar-
noon for tie purpose. He did not intend to make it havder
than negessary, however. and he sct the boys a tesic to £l
up the time, and then seated himself at his desk with a news.

pHIL,
£ '}['Jmm waa silence in the class-room, broken ouly by the
feint scraiching of pens. Soon, howewver, another El::ﬂ.!l'ld.
became audible—a faint buzzezes, as of a wandering
bumble-bea. i .

Some of the juniors logked vound. Anything to velieve
the monotony was welesme, if it wero only the Eu:-:zing: of a
bee. Mr, Uuelch looksed up, and the bows foll to their tasks
again, LThey were Lbhinking of anything but the dreary
Latin conjuzations. Some of them thought of ericlket, some
of the river, some of climbing fhe Hlack Pike. Micky
Desmond thought of Mia Clara Travers, of Clif House
Gicls" Schood, whom he was to have taken on the bay. Harry
Wharton, pevhaps, thousht of Marjorw Hazeldene, whom
he haif cxpecied to gee during the cricket mateh that was
now off,

Buzgzz-z-2!

The noise was grewing louder, more persistent.

A strey bumible-bee had evidently found its way into the
rowm through the open window, and though it could not be
aen, it made its presence known, ] e

There was something peculinrly insistent and ircitebing
about that stkeady buzz, and some of the juniors looked for
the bee, in order to throw things at 1t, and Mr. Quelch
lovksd up from his paper with a worried expression.

“1Jear mal There iz a bee in the room !

““Shall T look for it, sir?" asked blicky Deamond cagerly.

e would have ziven a great deal to strefch his legs in
chasing a boo round the elaty room.

i, zaid Mr, Quelch.

Bilonce, and seralching of the pons again. Then:

Neo, bl
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Brzgzzirs!

The buzzing was close to Mr. Quelch, apparentls, for he
laid down his paper and locked about him. But he could
not see the beo, and he recommenced reading.

B-zz3z-r!

With ¢ slight exclamation, Mr. Quelch swept 1he paper
vigorously through the air. e «id not touch the hee with
it, but he knocked an inkpot off his desk, and it went to the
Hoor with a crash.

There was a faint giggle in the class, and Mr. Quelch
looked round with o red face. The gigeglo died away in-
stantly, and the boys scratohed with their pens with o most
pomarkable exhibition of industry.

Mr. Quelch resumed reading his paper. The hum of the
bea had died awsy, and the Form-master congratulated him-
salf upon having finafly-driven away tho troublesome insech.
But his congratulations were premature.

Bzzzzw! )

Mr. Qualch rose to his foet, There was an expression on
his faca that weuld have made o junior quake, 1if 1t hod bean
# junior instead of a bumble.bes that was buzzing round
him. But it had no effact upon the buzzer. The buzaing
grew louder, more irritating. and seemed to float round
Mr. Queleh's head in the most exasperating way.

The junicrs wera watching covertiy now, highly intevested.

A tussle -between an enraged Form-master and a trouble-
goma bumble-bee waa far more exeiting than deponent verbs.

But Mr. Queleh looked for the bee in vain. The hum
geamed to rise and fall in sound, as if the insect were now
nour, now far. Abways it seemed to ba just out of the Form-
muster's reach, or else just bekind him, or over his head.

Mr. Queich made desperate slashes with the relled news.
paper o varions directions,  He smote his desk with a bang
that made the lid jump, and th> buzz was silent. Had ko
killed the intruder? He loclked on the desk, but there wera
no traces of a slain bee. And the next moment! the buzz,
lowder and almost menacing, burst out behind his var, and
}gi-::— gave so sulden a jump that he barked his shin on his
clialr

The Form-master was brealhing hard now, .

The horrible inseet had evidently found some mysterious
attraction about him, and did not mean Lo lot him alone
In the swmmer, Mre Chelch had found that flies had a
predilection for a ccrtain spot on his head where the hair
disl nos grow so thick!iy sz it used to. Donbtless this early
Loe of spring had w stmilar teste :"-1:' Queleh =ol his teeth.
It was a straggle now berween lim and the boe, and won
betide the intruder when he had o faic chance at it with hia
nowWSpAper. . . ) .

Lhe bugz tantalised him. Again and again he struck in
the direction of the souud, but the buss went on,

Ile banged his desk, and he banged his chair, and ha
bhanged the leg of Lis trousevs, with o bang that mads bim
dance the next moment. Then the buzz secemed to eettle on
the bookeaza, and the excited master, forgetting him:elf for
a moment, bestowed a torrific bang there, and the glase flew
oul in [ragments,

“Dear mo!” gasped Meo Queleh.

A ripple of laughter ran throngh the Remove, i

They could not help it; but Mr. Quelch was deal to their

merriment now. 1le was ihinking only of that maddening
boa.
Swipa! DBang! Thud!

And still the buzzing continued.

“My only hat!” mutterzd Do Cherry. : ¢
the most obstinate bee I've ever heard buzzing. Why
doesn’t the beast fiv away " i

Gﬁurm Jamzek 'Ram}.?.-ingh, the Nabol of Bhenipur,
chuckled softly. He seomed to be suffering from suppressed
convulsions, and Bob Cherry looked at him inguiringly.

““ What's the matter, Inky¥"

“The matterfulness iz terrific.
Buntarful chum.”™ o )

Bob Cherry leoked at Bunter, The fat junior was bending
over his -.1m~r‘|:t and his attitude was most innocent,  Tut the
sosition of his lips eaunght Bob's eye, and he understood.

[e crammed his fist inta hiz mouth to keep back the roar
of jaughter that strove to be uttered.

“My hatd It's the ventriloguist!™ )

And he watched Mer. Quolch's bee-hunt with renewed in-
terost. Ie understeod now why none of the Form-masters
frantic swipes succeaded in crushing the bee, and why the
troublesome insect did not iy away. .

The Form-master was growing more and more excited,

It was very seldom that the tevere Remove master allowed
his excitoment to rise, but just now he scemed to be ufterly
exasperated. All bis abtempts had failed, and that E;ﬂvﬂ]:lng
bes was still buzzing about his ears. He slopped his offorts
at last, and called on the juniors to help him, -

“My bors! Can any ol you see the bee anywheret”

Thats aboul

Look at car worthy
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“ Wo, sir, said several voices,

" Pleasws see if you can—can drive it from the room,”

It was only exasperation and exhaustion that induced WM,
Luoleh to give that fatel order. He might have known what
10 expect.

gn a moment the Remove were “on™ ik

Ihey jumped up from their seats, and spread over the
room, hunting the bee. Bulstrodo searched along the hook-
case with a ruler, smashing al the glass that Mr, Queleh had
Bpared. Skinner and Stott.overturned a desk with a terrific
erash in & praiseworthy attempt fo corner the insect. Wun

ung, the Chinee, even maide a jab at Mr. Quelch’s back
with his pen, to transfix the hee-"which was not there, le
did 1ot sueceed in hurting the invisible bee, but apparently
he hurt Mr. Quelch, for the Form-master uitered a fearful
yell, and turned on the litile Chinee, He seized Wun Lung
by the shoalder.

" Boy! How dare voul™

“Me zolly! Me killes bee!? gatped Wun Lung.

" You--you stuck the nib of your pen in my backl™
roared Mr. Quelch,

" Me tinkee me see hee—ine killeo M

" You-—you utterly stupid boy 1™

“No gavey !

" Boys—er—boys—"" In the din of that cager search,
the Form-master’s voice eould hardiy be heard. He realized
hiz rashness, and wanted to stop the damage. “ Boys, cease
this at once! You—you are excused the rost of vour deten.
tion. You maey go.’’

:'Hl’]h, thank you, =ir!"”

The bee was forgoiten, The juniors made a rush for the
door, amd went, slreaming jovou=ly out. Mr. Quelch panted
for breath, Arnd, enriously enough, as soor as the Remove
were :li gone, the buzzing of that tronblesome bee censed at
onee, and was heard no more,

F—r—ramh

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Late Comers,

ILLY BUNTER :irutted down the passage Iike an ex-
tﬂ_Emel;.: fat turkev-cock. He was feeling very pleased
with himself, and proud of his achievements. Thres

; ov four juniors mnc}e & sudden rush at him, and he was
Lifted off his {eet and ruzhed out inte the Close.

w1 pasped Bunter,  Help! Legro! Oh, really—-2?
" Hring himn along "' shouted Hob Cherry.

Cw! Ow! Gerrooh! IHellup!”

Eat no attention was paid io i%unlf!r’a yvelling. With his

feet iratlingi; on the ground, he was rushed across towards
E!rs-. Mimble's shop. Ho hardly krew whether he was on

12 head or his heels; but as he was rushed into the-fuck-
shop his fat face clered,

. " There you are!” gasped Bob Cherry, plumping the fat
Jusier down into a chatr,

“Ow! I-I-I'm out of breath! What's the mattert”

Bob Cherry waved his hand towards Mre. Mimble's
eabunng counter,

5 12]: ler what you like, my san.”

“Order what you kel It's my treal.”

“ [—=I-—-1— My only aunt!™

“Go abead !

Billy Bunter understood at last. It was not a hostile
demonstration. The Removites only wanted to show their
prabitude fo the ventriloguist for delivering them from
detention in the class-roon.

“* Well, really, Cherry, this is jolly decent of yvou,”” gasped
Bunter. *‘This way, Mrs. Mimble. T’ll have some of the
rablit-pies—7"

“ You know my rule with you, Masier Bunter,” zatd Mrs.
Mimble. * You must always let me zee your money.’”

** My friends are standing this treet, ma'am,” said Bunter,
with much dignity. I refer you fo Robert Cherry,™

“Right you are,” said Robert Cherry, grinning.” “ It's
all right, Mrs. Mimble. We're all sfanding treat, and
Munler is to have as much as he can scoff 1"

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

The laughing Removites, of whom a dozen or more had
crowded in, planked down their money cheerfully. Billy
Hunter’s eyes glistenad, and he ordered fhings right and
left. 8o scon after dinner, the other fellows did not feel
iwelined for anything mere solid than ginger beer and
lsmonade. But Bunier was quite resdy for a meal. Hlis
oeders were magnificent.  Even the thoughiless and generous
Hoh Cherry was a little staggered ; but he grinned and hore
it. And when the other Fe lows had drunk their ginger-
beer, and were streaming out of the tack-shop, Pilly Bunter
was feft silting alone at a little table that groaned under
comestibles, with a knife and fork in his hand, and a
beatific expression upon his fat face.
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Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent joined Wharfon in the
Cloze. The juniors were free for the afterncon, with only
half an hour gone of the threatened hour of detention. But
the' Upper Fourth cricketers were gone to the village, and
ocricket was off, unless the Hemove knocked up a scratch
match among themselves. But just then the sunny meadows
and the river seemed more attractive.

* What price a swim in the Sark *’ said Nogent. ' Thera
are some Jolly places for a bathe. Up the stream, I mean.
You remember lugging me out of the Pool, below the
bridge, the day you came to Greyfriars, Harry i

“ You don't let me forget i, said Wharton, Jaughing,

T think a swim is a ripping wheeze. It's os warm as mig-
summer to-day. Who's for the river?”
There were a dozen who were for the river. And to ged
their bathing things and follow Wharton from the school
gates was quick work, Nugent led the way through the
waod towards the particular spor he had in his mind's eye.
It was a remote spot, where the stream rippled and sang
under the overarching boughs of great trees, and green
thicketa covered the banke amid huge, gnarled trunks.

** Hallo " exclaimed Bob Cherrv suddenly.

A sound had come from the river bank, hidden as yet b
the sereen of thickets and trees. It was a sound of girlis
Laughter.

Splash ! Bplash! 8plash]

TE’IEI] soft, rippling laughter again|

The juniors stopped dead in dismay.

“ My only hat!” murmured Nugent.

1%F

“it's the Chiff
Iouse mirls?

“Oh, hang "' said Trevor, “ They've gol our place.”

* {Cheek 1

* Yes, rather !

* The ratherfulness iz terrifie.”

There was wrath as well as dismay in the looks of the
Removites.  This particular spot was on ground that
belonged to Greyiriars School, and it had been a favourite
swimming-place for the boys from time immemorial. A
wooden shelter had been built there at the expense of Grey-
friars, and although 1t was not kept locked, it was, of
course, only used by Greyfriars fellows,

To have their quarters calmly appropriated b
girls was rough; and all the rougher because
to be no remedy.

I the fellows from Herr Rosenblaum'’s Academy, or the
lads [rom the village had taken possession of that spot, the
junigrs would have known what to do. They would have
called "up the forces of the Remove, rushed the intrudere,
ducked them, and kicked them our.

rh}ut that was scarcely feasible as a way of dealing with

irla,
it What are wa g

Wharton shook his head.

“Blessed if 1T know! We can't go on now,
startle them, you kpow."

“Oh, rats! We're not going o give up our swim, I
suppose " said Nugent.

“I suppose you can gpo and swim while there ave girvls
there?"” said Wharton sarcasticalls.

Igiugeut turned red.

“* N-no; but—"

“* Wa shall have to chuck it, T'm afraid.”

The juniors looked gloomy; but there was evidently
nothing else to be done. They turned away from the bank,
without the giirla even knowing that they had been there,
angd walked slowly back towards the school,

Wingate, of the Bixth, met them near the gates, and
HmI}E_Ed' e saw that something was amiss.

" Anything wrong 1"’ he asked erisply.

Thea juniors poured out their troubles at once. The captain
of Greyfriars listened with & wrinkled brow.

“*'m, that won't do,” he eaid. ** Of course, you ean't go
for the girls and sling them out, and that makes it sll the
harder. And the placre iz marked "Privete,” too, on &
board with letters six inches long. Like their cheek !

