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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter's Hospitality,

- ETTER for yvou, Bunter!”

The fatteat junior in the Remove at Greyfriars

eame down the stairs two af o time. Billy Bunter

wns alwnys Mlmﬂti“ﬁ a fetter, and always expecting

to find a postal-order in 1it. He was usually in sore need of a

remittance; all the more so because his remittances wero

few and far botween. ITence his exaitement when Bulstrode,

who was standing before the letter-rack in the hall, ealled
up the stairs to him.

He came down in such haste that he very nearly rolled
down, and trotted eagerly over fo the rack.

“Thanks, Bulstrode!™ he exclaimed. “I waez coming
down to see if there was one for me. Where iz it?"

Billy Bunter blinked anxiously over the rack. He was
the shortest and shortest-mighted junmior in the Lower
Fourth, and there wers many letters there. Ilis big specta-
cles did not seem to improve his vision very much, ecither.

“Give it to me, Bulstrods. I'm rather anxious about
that letter. You ses, I'm Expecting 8 postal-order, and
there has been some delay about it

Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove, chuckled, He seemed
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to find it arrmminiI to wateh thé short-sighied junier blink-
ing in search of his leltor,

“Or wvery likely it's from the Patriotic Iome Work
Association,” went on Bunter eagerly. “I'm expecting
three pounds from them for some pieture-postcards I've
been colouring for them. I'm jolly well in need of the
money, too, ﬁucnuac that chap Wynn, of Bt. Jim's, 18
coming to see me shortly, and I want to stand him a decent
feed, You might give me the leiter, Bulstrode.”

“Tt's the top one,” grinned Bulstrode.

 Oh, really, Bulstrode, T ean’t reach it. T say, you
know, vou are an ill-natured beast! Ow! Leggo my ear!”

“What am I*" asked Bulstrode Sleuanti‘?. 3

“ 1 -] mean you're o jolly good fellow,"” wailed Billy
Bunter. * That's really what I meant to say.”

“Then vou'd better be a little more careful in aelecling
vour words,” grinned Bulstrode, giving Bunter’s ear
another twist, It didn't sound as if you meant that at
all. You can jump for your letier.” )

Dunter murmured something under his breath, which he
could not venture to say aloud, wnd drnggfﬂ over a stoo!
to stand on to get his letter. Diulstrode kicled it as ha
mounted, and the fat junior rolled over and sat down on

the floor,
May 13th, 1908,
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“Ha, ha, hat” . .

“(h, really, you-—you—— Here, I say, Wharlon, give
me my letter, will you?” .

It was not Harry Wharton who was coming along, how-
ever, but Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire. He
glanced at Bunter and i'iulﬁtmdc., and reached a letter from
the rack that was addressed to himself. It was in a girl's
hand, and Mark’s face brightened up very much as he
looked at it. Tunter rose to his feet, and rubbed his benes
where they had comne into rough contact with the floor.

“Ow! 'm hurt! Give me wmy letter, will you?”

“Cortainly,” said Mark Linley.

“ Let it alome !" snid Bulstrode.
young ass jump for it."

Linley «id not reply. He simply reached the lelter
down.  Bulstrode's eyes glewmed, and he grosped the
Lancashire lad’s wrist,

“ Pot that letter back ! he said.

T zshall not ™

They looked at one another steadily for a moment, and
Mark Linley stiffened up ready for o tussle, if need were.
It was not the first time he had fallen foul of Dulstrode.
But the Remove bully, with a short angry laugh, tarned on
hiz heel and walked away.

Mark Linley handed the letter to Dunter.

“You'd better cut off ! he remarked, with a glance
towards Bulstrode. And Billy Bunter took his advice. As
Mark Linley walked away, to read his own letter, Billy
Bunter scuttled upsiairs, and along the BEemove pessage to
No. 1 Study, Four juniors wero at work round the table
in that study-=Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, and Hurree
Emgh. ﬂ'ltl:,' hlmlﬂ:r :lrnpj'lﬁll tnte the arnnchair,

“Any letters for us?' asked Ilob Cherry, looking up.

“There's one for we,” said Bunter. “*I'm sincerely
sofry, Cherry, but I never thought of looking if there were
any for you,”

ob Cherry grunted.

“1'm blessed if T know Lhe hand on this letter,'”” went
nn Bunter, blinking at the envelope in his hand. ** It can’t
be the postal-order I was expecting, or I should know the
handw rlting-”

“Think you could think all that, instead of saying it?”’
asked Frank Nuogent, ** We happen to be working.”

