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Billy Bunter Plans a Picnic,

ARRY WHARTON paused in ithe doorway of No. 1
Study in the Remove passage, and loelked surprised.
Afternoon school was over at
fine April weather the fellows were mostly
Wharton had bean delayved in the Form-room,

Greyiviars, and in the
on the
ericket-field.
and he had run up hastily io the study for hiz bat ns soon a3
he was free. But aa he looked into the study he forgot his
bat and the junicr cricketers who were expecting him to join
tham.

The Famous Four—Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, and Iurree
Bingh—shared that study with Billy Bunter, the Owl of the
Remove. Within the walls of thag 'Lismric apariment many
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n soene of jollity had taken place, and much hard work had
been done. In tho former—especially when the celebrations
tool the form of a fecd—Dilly Punter had always kept up
his end nobly, but the hard work he wae gencrally content
to leave to the others. He was always at the bottom of the
vlass, wnd he was always receiving [ines, which he seldom
wrote, Hard work dide't agree with him, and one or
another of the Famous Four was always good-natured enough
to do hiz impots. The chums of ithe Remove would es soon
havo expected to see Bunfter working hard in th&lstudﬁ, a8
to see a gryphon or 8 mock turtle dancing a hornpipe there.
And yet that was exactly what Wharton saw as he looked in
that fine April afternoon. No wonder he forgot his crickef
bat and paused, staring!
Billy !%luntn:r was working |
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_He sat at the table, hiz big spectacles jammned upon his
little fat nose, & pen in hie hand, and a sheet of paper before
him. The paper was covered with mysterious hieroglyphics,
which might have represented letters, or fipures, or both.
Bunter was not a great peninan, and Bob Cherry said he
ﬂ1]waﬁa wrote English as if he intended it fo be read aa
Greek, or shorthand., What the marks upon the paper might
mnply, no one knew or could know, except Bunter. But they
rigant thet he was working. There was & huge wrinkle in
his forehead, as if his mental powers were all concentrated
m a mighty effort—as doubtless they were. He was =0
deeply orbed that he did not sce Wharton; and Harry
wae so astonished that he remained there staring for a full
minute before he made a sound,

“ My only hat!” he cjaculated at last,

Bunter looked up. Io blinked in his shortsighted way at
Harri, and looked snnoyed ot being interrulhteﬁ.

* Oh, really, Cherry—"" ha began.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's not Bob, ass; 1t's 1! What on earth are yvou deingi™
Ic came over towards the table, " Is that Latin??

* No, it isn't 1" said Billy Bantor peevishly,

" You haven't taken up Greek?” asked Harry, in astonish-

rent.

Bunter sniffed,

“ Daes that look Like Greck

“ Blessed if 1 know what it looks like!
nslied Wharton; “or
Urduy

" Oh, really, Wharton—"'

" My—my hat!” exclaimed Wharton, catching sight of a
décipherable word on the seribbled paper.  **° Marjorie !
What are vou writing? You don't mean to say you've got
the cheek to e writing o Marjorie Hazeldene ™'

“Why shouldn’ I invite Marjoric if I want toi" sniffed
Bunter. I suppose I can have what guests I like at my
own pienie?’

“ Your own pichie?! murmured Wharton, |

“¥Ye:. I'm glad you've ¢omne in, really, as you ean help
nie word this letter., I don®t often write to gicls,” said

; Iz it algebra,”
has Hurree Singh been teaching you

Bunter. “ They write to mo often enough,” he added, with
E f:ttﬁmzrk. " But I—ow! What the dickens are vou
Othge ™?

* Twisting your car.”

“{hw! Oh! Drop it! What the

" Then no more of vour rot? snid Whartor, relensing
Billy Bunter’s ear, which was quite crimson in colour from
the strong pressure of his finger and thumb. * Blessed if I
know why 1t is that o fat litike foad like ven alwavs looks
upen himself as a masher! Dut you know what to expect
Iﬁ'iv:*u*;.;::u slart going on that tack in this sindy. We don't
ike i,

* O, really, Wharton—""

Shut up! Whai's that rot about a pienic !

"I osuppose T ean’t hielp it if fellows are jealous of ne,™
enid Bunter. “ The girls will look at mo—"

“ Perhape they're surprised to sce vou outside the Zoo!™

_"{]'h. really——  Ilere, don't buzz off for a minute
:lﬁ.. harton was picking up his ericliet bat from the corner—
"I want you to help me! 1%in asking Marjorie, and Clara,
ani the girls ta the pienig—"

" What pienie?!

' The one I'm giving on Wednesday alterncon up the
river,

“(h, cheese it! You know perfectly well that a pienle
party costs money, and you haven't any !

“ That’s all you lkaow!"™ said Dunter loftily, “I know I
don’t have much pockel-money as a rule, but I'm o fellow
with resources. DI'm expecting a postalorder—"

“{h, come off 1™

“ Bat apart from that—though it's certain to bo here before
\}T-Edn{-iﬂnj'—a fellow af vy ability need never be shart of
fin, you know. I am getting three pouwds o week for
colouring artistic postcards for the DPatriotic Home Work
Assoriation—"’

* Cetting 1t laughed Wharlon.

© Practically getting it. My work hasa’t been quite up
to the mark so far, but I'm certain of it this week, Three
pounds will be encugh, though I shouldn't object to von
fellows making a contribution.  As a matter of fact, I've
coleured such a lot of posteards for the Home Work Associa-
I.mnt ﬂ'm.t'. I expect five or six pounds this time—a fiver at
enst.

::I hope you'll pet it—good-bre !

Hold on! @' going to blue the money on a picnic up
the river, and I want all you icllows to come, To make the
party complete, there must be some girls. A pienie withoud
girls isn't much good! I am going to ask Marjorie, and
Clara, and Wilhelmina. T rather like Wilhelmina—she
understands what a good feed really is, that German girl

I

does! How would you word the invite'
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"Y'd make sure of the picnie, I think, before I issued the
invitations,”

“(Oh, I'm quite sure upon that point, you know! I'm
cxpecting the remittance from the Patriotic Home Work
Assocration bg every post now—in faet, I dare say it's in the
rack downstairs at this moment—and it can't be under five
pounds, There's no difficulty about that! TBesides, if the
.gfllgﬁ accepted, I suppose you fellows would stand the tin—
if I should be short of money by any accident—raiher than
have them disappointedi”

Wharton's hand dropped on Bunter's shoulder,

“¥ou necdn’t eend that invitation, Billy. You can'f
expect us to hand eover the total of all cur pocket-monaey
to you, you fat little aze. When we want to give a picnie,
wa'll arrange it ourselves,”

“*Oh, 1 say, Wharten——"'

“Rats; that’s enough ™’ And Wharton picked up his bak
and wallied out of the study,

Billy Bunter blinked after him.

“Well, of all the rotters!”’ he murmured. “I've a jolly
good mind not to aek him! Lois of the fellows would come
willingly enough! DBut I den't know if Marjorie and the
girls would come without Wharton and his lot—thev're shy
of accepting invites from me, somehow. I suppoze they've
all got & soft corner for a good-looking, medium-sized chap,
and they naturally feel a little shy with me. There's Clara—
wouldn't come for a eyvele ride with me: and Alice declined
io let me take her out in a boat; and Marjorie wouldn't go
for & walk on the sands! It must be that they’re shy because
I'm zo fascinating. Well, I suppose I shall have to take
Wharfon and the rest! Bat I don't care what he says—
I'm going to send the invites!™ And Bunter resumed his
literary labours.

11a found it hard wark.

He had to intimate o the Cliff Tlouse pirls that they could
depend upon finding Wharten & (o. in the party, or elzz he
knew very well that they would not come. Whether 1f was
becasze the fat junior was so [nseinating, or for soime ofher
reasott, the girls certainly kept hiun at avm’s-length.  Dunter
wis 1ot usually cautious, but he did not venfure to writo
the mmvitation in Wharton's name,

Finally he produced an effort that satisfed him.

“Iear Miss lazeldene " —Muarjorie did not cxactly like
Bunter calling her by her Christian name, doubfless becanse
he was so fascinating—"" We shouald all be very glad of your
company at a prente to be beld up the river on Wadnesday
afterpoon. We shall all e there, and if you would come,
anc bring Mizs Clava and Miss Wilhelmina, we ghould be
delichted., Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, and Inky send their
kind regards.”

Gunter chuckled a little over that missive,

It was cerfain to give Mnr}ﬂrie the impreszion that the
}Jil'.!'ﬂjl::- wns o general ]E:Eil,:! of nll No. 1 Hhu[i:.-, and she would
wave no hesitation about accepting. She would learn that
she was Bunter's guest when it was too late to withdraw,

* Lemme see, how sball T sign 1t¥" murmured Eiil;ir

his forehead ** Your humble adorer

would do—but it might startle her. ‘Your verv sincerq

friend '—hum! Perhapa * Yours sincerely ’ would be bost—
I doo't want them to decline the invitation.”
And Bunter gigned the letter and scaled it,

By the time he had finished the offusion to his satisfnction,

*and sealed the envelope, the afternocon was growing old and

the ericketers were comning in to tea. There was a sound of
many feet on the stairs, a trampling in the pazsage, and
four ruddy-faced and cheerinl youths burst info Noo 1
Study. Harry Wharton throw Ias bat inte o eorner, and
Bob Cherry playfully dropped a cricket-ball upon Dunter's

Lo,
“Ow " roared Bunter. ® What's that? Ow ¥

“It's all vight—"
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¥1s it all rigII:a.It".'" howled Bunter. * You'vé nearly
squashed my toe, Nugent—oh, is it vou, Chorry, vou beast!

* Never mind, Bunty! Lot's have some tea; I'm hungry ™

" The hungerfulness iz terrific!” said Hurree Singh, the
Nebob of Bhanipur, in his purring voice, “ The teaful
refreshment would be the proper caper!”

“That's all right,”” said Bunter; *I've only got to post a
letter, and then I'll get tea! You can get the kettle filled,
Nugent, while I o down to the school box!™

Wharton, who was sticring the fire, looked round quickly.

¥ Whe is the letter to, Billy®”
o *0h, really, Wharton, I don’t think you ought fo he

wisitive ! o

“I'm not inguisitive, ass; but if you are sending that
ﬁnmﬂﬂmntafmn to CLfF House for a picnic that won't come

“I suppose I can do as T like?” said Dunter, with dignity,
g8 he slipped the stamped letter into his pocket and moved
towards the door. * o

“Na, you can’t! I know jolly well you're making use of
our nanwes !

“ Well, yvou can come to the picnie!™

“Look here, I-—stop, I tell you! Bring that letter back!”

FGot to cateh the collection!™ said Bunter, leaving the
gtudy. * Get the kettle on, and I'll be back in a jiffy—the
egegs are on the shelf '

“ Bring that lotter back!" roared Wharton, I tell you—
etop him, Bok!"

“I'll atop the young ass!™

Bob Cherry ran into the passage after Bunter. But the
fat junior did not mean to be stopped. He was running
himself, and he had & good start. Dob Cherry sprinted after
him, and it was a race to the school pillur-box.

“Brop, will you?' roarcd Bob Cherry.

But Iilly Bunter only ran the {aster,

¢ —

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bunter's Windfall,

" oy OLLAR him!" shouted Harry Wharton, looking ouf of

C the doorway of No. 1 Study.

" Right you are!” called baclk Dob Cherry.

BEilly Bunter was down the stairs, and Bob Cherry
went down them three at a time after him. Bob's long leg:
were mors than a match for Bunter’s short, fat ones, and the
Owl of the Remove would infallibly have been run to carth
in the lower passage—but Bob’s luck was out! Monsicur
Charpontier, the French master, came out of & study. Bob
nearly ran into him, but stopped himself just in time—
E““tl."g' The French-master beckoned him to stop as he was

odging past, with a severe frown,

Y Zat you stay and listen to me!” he said sternly. *““ You
run viz yourself too fast on ze staivs, and zal lead fo zo
accident! You hear me, Sharry ¥

“Yes, sir!” gasped Bob, on tenterhooks as he saw Billy
Bunter slip out into the Close. “ I'm very sorry, sir. I was
in & hurry I

“ Zat you not hurey liks to zat in #e house,” said Monsicur
Charpentier, wagging & warning forefinger at Bob. * You
MFE ; Ehfj:rry—zmd remomber zat 1.'1::}1%, say to youl”

“Yeaz, sirl”

Bob was glad to escape, but he dared not dash at top
apeed to the door with the French-master's eve on him, DBut
as soon as he was outside, he broke into top speed again.
But by this time Bunter had almost reached the letter box.

The fat junitor had the letter in his hand now, and was
running his hardest, Onece it was slipped into the slit of the
red box nothing could recover it, and Bunter knew that.

Bol Cherry dashed after him desporately

“ Btop him!" he roaved to the other juniors in the Closo.
¥ Btop him, Bulstrodo!”

Bulstrodde, the bully of the Remove, who was talking to
Skinner, looked round. His first impulse was to stop Bunter,
as desirod, and he ocould have done it easily enouzh. Hiz
next was to holp him to escape—Ifor Bulsirode was “up
against ' the chums of No. 1 Study all the time, and he was

d of & chance to disappeint Dob Cherry. He shrogrged
ﬁia shoulders.

¥ Btop him iﬂursnlfl" he said carcleosale,

Bunter whisked past. Bob Cherry grunted, and put an a
desperate spurt. His outstretched hand was close behind
Bunter. It locked like an even chance whethor he would grasp
the fat junior before he was able to post the letter. Bul-
sirode winked at Skinner, and suddenly walked into Dob
Cherry's war.

There was no chance for Bob to avoid the collision. He
crashed right into Bulstrode, and they rolled on the ground
together. . )

Bunter, gasping, thrust the lelter into the box, and gave a
breathless chuckle as he heard it drop inside.

FT+ mna it.-!”

Bob Cherry staggered up, feeling somewhat dazed. Bul-
gtrode was dizzy, too, but he was grinning. He didn’t care
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in the least what the troubls was about; but he had disap-
pointed Bob Cherry, and that was enough for him.

“ You rotten :]a.d};" roaved Bob Cherry, ' You did that
on purpose !’ ; .

“[i sﬁgpma I can walk about in the Close if I like,” zaid
Bu!strodo insolently. ** Have you bﬂuglht up the place? 1
don’t ses why vou should expect people to get out of the
way when vowre racing about. Hesides, I don’t approve
of bullying 1" ‘

“ My hat?”’ murmured Skinner. :

“ Wh-what!” gasped Bob Cherry, scarcely able to believe
his ears. To be accused of bullying, and by the worst bully
in the Lower Fourth st Greyiriare, was rather a surpfise.

“I'm not going to have you bullying Bunter,” said Bal-
strode loftily: and then he glared at Skinner as the latter
chuckled. “ I don’t approve of bullying—"

" Why, vou—yon rotter-——"" . :

L ‘Iﬁ'-ujﬁ :?;id! You get off, Bunter; and mind this, Cherry,
there’s to bo no more of this bullying small boys, or you'll
hear of it . . .