“* ¥oes, rather !

" Misz Primrose ought to see to it,” the senlor remarked
reflectively.

The juniors looked uncomfortable.

“0Of course, we don’t want to do anythin
ing teles or complaining,” said Wharton reddening.

“Of course not. But I suppose Miss Primrose can he ine
formed that the land is private property, and reserved for
the use of this school,” said Wingate. * Why, I might have
wanted to go for a ¥wim there mysell. I'll just send a note
over to l'.ﬂi% House about it.”

Wharton had his doubts. But there was no gainsayin
the captain of Greyfriars. And the Removites, deprived o
the anticipated swim, turned to cricket as the next best
thing to do, and thoroughly enjoved & good game in the
sunny alierncon.

a parly of
1wore seamed

oing to do, Wharion ¥

Tt—it would

like—like tell-
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Mischlevous Messenger!

155 PENELOPE PRIMROSYE, the Head-mistress of
Cliff House School for (rirls, was soated in a deep,
cane chair, under one of the horse-chestnut trees in the
garden. The afterncon was very warm for the time

of vear. and the chair was very easy aud inviting; but Miz
Primrose was sitting bolt upright, as if it were impuaml‘gle
to get & bend in her back uader apy circumstences, Miss
Penalope prided herself upon always setfing a good example
to her pupils, and it was her pride, {oo, thai there was nol
o singla back at CLiff Flouse that was not perfectly straighr.
Even Wilhelmina Limburger, the stout German girl.
naturslly given to attitudes of ease if not grace, was trained
to the rigid perpendicularity of s pillar-box.

Miss Penelope was knitting. Miss Penelope was always
knitting., She knitted socks and stockings for poor children,
i endlesa quantities. She knitted scarves and mittens and
jersers, And in her gentle way she impressed the lesson of
yseful philanthropy upon her pupils, not without effect, for
Marjorie Hazeldens had talen up the same line, and during
the past fortnight had knitted nearly half a sock, and her
friend Clara was deeply engaged upon a richly-embroidered

table-centre, which she intended {o present to sowme
extremely poor peraon in the village of Pegy.
Miss Locke was seated near the Head-mistress.  Blias

Locke was reading a big volume in German, which it made
Misa Penelope's head ache to lock at. The old garden was
very quiet. Miss Penelope looked up, and ceased to knig,
as the gate opened, and a boy came im

CHiff House was as secluded from the male sex as an
Lastern seraglio, excepl upon occasions of special invitation.
To see a boy calmly mareh into the garden was surprising o
Miss Penelope. The boy was a burly fellow, and his garb
and his cap showed that he belonged to the Greviriars
School.  As a matter of faet, it was Bulstrode, of the
Hemove. Wingate had given him a note to bring over to
Cliff House, and he had chosen the worst messenper possible
for & pacific purpose. Bulstrode had happened to be ai
hand, and the CGreyfriars captain had sent him over, with.
out tirua.miz_lg of the misclief the ill-natured junior might
scheme during his walk to Cliff House. .

“ Qood gracious!' said Miss Penelops, putting up bLer
glasags. ** It is & boy!" ] .

From hor tone, she might have been sayimg "It 12 a
rhinoceros "

Bulstrode came coolly in, whistling, and looked round.
He saw Miss Penelope under the tree, and instead of going
up fo the house came towards hor.

The school-mistress locked at him through her glaszes.

She recognised Bulstrode, on examining hia face, ns a
vouth she had seen ﬂngagm'! in a fistical encounter on the
Friardale road; and she did not like the expression of cool
impudence on hia face,

ulstrode dragged off his cap carelessly.

He was not naturally peolite, and the fact that Harry
Wharton had done his best to establish friendly relations
between the two schools wos quite sufficient to make Bul-
atrode wish to cause bad blood. ] .

“Eood g“EaEIUHHEH said Miss Penelope sgain. It iz a—
er—boy [ What do you want, my little fellow
_ Bulstrede reddened. He was the biggest member of the
Greyfriars Remove, and did not relish being termed a little
fellow. Miss Locke amiled slightly, and dropped her eves
on her book again.

“I've brought wou a
gruilly.

“ Thank you!" ] _

“It's from our capiain,” explained Balstrode, © Wingate,
the Greylriars skipper.”

This was ao much (zreak Fo Miss Penelope, but she took
the note, and after asking Miss Locke to excuse her, opened
it and read it.

i The contents caused a look of surprise to dawn upon ler
B06
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note, ma'am,” sald Bulstrode

ar me!" ]

The note was brief, like all Wingate's communications,
and it ran as follows:

“ Dear Madanm,—May I point out to you that the Upper
Pool on the Bark is on Greyviriars ground, and is used for
bathing pur by the Greyfriars fellows? They would
be much obliged if, on future occasions, their rights were
pot infringed.—Yours sincerely, G. WINGATE.

“ Dear me ! said Miss Penelope again. -

She passed the note to Miss Locke. Miss Locke was tle
sister of Dr. Locke, the Haad of Greyitiars: but she wa-
very much younger than her brother and very unlike hiw,
Bhe had a kind heart and a sweet temper; but at the same
time she had a decisive character, and strong views upon
the subject of votes for women. She read the note, aud
shook heor head.

“:Absurd ! she exclaimed.

;qh :-:,tii avsurd?” asked patient little Miss Penelope, wlo

g. 6l.
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was accustomed to rely in eversthing upon he-strong jadg-
mont of the Girton girl. :

= Certainly!  The river is free to all; the fact that it bas
been nzed only by Greviriars till now makes no difference,

*1--1 suppose not.” . .

“§ should not concede ihe poind.  Thers might be a cowe-
promise, pochaps—that it should be used alternately on the
half-holidays by the two schools.”

" Yes, yes, that would be wvery fair. ] ]

“ It wouldn't do for us,” said Bulstrode. with an lﬂ!Pl!ﬂﬂﬂt
grin. “The place belongs to us. ma’am, and we're nob
gﬂi_ng to have any trespassers’”

* Dear me!"” .

“If you don't keap the girls away. there will be trouble,”
went on DPalstrode. ** We're not going to stand any non-
sonsa, I assure youw.'"

“That will do,” said Miss Locke, fixing lier clear eyes on
Bulstrode. “I am sura Wingate did not intend you to be
impertinent.  You need nol wail. Miss Primrose will wiile
to Wingute.” )

“Yas—vas, cerlainly!” said the Quitoved little lady.

“Well, are the girls going lo keep off the grass, then?”
said. Bulstrode insolently. *““If they don't, there will be
trouble.™ "

“That is enough. You may go.

There was more impertinence on Bulslrode’s tongue. bub
Miss Locke's look restrained him, Three or four girls of
Cliff House were in the gavden. and within bearing. They
exchanged Indignant looks. If they had been boys, 1t 1
probable that Bulsirede would have been rag%;r&rl bafora ho
gob out of the parden. As they were givle, they could nod
bump him over, or knock his cap off. so they confented
themselves with giving him looks of lofty scorn as he mado
his way to the gate. But scornful looks had no effect on the
bully of the Bemove. He only grinned. and slammed the
gakte afrer Titn as he went oul.

Fe grinned gleefully ns he made his way back {o Grey
friars. Thers was gomng to be trouble i he could manaee
it. and he thought he could. He went straight to YWingate's
stucdly when he reached the school.

£E in:;r answer? " asked the Greyfriars caplain.

““No, Mis Peimrose is going to write and tell you tha
thev have as mueh right te the Upper Pool as we have.™

Wingale looked at him,

el she say that*™

[ T3 ?E:i."

I know wou., Bulsirode, T <hall prefer o foma
an opinion when [ get ler letter,” said Wingate drily. * Yau
can cut!"

Bulstrade left the study. =seowling. His nusupporied (o<
mony had very little weight with the Crerfriars caplyin,
who. &% he said, knew hinm. Dut with the Remove Telkows
it was different. Thev lisicncd eagerly to the report. and
there were expressions of indignation on all side

Harry Wharton distrusted the messenger, Dut e said
little, If it was frue, it wasz after all, a natural line for
Miss Penelopa to take. Wharton was troubled in his mind.
He particnlarly wanted to keep on gpood lerms with O
House, and he read Bulstrode's motives clearciy enough. Bal
for tho present Harry could do nothing, and bie had Lo let
circumatances take their course.

Meanwhile. there was mdignation among e givis of {007

L3,

Shortly after Bulsteode's departure the guls came in [row
Fha viver, with Miss Tulke, the zecond arsiztant mistress. The
girls who had been in the garden at the time of Bulstrode's
visit gave them an account of the affair, which did not loss
tn effect as they related 1t.  And indigoabion waz very deep
and general among the UL House pupils.

“The cad" said Marjorie, meakitlgl i vigorous lenguagoe
she had learned from her brother in the Grevliriars Remove,
“to be mude to Miss Penelope! The cad!™

“Oad isn't the word.” said Misa Clam. “ You moean

rolier!”
“ Oy, Clara!™ .
“Heo is a rotter”” said Miss Clara hercely. I T Lk

heard him being rode to Miss Peonelope, 1 showld have
punchied his head.”
~ 7 Db, Clara !

“ Which of them was it?" asked Clare of ihe exelled wie-
nessea.  Suraly i waan't Iarry Whartont”

“Oh, it couldn’t have been!" exclaimed Marjorie bastily,

“Or Bob Cherry—or Nogent

O eoucsa nok! It owaa some mean follow.”

“ 0k, you never know when boya are going to aet meanly,”
said Mi-s Clara, with the degision of one who had bad at
feast sixty or sevenry vears' experience of them. - ° Vo
niaver can tell.’ Kvei nice bovs act meauly somelimes, awd
all boys ara so dreadfully selfish.”

ot all” said Marjorie geutly,

A Grand Schoot Tale of
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“ Ves, all,” said Miss Clara, in her most truculent manner.
“ Faney being rude to Mizs Penelope! The—the rotter! [
don’ think we cught to speak ro any of them again.”™

* Oh, Clara!l™

“(h, dear!” said that lively voung lady. * Bomebods is
always saying " Oh, Clara,’ whenever 1 speak.™

“Well, darling, you are s so-—o0——" 2

“Yes, I dare say 1 am so—so—s0—"" mimicked Miss
Clara. *But I am not going to speak to any of the Grey-
friar= lyoys again, 80 there!’

And Miss Clara tossed her golden curls in a way 1hed
showed that she had guite made up her mind.

* 3h, Clarg!"” o ) ]

“And if vou girls have any spirit,” said Aliss Clara
warmly, ** you'll all do the-same. ‘o'l cut them.?

* Tat vould hort tem, ain't #7"" sawk Miss Wilhehnina Lim-
burger, shaking her Aaxen head. " Ve not vapts to lhars
tem, tear.”

“I meoan not speak to them,” said Clara petlishly. * Now.
I have made up my mind, and I think you all ¢ught to do
the same. ]

Aud the geneval opinion Lacked up that of Miss Clara. The
pirls were all mdignant, and Marjorie, who was doubtful, was
left in & minonty of one.

* But we shall mect them at chureh to-morrow ' protezted
Marjorie.

*All the better!" excleimed Clara triumphantly. * That
will give us a good opportunity of cutting thern dead.”

And the girls agreed with gleeful anticipation, and
Marjorie said no more. The vials of wrath were ready to
be poured upon the unsuspecting leads of the Grepiviars
juniors,

— 1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The DBreach Widens!

™ OME in!"” eaid Wingate, as a tap came at his door, and
G Harry Wharton entered his study. There was a
letter 1n the jJunior's hand,
“ Letter for you, Wingate,”

* Thanks!" <

Wharton landed oaver the letter, and watled
looked oi lim.

“ Wou ean cut !

“The letter was brought by the gavdener from UL
TTousge,” said Harry, colouring. = If it 15 2 reply from Miss
Primrosy, I should like to kiow what she seys—if you don'y
pind.

* Oh, all right; hold on o mingte. then™

Wingate glanced throuszhi the note earelessly. Then he
slarted and whistled, and read it through again.

i :'l.-],j wond 177

Harey Wharion looked anxions.  Ile particularly wanted to
svord auything Jike trouble between the two schools, as we
Lnow, and this looked like trouble,

“ Nothing wrong, 1 Lope, Wingate,” he sad anxiously.

Wingate grunted.

*You can read the lelter yourself.™

He tossed it to the junior, who gquickly vead it through.
Then his own face became sevious,. The letter rans

“Dear Sir-—In veply to vour note, I must point out to
vou thal the Sark is public property, and that I cannob there-
ove gecede to your request. should Le very pleased to
make some equitable arrangement, by which the bathing-
place could be wsed by both schools alternately.—-¥Yours
sincerely, P. Parunose.™

* Cheek " said Wingete. * Why, it's our place—has been
for generations! 1 suppose Miss Primross doesn’t under-
stand. I'll ses what ¢an be dJdone. For the present, the
matier will have to stend over. ¥You can tell your Form
what’s in that letter, and that I'm going to see about it next
week,''

And Wharton qaitted the captain’s study. He weunt into
the junior common-room, where he found an anxious crowd
ewaiting him. That Miss Primrose's gavdener had come over
with & note was known to all, and they wanted to know the
result. The Upper Fourth wers as keen about it as the
Remove; am} so, in fact, were the Fifth, though the latter
wero too lordly to mix themselves up with the jumors in the
matter.

A babel of voices greeted Wharlon 23 ke entered, every-
bady aslang question: at once.

* What's the verdict!™

“ What does the old lady sax?™

*“ Are they going to keep off the grast"

““What ia the esteemed reply of the respectable and
lndierous Miss Primrose?™

* Whattee lesultee?™

 Why don’t dj;au speaki”

Wharton made no attempt {o speak while the hubbub con-
tinued. When it slackened, he related briefly what Miss
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Primrose had said. There was a gencral ouwiburst of in-
dignation at once,

“* The cheek ! exclaimed Skinner.

“ We're not going to stand #17 exclauned Snoop. ' Whr,
thai was cur bathing-place before Miss Primrose was born—
and that was a jolly long time ago!"*

“The cheekfulness of the esteemed lady is terrific.”

* Bquitable arrangement, eh?’ zaid Bob Cherry. ** That's
all very well, but the place belongs to us, and we can't
always be looking out in case a lot of girls should be there.
We're not going to stand it.”

- Rather not "'

" What do you fellows say to raiding the place next time
they're there?’ exclaimed Bulstrode, looking round for sup-
port. ' We can pelt ‘em from the bank with clods—1"

“Good ! exclaimed Snoop immediately.

“You won't,” said Wharion, setting his lips hard. 1
don't know how this affair will be settled, but it won't be
settled in any blackeuardly way, as long azs I'm captain of
the Remove,”

** Hear, hear!” chimed in Bob Cherry and Nugent.

“The hear-bearfulness is terrifie.”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth.

" You'd better not interfere in this, Wharton!” he ex.
claimed fiercely. * If you're Form captain, get us cut of this
vourself, then. Our bathing-place has been taken. We're
nod going to put up with it quietly. If you don't like my
Wa:.*”-n-f getting rid of the itrespassers, think of a better
ane. .

“ You heard what I said,”” said Wharton quietly. “ You
won't even go near the river while ilie girls are there, or
vou'll get hurt. I warn you. I suppose vou can't help being
a blackguard, but you're nol going to dizgrace the Form.”

1 say, you {ellows——"

“* Look here, Whartone——-="

* Oh, shat up.” said Harry jrritably. “ I've said my =ay,
anid if you want to come snd ssitle it in the gym.. with the
gloves on, I'm ready.™

Bulstrode looked for a moment as if he would take the
Form captain at his word, Then he thrust his hande deep
inte his pockets, and strode away.

1 say, you fellows—-"

“Oh, ring off, Buntfer .

“Buat Tve got a jolly good idea,” said DBusder indig-
sanily, 1 say, you fellows, vou know what a ripping
vendrilogaist T am, Suppose T worked off some ventrilo-
guizmy on them when they're at the Pocl again, and——"

“ Well, that's net such 2 bad wheoze, i you could do it”
ﬁ“d Liob Cherry thoughtfdly, ** What do you -thiu-ic,

arry ¥’

I think it would be beet to male some arranzoment with
f_']iﬂ:}[']'{e-lm!: for uzing 4he Pool in furn for swimeming prae-
tien,’

Oh, of course you'd give in? P Youn
like to zat humble plo—2""

Harvy turned towards him, and Snoop, without ﬁniﬂhing
The semicnee, walked asway rather quickly. Harry shrugge
his shoulders impatiently.

“Buat it not for ves to sebtle,” ho werd on. Y Ils in
Wingate’s hands. It's an efinir of all the Forms—the Fifth
arl Sixth as well az us. The captamn of the schoel ian't
likely to a=k our advice, either.”

“Well, but whai are vou gowne to do?” demanded Stott,

“T'm gotag to do my work."”

And Wharton walked awny to his sledy. The discussion
ended, cverything beng lefr in g decidedly unzatisfactory
state.  Bulstrode did his best to epread the impression 1hag
Wharton wanted to give way ol along the lne, and thero
wes augry discovtent of the mere doa of that

The next day was Sunday—a dav upon which the two
schools were bound to masd, Thers weas cavly chapal at
Greviriars, but ai hali-past ton the Lovs were mustered in
ordér to wallk down to the village to Friardale Church to
attond the morning servies there,

As the Chfi House girls atlendaed the same sezviee, thero

was no possibiity of avoiding the mecting,  After the
service, boys and girls were free for some time before return-
ing to school. Harry Wharton had looked forward to a
quiet walk on the seashore with Marjorie. For the Grey-
rints juniors, unruly enourh as they were on weeli-days,
never indulged in the bad form of horecplay on Sundays.
Gases were tabooed, and even the hamnless punting of a
football in the Close in the morming was locked upon with
disfavour. . i

There were plenty of quister pleasures for those of simple
lostes, Besides early pravers with Dr, Locke, there were
two services at the church—though it must be admitted that
these woere looked uwpon rather as dutie: than as pleasures.
Quiet walks in the woods or by the sea n}g‘tgﬂlad ta the
maore studiouns lads. Bome of the fellows Gled in the blank
hours by working off lines that had been left over from the

¥

sneared Sncop.
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week, taking good cure that the masters did not know they
were written oubt on Bunday. But the greater part of the
leisurs hours on Sundays wera gpent it woaring the cleanest
of olean collars, the ghinicst of eilk hats, and locking ex-
tromely sedate and respectable, and feeling extremely bored.
~The advent of the girls on Sunday mornings had come,
therefore, 4z a4 boon and & blessing to the juniors.

The meeting with the Cliff Houvso contingent broke upon
the deadly monotony of the moraing, and many acquaint-
ances had been formed, and the association with the gentler
sox naturally led the boys to guieter pleasures than usually
-aa_lilpca.lﬂd to them. Bob Cherry nover could keep still or
silent for five minutes together when he was with the boys,
but whea he was with Marjorie Hozeldene, his conduet was
irreproachable. The noisy Bob—the boxer, footballer, and
sgni;e-r of noisy sangs—became as meck and gquict as o good
little boy in « stary-book.

But this SBunday Herry Wharton felt thers would be a
change in the programme, Ie did not know how the Ciiff
House girls would meet the Remove, and dhe Remove, too,
dn:i] not feel so emiable as wswal towards the CHE House
girls.

Bob Cherry was looking a liitle nervous as the time drew
near to seb out on the walk to church that Sunday morning.
He brushed his silk hat until he seomed likely o brush a
bole in it. Io had denned a beautifully elean and high
coliar, in which he felt uncomfortable, and had tied his
mecktic with great care. Of course, i afipi::ned on ong side——
it always did. He seked Wharton to put it straight, and
@ few minutes later reguisitioned Fran]]?!.' Nugent's services
for the szame end; but the recaleibrant necktie did not
remain in its place, all the same.

Bob jammed tha silk hat on his hoad, and looked into the
glase. He knew he looked much better-looking in a oricket
ia;;}, and he grunted with dissatisfaction. Harry locked. at
him,

* Anything wrong, Bob?

Y“Yes, lots,” growled Bob. “I hate humbug, for oue
thing. It's going 1o be @ warm day, and I don't see why
I can't zo out in my straw. And I don’t like matching
along @ dusty road two and two, with the willage kids mak-
.lﬁug aces b us.  Aad my beastly necktie won't keep straight.

Ilarry Wharton langhad.

“My doar kid, you have all these fearful troubles every
Sunday cegularly. There's something else. What iz it

Bob Cherry could not help grinning.

“Well, I eappose there is, Harry. I'm [eeling nervous
ehout mecting the pirls to-day. T doa't know what Marjorie
will think. wish Wiagate hadn® written that letter. Wa
could have found zome other place up the river for awim-
ﬂﬁ!‘zg‘.‘t EE the girls want the best spot, why shouldn’t they

Al A,

“ Why, yesterday vou—""

“Yesterday Bn't do-day,” growled Bob Cherry. I don't
ero why ouwr walk with Marjorie and the others after church
siould be mucked up, because of a rotton swimming place
on o rotben river.”

“Oh, rats!" said Nugent warmiyr. “Wo're bound to
stand up for the riehts of Greyirinms., It an old maxim,
you know—resist the beginnings.”

“Oh, blow yvour old maxims!"

“Come on, Bob, it's time to start!”

“ T wmy neckiie straipht®”

£ 0f course it ian’t. What doas it matier™

“It jolly well dooa matter!" said HBob, turninz back
towards the glass, and pushinf hiz silk 1opper back from
his perspiring brow. * T'm jelly well not going out till I'va
jolly wall got this beasily tie straight, so I tall you.'

““Thon you'd better get the glue-pot,” said Nugent tesign-
edly. ‘" That's the only way to keep your necktie straight.”

“T have an estecmed tube of tho honowrable seccotine,
mhich T shall Plﬂasl.rmﬁdl}f place at the dispesal of the
worthy Cherry,'” said Hurree Singh innocently., *“That will
gave the trowblefulness of the melting plue.™

“ (bh, don™t be funny!” grunted Bob Cherry, as Wharton
and N—uﬁnt burst info a laugh, * There, that will do now.”

And the droublesome necktie having been fnally areangred,
Bob followed his chums, and they joined the procession
forming up in the Clese for the walk to the village church.

THE SIXTH CHAPYER.
The Cut Direct.

08T of the bore wete ready. Tha chums of No. 1
Study fell into their places. Mr. Quelch glanced at
them, and his glance lighted severely upon Boo

“Yes, sir?’ said Bob, with a start.

HWhat do vou mean b% wenring o soiled collar to go fo
church?’ said Mr. Quelch witheringly. “Go and change
it at once.” .

“ A—p=-q eoiled coblar, eir!" said Bob indignantly. *It's
& clean one, sir; I ad it on cloan ten minutes age.”

“Than you hiold the record for soiling clean collars,” said
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Mr. Quelch, in his saroastic way. “It is certainly dirty
now. Go and change it, and rejoin us on the road.

Bob Cherry felt like exploding with indignation. Bul a
Form-master's word wae lew, and he loft the tanks, amid
the suppressed giggles of the other fetlows, and burried into
the housa again. . ; z

When be scanned the collar in the ﬁla&a it certainly did
look soiled. The vartous bands that had manipulated his
necktie had left their macks there, Nugent had been
putting on his boots just befere tying the necktie Ehﬂf.lci
and Bob himeelf had been eating toffee, The collar h
ﬂppireuﬂy gone out of its way to colleck finger and thumb
mmarka. =

Bob dracged it off, bursiing the buften-hole in his haste,
and looked for another, Dut his lugk was out that Sunday
morning ; he cowldn’s find another oleen collar. Fortunately
Wharton, who was very careful of such matters, had I"lﬂﬂt-'j’
of them, and the chums of No. 1 Study used cnc another's
proporty as much a8 they liked. Bob found half a dozen
collara in Wharton's collar-box, all of them in the wititegt
and cleanest posible etete. Wharton took e size smaller
than Bob Cherry, but that was a detail Bob had no timo
to worry about now. He jecked out & collar, and jammed
it on. Lt required soms littlo exertion to make it meet end
[asten: but Bob effected it, and then that tormentin nack-
tie went on again. Then Bob darted out of the study, and
crossed the Cliese as if ho had been crossing the footer field.
As o mattor of fact, Bob would have given 4he fortune of
a Monte Cristo to exchange his Sunday ﬂ:‘h for tha free-
and-casy attire of the football field. The boye were n:lmdﬁ
out of the gates, and Bob Cherry put on e #purt and joine
tham. F

He dropped into his place in the line, hot and perspiring.
It was one of those April doys which ave very warm, and
at the same time molst—the kind of day when even a
heaithy and eomfortable person is diable to feel a littlo
irritated aboul nothing in particular. Dob Cherry, hot after
ltis run, with the dust of the road in his nose and mouth,
and wearing a collar too tight for him, was in & stete of
mind that may be imagined, but hardly described.

Tho Greviriare follows walked sedaicly down the road.
Little boye belonging to Friardale passed them on the was,
and salufed them—not rospectfully.  Bob Cherry looked witl
envious eyes upon @ little fullow in a smock and huge paic
of boots.  What wouldn't Boeb Lave given at that moeinent
for the case and freedom of a smock ! &

“ Anyihing wrong, Bobi™” asked Nugent sympainclically.

Bob Cherry glarved, . : ¢ o

““ Yoz : thero's a silly wss asking me sily-ass gquesiions,

Nugent did not ask him any more questions.

T~ zay, you fellows,” murmured Billy Banter from
behind, “do you know the village shop is open on Sunday
inoTnings?’

YO, scat! said Nugenb crossly. .

““But I was thinking we might get 2 enach there. You
know how jolly hungry we aiways got before dunner on
Bunday. ‘vo sometimes thoughl that my constitution 13
suffering from thai,” said Bunter pathetically. "I ltaplmn
ts have tun out of cash smow, I dom't know how. T'm ex-
wecting three pounds next week from the Patriotic Homo
E."."';;-'rlz Aszociabion for some posteards I'm  colouring for
ihem. 1f vou like to advance me half-a-erewn off that,
Nugent—-"

‘ Oh, shut up!” N

“1f you like to advance me half-a-crown off 1it, Whar-
toin a

“Doen't ba an ass!” : :

“1f you ke to advance me half-a-crown off it, Cherrw

“ I jolly well give you a thick ear if you speak to me™
said Bob Cherry, in & stifled voice.

.:ﬁh, -re-aflrly. Uhﬂ:rr}r—'—:} i

Y Ring off, you young 1diot’ : 5

“TF j’%ru .1:'9;3 to -E[Eva-fﬂé me hali-a-crown _ﬂﬂ' IL1I[5'|_1‘.J.'

“ The honourable half.orown is the total impossibility, but
I shall be happy to present ths esteemed tamner to my
worthy fat chum.™ :

“Good! That's better tlman nothing. I shall leb you-have
this back out of the first three pounds I get from the
Patriotic Home Work Association. Keep on, you l:plli_m's,
and don’t fnake Quelchy tarn round. I'm gong to sitp intoe
tho tuckshop as I pass.” N

““Don't o anything of the sorf, you young ass !
pered Wharton,  “ Quelch 12 sure to spol you. e

“Not if you fellows are careful. I'm going to risk il

And as the boys swung on past the tuckshop, DBunter
-n‘]ir{:pped out of the ranks, and disappeared into the hitle
shop.