And Bulstrode walked awsy with Skinner, leaving Bob
Cherry quite speechless. It was o full minute before Bob
Cherry recovered himself. Meanwhile, Bunter had discreetly
made  himself scarce. Ile had succeeded im posting the
letter, but he did not feel inclined to return to No. 1 Study
just then. There might be trouble there, The fat junior
seuttled off, and Bob Cherry returned to the study to report
that he had failed, and to pick out a nice, sirong strap
rendy for Bunior. But Bunter did not appear, and the
chums of the Remove—considerably to their surprise—had
their tea alone. When Billy Bunter missed a meal 1t was a
sure sign that something unusuwal had happened; and that
was the cage now. It was not only fear of trouble with Bob
Cherry that kept the fat junior awagy.

“ Tho rolters "’ murmured Bunter to himself, as ho strolled
under the trees in the growing dusk of the =itornoon.
“ Wancy their wanting to stop me inviting the girls to a
picniec, when I'm pgoing te invite them, teo. I'm getting
sick of this jealousy in the study. Blessed if I wouldn't
rather be a longlegged gargoyle like Bob Cherry, or a
nigger like Inky, rather than have all this trouble because
girla grow fond of me! It isn't my fault. I'm sure [ don’t
encouroge 'em! H'm! I forgot to look in the rack for my
letter., ﬁa]]ﬂ! What's that?"

Billy Bunter stopped. A plimmer of a letter on the
ground caugrht his eye. It might have been an old letter
thrown away by somcone; but uscless or not, Bunter was
not likely to pass it unnoticed. The fat junior was as in-
quisitive as a monkey, and he was not troubled with many
of the ordinary scruples ahout looling at snother fellow’s
correspondonce.  He stooped and picked up the letter

It waa thick dusk in the Close now, and Billy Bunter, too,
was oxtromely shortsighicd. The big spectacles he wore did
nob assist his vision very much, to judge by the absurd mie-
takes he made. Thoe letter was addressed, but he could
not road the writing. He could only make out the words
* Greviviers School.™  The letter had been opened, and
Bunter calmly drew the contents out of the envelope. There
was & double sheot of paper folded, and as DBunter unfolded
it, he ultered an oxclamation of surprise.

Sdmething orisp rustled in his fat fingers.

* My word!™

It was & five-pound noto!

Bunter could not read what waa on the noto, but he knew
the “feel ™ of a Bank of Fngland note. He could make
out the bip 5 It was a fiver, and Billy’s fat faco wae
immadiately wreathed with a grin of satisfaction.

“ They've sent it after all,’ he murmured. * Somebody
elas hazs had the letter by mistake, and opened it, or perhaps
ithe postman dropped it here. They're awfully carelesa with
the letters. I've several times boeen disappointed about a
postalordor I've been cxpecting., OF conrse, thiz must be my
fiver. I wish I could read the letter! Lemme see” He
blinked at the letter, taking it out from under the shadow
of the treca. " Ah, there it 18! B-U-N.-T-E.-R—Buntor!
That's enongh to show the letter is for me! Tl take it up
to No, 1 and read it out to them. They'll have to bealieve
in the fiver when they sco 1it. No, I wen't, though., I shall
hove to vWait till that beast Cherry hes calmed down a bit.
I may as well go and get some toa in the tuckshop. Mrs.
Mimble will cash it for me. 1 can read the letter presently.”

Bunier thrust the letter and envelops inte s pocket, and
crumpled ihe five-pound note in his hand. The mere feel
of it was delightful to him. It was the long-expected fiver
at lust—the reward of his hard home work for the Patrictic
Association. He walked into the school shop with a new
importancs in his manner, and Mrs. Mimble game out of her
little parlour, She looked far [rom pleased at tho sight of
Billy Bunter. He was her best customer—and her worst,
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He would order any quantity of anything—and never pay
il he could help it

“ It's all right,”™ Bunter hastened to say, as he caught the
expression upon the good dame’s face. ** I've had a remit-
tance. Can you ghange a five-pound note for mel”

“ A—a—a five-pound note, Master Bunter!” gaeped the
amazod Mrs. Mimble,

* ¥es, cortainly.'

“* I should like to sce it first, Master Bunter.

“I'm sincerely sorry to see that you don't trust me,”
gaid Bunter, with dignity. *“ Hers it is, Mrs. Mimble, I
suppose you can believe that.”

1 suppose this note is really yours, Masier Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Mrs, Mimble——"

'« Where did you get iti” )

‘I don’t see that that concerns vou,” said Bunter loftily.
“But I don’t mind telling you it's for work I've done in
the evenings for the Patrigtic Home Work Association. I'll
show you their letter if you like,” Bunter thrust his hand
into his joacket. * My word, where’s it got to? Dear me,
I must have let it fall instead of shoving it in my pocket.
Never mind, my name’s on it, 5o anybody who picks it
up will bring it to me. It's too dark to look for it mow.
Just change that note, please, Mrs. Mimble, and let me
have some grub.”

And Mrs. Mimble, with some hesitation, toock the note.
A thought erossed her mind, and she brightenad up.

“ You will be able to pay your account out of this, Master
Bunter."”

“ Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble——"*

“It's over fifteon shillings. T will deduet jt——"

“Look here, gimme that note. I'll get the Form-master
to change 1t.™

“ Nonzense ' gaid Mrs, Mimble. “If you don’t pay your
gecount now you have the monew I shall complain to Mr.
Quelch,” &

“My word!” g:asfled Bunter. “ You're—you're an un-
principled woman, suppose I shall have to submit to thia
'Eﬂf'rﬁi'}n' I think you ought to allow me a discount for
casl

* Nonsense ! said Mrse. Mimble.

And she deducted the amount of the account fo the last
enny. She gave Bunter four pounds three shillings and

ourpence change. The sight of so much gold and silver
comtorted the fat junior.

U Well, T hope you'll be ready to trust me in future,”
enicd Bunter. “ It isn't often you find a chap paying up his
debts promptly like this. Now let me have some of the
rabbit-pies and the—steak-puddings, and the sardines and

Bunter's list was a long one. With the change of the
fiver in his pocket, jingling cheerily whenever he moved, he
sat down in the tuckshop and enjoved a record feed, His
watstcoat was feeling several sizes too small when he took

his way, at last, to Mo, 1 Stody to acquaint the chums of
the Remove with the wonderful news

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Surprises No. 1 Study.

ILLY. BUNTER came cautiously along the passage, and

ped in at No. 1. The chums of the Remove wers

_ usy with their Erep,, having finished tea and eleared

the table. DBob Cherry looked up as he heard a sound

at the door, and he assumed an cxpression of ferocity that
made Bunter skip back suddenly inte the passage,

The fat junior ran half-way to the stairs before he dis-
covered that ho was not being pursued. Stopping there to
recover his breath—which was very short after the excellent
feed he had enjoyed at Mrs. Mimble’s—Bunter pavsed some
moments, and then stole towards the study again. He looked
in; Bob Cherry had not even risen from the table. He
looked round again at Bunter, however, and Billy stood
very dubiously in the doorway.

"1 say, you fellows——" he bepan.

“ Give me that ruler, will you, Nugenti’?

“Cartainly ; here you ave.'

* Oh,_really, Cherry——""

.. Bob Cherry swung the thick ebony ruler into the air, as
if to hurl it, and Bunter derted away. But the ruler did
not come, and by this time it was dawning upon the fat
junior that Bob Cherry's ferocity was all assumed. He
prunted, and came into the study,

" Look here, you fellows——"" he began.

Harry Wharton locked up from his work

“ Bob says you've posted that silly letter,” he said

“ Wall, w.’ng shoukin’t 11" said Bunter, with an injured
expression. “ If I like to stand & pienig——""

* Oh, come off that! You know jolly well that you're only
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talking nonsense,”

“ Be sensible,
for once.” .

““ Oh, really, Wharton, you know I'm getiing three pounds
a week from the Patriotic Home Work Assoctation, and—-—'"2

* You young ass, will you talk sense for once——"?

“Bat I've got the money.™

* What 1

**They've sent me a fiver on account.”

The chums of the Remove locked at Bunfer. He waa not
alweys particular to distinguish between the true and the
untriue when he mads his statements, but he seemed to be
telling the truth this time,

“You've got the money? sald Nugent, breaking the
amazed silence,

“Yeoz—a fiver.M

“Bhow it us!™

"1 can't now, becauze——"

“*Why, you—" began Nugent,

" Because I've changed it at Mrs. Mimble's,” said Dunter
hastily. " I've got the change here, I've paid up mf old
agcount with Mrs, Mimble, and had a bit of a feed. 1 was
m & rather low state from want of nourishment, and I
thought I ought to have a bit of a feed, in justice to my-
salf ; but I've got nearly four pounds lefe.”

And Billy Bunter, with the air of a prince, laid his cash
upon the table in sight of all—three sovereigns and a half-
sovercign, and five or six shillings In silver.

The Removites stared at it blankly. Bunter had never
been in pessession of such a sum before, and it was certain
that his people, who were poor, had not sent it to him,
Yet it required an effort to believe that he had obtained it

of the Home Work Association, which all the juniors firmly
balieved to be a {raud.

“1 don't understand this" said Wharton abruptly, knit-
ting his brows. * You ard such a young [ool, Dunter, that
cne never krnows what vou may do next. Where did you
get that money ¥

“1I'm sincerely sorry to ece that you doubt me, Wharton,"

“What else can I do, when wyou hardly ever tell the
truth?" said Whartoen impatiently. " Where did you get
that money?”

““I had it to-day from the Homoe Work Association™

“"Upon your word?’

“Ye:, upon my word.”

“I suppose I must believe you,” said Harry, afier s
searching look at Bunter’s face, which certainly looked
carnest enough this time. I can't understand it, though.”

“There may be some things vou don't understand,” said
Dunter loftily. ' You never believed I was o ventriloguish
for a long time till I proved it to vou. You fellows laven't
any fuith in me. That’s what the trouble is. The jealousy
and envy in this study are—="

“h, cheese 18! Don’t understudy the liftle brook, and
go on for ever,” 1mplored Biob Cherry,

* Weil, about that pienic,” said Bunter, changing the
subject, ""Now I've pgot the money, I sapmse you admik

sald Harry impatiently.

Cit's all rijg'ht. asking the girls for toanorrow afterncon,

Wharton?'

“* Yewos, T supposoe 50.”

“1 want all you fellows to come,” said Bunter. T dare
say wa can <o the whole affair on, sav, three pounds. If
vou fellows like to make any contribution, however, you can
do 0. I won't say no. DBut it's my pienig——01?H"

“ Yeos, but—"

“TI'm firm on that potnt. I'm standing this picnie, and
that's pot to ke understood. I really think, Wharton, thet
yvou might back me up in this, and not try to take the thing
out of my hands.”

“Oh, all right " said Wharton. “ Only I don't think the
girla will accept your invitation, that's all, Girls are
awfully keen in some things, you know, and they have &
natural horror of a conceited little beast,”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“But we'll come,” said Bob Cherry. ““¥You ecan Jay in
any amount of grub you like, and we'll sece that thero's
none left over,”

]3"1: Certainly 1" said Mugent. * You can rely on us,
1lly."?

“The rolyfulness is terrific,”’ murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

" Yo-es, certainly!” said Banter. " But it won™ be &
plenio without the girls. I know they're rather shy of me,
and I seuppose it's because—— Never mind! They'll come
if you ask them, Wharton. In fact, I've used your name
in the invite.”

“I knéw you had, and

“Well, it's all right, isn't i, as there's really going to
be o pienic? You can epeak to Marjorie about it, and that
will make it all right.”

“Oh, vory good! Now let me worl."

A Grand Sehool Tale of Harry Wharton
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Bunter stood hesitating for a minute or two, \
“1 say, Wharton,” he said at last, **I wish you'd take
tharge of this cash, and leep 1t till it's laid out. " I—I think
I might run through it without thinking, you know., I'll
keep the half-sovereign in—in case I get fc:w for want of
nourishment. You dput the three quid in your pocket.”
Wharion laughed, and pocketed the money. It was
unusually ecauticus of Bunter, and though he regretfully

watched the coing disappesr, he felt relisved to know  that
they were safe.

THE FOLURTH CHAPTER.
A Disappointment for Bunter.

UNTER was up unusually early the next morning. As

8 rule, he was last to leave his bed in the Remove

dormitory, but just now ha was anxious abeut the

reply from Clif House. Bunter had so many failings

various kinds that the chums of No. 1 Study sometimes

found their patience taxed to its utmoet limits; but even
unter was noft without his redeeming points.

He had always declared that when ﬁa was in funds he
would stand a ripping feed, and show the fellows that he
could give as well as recetve ; but as yet he had mever had
an opportunity of proving as good as his word.

e opportunity came at lazt, and there was no denying
that Bunter was “playing up™ as well as could be
expected. He was standing a picnic to the Famous Four
and their girl chums, and expending upon it the greater
part of his unexpected remittance. More could not ba
asked. In fact, ho had, on reflection, requested the chums
net to make any contribution themselves. He wanted for
ones to be really standing the feed. Like many fellows in
whom mean traits are brought out by want of funds, Bunter
could be generous when he had money,

And the Famous Four began to think a little more of
him than they had thought hitherto. There were some
traits in his charncter t-hnif’ simply could not stand; but,
after all, he wasn't so bad according to his lights. And
the way he skipped out of bed almost at the firet clang of
the rising-bell on Wedneaday morning showed how earnestly
he was taking the affair.

Bunter wanted that Ei:a'u::nia:e to ba o success, and without
the girls it could hardly be considered one. The reply
from Cliff House was awaited as anxiously by the fat junior
as the remittance itself had been. Bob Cherry sat up in
bed and grinned as he watched the fat junior splashing at
his washstand. Bunter was not given to extensive ablutions,
and he frequently put his ehirt on before he commenced,
and then he would make a dab at the centre of his fat
face, and then a second dab to get the soap off, and then
lt,;.:_pwe.l it hastily, as if the touch of soap and water had hurt

1.

“ Better make it a whole wash this merning, Billy," said
Bob Cherry, grinning. ** You don't go on a picnle every
day, you know. You ought to make 1t a point to wash for
pienies as well as for Christmas.”

Bunter made no reply; he was too busy. He finished his
ablotions, and left the dormitory, while the chums of the
Bemove were turning out of bed. Bunter, feeling extremely
virtuous and self-satished over his early rising, made his
way down the corridor, and descended the etairs. An sarly
maid was sweeping there, and she, naturally, looked sur-
prised at the sight of Bunter.

In the lower passage Bunter sighted Wingate, the captain
of Greyfriars, The big Sixth-Former was going along the
passage with a slightly worried look upon his face,
apparently looking for something he had lost. Ho glanced
at Dunter.

“Hallo! What are you doing down here?” ho acked.

“ Rising-bell's gone, Wingate."

“¥es, but—— Turning over a new leaf? Well, I'm glad
to 5aevyﬂu beginning to get out of your rotten lazy ways!”
gaid Wingate. I hope 1it'll last.”

Bunter leoked injured as he walked on. It was rather
hard that he waen't to have any credit for his early rising.
Wingate turned to the maid with the broom, and bhegan to
ask her questions, apparently on the subject of the missing
article he was scanning the Pﬂsﬂ-a% for. But the maid
shook her head. This was lost on Bunter, who was hurry-
ing to the letter-rack to ses if there was an answer from
Clif House. But his early rising was a littla too early;
the post wasn't in yet.

The fat 1j{m‘;ic:u: walked down to the gates to meet the

ostman. He blinked excitedly when that individual gave

im a letter irom hiz bag, and Dunter recognised the hand-
writing of Marjorie Hazeldene on the putside. He scuttled
off to open it. Of course, it contained an acceptance of the
invitation.

But as he read the letter his jaw dropped,

“Dear Mr. Bunter,—I am sc sorry I shall not be able to
eome to the picnie Wednesday afterncon. Thanking you
very much for your kind invitation.—¥ours sincerely,

“MarJoRriE HazeLDENRE."
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Billy Bunter stared at the letter. It was & refusal, and
though it was put politely, it was a blank refusal. Marjorie
bad not said that she had any other engagement; she was
not the girl to tell even a polite fiction. She had simply
said that she could not come, without stating the reasom
why she could not. The reason could have heen supplied
by any fellow in No. 1 Study—or differently, by Bunter
himself.  After the first blank dismay, & smug smile
appeared upon Billy Bunter’s fat face.

*1 suppose she would .be shy under the circumstances™
ha murmured. * But it's beastly awkward, though!
must come. I thought she'd imaginoe from the letter that
Wharton wae getting up the party; but then, of course, L
suppose she guessed that if it wasa Wharton, he wouldn'é
have left the letter to me to write. I never thought of that.
Girls are so deuced sharp in some things, Hang it] What's
to be done?" He staggered, as someone slapped him on the
shoulder. ** Oh, really, Bulstrode——'"

“Ha, ha! It's not Bulstrode!” oo

*Oh, is that you, Hazeldene?" seid Bunter, blinking ak
Marjorie's brother. ‘ You—you startled me! I wish youm
wouldn't thump me in that sudden way. You disturb my
nerves, and you might make my spectacles fall off. 1f thay
got broken you would have to pay for them.” -

“You weve looking worried,” grinned Hazeldeme. *“I
a?:if. ?‘r’riﬂgﬂtﬂiﬂ locking for a letter he lost. Seen anything
o it

* No,” said Bunter peevishly, * Blow Wingate's letters!
I've lost one myself, as a matter of fact, somewhere 1n the
Close last eveming. i

“ Halle! That’a my sister's writing " exclaimed Hazel-
dene, in astonishment, as he caught aight of the letter.
“What on earth—" .

Billy Bunier explained. It occurred to him that ITazel-
dene might be able to help him in the matter.

“ (Of course, I meant to ask you, Vaseline,” he added.
“I want you fo come, and I want Marjorie to bring the
girls—especially Wilkelmina. I think you might speak to
Marjorie about it. Wharton and the rest are coming, you
know, and they'll be awfully disappointed.™

Hazeldens looked at him. ] . \

“T'1] speak to Wharton first,” he said. *If it's all righ
I'll go over to CLiff House on my bicyele after dinner, a

speak to Marjorie.” . L
And Hazeldene walked away. Bunter was feeling anxioln
as he went in to breakfast. It would be too bad if Marjorie

did not come. And for once the fat junior wished he was
nok z0 fasmnating.

THE FIETH CHAPTER.
01t Up the River.

ARRY WHARTON smiled a little when Bunter showed
him Marjorie’s letter. It did not surprise him, and
he guessed the girl's reason for refusing. At the same
time he felt rather sorry for the fat junior, who was

really doing his best this time to stand a treat for every-
one. He did not feel inelined to interfere in the matter
himself, but he hoped that Hazeldene would be successful.
IHazeldene himself was pretty certain of it o

“It's all right,”” he said to Wharton. “ Marjorie would
like to come, but you see, she knows Bunter. For one
thing, he's as likely as not to issue invitations, intending
to sponge on somebody else for the tin to stand the pichie.
Then he's not & fellow girls tako to. He's too beastly fab
and conceited. If Marjorie accepted his invitation, he
would plume himself on it, and think he was an awful
masher. Girls don't like that sort of chap. Bunter does
think he's a terror with the girls, you know, and I know
he makes 'em tired. I éan make it all right with Marjorie.
I'll try, anyway.” _

And  after morning lessons, Hazeldene meounted his
bicyele and pedalled off to Cliff House. Bunter called on
Wharton for the three pounds, to expend it in laying in
supplies for the picnie. Harry handed the money over.

“We'll have the picnic, anyway,” said Bunter. "I think
Vaseline will make it all right with the %'llris, toa. know
why Marjorie refused, and, of course, her brother being
thera wilf be a good pretext—— Ow! You utter beast,
Cherry "

!:!Fillr’r Bunter wiped a splash of ink off his fat face, and
looked unutterable things at Bob Cherry. But Bob only
glared at him, and Bunter thought it would be wiser to
Sa3 9 Dioew on tha subject. He walked off huffily to the
school shop, where Mra. Mimble received him graciously
enongh, The d dame waz all smiles now. The bank-
note Bunter had changed with her the previous evening was
a good one, and if had impressed her wonderfully. BShe
began to think that, perhaps, she had been s little too
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havd upon Bunicr in the malter of running up accounts.
At all evewts, he was 2 welcome guesl in The school shop so
lotir a= the change of the fver lasted. Aund he now pro-

Eﬁu-:iu.”.l lo give orders on a seale that warmed Mrs, Mimble's
eart,

Bunter was o contoisseur in these matiers. It was of no
use frying (o palm off stale tartz or buns or * wangy ™
rabbit-pies on Willlam George DBunter. Ile knew the
quality and the age of a pie at a glance, He meant to
have the best; but as he was in the unusual position of
being able o pay for it, Mrs. Mimble raised no objection.

“Which I am only too glad o serve you, Master Bunter,”
she =aid. " And 1 hope vou don't wmind me being o little
carcful m the aecounis, as if ran so loug.”’

Bunter waved a fat hand in a lordly way.

“That’s nll right, Mrs. Mimble. There won't be any
more aceounis. I oam expecling three pounds o weelk
regularly now, and I =hall pay cash for everyihing.™

“Threo pounds o week I gozped the goed dame, utterly
amazed,

“Yea: and perlaps wore than that. This 153 only a
beginning.  Yes, Ul have three dorzen of the cream puffs”

With the fiver i Ler little till, o beodily preof thao
Bunter waan't without resources, Mz, Minble was inclined
to Believe that the fat Junier spoke guite truly. He
evidently believed wlhat be said. The dame almost purred,
anit she brought out lLor best things for Bunter. The
colicciion cawe to over theee pounds, ood Bunter pald up
in eash with the air of a nulbenaire, e called upon the
chums of the Remove for nid i carrving awav his pur
chazes, and they willingly helped. Bugs were packed with
the pood things, ready for conveyving up the river in the
affterooan.,  Needless 1o sav, the affnar attrocled attention,
That DBunter was in fund: waps o sufliciently Eurprirshlg
circonmstance to mabke the whole Form dizeuss 1. That he
was gomng Lo stamd an expensive pienie o the giels of Clife
House was more than safficient to make fellows fish for
invitations on all sides.  lLiilly Bunier suddenly found him-
sell o lion; and he enjoved 1.

Fellows in the Fifth were very polife to him about this
tune, to say nothing of Tewple, Dabner & Co., of the
Upper Fourtl,  Bunter aceepted fheir complimenis and
their polite attentions, and even little delicacies which were
prosenied as peaee offerings; but bhe did not ask them to the
picmie.  When hants became very broad, he explamed that
e parts was full wp. Balstrode led him to the school
shop, and filled him up with tarts, and Bunter ate as many
as he could, awd then expressed his polite regrel that it
was ampossible to ask DBulstrode to the picnie,  Bualstrode
kiwked him oat of ithe ftuckshop, but Denfer went away
pretty well safisfied. The faris were worth the kicks.

Harry Wharion & Co., as well os Bunter, waited anxiously
for Iazeldenc's return. The junior came buszing into the
Cloze on lis bievels at dast, jumped off, and cannoned into
Bumter, causing Lim to sit down with more hasie than
comfort.

* Borry,” said Hazeldene:; " but it's all right.”

Bunter gasped, as he staggered up,

“{h, really, Vaseline—="

“Its wll right; they're coming ! I've told them the spot
ixed for the penie, and they'll be (here at half-past three,
Marjorie and Clara, and Wilkielmina,"

“Leood ! said Harry Wharton, with much satizlfaction.

“The goodiulitess is ferrific !’

“We mav as well go up in a boat,” remarked Nugeunt.
It will be easier than carvying the Bags along the bank,
and Bunter con row.”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—""

Mgkt as well aszsle Mark Linley and Wun Lung to
pome,”” sabd Wharton, ** Linley can lend o liand with the
oars."

Bunter nodded. ITe was all hospiiality, and as he re-
marked grandiloquently, any friend of Whazrton's was
welcome to yoin the prenie.

He asked Mark Lioler, the lad from Laneashire, him-
self. Linley hesitated a little, and Bunter went on to press
the invitation, in what he considered o very tactful wav,

“*Tt's all right,”! he said. " You ean comp. Your soe,
there's no nonsense about me, Lotz of the fellows eut up
rourh bDeenuse wour used to be o mill-hand, wiuel came here on
a ‘.C-{:'i}ﬂiﬂ.!':i-]lip, and all that Now, I dou't mind spraking to
o
a Thank you,”’ zaid Mark,

“0Oh, not at all! Of course” cxplained Bunter, ** you
wouldn't think of considening yourself a chap like ne.”

“No, I certainly shouldn’,”” said Mark.

“That's all right, then. We'd all like you to come, and
Ly

“ Borry T ean’t come,” said Macek, {urning away,

* Oh, really, Linley~—"

But the Lancashire lad was already walking away, and
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Bunter was left blinking after him in perplexity and somé
indignation. The Lancashive lad appeared to Dunter extras
ordinarily touchy, and he eouldn't imagine what was wrong,
but he wasn't disposed to worry about it, ke locked for
Wun Lung, and found the Liitle Chinee under the frees In
the (lose, looking round as if searching for someihing.

“ Lost somathing ¥ asked Bunier. .

Wun Lung turned his almend eves upon the fat junior,
and shool his head.

“ Me no lozee,” he remarked.
me lookee, Mle lookee.
plitaps.”

“Well, I've lost o letter, too, somewhere aboul luE-lrE,"
said Bunter. ** You can look fur that at the same time,
It's the letter I had from the Patriotic IHome Work
Aszoeiation yesterdav., DBat I say, will vou come to tha
pienic this alternoon ¥

Wun Lung grinned.

* Me comee, Thankee muchee.”

“Good! We stavt from the boathouse zt three.”

*Allee light. Me aavvy.”

At three o'clock the chums of the RBemove were ready.
Wharton wrinkled his brows a Jiltle as he came down to
the wooden landing-stage, where Cherry was runmng out
the boat, and saw that Mark Linley wus not there. Dunter
cexplained that the Lancashire lad couldn’t come, and Harry
nodded shortly,

Mo osee him goee out,’” said Wun Lung.
Glock bookee, and walkee upee liver.”

“ Up the river? We might see him, then. Jumyp in!"

The juniors pushed off, and, followed by wore than oné
envious glance, thev pulled up the river towards the renm-
dezvous for the picnic,

1le aslkea

Y Wingale losce,
Me findes

Wingate losee lettel

‘e takes

—————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Picnic Party.

T was a fne, clear, sunny April afterncon; warm, but

not hot. There was no hint of a cloud in the blue sky.

A soft breeze rustled the folinge by the rviver, and

plaved in ihe tall reeds. Among the recds, the sunn
walers rippled and sang. The Greyiriars juniors lecke
eheerful as they bent to the oars, and made the =kiff fly.
With four of them rowing, the boat went up the river at o
spanking pace. Wun Lung was steering, and Illy Bunier
kept a fatherly eye on the bags contaiping the supplies
Hazeldene kept an eye on Wun Lung, in case the lhittle
Celestial sht}ui}nl play any trick with the rudder lines. Wun
Lung wus not always fo be relicd on. But he was upon
his best behaviour this afterncon. The littie Chinee,
though not in the least touched with the unpleasant coneeit
of Bunter, was a ladies’ man in his inoffensive way. Ile
Liad donned his finest attire for the picnie, and his loocse
rarmenis were ablaze with eurious Chinese figures i vivid
colours, and his yellow-romplexioned face wore a smile
which Bob Clerry declared belongod to the variety that
wonldn't come off. Wun Lung steered well, and the oars-
men rowed easily and well, and in a very short time the
boat was abreast of the bank in the spot selected for the
Greyiriars picnie.

t was a beauwiiful spot. The gmulld aloped down to the
water, in a ecarpet of green, and the grass was shaded by
big trees. Through the bhranches, now growing rich in the
green of spring, the sunlight fell in bright patches on the
rross. There was no zign of the CLiff House girls yet, bu
it wanted a good fen minutes to the appointed {une. The
juniors made fast the boat, and unpacked the bags, and by
the time they were finished, Bob Cherry caught sight of a
pateh of eolour in the trees, IE was a pgirl's dress; and a
minute later Marjorie, Clara, and Withelmina came down
the footpath, .

Marjorie was looking very bright and pretty, and Miss
(Mura, if not quite so sweet as Marjorie, was very charming.
Wilhelmina was more to the hking of Bunter, as he had
confessed. The German girl was exceedingly plump,
rivalling Dunter himself in that line, and her plump face
wore a perpetual smile of stolid good nature, which beeame
almost beatific at the sight of a well-spread table, Miss
Willielmina Limburger had a gastronomic foste almost ag
pronounced as Bunter's, and Bob Cherry had given it as his
opinion that they were simply born for one another, It
was a caze of **Two souls with but a single thought; two
hearts that beat as one.” :

3o jolly glad to see you,"” said Bunter, taking off his
hat with a bow so profound that it nearly winded him, * So
jolly good of vou to come.” ] . )

Marjorie coloured a little as she replied. The mnetma
was a very cordial one upen all sides. The boys and gir
were glad to see one another, as boyvs and girls always should
be. And, indecd, anybody would have had to be mis-
anthropie, indeed, to be anything bul bappy and cheerful
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that splendid afternoon, under the blua sky, by the murmur-
ing river. As for the trouble involved in the pienic, that
wes cheerfully taleen charge of by Bunter. He was a born
ecook and caterer, and he wanted to be left alone fo get a
really ripping spread ready, while the others went up the

river. And this was an arrangement which, of course, was
very pleasing to the others. The girls had to ba back at
Cliff House for tea, for Miss Penelope Primrose was &

somewhat striet school-mistress.  But the afterncon was
theirs. A pull up the river, exploring the shady back-
walers, and navigating little, unknown channels, was delight-
ful to the boys and girls alike, and they willingly left
Bunter in charge of the camp. The junicrs embarked, and
the girls were accommodated wiith cushions in the stern.
They had brought their parasols, and three bright parasols
with threa hrig%m faces undor them looked a very charming
picture, Wun Lung added himszelf to it, with his famous
umbrella up to keep off the sun. Hazeldene steered, and
Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, and Hurree B8ingh rowad.