']"Iho column marched on, the juniors in momentary dread
that Mr. Quelch would look round and see that Bunter wad
missing. And, as a matter of fact, he did turn his hcnfé a

whias

A Grand S~hoal Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.
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minute or two later.  Mr Quelch had ayes as keen as
gimlets, and he was not likely to miss & space in the ranks.

** What is this? Where is Bunter 7™

* Bunter, sir I” said Wharton, to gein time.

o Yes, Where is he!”

He's behind, sir,” said Wharton, truthfully enongh.

Mr, Quelch ]u:m!t-a-u_i angry. At that moment Bunter, who
had not been long in the tuckshop, eame panting along to
recover hus place.  He found Mr. Quelch's éyes fixed on him.

he packet of toffee in his pocket seemed to burn hiw.

" Buntar I

“Yes, sir I gaspoed Billy.
1o tie uS my beotlace, sir.’

Mr. Quelch looked at him guspiciously.
much Bunter's word was to be trusted,

- Don’t stny behind again, Bunter, or yvou will hear of it.7

Blt:ll‘;&mi}', Lrtr I'm sincerely sorry, zir,”
ueﬂd aw;yc;;f:in?d soitly as the Form-master turned his

o Lgot out of that preity well,” he murmured.

© You mean little beast 1 said Nugent,

'{Eh, really, Nugent—— "

”:E E:—“.;r:’tcllmg u point-blank lie like that-—and on SBun-
. L'm sinecrely serry to see that you don't believe me,
Nugent, *f};u gughtn't to Ijudge c-thei fellows by vourself-—-
mﬂﬂﬂghm t really, you know. I did stay to tia up my

!

FI-T just stayed Lehind to.-

He Lknew how

ace, nfter I enme oub of the tuglshop. I told Mr.
fr!u; P-Ih the exact truth. It wasn't necessary to mention that

IMI been in the tuckshop as well. He never asked me,
;H';ﬂ UE’d“\i‘: :4 ]sEE i.-_rh:,.r I should tell him without being asked.

: elieve you've ot a judi ai
cause I'm so trathful,” : el on Lo
Nugent sniffed and did not pursue the subject. The boys
marched on, .&“‘i in the village street came in sight of the
girls from Cliff House—also coming to the church in a sober
and solemn processien.

B such occasions the girls naturally were serions, but just
at present Wh:}rfun thought they were looking mare .ﬁeri}nus
ﬂm‘n the occasion demanded,

They walked up to the church with downeast eves, ap-
pa'f.&nﬂgqnﬂt seeing the boys from Craylrinrs,

e boys, of course, stood aside to allow them entrance,
and raised their silk hats at the same time. But the girls
did not acknowledge the greeling.

arjorie was looking very pink, but the others walled
straight on, without a fjancﬂ at the Grevfriars’ boys,

Miss (lara had hgr ittle nose very high in the air, and
there was no mistaking her intentions, at all events. '
At was the cut direct !
e Removites looked at the girls and at one another in
:ﬂ&zep’uﬁ:ﬁ. They I?M‘.{; lnt?[-'t I}_-.Inuwn exactly upon what terms
¥ would mect the Cli ouse pupils, but they had not
ﬂ:ﬁie_ﬂte-:li?lu be cut at church, i A el

155 Primrose, who was in charge of her pupils, looked
uneasy; but ehe also looked straight before }:Er.p The ChLff
House contingent entered the church, and the Greyfriars
Junore followed them in with amazed and serious faces,

T![z:iy had been cut !

And, amid their amazement, there was a little an ry
feeling. Whatever was the matter in dizpute, they felt that
they had done nothing to deserve this drastic treatment.

—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
_ BH_EI;EI' 13 L‘Ed GIEIL

RIARDALE CHURCH was an ancient edifice. Part of
it dated from the retgn of King John, and the rest of
it wae old encugh. It was inexpressibly interesting to

i an antiquarian, and inexpressibly stuffy to everybody

The stained-glass windows let in a ““dim religious light,”
but not & breath of fresh air; and the old pews were close,
and on summer days stifling. And the viear—good, honest,
and eonscientious man as he was—had 2 voice that hod been
irreverently compared to the drone of a bumble-bee,

And, upon the whole, it was no wonder that the younger
part of the congregation sometimes nodded off to sleep. nﬁ_[‘n
prevent this was-the duty of prefects, who were scatiered
about among the }'Dl'l'!'lf.‘l&]‘ boys, and were suppased to keep
lynx eyes on youths inclined to nod. Bad to relats, however,
the prefects sometimes nodded themselves, and then the
Juniors had been known to actually snore.

Billy Bunter had always been the grentest sinner in this
respect.  He was of a sleepy nature, and when ha was not
eating he was always inclined to doze; probably his ex-
cestive eating was a cauvse of his doziness. Chureh was to
Bunter a place where he was to sleep if he possibly could,
and where the attentions of the prefects nppe&red? in the

sama light as the PPagan persecutions appeared to the early
Christians,

No. 61.

Bunter's snore had move than once Leen audible during
a serrtom, and it had led fo puinfunl consequences—for
Bunler. The fat vouth intended 1o mike great efforts io
keep awake this morning, and it was parlly with a view lo
that end that he had purchased the toffee. 1Ho¢ was as

- ready to ¢at as to slesp any time of the day or night.

Harry Wharton, too, made 1t very uncomforrable for any-
berdy who wanted lo slesp in hiz pew. Wharton wus a
thoughtful lad; and, without being in the slightest degreo
"Eﬂmhﬁﬂﬂﬂ,&?,” he had that tendency to religious fecling
which is & part to a hirh and noble nature.  There was
nothing of the Pharisee about HHarey, and he never wanted
to impose his opinions on others, e repgarded religion as
a matter far too serious and sacred to be Llly {alked and
argued about, But he thought a fellow ounght to draw a
line at going to sleep in church, and be was more trouble fo
Bunter than a prefect would have been.

Bunter did not mean to ba irrevereni; he was 1hought-
less, and a little stupid. And when the prefect in the pew
happened to be Carberry, he had a bad examnle set hin,
for Carberry invariably dispesed himself in an unsuspicions
attitude, and nodded off to sleep.  But Carbervy did not
anore, and &0 he was =afe,

To a lad with anything like pociry in Lis disposition, 1he
beautiful service could not fail to possess a charn, even at
the hundredth repetition. To any thoughtful Englizh lad,
ihe Book of Commoen Prayer can never lose itz interest, if
only because it contains the noblest passages in one of the
noblest- languages of modern times Bot it must be con-
fessed that even with Wharton, when the sermon came, the
pleasure he felt was usually succeeded hy o feeling of dutiful
attention at most. For, as o rule, it dealt with matters far
beyvond a boy’s conceptions—-with thoughts and views that
seened to hefung to-another world.

On the present occasion, Marry was thinking of the ClifF
House attitude, too; and he could not help stealing a glance
across to the pews where the fair pupils of Miss Primrose
sat with prim faces,

But it was only for a moment, and his glancs was not
met.  Carberry was in the pew, and he was already asleap.
Bunter was enting toffee contentedly under cover. Baeb
Cherry was sitting bolt upright, in snguish from his tight
collar., His fave looked as if nll the blood of hia bady had
been pumped into it, and the perspirafion was thick upen
his brow.

“1 say, Wharton,” whispered Dunier penerously, * will
you have some toffee ¥

““Be quiet, Billg 1"

Bunter amifed.

1 only asked vou if you woubd have some {offes.’”

*Be quiet—and listen 1V

“*Well, I am listening, ain’t 17"

Bunter crammed a fresh chunk of toffee into his mouth.
Unfortunately, he let another chunk fall on the floor at Lhe
enme moment, and Coarberry started and openod his eyes.
To be caught h¥ a prefect with foffee in his mouth was not
to be thought of. Bunter jammed his teeth into it {o brealk
it, with the idea of bolting the pieces; but the toffee Jdid not
broak, and he could net withdraw his teeth.

Heo remained with his teeth imprisoned In ihe {offee,
nearly choked by hia efforts to get them loocss, and his suorts
were alarming. Carberry reached out with hix foot and
kicked him, as o warning to be quiet.

“Hold  your P he  whispered.

} row ! Leen
talking 1"
T

“You've
15

TOHHH0-0

“T1'll report you to your Form-masier."

* Groo-o-0-0-0 I

* Whaot's the matter?” whispered the prefect.
What's the matter with you, Bunier?
choking:"’

¥ Grog-o-o-00 !

Glances were being turned towards {he pew from various
directions.  Billy Bunter was in agonies, and even Bob
Cherry forgot his own sufferings for a moment to grin,

ﬂ:argerry was really alarmed.  Bunter was fat and
lethoric, and just the kind of fellow fo roll over in a fit.
JI‘he refect rose.

“ Come out if you're.ill,” he whispered. * Are vou 1J15%"

“ Groo-o-0-0-0 "

Carberry teok him by the arm, and led him out of the
pew. There was a rustle of feot as they went down quickly
towards the door, and even the preacher paused for a moment,
They were quickly out of doors in the bright April suashine,
and there the prefect shook the junior,

“* Now, what's the matier with you "

* Greowgo-a-0 "

S ¥ou young beast!” exclaimed Carberry, able to raize
his voice now that they were out of church, *“*Open your
mouth! What have you got there 7’

“Ts he i}l t
You zeem fo be
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“You little pig! lt'e tofiee!” exclaimed Carberrv, in
disgrast,
* Bunter, with a final tremendons effort, ejected the toffes,
and gasped for breath.

“I—1 eouldn’t help it,” he panied.
been nearly seffocated !

Y¥ou'll be jolly well warmed when Mr. Queleh hears
of this?" grunted Carberry.

Bunter blinked ai him through his big spectacles. Bunter
might be a fool in some things, bat he was very keen in
others, .

“You won't mentron 1t fo Mr. Queleh*™ he blinked.

“Won't 1¥ You'll gee.”?

“He might ask you why vou didn't sce me eating the
toffee before,” sugpested Bunter.

Carberry stared at him. T4 dawned upon him that there
was something in what the fat junior said. He could harvdly
report Bunter's bad behaviour without also giving away the
fact that he had been aslecp himself.

“You fat little beast I said Carberry, in measurad tones.
"1‘1'-315. jolly good mind to give you a dusting here and
riow 1

Bunter skipped away to a safer distance,

“Oh, don't get your rag out!” he gaid persuasively.
“You keep mum obout the fofee, and I won't say you were
asleep, Ow!”

l_i& dﬂﬂg&d and ren as Cavherry took a Avine kick at hin.

Ny

“0Ow! Groal I've

Y L

And still the ventriloguial Billy Bunter went on buzzing.

N bl e . ———— L B L DR e ——

and agaln ke struck 1o the directlon of the sound.

e i - T b ey C Il

In a moment he was going down the villape strect as fast
as his fat hitle leps could take him.  But Carberry thought
his advice was goodd enoupgh 1o be followed; and when the
fellows eame out of church, Mr. Quelch was only informed
that Bunter had become faint Jduring the servies, and so
had had to be brought out into the air. And the Fovm-
master did not ask any questions.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Two o Trouble!

HE chame of the RHemove came out of the old groy
wrch, and did not immediately fake the road howe,

Thew laud Tallen ioto the way of waiting for their girl
friends after morning service; and thowgh the Clff
House pupila had not been encouraging that mormng, [ary
Wharton and his chhuma did not want to accept the breae

without an effort to make peace.
Marjerie and Clara, and Alice and Wilhelmina came out
together, and. asz if by clockwork, four juniors stepped for-

ward and raised their hats, Miss Clara tossed her golden
eurls disdainfully, and walked on, and Alice and Wilhel-
mina, after & moment's pauwse, followed hey example. Mar-

Jjorie hesitated.

“ Good-morning ! sald Havry Wharton and his chums, in
unison,

Mavjorie's troubled face broke julo & smile,

* rood-moroing 17 che said,

“We hope—"" hegun Harry,
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Misz Clara came marching back with o determined look
upon her face, for all the world—az Nugent caid efterwards
-—:; if she were going to demand votes for women on the
spiot.

“Wo're waiting (or vou, Marjorie "

“0Oh, Clara—"

* Aren't you coming, dear

* Yes, certainly.”

Y But—"" hegan Harry.

“Coma, Marjorie!”

“ Cood-bye " faltered Marjorie. “1-—"" She was in-
terrupted. DMisz Clara passed her hand through her friend’s
arm, and drew her away.

The girls walked off, and the cliums of the Remove were
left staring at one ancther,

* My hat ! said Nugent.

® The hatiulness ia terrific ™

“Great Scott!” said Bob Cherry. * Uhere's thunder in
the zir! Marjorie’s all right, but the others are on the
warpath with o vengeance,

“Yes, rather!

“ Blessed if T know what to wake of it =aid Harry,
looking perplexed. ' I've had an idea up till now that we
were the injured parties, but that doesn't seem to be the
view at CHff House"

~ “It's the teath, all the szame,” said Nugent wermly.
Y They've trespassed on our part of the river. If we're
willing to be friendly, I should think they oucht to be.
Why, thisis adding insult to injury.”

"“The insultfulness is great and the injury is terrific.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

"I don't guite cateh on to i," he sard. “ You remember
that Bulstrode took Wingaie's note to Miss Primrose. He's
a cod!  He may have given more than his message.
iﬁ;ﬁg?mg to speak to him about it. Where are you off to

LY
-

“T'm going hack,” grunted Dob.