Bantor waved a fat hand as they pushed off.

“Tlon't be more than an hour,”” he said. “ I'll have fea
raﬁdy by ihen, and it's going to be & ripping one, I can
tell vou."

“ Right you are, porpoise

“ Oh, really, Cherey——"

The oars dipped in time, and the boat glided away. Tt
went with a murmur of cheery talk and laughter. It was
s happy party that disup%&arﬂd up the river, and they left
g8 happy pienicker on the bank. Bunter was in his element.

He knew all about camping. e built a fire on the
hearth of stones, picked from the river. He slung a ketila
over it to boil, and proceeded to warm up cooked bacon
and sausages. He laid a cloth on the green grass, and laid
out cutlery and crockery in cheerful array. Comestibles of
all sorts came to view, and a smell of cooking spread ifself
amang the trees.

Billy Bunter had .no idea that a pair of eyos were watch-
ing him from the thicket.

A man in ragged and <dirty attire, with an unshaven,
beery face, had come through the wood, atirvacted by the
ruddy glow of the fire on the river bank. Ho steod among
tho trees, looking on through the thickeis, for some time,
watching DBunier and smacking his lips. Ile was a tramp, that
was evident ot a plance, and a particularly rough-looking
specimen of .his kind. He had a short, knobby cudgel in
his hand, and a greasy, spotied handkerchiel in which the
remaing of & meal seemed to be led up )

“Blow me!” murmured this pleasant-looking  traveller,
“ This "ere 15 o soft thing. The kid's alope. This "ere 1s a
soft ching, ‘Hnry Tiggz, my boy.”

And Mr. Henry Tigg cantiously looked up and down the
bank, and then round among the trees. Like Bloses of old,
ho looked thiz way and that way, and saw that thers was no
man. Bonter was evidently alone. If he had companions,
they were nowhere in sight, It was, as Mr. Tigg told him-
self, & ** soft thing.”

The tramp stepped out inlo the open.

Billy Bunter was too busily cceupied to neotice him, or tc
hear his tread on the yitelding orass. He turned round from
the fire for something, and found Mr. Tigg at his elbow,
and jumped.

Mr. Tizr smiled agrecably,

“ Arternoon!” he said,

# He——rood-afternoon " stammered Bunter.

“ MNicely fixed “erc, ain't you?" said Mr, Tigpg.

“ Yopg—n-no——yvo-e5 1" said Bunter. " I—I'm busy.™

“You look it. Cooking, ain’t you?"”

“Ye-ﬂ-ﬂ'ﬁ-”

“That's right." Mr. Tige laid his pareel en the ground,
and sat down beside it, with hizs broad back apainst thoe
trunk of & tree. ™ You go on cocking, my lad, ¥You dan
gpare time to walt on me, too.”

" To—to—to what?™

U To wait on me.'’ Blr Ti%g’a pleasantness vanished, and
he zcowled savagely, and made a significent motion with his
cudgel. ** Don't you want to feed a pore mani"”

Y YWew-n-08, of course!” etuttered DBunter,

“That's all right, then. I'm 'ungry.”

“I've ot some bacon rinds here you can have, aml——"

Mr. Tigg rose to his feet, and seized Dunter by the collar.
He shook him tall the fat junior's head was swimming, and
he hardly knew whether he was on his head or his heels
Then he veleased him. DBunter dropped helplessly inte the
grass, and blinked dazedly at Mr. Tigpe.

The tramp rescated himself in the grass at the foob of the
tree.

“That ‘ere's a lesson,” he remarked.
anothor®"

* N-n-n-n-n-no ! ]

“You will feed me, with the best you've got?™

“ Ye-ps, with—with pleasure.™

“ Then get on with at!”

Bunter staggered to his feet., There was no help for it
E?q waaait the mercy of the terrible tramp, whose mere look
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frightened him out of his wits. Unwillingly, and palpita-
ting with terror, Billy Bunter began to feed the tramp.
Mr. Tigg, with his back 1o the tree and his lepa siretched
out, received the endless liclpings with a grimming counten-
ance, rapping out his orders io Bunter as if the junior had

e & waiter. Bunter's face grow longer and lenger as
the Lramp's meal lengthened out. He dimly wondered hoyw
much of the provisions would be left. This was the picno
Billy Bunter had planned with such loving care!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Guesi.

[LLY BUNTER, with growing rage—which was well

' kept under by his ierror of the terrible visitor—served

the hungry Mr, Tigg with delicacy after delicacy.

After getting through the solid portion of the maal,

and making sed havoc with the bacon and sausages and

rabbit-pies, Mr. Tigg munched up tarts and cake at & sur-

prising rate. Then he finished with dessert, and he mado

scldem more than two bites at an a.ﬂjler. Binging the rest

away with the air of a man who could afford jt. It was a
chegp lunch to Mr. Tige, and he could afford to be careless,

Bunter hoped against hope that his chums would return in
time to catch the hungry Mr. Tigg. They could not make
him disgorze, but it would be some comfort to see him
soundly thrashed., Yot there was uneasiness mingled with
the fat junior's hope. Mr Tige would probably make off
at the sight of the returning Uoat, and ho might take the
remainder of the provisions with him, and, guite possibly,
knock Bunter on the head to Lheep him guiet while he gob
away. DBunter stole more than one uneasy glance j’*t the
thick stick lying across Mr. Tipg's knee, A * lick” with
that cudpel would be a very painful experience. Bunter had
never been in quite so uncemfortable s position; but one
thing was quite clear to his mind—ke must keep hiz awful
visitor in a good temper if possible, : .

Ho long as Mr. Tigg was satisfied with eating, he was
rood-humoured. But after making a meal big enough for
three ondinary men with good appetites, Mr. Tigg bethought
himself that he was tharsty. 3 :

*Whatcher got to Jdrink?” he inquired,

Y Water,” suggested Bunter,

Mr. Tigg glared at him,

“ Do yon want another shaking—ehi"

Bunter backed away in alarm.

* N-n-n-noe, please!" ; :

“Then don't vou tork to me aboul drinking water,” said
Mr. Tigg darkly. © Ain't yer got nothing elsal”

** There's lemonade——"

“* Dght

“ And ginger-becr——"

“ Groesrer-r!”

““ And red currant wine—-—-""

“Dah "

giﬁhar;:} I n*.a.lkm-au m}znm tea?"”

v Tigr gla ab him.

i Ain'uj'};:uf; got nothing fit to.drink?"™ he Jdemanded.
* Ain't you got any sperrits of any kind—not even a drep
of whisky or gin?’ s )

“Nn-ng, We—wo don’t drink spirits at Greylriazs.”

The tramp snorted. ) ‘ -

“ [ s'pose there ain’t no way of getting nothing to drink,’
heo snzr.rfg’ds. “'Ang yerl I s'poso I may as woll ook i1.”

Dunier tried not to look relieved. The tramp roac slowly,
with a grunt. ITe had caten heartily—too heartily for com-
fort. His faco was fat and greasy. Ile opened the knolted
handierchiof, and shook out the fragments of bread awd
bones it contained, into the grass.

“ "Il take some of that grub with me,” le remarked

“l—if you pp-please—"" ]

“ (1ot anything to say agin it?" roared Mr. Tigg.

# N-n-n-n-noe !’ .

“Then "and over the things, and look lively.”

Bunter, with growing diamay, saw Mr. Tigg wrap up
article after art [ge in the white sceviettes, finally tying the
lot up in a huge bundle in Lhe spotted handkerchief.

Then the tramp proceeded to stulf his pockots with apples,
oranges, nanas, and tinned salmon, and other arlicles,
till Bunter wondersd «dismally whether theve would Le any-
thing left for the picme,

“Ahat's about orlricht ! gaid Mr. Tipe, at last. ™ MNow,
‘ave yor got any money !

“ M-m-m-m-money " stuttered Bunter

Yoz, m-m-m-money ! mimicked Mr. Tigg. *I've left

my cheque-book at "ome on the prand pianner,” he cx-
plained sarcastically, * and I'm in want of a little ready
moeney. I'1l 'ave all you've got; I ain't pertickler. Like-
wiso your walch.™ 5
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“Oh really——""
_ "'And it hover!" roared Mr. Tigg, making a.threaten-
ing motion with his cuedgel.

unter had only a few shillings, and his waich was =a

cheap silver one. The prize was not a great one to the
footpad, and he looked dizcontented.

" You've got more'n this” he prowled.

“0Oh, really, I haven't,”" gasped Bunter.

“ Turn out yer pockets!™

The terrified boy obered. There was nothing move to be
found, but the tramp was not satisfied. He swung his
cudgel into the air with 2 savepe look.

“I want & gquid,” he eaid. ‘" Now then——"?

Bunter backed away in terror.

“I—1 haven't any more money 1" he gasped. * Don'teee=
I— Help, help!”

“*0ld yer row!"”

" Help, help! Murder!" o

Bunter was frightened out of his wits now, The tramp
was probakly only attempting to tervily him inio revealing
any money he might have concealed, but it was deadly
earncst o the junior. He fell upon his knees, yelling for
mercy and for help in the same breath. And as it hap-
pened, there were eare to hear.

A quick patter of footsteps sounded in the woed, and a
etalwart, boyish form came info view among the trecs, Tho
tramp looked round quickly as Mark Linley dashed up
breathlessly, Thoe Lancashire lad still had his Xenophon
under his arm. He had been scated by the flowing river,
studying in the open air—a favourile oeccupation of his on
hali-holidays—when Bunter's tervified eries reached him,

" What does this mean?”’ cried Mark.

Bunter squirmed behind the Lancashire lad in a twinkling.

* Help! Murder! Fire!” he pgasped incoherentls.

“1 wasn't geoing to ‘urs im,” said Mr. Tige, willing
enough to make off now, He was not afraid of a boy; but
there was something in Linley's sturdy firure and flashing
eves that he did not like

“ He's o liar ! almost sobbed Bunter,
He's ztolen my wateh!

" Hobbed you ™

Mark Linley ﬁ}vrang into the tramp's path as he was
gtriding away. Mr. Tige had ne choice but 1o stop.

* Get outer the way!” he roared.

Mark’s face set determinediy.

* Not till vou have resmr-eg
scoundre] 1"

It was a bold speech. The ruffian towered over the lad,
and hie grip was on the cudgel. Mark was unarmed. Vet
never for a moment did the Lancashire lad flinch. His flash-
ing eyes never left the beery, brutal face.

" Will you get outer the way ™ demanded Mr. Tigg, in a
hosrsa voice.

*No, I won't!'r

The tramp wasted no more time in wonds, He gripped
the stick hawder, and sprang divectly at the boy

But Linley was ready for him.

He had let the thick, square volume slide down to his
hand, and as the tramp came on, he hurled it with unerring
aimm. The book crashed under the tramp's chin, and he
uttered an exclamation of pain and staggered back His
orm sank, the cudgel dropped into the grass. As he
staggered, 1Marl-: Linley sprang at him, and they closed.

Boy against man, the struggle would have Leen too ter-
ribly unequal to last. But Marl Linley did not pit his
strength against Mr. Tigg's. Strong as he was, that would
Zha:w oeen useless. But the Lancashire Iad was up to EVErY
trick of wyestlmﬁ. Before the tramp knew what was lLap-
pening, Linley had backheeled him, and Mr., Tigr went
down heavily into the grass, Linler falling on top of him.

The bump en the ground, and Linley crashing on his
chest, knocked evers ounce of breath out of the ruffan.

He lay gasping feebly. Linley planfed o Ln 1
chest, and E-E,]:?ﬁ{l to Bunter. 5 2 G

* (zive me the stick, Bunter,”

Billy mechanically obeyed.
breath, and slow
own cudgel raise

“ Keep still "

i I.-I'DD Fere__‘"

“Hold your tﬂﬂﬁu{!. and keep still.*

And Mr. Tigg thought he had better do so. Billy Bunter
hzd locked on in terrified wonder, but as soon at he saw
his enemy conquered, ha was quite himself again.

“ Hold the beast tight, Lin ey, he said. “ You may as
well give him o bash with the stick to start with.”

Mark laughed.

:: Not if he keeps quiet.”
Well, he was going to bash me, you know. He's got

m&:at&m.”

Ty PR

~ “*He's robbed me!
And he was going to brain me!”

what you have stolen, you

As Mr. Tige gasped for
gan to recover himself, ho found his
threateningly over his face,

“ Take back what he has eiclen™

That waz a pleasant task to Billy Bunter. Ie wenk
through the tramp’s pockets, clearing out all the stolen
goods. He ripped {:gen the spotted handlkerchief with his
penknife, and turned out the contents. He did not go
through Mr. Tigg's pockets gently. He pulled and pinched
and jerked and bumped till Mr._Txgg was inclined to risk
the cudegel and make a fight for it. But he could not quite
make up his mind to do so, He was dea%mlud at last of
overything except what he had eaten. hat, of coursa,
was beyond recovery.

“But he's ealen about ten bob's worth of grub” said
Bunter dolefully.  “ There's no getting that back.  He
ought to be thrashed, Linley. Well, let’s duck him in the

river, then.”

“OLre, voung gents, don’t you—"" ]

“Tt would serve him right,” said Mark Linley. “ But
T don't like the idea of going for a chap who's down.'” He
removed his knee from Mr. Tigg's chest, and rose fo his
feet. * Clet off, you rascal ! ‘ ]

r. Tigg tose slowly. He rubbed his aching bones, ond
looked at Mark, and looked at the cudgel in his hand. Hae
sgemed half inclined to attack the lad.

“You can go," sald Mark.

“(zimme me stick, then.” .

E“I'll give it you about your shoulders if yvou don't geb
'D‘ I]‘.'

Mr. Tigg looked at him again, expressively, and then
slouched off into the wood.  Billy Bunter drow a deep
breath of relief as he disappeared among the trcea

“I'm jolly glad he's gone—though the brute’s taken a
lot of our grub inside him,” he said. " Where are you
going, Linley 1"

“You don't want me any longer: he won't come back.”

# Here, hold on; he migﬂ]t! on't you leave me alone!™
exelaimed Billy Bunter, n alarm. “ Why can't you join
the pienie, and be sociable? D’'m awfully obliged to you
for coming along az you did; I am really, Linley. The
fellows wiﬁ be boek any minute now, and you may as well
pienie with we™ ol

Mark Linlex hesitated. As he stood thinking, there was
a plash of cars in the river. He looked along the Sark,
and Marjorie, in the returning boat, waved her hand as
he raised his cap.

“I'Il stay,” said Mark; “and thanks !

And he staved.

i e et

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Missing—A Fiver,

INGATE of the Bixth wore a worried look. Hoe had
bean inquiring up and down the Sixth Form for
his Iost letter, without finding it. In the aftornoon,
lessons over, he had devoted a good hour te search-

ing for it, without avail. Then ke bethought him of calling
on the fags, A good many juniors had already spent soma
tima in looking for the mussing letter, for Wingate was

opular, and anybody would have been glad to oblige him.
‘R‘he fags of the Third Form willingly hunted for the letter
for a promised reward of a shilling to the finder. But the
afternoon wore on, and the captain of Greyfriars was still
minus his letter,

It was, as it happenad, Burke of the Sixth who found it
He came up to the captain near the school-house door with
n torn and muddy envelope in his hand, and Wingatce's fece
brightened up.

“ Ig that it, Burke?"” he exclaimaod.

“ T aith, it's addressed to vou!" said Burke.
it in a puddle under the trees over yonder.”

“Ah! T muost have dropped it there vestorday,” suid
Wingate, greatly relieved, as he took the letter. *I
remember taking 2 cut under the elms to get to the Head's
garden yesterday afternoon. Thanks, old chap ™

“ Awfully important, T suppoese?'” grinned the other. |

“ Mot the letter exactly—but what's in . It contained
a ﬁva-];u::und note from my pater for my new cricket
things,” the captain of Greyiriars explained,

¢ Waith," said Burke, * I hope the fiver's still in it, then "t

“ Ok, that's all right; the letter’s here, so the fiver—>

Wingate broke off. He unfolded the letter, but there was
no sign of a banknote in it

Burke whistied.

“ Sure you didn't take the fiver out before you lost the
letter ¥ he asked.

“Of pourze I didn't! I've not been making all this fuss
pver a letier, but over what was in it said Winpgaio
abruptly. * Hang it! Where's the fiver?”

“ Must have fallen out™

HYau saw how the letter was folded—in three, in the
envelope, The fiver ought to have been folded inside if

#T1 =potied
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Hurree Singh stood up, glass of ginger-beer in hand. ** Gentlemen ™ he said, * 1 call wpon you for ihe
healthy teast of our esteemed Bunterful chum!”

e mar——

L =

Somebody has teken the letter out, removed the fiver,
folded the letter again and put it back.”

Burke coloured.

“71 say, old chap, T—T—"

“Don't be an ass,” zald Wingate.
ghould think you did it, duffer®”

“I jolly well wish T hadn’t found the letter,” said Burke
uncomfortably.

“Don’t be an ass!

“Do you think I

Somebody has taken the banknote
nut. If may be a rotten, silly joke. I shouldn't like to
think there was a thief in the school. But this has gob fo
be cleared up. I can't afford to lose a fiver. T can guess
what my pater would leok like if I asked him for another,
I'll jolly well make the joker sit up when I find him !"

And Wingnte proceeded to inguire  The news that a five-
pound note had been taken out of Wingate's letter sent a
shock through the fellows. As it happened, more than half
the school were out of doors, but among those who were
within the walls of Greyfriars there was concern and
anxiety. It was not long, of course, before someone thought
of Billy Bunter and his unexpected fiver in connection with
the loss of Wingate's banknote. As a matter of fact, it was
Bnoop, of the Remove, who first placed two and two together,
and Eu hastened to confide in f}u!atrc}d{:. And Bulstrode,
as he listened to Bnoop’s muttered suspicions, grinned with
an unholy joy.

;q Thtia where Bunter got the tin from,"”” grinned Snoop.

L :

“1 knew jolly well all along that he never got anything
from any retten Home Work Association.”

““ Yes, but that isn’t all,” said Bulstrode eagerly. * Duon’t
you sec? No. 1 Study are in it. They're helping Bunter
to spend the money. The young rat wouldn't take me
along: 1'm jolly gfad he wouldn™d now. I don't want a
feed on stolen money. Wharton & Co. are in if, and they're
practically partics to the (heft,™

“They couldn't have known

“ How do you know they conldn't " demanded Bulstrode,
in his most bullying tone. “Of fonrse they knew,"™

# Yo-os, that's what T—I mean,” said Snoop.

“And I'm  jolly well g*ninig to give them away fo
Wingate,” said Dulstrode; and he went off immediately
in soarch of the captain of Greyirmrs. Wingate was casy
to find ; hq was still inguiring after his missing fiver,

“Can I speak to you, Wingaic ¥ began Bulstrode.

“ Wos, if you've pot anything to say,” replied Wingate,
none too cordially,

““It's about the fiver.,”

“Oh! Do you know where it 151"

“*1 think I do.”

" Well, where?"

“ Wharton and his friends have been spending a lot of

money on & pienic to-day——""
“ Don't be a focl, Bulstrode! If you mean to hint that

11
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Wharton would have stelen it, you're lying, and you know
vou're lying."’

Bulstrode looked considerably discomfited. There was
something in the direct glance of the Greyfriars captain
that made him fcel very small.

“1-—1 don't mean oxectly that, Wingale—'

“Than what do you mean? Sharp!” . .

“1 mean,” said Bulstrode, recovering his spirit a liitie
a5 he reflected what o strong case he could make out——""1L
mean that Wharton and the rest nhanﬁmd a fiver at the
tuckzhop for the prub they've taken out.’

Wingate started a little. Wharton had a well-to-do uncla,
but a fiver was o very rare tip for a junior.

" You are sure of tii;a.t, Bulzsirode 7™

“¥You can ask Mrz, Mimble,”

“ Well, I will.”

Wingate turned away and strode directly to the tuekshop.
Bulstrode was left with an evil smile on his face. Ile
had done his best to blacken the captain of the Hemove,
and he might have succeeded ; and he had nothing to lose
if he had fsiled.

Wingate entered the little shop, and Mrs. Mimble's ready
smile faded away at his expression. ..

" You changed a five-pound note for a junior to-day, Mis.

Mimble.!

* Last evening T did, Master Wingate.” 3

“H'm, it's all the same. Have you the note still ¥

* ¥es, Mastor Wingate. I hope—"

Y Let me sen it, please.”

Mrs. Mimble, feeling and looking very uneasy, picked oub
the banknote from its safo corner, and handed it over with-
out a word. ‘Wingate drew his father’s lettar from his
pocket. The number of the note was written there. He
eompared the nuihber givon in the letter with that on the
banknote.

They ware the same.

“I—I hops there's nothing wrong, Master Wingate,” said
Mrs. Mimble, beginning to tremble at the sizht of the
Bixth-Former's face.

* ¥es, there is,”" said Wingate,
I lost 1t yesterday.

“Peary mea!l

“*Did he tell vou where heo

“Indeed he did; he sail
Home Work, or something—"

“AR! Was he alone at the time?”

* Yes, Master Wingate.”

**Wharton and his friends had nothing to do with it?"

* No, he was guite alone. Bless my soul! I hope Master
Bunter did not steal the banknote.”

“1I hope not.” )

* But—but are you going to take it away ! faltered Mrs.
Mimble, beginning to whimper. ¢ I can't afford to
lose 50 much money. It will ruin me. I—"

“Don’t be afraid,” said Wingate. “T must take this
note now, but you shall not lose the meney. The five
pounds will be refunded to yon. ¥You can rely on that.”

“Thank you, Master Wingate; I know you'll keep vour
word. I don’t think Master Bunter stole the banknote,
sither. He is a dreadfully careless boy in money matters,
and never seems to understand that he ought to pay for
ﬁhlngﬂ. but I am sure he is not a thief. There 13 some

readfnl mistake.”

#“Thizs banknote 13 mine.
Who did you cash i for?”

It was for Mastoer Bunter.”

ot 1t "

it was payment for some

i | e

Wingate nodded, and walked out of the shop. e hoped
that the good dame was right, and that 1t was all a
mistake. ut whara could the mistake come in? Bunler

must have opcned the letter and deliberately taken tha
banknote out of it. Thare did not seem room for a mistake
in that. The Greyfriars captain knew Bunter pretty well,
and he knew that the fat junior had sailed pretty elose to
the wind in some of hiz fransactions. Dut then, that was
more through stupidity than what could be ecalled dis-
hﬁnest_'{'._ He clung to the hope that Bunter might be able
to explain, though he could not imagine what the explana-
tion would be.

" Do_you lmow where Bunter i3, Bulstrode?' he asked,
backoning Lhe bully of the Lower Fourth to him.

**1 think I could find him."

“Go and find him, then, and bring him to me at onea. 1
bave found out,”’ went on Wingate, looking at the junior
pternly, * that Bunter cashed the banknote with DMrs,
Mimble, and that he was alone when he did it. What
grounds have you for associating Wharton and bis friends
with the matter?”

* They've all gone out on 2 picnic with the money.”

* Had they any reason to suppose that Bunter had coma
by it dishonestly?”’

“ Ie never has any money."”

“True; but he might have explained this to them as he
did to Mrs. Mimble. You knew he never has any money,
and you knew he had this banknote. Did you think he had
ptolen it, before you knew that I had lost omei™
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£ T—Y never thought of it.” 1 .

4 0Of course you didn't, and Wharton didn’t either. You
are trying to blacken Wharton, and you know very well
that he would scorn to be mixed up in anything dis.
honourable,” said Wingata, in a biting tone. “ I wish
could think the same of you, Bulstrode. ¥You scom to me
to bo only too willing to take half a chance of slandering a
better fellow than yourself!" 2

And Wingate swung round on his heel, leaving Bulstrode
almost green. A cackle from Skinner and Stott of the
Remove showed him that Winpate's plain speaking had been
heard by other gars than his own. He looked towards them
furiously, and they beat a hasty retreat, stili laughing.

Bulstrode thrust his hands deep into his pockets, and
strode out of the gaies of Greyfriars. He had been told to
find Buntor, and he knew where to look for the picnickers.
Ile had that consclation; the mission he was bound upon
was a very congenial one to him.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Jolly Afternoon,

o 4 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob therr.}:, as he
jumped out of the boat, and gave Mark Linley a
slap on the shoulder. * Fancy meeting you!

] ;mu;w: garned u]}: Etﬂt'!rb.a". dB:mty, you young por-

i, you haven't ot the grub ready ™
pu:‘h'rall becn h{;?md,” Eaid Billy” Bunter dolefully. “I
had enough ready for all of w3, and it's all——"

“You'voe bolted it all!” Lo

“ No, I haven't!” exclaimed Bunter indignantly, “ It was
a beastly tramp, and he'd have taken the rest of the grub
away with him if I hadn’t called for help, and then Linley
came up, and wo——"

“ My hat!l”

“Wa sottled him between us, and gob the stull baclk™
said Bunter, *‘ Linley was as brave as 1 was, and he's going
to stay to the pienie. 1t's all right. T'll have it all ready again
in a jiffy. There's plenty left. Fortunately, I laid in a
rood supply.” ]

Bunter, as he proceeded with the preparations, related the
adventure with the tramp; but when he told about fecding
Mr. Tigg with the cholcest morsels, he was surprised and in-
dignant at the scant sympathy he received. The juniors
seemed to regard it as o joke. and Nugent said he would
have given & weck's pocket-money to bo there to see
Bunter'a face at the time. Billy Dunter snorted indignantly,
and the chums of the Remove roared with laughter, and
even Marjoria smiled. Wilhelminag was the only one who
seamed to realise what a serious matter it was to loss tho
provisions.

The loss was soon forgotten, however. As a matler of fact,
the picnickers had much mnore than they could possibly eat
under any circomstances. They brought the cushions out
of the boat for the pivls to sit on, and seated themsclves in
the orass round the glistening cloth. ,

The juniors had enjoved their pull up the river, and it
had made them hungry. hey had spent an hour and &
half in exploring the backwaters of the SBark, and they had
returned in o mood to do full justico to the meal

The scent of warming sausages was very agrecabls to
them, and the girls looked appreciatively at the teapot, which
cave out a fragrant odour.

Billy Bunter, in the midst of a clatter of knives and plates
and a smell of cooking, speadily recoverad his good humour.

Hao served the viands with loving eare, and tho beaming
appreciation in the plump [ace of Miss Wilhelmina made him
particularly attentive to that young lady. 2

Bunter ﬁkﬁd to sen good thin?s fully appreciated, and
thera was no doubt that he had found a kindred spirit in
the German girl.

The proof of the pudding, they say, is in the cating, and
Miss Wilhelmina certainly gave a practical proof that she
enjoyved the pienio, .

There was a pleasant muarmur of voices, clatter of plates,
and ing of corks. _ _

Bob Cherry looked round him with great contentiment, as
he sat between Marjorie and Clara, busy looking alter them
both. o

“My hat!” he said. “This is what 1 eall nipping I'""

“ Ripping isn't the word,” said Nugent. *' It's stunning 1™

“ Btunning!” agreed Miss Clara, who was rather given
to picking up boyish expressions. ' Bimply stunning, old
fellows!"

“0Oh, Clara!" murmured Marjorie. _

“ 8o it is,” sald Miss Clara, with emphasis. “It's simply
stunning, and I would say it if—if Miss Penelope were hore,
s0 there " .

Marjorie almost turned pale ab the thought of what Miss
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Penelope Primroze would have said if she ¢ould have heard
Clara described as * simply stunnmg.™

Misa Wilhelmina nodded slowly,  She did everything
slowly, cxecpt eating. At that, she could keep up a very
good pace, and was an excellent stayer

“Tat is right,” she said. "I call it stunning, pefore. I
tinl: fat i3 good—sehe goot.  Tat is vat 1 fink.”

“fJ.'hE- poadfulness.” :ald Hurree Janizet LRamn Singh, * iz
terrific. 1 proposefully euggest that there 1s a heslihy toast
drunk to our esteemed friend DBunter, wha is the neverlo-
be-sufficiently-vespected founder of the foast.”

“ Hear, hear!™

The nabob stood up, zlass of ginger-beer in hund.  Bob
Cherry hastily filled Marjorie’s glass, and epilled some on
her dress, andd Marjoric smiled sweetly ; but only a rirl could
understand what that smile cost her, as she saw the ginger-
beer on her pretty frock.

“zentlemen,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur, 1 reqguest
vou to fillfully replenish your glasses, In the honcuorable
and non-intoxiful beverage of the beer of ginger. 1 call
upon you for the healthy towet of our csteemed Bunterful
cham !

“ Hear, hear!”

* Our Bunterfnl chium has his faulis.
te denylully contradier that slabement,
iﬂ I-EI.I.J"—"—'”

“ Ha, ha——Heay, hear!™

“0Oh, really, Inky—=""

“But I will not referfully vemark upon those efrcum-
stances, beeause I am speaking the proasefuluess of our fat
and estcemed chum, Tl[h:r ceteemed Bunter is fad and lazy,
aned has becn compared to the honourable porker by in-
vidious cvitics, but [ maintain that the porkerful Bunter has
his pood qualities. Where shall we find & better cook in
the honourable ecliool——"'

“ Hear, hear!™

“Wilere shall we find a more Leenful appreciator of
cooking——""

“Ha, ha, ha!"?