"Any%lurfy‘:” ¢

“ Xes, rather. This beastly collar is suffocating me. It
was all Quelch’s fault for making me change it at the last
ﬁr‘-mnt. I've been in misery all throush the servico. I'm

=”

And Bob Cherry departed amid the grins of his comrades.
Theg were svmpathetie, but they mulﬂ not help seeing the
comic side of ithe malier. The others crossed over to Bul-
ptrode, who was stiting on the rails, near the church, swing-
ing his legs, and behaving generally as irreverontly as he
dared with some of the maaters and prefects still in sight.

He looked up as Wharton stopped in front of him,

“Hallo!" he said insclently, * Want anything ¥

“Yes,” said IHarry gquietly. * You took Wingate's letter
to Miss Primrose at Chiff House yvesterday? Did you offend
anvhody while you were there?”

“1 doz't sec why yvou should think so.”

* That isn't an answor Lo my question.”

“Hs the only one row'll pet out of wmal™

Wharton clenched his band. Bulstrode looked at him
with a sneer. Heo felt quite =afe. It was impossible for
Wharton to hit him almost under the walls of the church, as
It were. With that feeling in his breast, he proceoded to
greater lengths of insclence than he would have ventured
upon in the Close at Greyfriars,

“VWon't Marjorie speak to vou?"” he jeerod. *“*Well, T
can't help it! And you needn't come catechising me. If
you want fo know what T said to the old girl, you can go
and ask her. There's the road to Cliff House !

“You ced ! zaid Wharton, between his teeth. * It looks
to mo as if you have been making mischief on purpose.”

Bulstrode yawned.

“ Oh, go and eat cole ™

Whearton trembled from head to foot with anger. It was
only the sacred character of the building close at hand that
maved Bulstrode from being swept off the rail with a right-
hander.

“You cad!"
touching "

Bulstrode gave a jecering langh.

* You dmtg’;t dare—"" 8 8

He got no further. Wharton's temper was never patient
snd he felt less patient than ever now. His right lashe
out, and Bulstrode rolled backwards off the low rail, and
plumiped on the turf insidae,

The next second Wharton repented the blow., But it was
oo lafe! A sharp, angry voice rang in his ears.

* Wharton [

ITe turned, with a erimson face, to confront Mr, Quelch.

“Wharton " the Form-master fixed an angry glance upan
himm. ** How dare you! Have you no respect for this build-

ing vou have just guitted. 1 am ashamed of you.”

mutiered Wharton, “You're not worth
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“Not s word! Return to Groviriars af once, and stay in
the rest of the day!”

Without a word Wharton obesed. He had done wrong,
and he deserved the punishment, he lunew thal., But worse
than the punishment wa: the knowledge that he had
lowerad himself in the esteem of a master whom he
respectad. ] . )

Bulstrode sat up on the grass, rubbing his jaw. Nugent
and Hurree Singh walked away towards Greyiriars with
Wharton. If he atayed in, they were guing to stay in, too.

Herry had intended to atiempt to see Marjorio again
that day, and try to set matters right. Buat that idea had
to be dropped now. . ‘

“I say, don't you chaps come in!" he sald. *It's all

right.”
& The rightfulness is terrific!” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “ We shall coma in with our worthy chum.™

“ Right-ho I'"" zaid Nugent. ;

They overtook Bob Cherry near the gates of Greyiriars.
Bob was locking very hot and dust?' and perspiring. Kven
the unfortunate dispute with the Uli#f House girls did not
worry him so much as the tight collar he was wearing. The
lane from the village to the school bad never secined so
lﬂl‘ﬂ; and hot and dusty asz it did now, The unhappy Bob
had halted, and hiz chums eame up. He glanced at them

inquiringly. :

“ We're going in!" said Wharton gloomily. *I'm gated
for punching Dulstrode. The brute made me loze my
temper.”

“ Hard cheese! I'm coming along: but I'm going to
have this awiful collar off first,” asnid Bob desperately.
¥ Don’t wart '

Ho turned out of the lane into 2 footpath, whore he was
froe from peneral observation, while the oihers strolled on
towards the school. Beob took off his necktie and then his
collar. His idea was to give himself a breather, as he
termed 1t, and then don the obnoxious eollar again., Dut
he had not yel donned & when thers wers footsdepa on the
path. Mr, Capper and Mr. Quelch had chosen that way
to stroll home after church, and they were hearing down
directly upon DBob. It was too lale to escape, ans there
was no time to don the obnoxious collar. He jammed 1t
into one pocket, and the neckiie into another, and turned up
the collar of his jacket, His Form-master was a stickler
for correct deportment on a Sundav, and Bob hoped against
Irepe that Mr. Quelch would not spot him.

Voin hope!

Mr. Quelch was talking to Mr. Capper, and he paused as
l:e saw Bob Cherry.

“Dany me!" reamarked Mr. Capper. “ How singular thab
that lad should turn up his coat cellar on & warm day like
Aha! To conceal soiled linen, I fear.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“ Cherry, come here!"

Bol Cherry reluctantly approached.

“ Ye-na, sir?"”

“Take your hand away from your throat!"

Bob Cherry obeyed, and the necle of his jackel came open,
and revealed the fact that there was no collar underneath.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Capper.

" Boy "—the Remove-master’s face was like a thunder-
cloud=—""boy, T have before remarked to you on the subjeck
of your collar to-day.”

“ [f you please, sir——"'

“ Now I find you on the public road—on the public road,
gir-—without a collar on i exclaimed the seandalised Form-
mastor,

LL I_I ¥

“hsgraceful! Go to the school et once, and remain
11;;{:_:}:-:)1-31&15 rest of the day I

Mr. Quelch waved his hand imperiously, and Bob Cherry

wieitf.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Wheeze that Didn't Work.

HE rest of that Sunday was nob enjbyable to tho chums
of the Greyiriars Remove, They walked in the Cloae,
or read in the library, and were glad enough when
evéning service came, and after that supper and bed.

The next hali-holiday was on Wedaesday, znd as the
weather was keeping very fine and warm, most of the
fallows were thimmking of the river. Bulatrode had loudly
declared his intention of bathing in the Upper Pool whether
the place waa taken up by the Chif Housze contingent or not.
But 1t woas doubtiul if he would venture to carry out his
threat. He knew that it would mean an encounter with
Wharton, and he had had painful experionce of Harry
Wharton's hard hitting.

At the same time, ﬁf‘h-ﬂ.l“[’-ﬂﬂ felt that something ounght to
be done. Wingale was leaving the matter open for the
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time. Ha did not know axn-::tlly what to reE[r to Miss Prin
rose’s letter., He was not inclined to yield the rights that
Grayfriars had possessed from time imnmm-::-riat but if
Miss Primrose had talken a more amicable tone he might
have agreed to 2 compromize. At the same time, the big,
rugged Wingate was very chivalrous at heart, and did not
want to appear anything like rough or overbearing in deal-
ing with women,

o the matter was left in abevance, and Wingate hoped
that, in spite of her letter, Miss Primrese would, on re-
HPEH_':DH' gee rejsson, and keep her pupils away from the

gl

That was all the comfort he had to give fo the juniors,
and they snmiffed at i, though they did not sniff in the
presence of Wingate.

* Rot !’ Bulstrode declared.
should they?
them fo exvect it

* Blessad if I know what to make of it,” said Tazeldene.
T shall try to see my sister on Wednesday, and ask her
what the row's about. I can’t understand their not speak-
ing to us on Sunday.”

That, Indeed, was what made the Remove sore aad angry
more than anything else.

To be treated with scorn, after being the parties to veceive
the injury, was a little too much for their patience. The
Removites were getting angry about it, and there were
auEgestiﬂns of drastic measures if the swimming-place were
taken up by the new rivals of Greyfriars on Wednesday
afterncon.

* Blessed if I see why we should give in!" said Nugent.
*Bad enough to either injured or insulted, but hoth
together is too rich '™ ‘

“*The richfulness 13 terrific, my worthy chum!™ p—

v gtill, we can't enter inte rows with a party of girls®
csaid Wharton., *If they were boys we'd fﬂ"j’ soon bring
them to order. But I suppose even Bulatrode wouldn't
recommend punching their heada.”

Nugent langhed.

“ N.ono—na, [ suppose not. But I don't see why we should
ba walked over." )

“ Certainly not,” said Bob Cherry emphatically. “The
whaole Form is looking to Harry to save fho situation.’”

“J dem't know what to do.  As T said, I'd show you the
way soon enough if they were boys—but I'd rather give way
where girls are concerned.”

“ The Remove won't give way, if you do.”

“ Na: that's the trouble.,”

And Wharton became very thoughtful, Exactly what was
to be done he could not see.  But Billy Bunter, as it hap-

ened, knew very well, so perhaps it did not matter. Buntar
Hn.d great faith in his powers as & ventriloguist; and he had
determined to use that art for the purpese of clearing the
intrudera off the seenc. Flis suggestion to that cffect had
not been listened to; but Bunter intended to show the
Remove that he was, after all, the right man for a difficulty.

Wednesday afternoon was expected with eagerness by the
Removites. Buanter was the keenest of all,  Wednesday
came—a warm, brilliant April day—and alfter dinner the
juniors went joyously out into the bright spring sunshine,

Billy Bunter strolled down through the wood towards the
Upper Pool on the Sark. That the place had been taken
o3 on the provious hulf-holiday was soon evident, from the
sound of aplashing and girlish laughter that ceme through
the trees.

Bunter caught a glimEse of a graceful form in a Navy-
blue buathing-dress on the bank of the river, and dodged
behind a big oak.

The short-sighted junior never saw anything till he was
guite ¢loze to it, and by that time he had generally become
quite visible himself ; gmt when he dodged behind the ok
he imagined himasclf to be invisible, as an ostrich with its
head buried in the sand believes itself to be. As a matier
of fact, half a dozen pairs of bright eyes had mwarked the
fat junior’s approach.

Bunter grinned behind the tree,

“ Lemme see,”” he murmured,  “Sunposa T make *em
think there’s a savare dog coming ; that’ll scare "em off.”

Ho suited the action to the wurf.

From the thickets beside the sunny stream eame a sound
of growling and yapping that might have shaken sironger
nerves than those j‘mssussad by the pupils of Cliff House.

* Bow-wow-wow "7

T Gr-r—r-r-r +I”

There was an exclaiming and » shricking at oncs.  The
giris on the bank plunged into the water at once, in deadly
terror of the SI:IFPDEE dog, and there was splashing and
shricking and calling ouf.

Bunter chuckled as he heard it.

“Clara! Come here! There is 2 dog !

“Take care!
* Oh, dear—oh, dear! We shall be bitten !
“ Perhaps it's a mad dog I™
“ Oh, dear!”
" Goodness gracious [
Ko, 61,
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. * They won't give in! Why
hey think we've poing to. Wharten's led
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* Br-r-r-r! Gra-reree

But Miss Clara was not terrified; she had seen Bunter.
She remained on the bank, and instead of running away, she
stepped into the little wooden building ithat was used as 2
Eatl:iing-ahe!ter, and came out agair with a bucket in her

and.

s Iﬁi&rjﬂrie' Hazeldere called to her from the middie of the
A,

“h, Jlara, come here! You will be biiten 1

Miss Clara laughed. .

“That's.all right, Marjorie.”

* But—but come—""

Without replying, Miss Clara stooped and filled the bucked
with water, and then disappeared into the thickets. "

The girla looked after her in amazemont. But Misa
Wilhelmina, who had seen Bunter, explained, with a placid
German grin. i

“ Tt i3 tat tere is cin poy dere,” she explained. “ It i
not tat tere i3 ain tog at all, ain’t 1it.”

Bally Bunter, unconscious of the [act that vengeance was
approaching, grinned with delight az he continued hisg
ventriloguism.

The sounds were certainly very realistie, and would have
frightened the fat junior himself if he had not Leen
responsible for them.

“ Bow-wow-ow-ow |

* Gy.r-r-rerererer 1 : :

Bunter suddenly stopped. There was a light step behing
Iim, and he turned.

The next moment a terrific yell rang through ihe {r2os
Down upon the fat junior swooped the bucket of water,
blindinq him and soaking him from head to {ook

“Ow! Ow! Wow ™

Billy Bunter stagpgered bLlindly, and sat down—in a swamp
of water. A rippling laugh rang in his ears. But when the
fat junior wiped his eyes and looked round him, he was

alone.
Barorr! Who was that?  I'm all wetl
Groo !

Billy Bunter wiped his glasees and put them on. Soaking
and shivering, squelching water as he moved, he beat s
hurried retreat from the spot. He had had chough of
ventriloguising. ¥e was afraid that there might be some
more buckets of water about. As he came out of the trees
towards the schoeol, theré was a roar of laughter. The
I'zmous Four stopped to stare at him, and they roared.

Bunter blizked at them indignantly.

“* Blessed i I can see anything to cackle at, you dununiesl
I'm all wet !

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
taking a bathe with your clothes on,

“Im all wet——"

“Yos, vou look it! Ha, ha, ha!”

" Thoe wetlulness is terrific, my worthy fat chum.™

““1 was going to scare those girls away,” grunted Dunter,
“and some beast dumped a lot of water over me 7

“ Ha, ha, ho t"

“1 wish I knew who it was, that's all,” said Bunter,
glaring, ' Was it one of you rotters¥"

“Ha, ha, hal! Tt was ono of the girls, of course,” said
Wharton, with tears of merriment in his cyes.

“0h, rot! They dide't know I was thers™

““Perhaps they spotted you while you were
gquising,’” El:lglgested Jugent.

UImpossible! I was awlully careful. It waz some
practical joker—the baast! Ow! I’'m simply soaked! I'm
soing to change my clothes,™

And the fat junior toddled off 1n haste fowards Greylriarg,
Jeaving the chuma of the Remove shrieking.

Croo!

" Have vou boed
unty 1"’

veulrilo

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Wheeze that Worked.