“"Where szhall we find a more sucosssful getfer-up of
honourable pienics? I repeat that the estesmed DBunter
takes, in all theze instancece, the worthy cake, There is a
gongful composition that asks the guestion, * What's the
matter with England? and answers it in this phraze, * Sle's
all right! 1f the honourable poei, who is.not present, will
allow nwe to paraphrase his remack, I shall ask * What's the
matter with Dunter? and-——"

“He's all might ! shouied the juniors,

“Thet is exactfully the case. He's all right., Therelore 1
sugprestfully propose that the healthy toast be drunk to the
cateerned Bunter,™

“ ¥ear, hear!”

he,zxml the toast was drunk with enthusiasm and ginger-
4

Bunicr coloared with gratification. In his excitement ho
drank hiz own health, and some of the ginger-boor went
the wrong way, and Duntor gplattered, Hazeldene thumped
him on the back, and nearly winded him. Bunter's fuce was
red as a beetroot as he staggered to his fect to repiy.

“ Gentleomen——"

“ Hear, hear ™

*“You have heard the too flattering remarke of my frione
Inky. 1 must say 1 think my friend is prejudiced in my
favour,”" =aid Bunter modestly. “ At the same Ume T owill
take the credit of being the best cook in Grexfriars. That's
a well-known fact, and it would be false moedesty in me to
d{"nF if-”

* Hear, hear!”

* The only chap who can run me cloee In that line is
Wun Lung, and he often cooks cats and things, and yon
never know what his soup’s made of, so I think I may state
without contradiction ihat I really consider 1 take the cake.
] am very happy 1o see so many beautifnl and cheerful
faces vound me on this auspleious oceasion,” went on
Bunter, with a dim remembrance of a specch he had heard
on the occasion of some family gathering. * I trust that
this will be the last—] mean will not be the last occasion
uporn which we shall meot upon the—I mean ground tha
festive board. Gentlemen, I thank youw®

* Hear, hear!”

" Blessed row you're making there!” sald a dissgrecable
voice, and Bulsirede came up the bank of the river and
joined the picnickers.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble to Come,
HARELY WHARTON looked expressively at the bully

of the Remove. DBut Bulstrode did not walk on, FHa

stopped, his hands in his pockets, and looked at the

proup with & sneer on hie face, and without raising
Lis cap to the ClLl Houze girls.

* Bunter's wanted ! he said.

Bob Cherry picked up & boathool from the grass, and
fiicked off Bulstrode's cap. The bully recowved o smack rap
on tha head, and gave a erv.

* You—you—why——"’ ,

Y It's o conunon custom to raize one’s hat to a lady,” said
lob Cherry. I dare say you weren’t brought up to be
dﬂ*ﬂuﬁi 5o L'm instructing you

“Wou'll get along,” said Harry Whartom, vising to his
fect with a glint in his eyes.  ** You cad, to comne here to
kick up a row. Get along, or I'll throw you into the river!”

Bulstrade did net move.

“ Wingaite sent me here to feteh Bunter——""

“ Ok, stuff!” erid Bunter. * What does Wingate want
with me? It's only rot, you fellows! I'mi not going.”

" He wants you, and it's——""

“Well, you've given vour message, 3L it’s a true one,”
gaid Wharton, " Now cuil"

[EY I wﬁnTL! I_'___:'I

“You'll go, or you'll be chucked in the waler
your choles™

Bulstrode's face famed with rape. The girls were on their
feet now, looking alavmed. They knew something of Bul-
strode, and expected trouble. The Hemove bully had in-
tended to blurt out the store of the banknote, and make
things generally uncomfortable if he could, but he was too
angry to think of it for the moment.

“1 won't go! I—=—"

Biff] Smack!

Bulstrode recled back, and staggered into the walen
Wkharton's blood waz up, anl wasl b disposed to stend
LPOIL Cerchony.

Toka

%ﬂaah! _
ulstrode sat Jdown in a foot of water, and the eplashes
came over the picnickers, He scramlbled up in 2 toworing
rage, and burst ihrough the rushes ashore. He shouk his
fst furiously at Harry Wharton,

“ Yon—you—] 'l —="

" ¥ou'd better get along.”

I tell you why Wingate wantz Runter,” yvelled DBuls
strode,  * He's stolen <hat Gve-pound nole—"

* That's enough ™

Harry Wharton advanced upon the Remove bully. Bul-
strode defended himsclf as well as he could, but he wis no
match for the angry Form captain.  He went heavily to
grass, with a spurt of claret from his nose. Wharton stood
with flashing eyes, waiting for lhim to rise. He rose, and
walked guietly away into the wood. He had had enough!

Iarry returned to the campers, a troubled expression
upon his handsome face. e looked apologetically at
Marjorie Hazeldene,

“1—I'm awfully sarey this has h-arpeue-:]," he said awk-
wardly., I don’t want you to think me a Bghiing chap.

"

an —

“ You couldn't help i, Harry.”

*You see, he came here looking for irouble, and o had
to po. But I'm sorry—awfully sorry. It was roiten.”

The girl nodded quictly. She knew how Wharton must
feel wi being driven to ﬁ}ﬁhﬁ ng in the prescnce of a girl
But it was certainly true that Harry was not 40 blame,
Bulstrode had been looking for trouble, us he said,

* Dom’t think about it, Harry,” )

He nodded, and spi down again. It was a decidedly une-
pleasant cidend, aud it broke up the cheerfulness of the
signic.  But Billy Bukter ran on with a stream of falk that
filled up the ancomfortable silence.

“Of course, Wingate never sent for me!™ he said. *“It'a
all gas! Fancy s saving that I stole a banknote! llo
must have beerr in an awful temper 1o say a silly thang like
that. I had a banknote yesterday, you know, from the
Patriotic Home Work Association, [or a lot of piciure ?ﬂsb
cards I've been colouring for them. Bulstrede's an awiully
jendous chap.” FONECHA

Wharton was silent. DBulstrode’s wordz were minging In
his ears. e had found it hard to credit that Bunter had
really had the banknote from the Home Work Association,
He firmly believed that association to be a fraud. It scemed
to Harry that there was something in what Buldrode said.
Dunter must have somehow gob hold of somebody clse’s
banknote by mistake.

“(Oh, he was tatking out of his hat!" said Bob Cherry

11
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parelessly. “If Wingale wunts you, he can have you when
Pre”%&} back, We cant spare you now."”

ot muchfully, agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur. “Our
worthy Bunterful chum is indispensable. He is the esteemed

founder of the estimable feast, and may his august fatness
never grow shadowfully less.”
" Oh, really, Inky—"

Wharton dismissed the thoughts that were crowding om
his ';im“!t:hﬂit ﬂ}:‘ﬂ& evident t]l:nt Billy Bunter, at least, had
no idea era was anything wrong about his possession
of the banknote. Wharton assumed a more cheerful look,
and gradually the tall: became gay and animated again,
and the unplessant incident of Bulstrode was forgotien,

It was a happy party. Perhaps the happiest of all there
;1'-':&3 Mark Linley. Tho Lmnmh?ra lad “_EEP given to taking

15 plmsun:_;-. q]lletrl-f',l aend he was very quiet now, but none
the less e;lﬂ:-ymg himself thoroughly. Miss Wilhelmina,
having finished eating, allowed Bunter to arrange cushions
for her {o lean back against a tree, and she looked very
kappy and comfortable there, and diginolined to move. Bus
the sun was sloping down the red sky.

E-i-ngjorie gavo a littla sigh.

“"-"re must be going, I &am afraid,” she said.

Iﬁrh”Pﬂt yet " ericd Bob Cherry, with a start, * I can't

.

Marjorie laughed
::It’s nearer six,” she said.

My hat, how the time flics!”

“In bappiful moments the time slipfully glides away,"
maid the Nﬂ, b of Bhanipur. *I do not remember so happy
an honcurable afternoon since I landfully set foot in this
esteemed and ludicrous country,”

" What you tinkee?" said Wun Lung.
pamee, "

Harry Wharkon rose to his fest.
W suppose you're right, Marjorie—wo must be maving.
You musta’t be lﬂturw!; CHE Heusze, or Mizz Primross won't

lat you come to @ picnic again, Will you come back in tho
bof*{."m far as the school, and then you can take the shorb
ou

“With pleasure."

So they entered the boat, and the remains of the pionio
were stowed away, and then the pienickers dropped lazily
dﬂ;;n the current towards Greyfriars.

were waa a red suneet in the skv: it was prowin Ao
the beautiful evening of a beautiful day. growing towards

They passed other boats on the water, all pulling home
ks Greyfriars now. At the landing-stage they stopped, and

the girls were handed nshore. Burke, of the Sixth, came
from the boathotse and looked at them.

He was about to say something, but he saw the girks, and
changed his mind. Ho hesttated o moment, and then spoke
m o low tone to Wharton.

p: }'a,k-e B}r;lll'!l-ﬂlr in to Wingate as soon as Fos ean.”™

s anything wrong?’ asked Harry gquickly,

The Bixth-Former nodded a‘::]':n::-rt;lg:.Jr A A

“Yes; very wrong.”

“* About the bankno‘e?"

arry sad o more, n caze Marjorie should r. ¥
went back towards the girls. ; hear. He

‘We're all going to Cliff House, of course!” said Bob

nercy. We've got heaps of time before lacking up.”

The heapfulness i3 deprifie,” remarked Hurree Jamsch
Ram Bingh, looking at his bir gold watch.

" Wingate wants to see me,” said Harry: “I should
awfully like the walk to CHf House. You chaps will see
Marjorie & Co. home safe.”

" Yes, rathor,” said Bunter; “I'il look after them! You
Bee——

“ You are to come in with me, Bunter.”

“0h, really, Wharton M

oy Eu'!n?a%a wants you.”

“Well, T euppose he can wait until T come back,™ exnos
bulated Biily Eu-n‘tar. “I don't see why I—" e

“Don't be an ass, Bunter; you know you must come.
Gﬂod—byp. Marjorte !

E[:Eie Eﬁrl lmk-ez*!hgl; him quickly as F:.-he Yahﬂ-:pk hands,

s there anytmng wrong, Herry! ou loolk——"'

He nodded. = i Y
. I hope it's nothing,' he said.
into trouble again, that's all.”

‘ Bunter is a great trouble to you.™

Harry laughe slipgn;ht.lT1

“He's rather a trouble to everybody who Lknows him, I
think. But he hasn't been doing anything wrong this time—
there’'s some mistake. It will be all right. ™ Good-bye,
Marjoric! This has been & jolly afterncon for me.”

“ And for me,” said the girl softly.

They parted, Marjorie, Clara, and Wilhelmina went down
the road with Hazeldene, Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh,

“THE MAGNET "
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“Me tinkes allee

“ Bunter has been galting

NEXT

ruespax: WHARTON & GCO0. v. MERRY & CO.

Nu and Wun Lung. Mark Linley lingered a momend
to Eﬁi’?ﬁ{ aside to Wh&rgun.

can eee something'a up, Woarton. Can I be of any

g

H-EE?”
““ Thanks, old fellow—none! I think it will be all right."”
“ Right vou are!”
And Linley hurried after the girl:a. and joined Marjorie,
Billy Bunter waa looking decidedly grumpy, and disg
to grumble. Wharton passed his arm through the fet
ﬂéﬁﬂs’ and {ed him into the school, directly fo Wingete's
FF
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape for Bunter.

ARRY WHARTON tapped at:- Wingate's door and
entered.  Billy Bunter followed him unensily. he
fat junior could not imagine what was wrong, but be
had a feeling that thers was to be serious trouble.

Wingate was locking out of the window. He turned
round, and gave the juniore a m&rehing look.

“I'm glad you've come,” he said. “ You ought to have
been here before. 1 sent Bulstrode to look for Bunter.”

*We were picnicking up the river,” said Harry. “ I did
not know whether fo belisve DBulstrcde. Ie came and
blurted out some nonsense about Bunter having stolen s
five-pound nole."

= ”uch rot " eald Bunter. ¥ 1 had (hat banknote from

Wingate fixed his eyes upon the fat face.

“You had a banknobte, Bunter?”

“ Yes, certainly, I—"

“ Iy this the note?"

'_Wiﬁatﬂ pointed to a banknote lying on the table, Bunter
blinked at it through his spectacles.

“I daresay it 1s, Wingate, if you got this from Mrs
Mimble. One banknote is just like another, you know.”

"1 suppose you know every note is numbered?”

“I didn't take the number of mine,” sald Billy BDunter;
“I hadn't any ocoasion to. I chan it with Mrs, Mimble
as so0n as I received it"

* Where did you get the note from?”

“From the Patrictic Home Work Asscciation.”

“ They sent it to you for—what?”

“ Tor coleuring posteards for them.”

Y Don't talk nonsense!” zald Wingate brusquely. *f Tell
me the fruth! This is a serious matter. Listen! I lost a
letter containing a five-pound note in the Close yesterday.
It was found to-day—with the banknote missing. }[‘lmt note
I had the number of. 1t was the same number as that of
tho note you -::]mnﬁ!::d withh Mrs. Mimmble—that is to say, ib
was the same note.”

Bunter shook his head.

“ Impossible, Wingate!
from the Home Wnri

How could the note I received
] Association be ithe samoe one that was
in your letter? ¥ou must see there's a mistake.”

** 1 hoped there was some mistake ! said Wingate sternly.
“But it seems to me that there 13 something worse than
that. It was my banknote vou cashed with Mra. Mimble.
You had taken it from my letter.”

“ Oh, really, Wingate—-"

“ Nothing else is possible. Now, if you really had a banks
note of your own, tell me who you received it from.”

“I've told you"

“ Do vou know anything about it, Wharton?"”

Wharton was lookin gisturbed and distressed. He did
nct know what to make of the matter. It was certainly
Wingate's banknote that had come into Bunter’s hands. But
Billy was in earnest in his denials. And the fat junior,
though not always quite veracious, would mever have had the
art or the norve to keep up o scens like this unless he was
conscious of Innocence.

¥ I don't know, Wingate," said Harry slowly.
had a fiver yesterday, and he told us it came from the
Patriotic Home Work Associabion. We couldn't believe it
of eourse; but there was the fiver, and we had to Lelieva
that. It never crossed our minds that Bunter might have
stolen it—and I am quite sure that he did not, There is
some mistake. Bunter's a little beast in some respects—"

* Oh, really, Wharton——""

" But he's not o thief. I am certain he did not steal the
banknole. That’s all T can say on the matter.”

“Then how did it come into his hands? Look hers,
Bunter, you say ‘fou. had your five-pound note from the
Patriotic Home Work Asseciation. In that case, I suppose
they sent you a letter of eome kind with i7"

U VWas, of course!"

¢ Well, where 15 the letter?”

“ I'm sincerely sorry, as if turna outf, but I've lost it. You
see, I had that letter under rather peculiar circumstances.”

“Oh! said Wingate. * Explain the circumstances. Per-
haps we are getting to the truth now.”

* Buntet

A Grand School Tale of H&rrﬁ Wharton
& Co.. and the Puplls of CUI House.



“I'm sincerely sorry to see you douht my word, Wingate.
Any fellow .in fii& Remove can tell vou how truthful 1 am.
You eee, this 1z how it wae. [ had n expecting & remit-
tance from the Patriotic Home Work Asscgation for some
time, and 1 knew it couldn’t be lees than a fiver. Last
evening I picked up my letfer under the irces in the Close,
and found the fiver in 1t. You see, the postman must have
dropped it there, or else it had been deliverad to the wrong
person hy miﬁtqim, and he found out it wasn’t his when he
opened 1t, and just lost it cﬂ.I‘ﬁEEEEI;f. Anyway, there it was,
and the banknote was in it =

Wingate stared hard at the fat junior.

“Arec wyou certain the letter was addressed to voun,
Bunter?"

“Well, vou see, it was dusk, and I'm a irifle short-
sighied,” said Billy. “ I couldn't read the writing, but 1
_knu:.vjit was my Jetter, because there was a five-pound note
m .

“VWhy, you—you—"

"Beﬁi‘r&e&, I managed to epell out the word “ Bunter,”
though it was so dark,” satd Billy. “It wos all right, It
was my letter. Unfortunately, 1 lost the letter, after taking
the fiver out—I was thinking more of the fiver than of the
Iett-al;!t aa[}af mratter of fact, Of course, the banknote was the
i ER ]

i art,”
arry Wharton laughed. He could not help it. Bunter's
mictake was so utterly ridiculouws, his assumption that the
letter must be his because there was a banknote in it was so
utterly absurd that even: Wingate laughed. The matter was
elear encugh now. It was Wingate's letter Bunter had
found, Wingate's five-pound note he had taken out of if
He had dropped the letier where Burke, of the Bixth, had
found it again. There never had been any letter or any
remiftance from the Patriotic Home Work Asscciation. -
“If you weren't the bigpest fool in Greyfriars,” went on
Wingaie, with emphasis, ** I should think this was a cock-
snd-bull story you had made up to tell me. If I
didn’t know perfeetly well that yow've pgot less sense
than a kid of five, I should believe that you were &
thiel. As it 15, I believe that yvou made a mistake which
nobody outside o lunatic asylum ought to have made. You
imagined you read your name on the envelope becouse you
wanted to spend the fiver. Well, the matter’s ended, anxl
you're jolly lucky fo cscape being cxpelled. I should
advise you to more carciul another time. Prople have

e
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gone to rison before now for making mistakes like thet.
Chat's aill.  Only the five pounds has to be refunded to
Mrs, Mimble in the place of my banknote,”

“It’s all right,” said Harry Wharton quickly. * We'll
stand that. The {in was spent on a picnic for all of us,
and it’s only fair we should have a whip round to pay the
piper. I'll see that Mrs, Mimble has the money LF next
week, Wingate, if that will do.*

“ Giod enough. Go and tell her g0.”

The juniors left the study. Billy Bunter blinked at
Wharton with a deeply-injurcd expression outside, .

' Faney Wingate thinking that was his bankrote,” he eaid.

Wharton starced st him.

"I can't see that my fiver was Wingate’s,” continued Bunter
obstinately. " You can pay Mrs. Mimble if you like. I call
il rot. Of course, that fiver was sent me from the Home
Work Association-——""

Wharton laughed. It was evidently useless to argue with
Eilly Bunter. But aé they passed the [etter-rack Bunter
caught sight of a letter addressed to himself. Ho oponed it,
and looked into i, and then his fat foce wos a study.

“ Oh, really!™ he gasped.

Wharton locked at him inquiringly.

“It's—it's from the Patriolic Home Work Association,”
said Billy Bunter feecbly. * They eay that, owing to my
colouring of the posteards not being gquite up to their
standard, they are not able to ecned me urr_r..'lhqu for them.
Thoe—thao hnnﬁimte wasn't from them, after alll

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Y Blessed if I can ses anything to cackle at!"” growled
Bunter. "I consider I've baen freated bedly. Wingatoe
hae no right to be so careless with hizs rotten banknotes.
Loglk here, Wharton, couldn't you pay Mrs. Mimble that
fiver in instalments, so much a week? And then you could
lend me—" '

But Harry Wharton was gonel

THE END.

{Another aplendid tale of the Chums of Greyfriave next Tuspdaw
enctitled ** IMarry Wharton & Co. v, Ton Merry £ Co,  Order in adeance.
Price One Halfpenng.)
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OOK here, I have been hunting for you,
Ian! Oblige me by putting that gun
down, while I give you the higgest
hiding of yvour Life!™

Ian Chenye ewung round fo seo
Bonald coming through the trees
The 4wo were half-broiherz. Ronald’s
mother had died while he was quite
little, and old General Chonys, their
father, had married again. Jan was
the son of the second wife, and was Ronald's junior by over
two years.

Tan was a slight, dapper youth, dark haired, dark eyed,
and thin lipped, with just a faint pencilling of moustache
to show that he was nol quile the youngster he leoked.

¥ What the dickens do you mean?’ he demanded savagely,

ﬁ:na@&, advancing over the soft carpet of pine needles,
0.
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had eome upon him unawares, and he peseoted thie more,
perhaps, than the thr:at. ;

It was not often that Tam allowed himszelf to be eaughd
napmng, . . .

I mean that you have been up to yvour dirty tricks again.
Not content with blackening my name at every opportuoity
to your mater and the quv’nﬂr, yvou must needs begin to
slander old Rough, here”™

Old Reugh, a wire-haired fox-terrier, with alt hiz good
potnts invisible to the aye, wagpea his tail, and looked ab
his master as though to say this woes so.

“Vou've told them that it was he who killed the mater's
prize Buff Orpington, when you koow that il was your own
tyvke that savaged it. You're a liar, Tan, fair, square, and
slap in vour tecth. Tt's old news I'm telling vou; bub if
vou'll put that gun down, I'll prove my words.”

“ Bband off, you hulking brute!” threatencd Lan, dighten-
ing his lips. and bringing the rook rifle he held to the r&;?‘_f.

A Grand School Tale of Harry Wharton
& Co., and the Puplls of ClIT House.
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Il not be man-handled by yon, or any other bullying
tad. Stand off, or, by jingo, I'll pull the trigger!"

But Bonald Chenye came of 4 line that had nover Rinched
wobt from a gon mozale.

_ With a quick sbride, be caught the barrel, and wrenched
it upward. Then two vigorous twisis {fore the rifle frem his
elep-brother’s grip.

the same instant the weapon exploded, and the bullet
siruck the fir-ires, azatnst which Tan had recoiled, i upith-g
a jazged [urrow in the red bark, not a foob above his fread.

Simultanecusly a woman's scream added a double con-
sternation to the feathered occupants of the roolery over-
Ioxd. Tha birds tumbled Erom their perches in terror, and
wheeled, wide and high, above the tres-tops, elamouring to
tnow what all this excitemont was about.

Ronald, who had fallan back & pace, white and shaken
by the awful possibilitics of the accidend, was aroused to
hiz senses by the rustle of silken skirts

Turning, he found his stepmother hastening towarda them,
while a little behind strode the old general, looming ewiftly
up like o thunder squadl,

Fury and hatred were in the woman™s face. All the
'*na:rd:lingl dislike ghe bore to her hushband’s eldest boy blazed
in her dark eyes, and all her love for her own child made
Eer ml]i?er like a tigress, crouching to spring in defence of

Ar Q.

“You coward!” she pasped, almost choking in her passion.
“You shot at Ian! You would have killed him!"” .

“ Mother, you do not know what you are sayingl” said
Ronald quietly, regarding her with etcady, blue eyes.

T do know! Did I not see Tan here strugeling to take

e gun from you, and then you Hung him back and fired !

“Y did mot fire. I was taking the gun from him, as it
ha.]‘:bpans. and it went off by necidont.”

“ Accident?"” ] .

His stepmother gave a little hysierioal serecam of derision,
and turned in furious appeal to her husband, who had now
stumped on the scene,

Old General Chenys had been darting quick glances from
under lis ﬁim.gg:r eyebrows, first at the slurdy lad of nine-
teen, who stood, reok-rifle in hand, his shoulders sguared,
tocking every inch o eoldier's son, and then af the dark,
elim wvoubth, whe atill leant in dramatie pose apainst the
treo, iz head nearer the bullet mark than belore.

There was no gainsaying the likeness between the goneral
‘and the boy of his first marriage.

Roneld had the same ruddy skin, the same frank, biuo
eyez, and clean-cut features. Tan, on the other hand, was
modelled like his mother—dark, handsome, and slender.

He crouched there, watohiul as a cal, while Ronald faced
him dike & bull-terrier

“ Bteady, Julia!” sald the old general. * Thoere iz no
reason 0 go into hysterics or make & scene.  Remember,
please, that we are not a thousand miles from everywhers,
And mow, sir, what have you, as the eldest, got to say
explanation of this direputable brawl?’ he added grimly,
turning on Ronald.

The eldest lad pave his shoulders an almest imperceptible
shrug, as if he knew by bitter experience how hopeless rar:if
explanation of his must be.  He had dong given up all
thought of contending with the forces of slander, misrepra-
sentation, and mistrust which had been used relentlessly,
aver sincs he could remember, to diseredit him in his father's
eves. Whetever he said would be ridiculed by his step-
mother, and denied Batly by Lan, so what was the wse? Ho
was not & sneak, anyway.

“I have explained already, sir, that the explosion of
the %::m was & pure accident. 1 had occasion to take it from
Tan here, and something must havo fouled the trigger as he
et go. It wes a desperatoly close thing, and I em sorry
for my share in it. : :

“Your share of it, pray!”’ sneered Tan, with emphasis.
“Perhaps you will condescend to explain what my share
waa, then! )

Ho knew he could try Ronald thus far, thab his step-
I:-rc:-grhar would not deign to open his lips as to his own threat
to hre.

Roreld regarded him with staely oyes,

“You hound I'" he said eoftly,

“ Halt, sir! Confound 1t!” choked the old general, sud-
denly boiling over. ' Isn't it encugh ¢o have you two lads,
who one day hope to hold hie Majesty's commission as
officers and gonilemen, Hying at one another’s throats like
East ;ﬂnd hooligans, without adding wvulgar abuse o your
orime?”’

“ It is the truth nevertheless! retorted Ronald frankly.

“ Confound and kang it all! Are you going %o defy me
opandy i roared the old general, making the pine noedies
seatter under his etick. “ It is rank, uﬂﬂdulleyn-ted m-ulmjr;
that's what 1t is! Silence, Julis, I will not be interrupted "
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Mrs, Julia Chenys, whose only auxiety was to feed the
flames and kesp her husband’s anger blazing, subsided with
a few hysterical whimpers. ] ]

“ Now look here, Ronald, I hold you responsible for thie.
I know your fiery temper when roused, and I know thet
eome day it will land you in worse {drouble than you can
imagine, By an ace only you bave missed blowing your
stepbrother’s braing out.”

Reonald compressed his lips to stem the bitter words he
might have uttered and regretted. There was o timo whea
the old dad weould have bitten his tongue through before he
would have made an accusation dike that; but things were
gadly different now.

“ Constant dripping weareth away the stone,” and the
ceasclesa calumnies and bitter gibes of his second wifo had
so warped the old gereral's heart that he was boginning
to hats Bonald, too, in spite of himeeaif.

Az for Tan, there was never any doubt that he was his
father’s favourite. Ronald's grim silence ecomed to inoense
the old soldier.

“ To-morrow you both return tq-sandhuﬁt,” he continued
grimly. “ For you, Ronald, it is your last chance. You
have focled awaw wvour time, frittered away your oppor-
tunities, and failed in yvour exams.'

Romnald bent his head, for 1iF was so0. i

“Tf vou fail again, vour chemce of holding ihe King's
commission, as you know, will be gone for ever. You will
have disgraced tho name and traditions of Chenys, as they
have never been disgraced before, and yvou will have broken
all my ambitions into dust. TIm the future you will have to
fend [or vourself, T will have done with vou, and my doors
will be clesed against you."

A ‘triumphant gleam shone in his wife's eyes at this. E{
hook or by orook this triumph must ba consummated. W
Ronald disgraced, her son would stand first in favour and
fortune. His rival must be driven to the wall. Ho muet
nod succeed.

“ Vou hear me?’ demanded the general severely., * Then
go, both of you!" .

Tan moved from the tree, his eyes fixed upon his mother,
Ha read some sign al there which told him too well fo loave
things alone, and depart.

He turned in tho direction of the house, and Roneld, s
though ko had been waiting for him to move, raised his
cap, swang on his heel. and took the opposite path,

Rough c¢ocked his head on one side, and looked long &4
the old general, as much as b say, “ You don't mean this,
air ; you know you don't.” But Ronald’s whistle sounding
through the trees, made him turn, too, and tret alter his
young masbter. .

Ronald threw one gaitered leg over the stile st the far
corner of tho leufmrtmn, halted irresolutely, end sat down
ustride bhe rail.

What a glorious view it was! To tho right the old mangr-
house; behind, the ranks of fir-trees, glowing red in the
punshine, and befors him, field and furrow, weald and wold,
the broad inheritance of the Chenys for thres hundred years.

“My doors will be closed agamet you!" :

Ronald seemed to hear the words again, and eighed.

“ Poor old dad ! he said aloud. 1 believe he means it,
too.  And, after all, I'm net surprised.  Jowve, how that
wonan hates me! Eh, Rough? ¥Wou know, don't you!
You've scon something of it in the five years you and I
have chummed together, haven’t vou, old boy?"”

And Rough jumped on to the step of the atile, and rubbed
his shagey muzzle agIai.gmta Ronald™ cord brecches, as much
as to say, * Heven't I just!" ]

“ Never an opportunmity missed to put in & bad word for
me with the dad, to run me down, and cut me up, and all
for what—eh, Rough! You don't know, de you? But you're
only a dog—just a dog, who thinks that 1o have a chum
always, and a little bit of grub oncs in a while, is about
evervihing a healbthy-minded creature should want in this
world." .

The terrior wagged his stubby tail 4o show that these were
O o ee el Bowal sl il : ta th

“ Bat vou'ro right, + and if the worst comes 'y
wurst-—@id I dungt mmﬂlﬁi it does, exoept for the old dad’s
snke—we two will trot out into the weorld together, end
loave the share that might have come to ua onc day—and
a sad, sorrowful day that will be, Rough—to those that have
schomed for yoars and years to grab it for themselves
Ah, Rough!” :

But nggh had hed encugh of this moralising, and said
%o emphatically. There were sure to be rats taking the
gvening mir among the rushes in the brook at the foot of the
five-acro fiald, amgd he moved that this meeting should now
ﬂdjﬂ-l.l-f‘ﬂ, and the proper busines of tho day bo transacted.