ARRY WHARTON regained his composure at lask
il_ﬁjij Bunter had disappeared into the gates of Grey-
I"inra.

“1 didn't know Bunter was frying to solve the
problem for us,” he remarked, wiping his eyes. ' But he
has failed. Now, IFrank, you said you had an idea.”

Nugent grinned. .

““8o I have—and I think it will work. Wa've got to clear
the treapassers off our ground without doing anything rough
or rude. That's the wheeze.”

*That's it.” ;

“ Well, suppose we made them think the Pool wasn't a
safe place to swim in,” grinned Nugent. * They'd avoid it
of their own accord, thep,”

* Yes—but how 7'’ :

" Suppose a shark came along while they were swimming
i

" A ghark "
11
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“Well, not exactly o shark.” said Nogent.  © Thev might
suapesed fhat it was a hoax,”

“ I should rather Hhiink they would.™

“The ratherfulness is tervilic,”

“*Well, not & shark, then, but some finny monster that
wight be supposed to live in the river, with o streteh of the
imaginalion—some gigantic pike, for instance.”™

“?}ul. the pike in this parl of the river aren’i Lig, and
[

* We could put a big one in."

“Where are you going to get it Trom

“*Make it.” '

(11 Eh Tl‘i

“ Make it," said Nugent coolly. * My idea is to manu-
facture a fearsome fish, and send it foeting down into fhe
Vool from the upper reaches. It will float down among the
girls, and I rather think there will be a seatlerving.”

** iia, ha, ha !

Y Do vou like the idea ™

“Ha, ha, ha! If it works !

L think it will work, Bal, anvway, we can ouly try it
It will be fun.” *

“The funfulness will be ferrific.” wurmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “ And I thinkfully consider thai the workfulness
of the wheezy idea will be great.”

“1t's & good wheeze,” said Whacton., * Lef's frv, any-
way. It's a bit too rough to have our swimming place taken
uph and to be cut dead at church into the bargain.”

es, rather ! Then let's get to work "

A good many of the Removites ware coming down to the
river, and the scheme was communicated to them, and
cherally agreed upon. Even Bulstrode admitted that i
was a good idea, It only remained to carry it ont; and that
was speadily done, A couple of juniors were despatehed to
the village upon their bicyeles with funds to purchaze the
necessary materials, and then in a seeluded spot under the
treoes the Hemovites set to work.

Many bands made light work; and &!] the juniors whao
did not essist in the work aided with advice. Undor
Nugent’s elever hands the monster was quickly fashioned.
AB it grew in shape and size, it certainly was & fearscong
fish to ook at. y

1t was about bwo, feet long, and ile fins and tail were really
neafly done. It's jaws were open, and ved and threateuin 3
and its eyes were samply ap :-a.hing te look at. It was made
hollow snd watectight, su lfmi'- it would float with the head
and part of the back above water: ballast being sewn in, in
the required place, to Imai:» the balance.

My word!" said Ogilvy, as Nugent pui fthe finishing
touches with & paint-brush,  “ If that thing came along
"F"'l'tlft J:t;-"-ﬂﬁ h{at]‘ung, 1 should cut.™

raith, and ye're right,” said Micky Desmond. It looks
dangerous enough. And i & it's 2 i
1'{!‘ a?! i intirele [ they guess that it’s a hoax, sure
_ ey won't goess,” said Nugent.  “ Whry, this would
take in anybody. We'll try it ; iver fo se i
koes before we foat i .;ﬂ'_":' it in the river fo sec how it

‘:;Eﬂm]t! !*:E'“!"E‘ ﬁﬂ:"lﬂ&ig Wharton.

-rugent pesed up e horrible-looking monster tenderly
and carried it down to the waterside. ﬁa fns;e{:;ed*:n;lti~mg

10 1t, 5o that it could not esca : :
in the water, scape, and then placed il gently

i BI"E TQ !l!
That was the genoral verdict.
The monster floated, with the red jaws and glaring eyes

;:}:ﬁf:&l;.wm-'. and a ateeak of the sealy bmck glimmering in

* My only hat!" said Bob Cherpr,
more natural than life!™ |
!.:1;1'53 “"}Larmn laughed,.
on't know about that, Bob, but it's certainly natur l
enongh to take in anybody who docsn's know (e wiome.
Lt;t- H B‘l?- Fo : A o docsn't know the wheeszo.
ight-ho ! uet, w !
M_ﬂy__g Q vou chops!
A .]Pm-:l the Removites suppressed their laughter a= the dummy
l:t.g::r“ careflully foated out into the steeam. and then
The juniors wera about : ; i
. : & hundeed yards up the river
from the Pool, and. in the atstanee coula be hearvd the splash-
m{: snd haughter of the Clif House girls.
& ugent, watched eagerly by his companione, pushed ot the
dummy with a long branch, and when it was in the middle
of. the stream let slip the string: The monster floated away
holibing ,l£ and <lown, and Jooking o exactly like somo
-ferocions denizen of deep waters that the juniors would eer-.
-tainle - have been -deoeived themselves, if they had not
watched the process of its manufacture.
_oflidden by the trees an the.rugged bank, the Grevfriars
fellows waited anid listened anxiously for results, )
rFﬂr a time there was no alarm,
The dummy fish disappearcd from view down the stronm
No. 61, .
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“ Blessed if 1t jsn't

Don’t give the game
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and. owing fo the irregularvity of the bank, the juniors wore
enly able to follow 1t for a fow yvards with their eyes,

Flac it reached the swimming pool vet?

* Hang it!"” murmured Nugent. . * It would be a sell if it
passed them without theiv poticing it1”

“The sellfulness would be terrific, my worthy chum.™

Harry Wharton held up his hand.

* Hark!"

There was a lond ery downstream.

Itﬁl'fr,ﬂsr followed by a variety of wild shricka
sl L

¢ Flebp "

* RBun!"

“ Quick 1

“Ha, ha, ha! They've scen it!"

From downstream came a wild splashing, shricking, and
calling. The monster was evidently doing its fell work!

The juniors dared not laugh aloud, for fear of betraying
ilieir presence n the bank of the Sarlk, and so betraying the
ruse.  Thoy rolled on the grass, stifling their laughter, almost
suffocated with merriment.

“O0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
Fich!  Fla, ha, ha!™

“ Ha, ho, ho!™

“ The ho-ho-ho-fulness is terrific, my worthy

The ehrieks downstream redoubled, but
coasedd.

The Cliff House party had evidently left the water,

_The shricks of alarm ddied away at last, and there waa
silence on the banks of the SBark.

Then the juniors wanted Lo po down to the swimming puol
to investigate, but Harry Wharton called a halt.

“ Hold on,” he said. ** I we show up now, they'll sec Lhe
game! Give "em plenty of time Lo pet clear.”

And the juniors waited, impatiently encugh, till the silence
hiad lasted five minutes, Then Wharton gave the signal, and
they hurried down the wooded bank, and arrived on tho
stretch of greensward under the overhanging trees, where
ihe wooden bathing-shelter stood.

It was quite deserted.

There was no sign of a bather anywhere
building was silent; the stream was forsaken.

The Cliff House party were gone.

Of the dummy nothing was to ba seen. It Lad evidenily
floated down towards the sea, and doubtless it was by this
time well on its way to Pegg DBay.

The Greyfriars juniors looked round them, and burst into
& roar of laughter. The scheme had been a complete sucpess,

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

And for the rest of that afternoon the Remove had unin-
rerrupted possession of the bathing-pool, and disported them-
gelves there jovously.

“This i3 loo

chuma!™
the splashing

The little

By gy s

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Pax!

INGATT stood near the door, with a letter in his hand,
!u:.ﬂn_;mg uktterly puzzled snd perplexed, when tha
juniors came in for tea. Harry Wharton glanced at

- him, and stopped as Wingate beckoned.

* Have you been in the river, Wharton "

* Yes—at the Peol,” spid Harry demurely.

Wingate looked at him searchingly,

* Weren't the Cliff House girls there this efternoon®”

“ Yes, they wero there earlier: but they left belors wo
went, of course. We shouidn’t be likely to po there while
girls were there swimming.”

“Of course not, but—— I've had a lotter from DMz

- Primrosge, sent over this afternoon, and I've just gob it, I

can't underatand it
on the matter,”

1 haven't acen the letter yet.”

* You can read it."”
_ Harry Wharton took the letter. His face broke out into an
the%é':&iatblﬂ smile 43 he read the following :
_ " Dear Mr. Wingate,—In reference to the dispute concern-
ing- the bathing-pool-onr the -Bark, I have decided not to
allow any of my pupils to bathe there in future. 'This is not
on account of the claim made by. you on behalf of Grey-
friars {o the exclusive use of the Pool, but because it proves
that the place is not safe for swimming:

* This afternoon, when my pupils were there, a terrible.
looking fish was seen in the waler, which must have come
up from the gea.. My pupils were very much alarmed, and

I dare say vou could throw some light

" THE SHIPWRECKED SCHOOLBOYS.”
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fwo of them Lad very narrow escapes of being bitten By
the savage fish.

* 1 ghall not, therefore, allow the Pool to he used by my
pupils any longer, and I eaution you to debar the Groyfriars
boys from swimming there, or some terrible aceident may bhe
the result. Yours very sincerely, PENELOPE PRIMROBE."

Wharton handed the letter back to Wingate, and tried to
ook grave. Dut with the captain’s keen eyes on his face it
was hard to compose his features,

“Well?'' aaid Wingate shortly,

"Wall,” said Wharton.

“ ¥You don’t know anything about it

* Miss Primrose says there is a savage fish in the river,”
eald Harry Wharton. * If the Clif House girls saw it, and
had & narrow escape of being devoured by it, I suppose it
must be all right.”

* Then you don't think you follows ocught to be allowed
$0 bathe there any more!” suggested Wingate,

Wharton started,

“ 0Oh, no, that's all rat 1™ he said hastily.
shoukl be sale cnough.”

" Come, the whole stors,” said Wingate lacomcally.
* Let's have it!"”

And Harry, after a moment’s hesitalion, related it.  The
captain of Greviriars lstened with suppressed chuckles, and
finally with a roar of laughter he could not control

“Ha, ha, ha! You yvoung rascalsl”’

He put the letter in his pocket, and walked away to retail
the joke to his friends in the Bixth. The Removites wers
somewhat relieved at the way he tool it

“It's & glorious suscess!™ grinned Nupent. * We've got
the place to ourselves pow, and without a row with Chif
House. If Marjorie & Co  knew the joke, they'd have o
;‘Eﬂgl}j for getting wild. But they've punighed us before-
ramnd.

" Ha, ha, ha!"

" Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's Hazeldens!™

Hazeldens came in. had been over to Cliff Houze to
vipit his sister, with the idea of discovering what was the
canso of the CLif House attitude an the previows Bunday.

His face was clouded ag he came in, and (he juniors
gathered round him in the passoge to hear the news.

“Well, what iz it?"" asked Wharton. ' Has Marjovie
explained ¥

Hazeldene grinned a little,

“Yes 'They wouldn't speak to me at hrzl, and Clara pro-
posed to duck me under the fountain—"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“It'a all very well for yvou io cackle,” said MHazeldene,
“but I really believe that Clara and that big German girl
would have «done it too, if Marjorie hadn't come to the
rescue. I told Tem fwm—. a flag of troee, and they apgreed 1o
give me a hearing. Then they explained-—-all talking ot once,
of course. It's all Bulstrode's fault.™

Bulstrode, who had just came in, heawd ihe words, and le
quickened his pace, to pass an. He did vot like the ex-
pression upon YWharton's face. Bl o was not fo escape so
casily, Harry mnade g sign 1o his chums, and they surpoonded
the bully of the Remove,

" Get out of my way!™ exclaimed Bulstrode fieveals,

“* All in good time,” said Bob Cherry coolly. ' Don’i you
want to hear the news from CLE House T
“Na, I don't.”

“ Well, you've got no choice in the matter,” said Wharton,
ome here!”

** 8ha'n't!"?

" Bring him here !

“ You—you cads! Let me alone!

Skinny—8tott "

But Skinner and Stott did not move. Hall a dozen pairs of
hands grasped Bulstrode, and e was forced to stay and
listen. His face was dark with anger and apprehension.

“ Mow then, Vascline, go ahead!”

“ 1t was all Bulatrode’s fault,” said Hazeldene, looking 1he
Ttemove bully in the face. " He was rode to Miss Primrosa
when he took Wingate's note over last week

“ Oh, rats?' growled Bulstrode.

“ I suspected something of the sort. Go on™

* Then the girls agreed to cut us dead, and they <id it
They wouldn't have explained now, only Marjorie made
them. Clara’s on the warpath.  But I offered the aolive-
hr?]m:-h.nl told ‘em we all considered Bulstrode g rotten
LO—

* Hear, hear!"

“"You'd better mind what you're saying, WVaseline?!?
p'_}mnmd Bulstrode. 'l joilv well give you a hiding for
that

 ¥owrd better not slavl,” satd Wharlon quistly. * We'pa
all with Hazeldens in thiz. You arve a rotten cad, anyway,
o on, kid!” :

“Of course, we

LE

Lend me a hand here,

“ 1 told 'em Bulstrade was & rotten cad and a rank mlts.iq;ler,-

and didn't represent the Remove at all,” went an Hazeldeno
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cheerfully, * and also that he would come {o Cliff House and
h{:ﬁ p;l,r-:]nin this n(l']tglrrlnmm']:
nlstrode gritted his teeth,

| i;ﬁy 1?.'-9!! eha'n't do anything of the sort!” snarled
Bulstrede. sk

“ T leave that in Wharton's hands.™ :

“ Wharton can't make me po and eal humble pie lo &
5:1‘:]&] of girls!™ zaid Bulstrode. ' And 1 jolly weil sha'n'd

it."?

Harry Wharton's brow had grown very stern.

“ You will,"” ho said. ** Az a decent chap, you ounght to
be willing to apologise after being rude 1o an old lady,”

- Well, 1 sha'n't, and thal gettles it!”

It doesn’t setile it. Wingate gave you a nole to fake
to Chff House, but he never meant yon (o be rude to Miss
Primrose in delivering it,  You will apologise to Miss
I'rimroze, and set matters right, or else Wingate will know
the whale business, and you can deal with him.'’

Bulstrode shrank a little. He could imagine how iha big
Sixth-Former would d2al with him if he knew the [octs

“ You—zon sneak ! he hissed.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. N

* ¥ou can ¢all it sncaking if you like, but Winzata has a
right 1o know hew you delivered his message, and lie shall
know, unless wou go over o Clif House at once and apoiog «0
te Miss Primrose,™

Bulstrode scowled blackly. He knew that he was heip-
lezss. He darcd noi allow the Greylviars captain to learn
that he had added to the message in the letter. Winguate's
reply would have been short and -harp.

 Now, are you going!" ]

“You know I can't get out of it!" snmled Bulstrade,
[ 13

“ That's enoungh, then! Some of us will come with you,
arul ses that you do it properly.”

T'd rather go alone, hang you!™"

“It's not a yuestion of what you'd rather Jdo. Come om,
you fellows! Who wants a wall over to Chff Housei®"”

There were balf-a-dozen volunteers at once. Bulstrode
ground his teeth, but he could nol resist, and a few minutes
later he left Greyfriars in company with the Fumous Four,
Micky Desmond, Hazeldene aud Mark Linley.

The junicrs chatted cheerfully an the road to CIf House—
excepting Bulstrode. e was gloomy and slent. He felt
ihat he was going to eut a ridiculous hgure, and though le
fully deseeved it all, that reflection was ne consolation {o
lhint. ]

The others were glad enough thai the misunderstanding
with Cliff Hous¢ was to come to an eml In a short time
they arrived at the gates of the sehool, and through the
bars they could sce the teim lawn, and Miss Penelope sitting
ihere in her garden chair. There were some of the girls with
Ler, amd a tom maid was larzing tea-tables under Lhe {rees

AMiss Primrose looked up as the gate was opened, and
soemped surpriscd at the sight of the Gregfriars juniovs. They
cisne over towards her, ond all the girls looked at them
with suppressed smiles.  Bulstrode's manner showed the state
of his mind, to evervono but innocent old Miss Penelope.

“ Pray., excuse v madam,™ said Ilarry Wharton, raising
his cap politely, **wou will remember Bulstrede, who
Lrought you a note the other day from owr captain.”

“ Yoe-rs,' satd Miss DPrimreoze, putting up ber glusses and
lovking at Bulstroda,

“He iz sorry that he was noi w0 civil as he should have
been, and he wishes to apologise.”

* Goodness gracions!” _

Pal Cherry pushed the unwilling Dul-trade forward,

He stood fat J:aﬂt?,bﬁzlﬂwm‘ing.

“ Qo on,” whispered Nugent. ™ Yoa know whal it meanas
if sou don't.”

“If you please, ma'am——"" began Bulsirode. :

He pauvsed, awd Bob Cherry dug bim in the ribs. Heo
made another stard,

“I'm sorry, ma'am, that you loek amiss anything I said
e other day.  I-=-I ought not to have suid il. 1 didn’t mean
ia be rade.’” )

Y Dear mg,”” said Miss Primrose, “that is & very handsome
apology, and 1 am pleased to see you show such a very
waper feeling, Bulstvode, You certrinly were wmpertinent,
Eut I quite forgive you—iu fact, I had already alinost for-
fotten the clreumstarces’'

“ Thank you, ma'am!”

“But it i5 very proper for you fo make amends in Lhis
rentlemanlike way—-very. proper, indeed. I am very pleased.
I :hould e honoured,”” szaid Miss Primirose, in her statele
way, " if you young gentlemen would stay (o tea,”

']Yha voung gentlemen, needless to say, accopled the in-
vitation with alacrityv, and even Balstrodde’s Face c[mredﬁ
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Tt was & very pleasant tea in the sunny old garden, with
the Clif House girls, and the Greyiriars yuniors enjoyed it.

During tea, of course. they had to listen to various sccounts
wof the terrific mons=ier that had been seen in the Sark;
end, indeed, their conseciences smote them when they saw
how utterly unconscious Marjorie & Co. were of any hoax in
the matter

* And the misunderstanding’a all over, then?"’ asked Harry,
as he shook hands with Marjorie for gpood-bye,

Marjorie laug"‘lied merrily.

* Cortainly. We are all good friends again.”

““Oh, certainly.'” said Miss Clara, “till the next time, of
ot

“Oh, Claral™

“Thersa won't be any next time,” declared Nugent,

““But really,” said Marjorie earnestly, “do avoid that
dangerous Pool on the river—something terrible may lap-
pen 1 you swim there.”

“Oh, no, thern's really no danger. I—I think we ought
to tell them, you chaps.”

““ Yes, rather("

“Tell us what!” asked Marjorie, with a ghimmoring- of
the truth.

a1 adeEnce.

And Harry explained. It had been on his conscience, and
lie was glad to get it off.

Marjorie & Co. looked amezed, ineredulous, and finally
Marjorie laughed.

" You are bad, bad bovs,” she sald, “and I don't think I
shall ever forgive you '

“ You—you bounders!”” satd Miss Clara. * Wa shall nevev
convines Miss Primrose of all that, and we shall never be
able to swim in the Bark apain; and I think you ars all
horrid, and I.won't speak to you again, and I won't even say
good-bye to you now, so there!™

Oh, it was only a—a joke, you knew,” pleaded Harry.
" Good-bye!”

Y Guod-bye ! said Marjorie.

Clara was silent. But as the boys turned to iho gate in
the April dusk, Clara's voice followed them softly: '

“ Good-night!”

THE EXD,

(Another Splendid Tale of Harvy Wharten & Co next Tiesday
entitled * The Shiptevecked Schoolbowe”  Please order yowr ' Magiod ¥
Frice One Halfpenng.)
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READ THIS FIRST.

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
mstonishment that he has heen eraqtimlly disinherited in
favour of his Uncle Dominie and Cousin Leonard., 1lle con-
sequently enlists in the 28th Hussars, nnder the name of
Tom loward, and soon becomes a corporal. Dominie Dash.
wWood's death oceurs just as the 25th are sailing for India.
On thelr airival there, Leonard joins the Ploughshires.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th reecive orders to
mobilise for the front. A trooper nomed Sligo is bribed by
Dashwood todrug Tom Howard one night while the youn
corporalis on picketduty. Tom falls azleepat his posian
is told that in due time he will be court-martialled, One
day 5ligo has a letter from his wife, describing how, while
eleaning out a certzin set of offices in Lincoln's Inn Fields,
ghe discovered a dusty decument under a safe, relating to
Tom Howard's affairs, and that Sergeant Hogan, o former
servant of Colonel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs. Sligo was
n;qnaintmrl. had joytully ﬂffirm:td that it established Jack
Dashwood’s elaim to the Colonel's ¢estates, This letter Siigo
maliclously shows to Leonard Dashwood, who manages
to destroy it, together with one from Sergeant Hogun to
Tom Howard, whe has been promoted to sergeant, An
I0.U for £05, which Dashwood had given to Sligo as
bhosh-meney, falls inte Colonel Greville's hands,

A general advance is now ordered, and the column moves
into the diffienit Mahmund country, and is scon in action.
Sligo i3 hit, and gives Slnqgttt an important message for

om Howard before he dies. Leonard Dashwood otfers

loggett meney to tell him what this message was, but
lliﬂlglg_:i ﬂlt ;‘; ﬂseg. :nd ln}:r& hﬂﬁ& brogght I:I;ilglrz a I:murt-
rge o runkenness, pu charges
Dashwood with attempted bribery, . J “
(New go on with the story.)

The Truth Comes Cut.

Leonard Dashwood tuwrned to the president with a foreed
laugh, that had something very like a 1gu at the end of it

*“That man’s statement is absalutely 5{;13-3, Montgomery |
The thing is too ridiculous for words! Pray, why the
gﬁkifa should I be concermed in the death-ratile of a

Yl

“One moment, Dashwood. DBe calm, if you please
Prisoner, I must ask you to tell us the nature of tho S50
this man Alf—what was his name?—3liro gave vou. IHave
Fyou any objection to t2ll the Court?”

HTHE MAGNET '*
Library, No. 61.

EXT
TUESBDAY :

" THE SHIPWRECKED SCHOuLBOYS.”

S No, sir. He said fo me, Alfy did—and, mind you, both
'f‘l_tS legs were brelke, and bleod was pouring out of hiz mouth
like anything, so vou may take your oath it warn't no word

?F a le—'tell 'Oward,” he says, 'lotter from Sergeant
Owan;  watch mails,  Dashwood ’ad the lust one for
Oward., Thaere's money in it for "ine”  Then the poor bloke

‘'opped the twig.”

*You infamous liar!"™
face turning a livid green.
vention !

“Was the I O U you gave Slizo, and then sneaked back
agarn—was that an inventiont”

Leonard guailed wisibly, and bit his lip until the blogd
came,

“ What!" he stammered. “J gave himno T O U™

“ Unfortunately for the t:rut.g of vour statement, Mr.
Dashwood,” said & vory atorn voice that made them all turn
in its direction, * Coloral Greville has that document in hi;
poszession!™ And the chief of the Ploughshires stepnoed
down the tent, every hair on his little head bristling with
fury. ““Ge back to your tent, siv, and consider yoursclf
under arrest !

Dashwood's eyes fell for a moment on his cousin, who was
trembling like & leal, but not a sign did Jack make.

Dashwood raised his hand mechanically to salute his
colonel, and as Captain Vincent had to rise to his feel 1o
let him pass, he whispered to the miserable man:

Y If you have a ball cartridge deft in your revelver, vou
will nse it!”

As for our hero, who had been a silent witness of his
cousin's exposure, a greaf shock seemed to have come to
him, and Lo was only called to himself by the etern com-
mand of the president, who had been speaking to Colone!
Crrevilla,

. He motioned to the escort, who doubled up one on either
side of Dill Sloggeit.

* Hscort of the prisoner, about turn! Quick mareh !

And falling in mechanically in the rear, Sergeant Siv
John Dashwood followed them to the guard tent.

They hrought more camp-stools, and Colonel Greville and
Colonal Martin, with the adjutant, took their reats round the
table, and began & discuszion of the greatost gravity.

shouted Loonard Dashweod, his
* Every word is a malicions in-
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_ It is not for us to pry into the secrets of that court of
inquiry. It is sufficient, for the present, to that Leonard
Dashviood was revealed bevond a maéﬁw ot doubt in his

¥

true colours at last, and 1t now became & matter for a
genecral murlrmprtmf. .
Colone]l Martin fumed and fidgeted, for the honour of his
regiment was at stake; but the one bright spot in the whole
business was the behaviour of our hero, and every member
of that little party sitting round the fable had something

good to say of him, .

It was ﬂnlé a pity that Major-General Sivr Ponsonky
Smithers, K.CB, G.C.8.1., ete, was not present; but at
that very moment Sir Ponsonby, lymg on his back, with his
logs ewathed in bandages, like a man with the gout, was
scribbling a report of the eergeant’s alt«a,nt-rﬁ, which he was
determined to forward to the War Offico itself.

“ Weil, gentlamen,” said Colonel Greville, rising, * this is
a very bad business; but it must be gone throu h. It ve-
mains for Colonel Martin to report the matter to Sir Bindon
Blood, as he is Licut¢nant Dashwood’s commanding officer.
He must be brought to trial, and he will be dismissed the
ﬁ‘.!r*gmﬁ with ignominy—there can be no two questions about
het.*

And the party then broke up, Captain Vincent’s frown
darkening. He had been listeming for report of a
revolver for the last half-hour, and had mentally set down
Dazhwood not only se a scoundrel, but as a coward,

Leonard Dashwood's Last Card,

* Mail-ho ! rang the cheery shout,

And in the midst of all their difficulties and dangers, a
hum went through {he camp—a hum of delight, for the cry
ennounced letters from home,

The orderly-corporal in charge <f the post-office sallied
forth with a bundle of officers’ letters in his hand, and one
he turned over with some little doubt.

“ Dashwood 1 he muttered. " Sir John Dashwood
Baronet, Malakand Field Force. There's only one Dashwoo
that 1 know of, and that's that blessed lieutenant of the
Ploughshires, If it’s not for him he'll probably know some-
thing about it.™ :

And the orderly-corporal went over to the officer’s tent.

_ Leonard was sitting with one wrist elasped over the other,
in an att-:ltudﬁ_wri suggesiive of handeuffs, and his eyes
wers blazing like burning coals as he fixed them on the
growndd at his feet.

“ Beg pardon, sin,” sald & volce from outside his tent.
" Lettoer ijfn‘ 2ir John Dashwood., Is it for you?”

The eyos came up from the ground, end looked at the
man., He said afterwards among his pals that ho had never
ﬁ&n I{*}Es like them; the very whites were searlet with suffused

Hlood,

“ Yoz, that's for me,” zaid Leonard Dashwood.

And the man, saluting, went away wondering, while the
rmiserable fellow, one last xleam of hopo quickening his heart-
beats, tore open the envelo . and read greedily.