'Right-ho, Rough!” said Ronald, leaping from the stile.
“ And to-morrow we go back te the old ooll, and that
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beastly exam., upos: which go much depends. My last shod,
Rough, old boy, so wish me luck!” i

Rough complied with a eueccession of ecar-splitting barks,
gend then dashed downhill for the bLrook, as if he were an
entire regiment of cavalry, and all the rats had beoa drawn
up in hollow squares to repel the charge.

e e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Last Exam.—Ronald is Accused of Cheating,

The Royal Military College, Sandhurst, is the training
school for all officers of the ca—alry and infaniry of the
British Army. IHither comes the yvoungster from the hig
public schools to be tanght the whole duties of e soldier, who
will some day have to ﬁm& soldiers,

From early morning he is swoetad in the drill-ground, in
the riding-school, and in gymuasium, end is swotted in the
lecture Lalls, He must know not only how to drill, but ba
drilled; not only how to superintend the comstruction of
bridges and field works, but to set to with axe and shovel
to build and trench with his own hands. o )

And 50 he passes from exemination to examination, until
he receives his Majesty’s commission, and i sent to guard
the Kmpire in one of the four corners of the earth.
Sandhurst was in the throes of the examination at the
time thizs chapter opene. From ten in the mormng tiH one,
and from two till five, the halls echoed softly to the ceaseless

ecratehing of pens, the rustling of completed fclios, the
Ecmpq of impatient heels, and now and then a sigh of
e [TRLER.

e sighs were coming thick and faxt from one corner,
end more than one uniformed cadet, in a breathing moment
of trinmph, turned and shot o sympathising glunce in 1ls
direction.

" Poor old Ronald ! )

Roneld was having w bad tims, though he tried hard nob
to show defeat. Sull, he comforted himself that 1t mighd
have been worse. At the outdoor work, at hrln:lgmf ¢it-
irenching, riding, drilling, shooling ﬂ::f’hhmg ho could see
with his eyes and gebt ab with his hands—few could equal,
and none could surpass him,

But at book work he wes s rank dufler,

Howover, the fales had been fatrly kind up il io-day:
ard, after wll, he deserved suecess. He had swotled hard
that term, cutting his cricket, and every other pleesure, so
that he mirht gprind at his beastly manuals.

Qo far be had not done badly, though none too well
The present paper on military topography waz a corker,
however, and threatened to eat up the zmall margin of
kope of sucocss.

If he got ploughed, what weould happen? e would be
the first eldest son for ten generations of Chenys who had
failed to lead o company for his country. And that was a
thing which did not bear reflec'ion, .

“Confound it all.” he groaned uwnder his breath, “only
snofher hour to go!” .

Already some of his more fortunate comrades had finished
:;,hFir papers, handed them up to the examiner, and quictly
¢1t.

Ronald glared at the dreary questions till the type was
ﬁm:.;":_-{'l inte hiz bewildered braini then he stared at the
cetling, and seemoed to read them there printed agein.

Phew! It was hot! Even under the open window just
above him there secmed scarcely a breath of air

Figures, formula, ecales! :

Ha had edopted a system—a foolish one—of writing down
lsts of knotty facts In skeleton notes, and these he had
carried abouwt with him to sean at odd moments,

They were all in his room, of course, and here was he,
helpless, trxving te eall them wup, one by one, from the dim
eells of his brain.

Suddenly a gleam shot through the mental foz enshroud-
ing him. He had just vemembered the amswer to one par-
tienlarly tricky question, and that would help him fo {wo
others, b least. ;

He gave one wild glames ab the erawling hands of time,
and flew headlong at hia task. g

Seratch, sorateh, scratech!  Old Romald wae bucking up.
The professor on duty looked ug slily, and noted the saddean
industry which had replaced the groaning insclivity.

He yvawned, stepped off his dais, and took a turn or two
up :mé down the room. . _

Ronald drove on. It was a race against fime, and all his
E.i?ﬂmmiﬁ depended upen it. Even now he might scrape

ro 1.

Ti:léglmu the professor, hie fcllow.viotims were forgotton.
%o [ur as he remembered or cared they might have been &t
the bottom of the sea.

“Mr. Chonys!™

Lerateh, serateh, seruteh!

“AMr. ﬂi‘:ﬁnﬁfﬁ!”

This time the voloe was louder, and there was & harsh-
nez in the tome which lLrought Ronald up with a round
turn.

)
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He looked up, and saw the professor's face—white, bewil-
dered, furicus—bent upon him,

“C8ir "' he exclaimed, sitting up.

* Perhaps you will explain the presence of this fist of notes
in an examination-roomi" ; .

“ Bir 1" said Ronald again, mow as white and bewildered
as he, end glared at the accusing slip which the examiner
held m his hands,

It was one of those condenscd lists of difficult facte he had
drawn up, and carried them about for the purpose of
meamnorsing them, -

“ Why, where did that come From, eir?’ he poesped, turoe
ing sick wrth horror.

“Jt ia for me to ask vou that,” came the stern reply.
“Is it in your handwriting "'

“ Yea"

“ And I found it here, beside your desk, on the fioor. You
must have dropped it,” sugygested the professor, in eneenag
TG

Rgna]dls face few from white to a furious red, and thea
to white again at the ingsinuation.

“3ir, I swear on my honour that I did neot bring that
paper into this reom, and I have not the lenst idea how %
came here,”

“ And you had not seen it before L showed it to you, of
ﬁ?urgﬂ?l" sugpesled the professor, with an undisguised cu
of the lip.

u IE:lIn!I;LrFr in my study, mot here,” replied Ronald, with
desperation. ) )

“ Lot me look at what vou have written.”

The examiner the papers, and glanced through them
with a supercilious smile,

Evervone in the room had laid down his penm, and woa
staring in Rpnald's direction, paralysed with astonishment.
Tven the ticking of the precious moments could not lure
them back to their work while this awful thing wae happen-
ing in their midst. :

ﬁ‘lmt Ronald Chenys eotld do such a low-down, despicabla
thing none was roady to believe, yet—— .

“Jt is a curious thing,” said the examiner, breaking a
deathlike etillness, “ that of all the questions set, the only
onea you have shaped at are those included n this—
what shall I eall it?—un crib!™

“(Penfound i, sir— "' began Ronald, his anger blazing
up i a fazh. .

“&ilence! Don't dare o eddres: me in that language !
commanded the professor, white with rege. ' Here are
threo questions, the kevs to which are coutained in thesa
notes, which you have answered fully; the others, not 10
eluded, vou have searecly 1ouched.” i

“That may be, and vet I say apain that T know notiing
of this thing,” eried Ronald, " The conclusions you aitempd
4o draw, sir, are pure coincidence. On my honour, I em
innocent I ; .

RBut the professor had already turned on his heel in cone
{empt.

“If remnember  rightly, you 1
already,” he rapped out suddenly, as he reached his seaf,

“Phat is so!” said Ronald, hiz heart dropping, if not his
head, for his chin was high, and his blus eyes biazed Jike
nnwinking stara, .

“ Toxactly 1 and on vour passing this time depends whether
vou gain your commission or not.” _ .

Romald kept his lips shut; but the question was tipped
with such uwnmistakable venom, thai the other cadets pre-
gent could not euppress a faint hiss of disguet.

The man swung round wpon them with a tigerish g‘la.l'oé
but he met two =core of glinting eyes swhich never flickere
in their gaze, ITe flung 5:}“‘n Ronald's papers on the desk
with a vicious jerk.

“From this moment, Mr., Ronald Chenys, I place you
ander close arrest,” e said at last, “ Your case will
roported to the assisfont commandant. Meantime, go %O
your room!’”’ : : : :

Bonald dragged his heels wnder him, and tried to riee.
Tha whele thing had so stunned him, however, that for the
moment he felt he had not the strength to move.  All hopes,
ambitions, even life itself geemed to have crumbled.

Then the proud bleod of the Chenys again leapt, and he
sprang to his feet. Straight as a lamce, steady as on parade,
he marched down the long reom end through the door.

The bell Tang 3 the examination was over.

The news epread like wildfire through the colloge. Renald
Chenys, the best bat, the best half-back, the best rifie shot,
the boet of good follows—ihe best of overything, in fact—
had been caught chealing.

have failed one term
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Tom Howard, unable to rE]i;rvess a amile, ventured to turn
appenling eyes on the colonel.

We will keep him out of harm's way, sir, and won't let
hmj get to the rru:.nt,” saidd Tom, saluiing, detecting, as he
believed, a questioning in the chiel's eye.

“I don't see you, Sergeant Hogan,” said the colenel,
looking in the other direction.

Hogan turned to his companions with a huge smile of
immensze contentment, and brandished his sword silently
above his head, which set them all laughing again.

They had to pick their way slowly before they reached
the plain without, for the ground was cumbered with debris
and manifold signs of the previous night's engagement;
and, as they paseed the Ploughshires, who were just calling
the roll, Tom started at the sound of his cousin’s name.

“ Lisutenant Dashwood is missing, eir,” said the sergeant-
major, in his loud, authoritative voice. And Tom felt his
pabre guiver in his right hand. * Jenkinz thinks he saw
him on the hilloek yonder, and he must have been Lkilled
after they retired.”

And Tom, follewing the direction of the sergeant-major’s
finger, absolutely leaped in his saddle.

A wounded man lay on the side of the sandhill, plainly
visible in the bright wmorning light, and approaching him
stealthily was a koot of nine or ten white.garbed tribesmen.

‘* By heaven, that is Leonard!” ejaculated the sergeant.

And he insensibly guickened his horse's pace, worming
his way into the press of men who filed through the open-

ing.

{eanard Dashwood was looking wildly round, and realised
his danger, and up over his bare head went his arm, which
he waved feebly—a little flash of light on the mnickel.
plating showed them that it held a revolver—and, leaning
painfully back on hiz elbow, for the effert had been too
much for him, he fred two shots into the murderous group,
who were not twenty paces from him,

Tom's heart stocd still, and then began o beat vielently.
A thousand emotions surged in his brain, and Clavering,
who realised the position, saw that his face went a curious
grev colour under ita tan. Tom did not know that the
colonel had caught sight of him, and Lknew what was pass-
ing through his mind; but, casting ﬂ_l.”. proprieties to the
wind, the sergoant clﬂ'p red his spurs into his mare's sides,
and shot past the chief like an arrow from the bow.

A amile played uwnder Greville's grey moustache, and he

Irefore he could do s0 a u.:ilr_'i
Irish howl rent the morning

opened his mouth to give
(11
BRITAIN AT BAY

the word to gallop; but

1 A Thrilllng War Siery in

coming up with a thuendering t¢hat made the plain shake.
The ferce mountaineers had lost heart, and, leaping from
their concealment, ran, with discordant cries.

The little incident of the sergeant and the wounded cfficer
on the hillock faded into insignificance before this eppor-
tunity, and, inclining to the right, as by a commeoen impulse,
the bulk of the squadron dashed off in hot puraut, leaping
the nullah with one or two horses down. 1

(Colonel Martin swept his glasses back upon his own
officer, and the little man’s face was very stern and set,

“He has shot another one! Ten thousand pities that the
man was 2uch a scoundrel ! He is making o good fight of it!
CGreat Scott! He i3 trying to lift a rifle and bayonet, but
he's too weak ! And the colonel uttered a sharp exclama-
tion. *The fiends are on top of him! Bravo, sergeant{
Never saw such a thing in my life! Good, sir, good! Two
down! Thres down !" )

Dick Vivian, his glasses also glued to his eyes, was sob
hing like a ehild in his excitement.

By this time, Colenel Greville, the Hon Algy, and tweniy
more of the Iussars—Jim Clavering among them—had
reached the scene of Leonard Dashwood’s last stand. Hogan
was bareheaded. The second-hand solar helmet he had
bought in Bombay lay on the plain, cleft in twe, and Hogan
was bleeding from a wound on his temple. The man who
had inflicted it had not lived to strike again, for Hogan
drove the life out of him with the celebrated “Cut 1" of
his youth, and of the nine fribesmen who had stalked the
wounded officer, eight lay still or writhing in their agony
round about the disgraced lieutenant.

Before Colonel Greville had reached the spot, Hogan had
canght Tom's mare. For, the business deone, Scrgeant Sir
John Dashwood had leapt to the ground, and was now kneel-
ing beside his dying cousin.

Tom—shall we still call him by the old name?—had stueck
his sabre into the sand. Leonard Dashwood was stretched
upen his back, and to all appearance he had passed away.
tie was terribly cut about, and both his legs were broken.

Tom, almost as white as the wounded man, placed his
catiteen to Leonard’s lips, and managed to force some water
between his sob teeth, _ _

“He has gone, Hogan," said our hero, looking up with
haggard eves at the old soldier.

Death was nothing to Bergeant Hogan in itself. He had
braved it & thousand times, in every shape and form. DBut
aven his rough, uneducated nature felt the solemnity of
that moment as, pessibly, he had never done beiore.

““MNo, he is still alive,” said Tom, as Leonard’s hand
opened and closed convulsively on the grip of his cmpty
revolver, and his eyelids guiverad a little.

(Colonel Martin had sent out two hospital bearers and an
ambulance stretcher on his own responsibility. They were
even then coming across the plain towards the group. And
as Colonel Greville's shadow
{all across the prostrate man
Leonard Dashwoud opened
his cyez and looked up into

L ==
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air, and Hogan, twenty

the face bonding over his

vears younger at the long-
forgotten feel of a pood
horse under him, followed
in our hero's wake, the
akirts of his frock-coat Aying
in the wind.

awn A spasm convileed his
featurez. The oves dropped
apain, only to open a little
lator, and haa mouth
twitched as though he were
trying to speak,

1 ,«MWWZ

they gob under way, and g::tgm,Elﬂtun:érEe 'S?r[gat:f-‘lcet Sl:reaj?. fram his horse and unbut
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all the eager excitement of a
man watching the finish of
a big race. And it was a
big race—for life or death!

“By gad!” cried the
colonel of the Ploughshires.
“ Look at those chapa up
yonder! Half a hundred of
them, at least, bolling like
pmoke !

More than fifiy of the
discomfiled rebels had lain
low in a nullah, waiting «e-
volopments.  And as Tom
Howard, followed by Hogan,
swept past them al;{ightning
gspeed, they peeped up to
goo the long line of Hussars

TOM MERRY & CO.

The chums of St. Jim's College come
over to meet the Greyiriars Cricket Lleven,
and the game is hotly contested,

The pupils of Clifi House show their pre.-
ference in an unmistakable manner, and the
visliing team—well, you'll see next week.
Every reader seems to like the new school,
so 1 anticipate another shoal of con-
gratulatory letters and postcards,

P.8.—The “GEM" LIBRARY Isalsoa gra:
Jolly Jond book. .

cut to precos! I don't know
whether wo ought to risk
moving him''

It was not the whisper

that veached the dying
man's ¢ara  that made
Leonard Dashwood  start,

but the action of turning
bhack his jacket. His oyes
opencd wide again, and fixed
intently on Jack's own.

(Thiz story will be concluded
shoetdy. Thera will be another
fomg  fnatalment of *"ONE OF
THE RANKE"™ next wesh. Pleasa
grder your " Magnet™ Library fn
advance.)
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