“8ir,"” =zaid the letter, **I ean’t rest until you have this
in your hands  It's the thing that’ll elear vou in the
sight of the world, and elear the good name of the colonel,
your faither., God rest his soul! Not that there was any
need B olear him in the sight of us that mew him, but it's
ad elong of that black-hearted villain, Dominic Dashwood and
his eeum of a son. And now my mind's easy, Master John,
and you will just show this to the old mman, and take your
proper position; and it's meself that’s delighted to read what
the papers say of ye, Master John, and hoping ye's quite
well, as it leaves me at present.—Your hoenour's ﬂbﬂgient
and humble servant, Parrice Hocax,

* (Late Sergeant, 26th Queen’s ITussars).”

Leonard Dashweood tore the letter savagely with both hands,
and picked up the enclosure that had fallen from it

“ Good heavens ! he exclaimed. * Here it is at last !

And his excitement was 5o intense, that the words swam
before his eyes. He could not read it for several minutes,

It was the receipt for the last instalment of the mortgage,
which Bir Harry Dashwood had duly paid to his brother, and
the bold signature of Dominie Dashwood, a little obseured by
the dirt and grime in which the paper had lain, stood out
in damning proof of the lawyer’s foul duplicity and crime.

Twenty times Dashwood read 1t over to assure himself it
was the thing he had sought so long, and in another moment
it would have shared the fate of Iogan’s letter, if o guick
step had not sounded outside the tent. Crumpling 1t in
his hand, he thrust it into the pocket of his jucket, and
looked up to see his cousin standing before him.

For a moment Jack, who thought he had schooled himself
pretty well, found the words would not come to his tongue,
and the two :r,'d}uﬂf men—the hero and the villain—mesting
i;}l such remarkable circumstances, gazed at each other in
silence.

Then Jack spoke.

“ You have a letter of mine ! he said, with a jerk,

His voice was stern, and his face could oot disguise the
dmﬁ;us-!%]and loathing he felt for the man before him.

L -
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Leonard Dashwood’s eyes narrowed down to two horizontal
elits, and his little black moustache curled up at each corner
of his mouth as his face was diztorted into a Mephisophilean
sheer.

** There it is!" he said, pointing with his foot to the frag-

ments of paper on the floor of the tent.
“You miserable cur!” said Jeck. “That was my
property 1"’

And, with a scathing look of tremendous contempt, he
turned on his heel.

“Btop !’ eaia his cousin. “1 will tell you whe it was
from, and I will tell you what was in . All right, if you
don’t care to hear; bul I think you had better, because you
will understand the position more clearly.” )

There was something so trimmphantly menaeing in his
tone, that Jack conquered the -I'E[.iil.l{;iﬂﬁ he felt, and ook bwo
steps back to the tent door

* Your letter was from that beast Hogan, who uszed to be
at the Hall—the impertinent fool, meddling with other people’s
uffairs! Do you remember the mortgage—the mortgage that
was never pad!™”

Jack's face Aushed, and he looked dangerous.

“ You know it was paid, you lar!’ he said, in a strangely
still voice,

“ Well, all right, it was i)ﬂ.i:dl; but the proof was missing—
the last receipt. You see that paper, there? Ah, Mr. Hogan
has been too clever, by half. He found that receipt, nosin
about where he had no right to, and sent it to you, an
I got it, and much good may it do you. You can take your
change out of that! Of course, they will kiek mo out of the
Service, and & lot I care! 1 shall be Leonard Dashwood, of
Dashwood Hall, And now vou can go, sergeant.”

The zconadrel was treading on very dangerous ground, bud
the half filled bottle of whisky on the table at his elbow had
csupplied him with an artificial courage for the moment; bud
Leonard Dashwood had never been nearer death in his Lile
than ha was then.

Jack stood motionless, appalled by the very magnitude of
his cousin’s villany.

Some gentler trait derived from his mother, underlay the
fighting instinets of his family, and as be fIc-ol{esl at the
haggard, heetie face before him, with the sneering lips tremb-
ling, and the whole aspect of the man forced and unnatural,
a great pity mingled with the loathing he felt, and the
desire for physical retribution died out of him,

“You know perfectly well,” he said, after a trying pause,
““that I eould kill you on the spot, and it would not be
half the punishment you deserve. But, by Heaven, Leonard
Dashwood, I am sorry for you, and I would not be in your
shoos for twenty Dashwood Halls! Your father robbed me,
and you have followed in his footste I am not s mag-
nanimous, but that, if I had the proof, I would turn you oud
of your ill-gotten inheritance; but the proof is gone, and
you have won the game!”

“What?' exclaimed a voice that rang like & pistol in the
hot afternoon. " What do wou mean, Sir Johni” And a
5t1'zltﬂg{:- figure stepped into view round the curtain of the
tent.

“ Great heavens, Hogan, what brings you here? exclaimed
Howard, starting back.

“Whist, be aisy, Master John ! zaid the new-comer. “ I've
a heap to tell yez. Have you got my letter”

“ He has torn up the paper!™ said Jack, pointing bitterly
to the fragments on the floor.

“And what's that pot to do with ut?’ cried the old ser-
geant, bringing his stick down on one of the guyropes of the
tent with such force that the canvas jumped, and Leonard
Dashwood with it.  “ Az long as Patrick Hogan is above
ground, there's proof enough. Didn't I read it with my own
eves? Didn’t I make a copy of ut? Didn’t Mrs. Bligo, away
back thers in the old country, read it, too! What more do
you want?"”

Y Look here, fellow,”” zaick Leonard loftily, grasping at the
onm rtunity to wither somebody, * I would like to know what
vou want here at all? It will pay sou a great deal betfer %o
mind your own business, unless you desire {3 bo kicked out of
the camp [™

*What, you miserable, white-livered Little whipper-
snapper!” roared Hogan, in a tremendous voice, * Talking
{o e, who was charging the enemy years before you waos
born ar thoupht of. What business ig it of mine? I, who
nursed the young maister here, when he was ne bigger than a
jack-spur! I'll tell you what my business is—it is to give Fm
back the money you and your blsck-hearted father robbed,
him of, end I have done ut, too!”

* Steady, Hogan," said Jack, secing that the men in the
vicinity of the tent were looking in their direction, attructed
by the anger in the old man’s voice. “ We Jdoit't want a
scone [

“Let him go on,” said Leoverd, with a sneer, * Now is
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vour opuortunity, when I am under arvest and my Lands are
tied. Rub it in, for it's all the aatwsfaction you will gel.
What a pity vou didn't come five minutes sooner, before 1
lhad read tha letier

And he kicked the little pile of torn paper, scaitering it
over the sand.

Jack looked at lhim with a [ace full of ailent cantempt.
His own honest, straightforward nature could not understand
hisz pcousin’s attitude.

“Yery well, Master Jaek,” zaid Horan, fourishing his
atick as though he would very much. like to bring it down on
Loeonard Dazhwood's sltoulders, “*I'll say po more, since you
wish ut. My mouth’s shut. but by jabbers, T will open it
wide enough at the court-martial! I'm thankful, for the
honour of the old regiment, that he s not ouwe of
F{I'Ell‘.j“.r T

And, twisting up the grey rag of & moustache that bristied
beneath his nose, the old soldier followed Bir John az he
moved away from the tent door.

Leosnard Dashwood leaned forward. and looked after them,
his effrontery leaving him thoe moment he was alone, and his
active brain turning over the legal po:sbilities of the
sltuatuon

Nor did he raize his eres from the ground until ene of his
own men, with a rifle and fixed bayonet. came quistly up.

ttmdi: began pacing backwards and forwards in front of the
2N

It tas Private Johnson, who had been zent there by

Colonel Martin's own order, lest the prisoner should attempt
te break his avrest.

* L] (] " = - » " *

“And row. wy goxd Hogaw," =aid our bero. as they went
over to the portion of the camnp cccupied by the 25th Hussars,
“tell me how on earth you managed to got up here?"

“ Where there's a will there's a way, Master Jack.™ said the
old soldier. “1 eould nobt rest when I had found that paper.
and two days after I had sent it on to yez. I went down to
Reading ta put the whole thing before Mr. Vivian—the
Lindest-hearted gentleman I bave ever struck, barring, of
course, the old colonel. e told me T tad done wrong Lo
send the document, and then, bedad, nothing would do but
I must come out here avd tell yez mesell, and he found the
money. [ have done two tours of Indian service, but. bedadl
I never had such a time a: this one, knowing all the time that
the paper was in the mail-bag in the same boat, and I
unable lo get it inte my hands again.

“How did I get up-country? How does an old soldier got
anywhere when Lo haz et Liz mind te ut? Don't ask me
foolish questions, Master Jack' I came. and I am here, ainl
by the powers I'll never leave ez till 1 see thines righted
Whist, but it doea me heart zood to be with the old vigiment,
although they are only a

The Prisoner Helps ln the Fight.

Silence had fullen uwpen the camp. The seniries pased
iheir boats, and the baggaeoe animals grunted in the centre
of the square.

Now and again ¢ wmare would begin kivking until she was
quietened by the stable picket, aud overliead the brilliand slars
twinkisd in the velvet night az thev looked down upen that
little force, izolated beohind its feeble rampart of cwrilt and
stones 1n the beart of the enemy's countrey.

Then a shoi, and another, and another. Hoarse calis fo
“ Turn out,” and =~ Stand to your arms.” And in 2 monent
the silence wus converted into o pandemonium of =hots and
ah{:-{l%lting. and they knew that a heavy attack wuas benng
M,

The tribesiten wero in great foree, and pressed us boavily,
It was not altogetner unexpected, as the Khan of Nawagai
had given information that the tribesmen wers coflecting,
and that a determined attack would be attemptad.

“One of the Ranks”

Another Splendid Siory of Army Life,
starting shortly.

The cavalry had been out just before nightfall, and had
come in touch with the enemy; bul it waz not watil half-
past eight that the firing began. All the tents were imume-
diately struck, the trenches weres manned, and everyene
ordered to lie down.

At first the Mahmunds contepled themselves with Aring
from the heights that commanded us; buf, scon tiring of the
long range, they came up to the parapets of the entrench-
ment, and charged with the s.wr.}rdl.

There were some [our thavzand of them, and, fortified by
{mpi&-ﬁi of Parvadise, uothing stopped them but the bavonet
ikself.

The heaviest attack feli upon the * Queons,” who poured in
a tremendous fire, stopping rush afrer rush, every man
under periect control.

The guns fired star-shell, which, bursting overhead, fell
slowly, showing us the numbers and determination of the
ANy,

Magazine fiva waz orderved, and ihe row was lerrifie as
aach man let off his ten cartridges.

MNovertheless, for six hours the enemy deelinad te bo gain-
satd, and eame on again and

parcel of bhoys, and there's Tt i - e T mmemmemm e gegin. nnhil the ground out-
not a face I remember, not a I BBITA[H AT BAY !" ﬁ,;ﬂ'&"&“ M"‘f‘ﬂn‘?"{tﬁrﬂfv In side the trenches was piled
scrap  of  untform, excepi o R s o ! up with their dead bodics,

the crest on  the bution, : In one tent alone there
There are  only  three were sixtoen bullet-holes, and

of us left who fought in
the Muting with the 25th—
meself's one, Clorporal
Williams is another—he's in
the workhouse, bad cem to

ot XL Wwé

every wan in the camp that
night had a buad time.

Tha  DPloughshires  were
very hotly pressed, so much
so that throe of the cnemy

ut!—and there's Oliver Per.
kins, who sweeps a crossing
near Finsbury Cireus.

The EBditor, *“MAGNET™ Library, Efll'elllg over the parapet. and
23-20, Bouverle Street, Fleel Street, t
London,will beglad to hear irom yod.

e men that manned :t ran
back upon their supports,

Tom Howard—we must

| Leonard Dashwood stood

call him so a hittle longer- - . PWERECKED maotionless during the
took the faithful old man THSECI'ISgaLBﬂ[i’I.ES" E tumulé, a prisoner under
over to the sergeant’s mess, es _ arrest, and once or twice the
and introduced him to his | % Is the title of our next story dealing with half-hope  came  into  his

comrades, whe procured a
biscuit-box for Hoagan to «it
upon, and a dram of whi:ky
from some mysterious corner,
and the veteran's tongue
w:tgjgﬁc! without cessation
until * First Post* sounded.

Tom Foward sat silentiy
by, turning over in his mine
what courso he mlg_'lul. 75
adopt, and wlhether it was
not  his duty to interview
Colonel Greville,

This, however, he decided
to do in the morning, wn-
conscious of the things that
were to happen before then.

('] the adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.

®  Their predicament is not a very pleasant
one; but 1 am sure you will thoroughly
enjoy reading the story !
As “In the Ranks" has proved so popu-
iar, | intend to give you another taie of
life tn the British Army. You must not
4 miss reading the openlng chaptersof 4

“ONE OF THE RANKS."

brain that one of the whist-
ling bullets might pierce his
licart.

With hiz arma folded on
liia chesi, he looked bitterly
inte the face of the foe, the
I one standing figure in the

whole of the encampment,

({Thiz splondid story wilr
bo concluded In next
Tuesdoay's number of
THE MAGNET Library.
Look out Tor the opening
chapters of the next tale
of Army Hfo—* ONE OF
THE RANKS.”
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[ THREE NEW ADDITICNS T0 * THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3% GOMPLETE LIBRARY. |

i~ ON SALE
3 iy FRIDAY. APRIL e
i “PETE’'S STRANGE “GORDON FOX,
i EXPEDITION.” DETECTIVE.”

A thrilling, complete story, |
dealing with this famousg
character. '

By MURRAY GRAYDON. .

§ A new and original long,
§ complete tale of Jack, Sam,
and Pete.

By S. CLARKE HOOK.

MNo. BO.
THE SCHOOL IN THE BACKWOODS.
A splendid long complete tale of Canadian life.
By ALLAM BLAIR. '
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