“Oh, really, Mugeni! I suppose this iz from  the
Patriotic ITome Worlt Association, with tho three pounds
that didn't come last week. It will comea in awfully !}mnd}',
as 1t's a half-holiday to-morrow, ad T am simply stony,
There's that chap Wynn, toe, whom [ mvited to come over.
He may come fo-morrow,”

Harry Wharton sat upright.

“What's that about Wynn?" he asked gquickly. * What
agre vou falking about?” .
~ Bunfer was nimntnf; the letier by jubbing his thumb into
it. e paused and l[ooked up at Ilarry Wharton.

“IDhde’t 1 tell you 1 invited Wynn to come amnd see me,
when we were over at 8t. Jim's the other day #" he said.
**It's the chap they call Fatty Wynn, you know, a jolly
decent chap, something like me—pood-looking.”

“You've invited him over here ¥

“Yea, of course. Why shouldn’t L%

“ No reason why vou shouldn't, if you ean look after him.
1le looked to me like o chap who will want feeding.”

“Well, T suppose T shall he able to stand him something
decent, ot of a cheque for three pounds, Wharton "'

“You young as:! You're as likely fo get three hundred
pounds as three !

“(h, rveally, Wharton! If T happened to be stony, T
suppose you wouldn't let a visifor starve. They did us down
aw fully well at Bf. Jim’s when we went over there for the
ericket match, and—"

“0Of course, we should look after him,” said Wharton,
logking worried, * U‘IllI}' we should like to specify the time
our guests come gurselves.  If vou leave the trouble to
us, I think you might leave the invitations to us also, you
yvoung duffer !

“I'm sincercly sorry thal yvou should look upon Wynn's
visit as a trouble—-"

1 den’t! I never saud zo! Shut up, for oodness’ sake,
av I shall lose patience with vou,' said Wharton, “If
Wynn happens te be coming to-morrow, it's deuced un-
lucky, that’s all, as we're all on the rocks

It will be all right. L'm prebty certain that this lefter
contains a zubstantial remittance from the Patriotic——"

My, ratsl” )

Wharton went on with his worl, and DBunter, with an
indignant sniff, unfolded the letter. There was no business
heading to it, 20 it did not evidently “come from the HHome
Work Association.  Bally Buntee blinked over it, and a
long, low whistle escaped him,

“T want to see the fab

“Phew ! My word!"
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He expected the chums of Neo. 1 to question him, but they
went steadily on with their work. Bunter whistled again
and still they did not Jook up. He grunted, and blink
at them. . _

** Look here, vou chaps! This is rother zserious !

** Uh, dear, what is it now ?" o

“This letter isn't from the Home Work Association—"

" [ knew that before you opened it, duffer!™

“*It's from Faily Wynn”

“ Well "7

“Well, read it 1" said Bunter. He threw the letter on the
tabie, and Bob Cherry picked it up and read it aloud, with
a knitted brow.

“ New House, 5t. Jim's,
“ Dear Dunter,—You c¢an expect me to-morrow afternoon,
Figgina and Kerr are deing some sprinting with Tom
Merry and the Behool-House chaps, and I want to have
another engagement, so if convenient to you I will keep my
promise of paying you a visit. I shall get to_your station
at four. I{mc;' regards.—Yours sincerely,  H. Wyxn"

The chums of the Remove locked at one another. They
would have been glad encugh to see any fellow from 8¢
Jim’s, They had been very well treated on the occasion of
their visit to the school to play ecricket thers. DBut it could
not be denied that the visit came at an unfortunate moment.

As frequently happened in the juniors’ studies, it was a
time of scaveity of cash; and Fatty Wynn, of 8t. Jim's,
would not be exactly an ordinary visitor. He was & very
decent and jolly fellow, and they could not help liking him,
But he was like Dunter in one respect.  He had an
apparently insatiable appetite. He would naturally expect
zomething a little out of the common in the feading lineg,
and the %“f,amm'e chums would have been only too giad to
entertain him. DBut at a time when they were ' stony "'—
how was it to be done? DBunter, as usual, bad made & mess
of things, and as usual, alse, he was least worried of all
about it i

“ I aay, vou fellows, T suppose you'll be getting up some-
thing pretty decent for Wynn %" he chserved, reclining at
ease in the armchair, with hia feet on the fender. "1 am
sincerely sorry ihat ’ve been disappointed about a postal
order, and that the cheque hasn’t come from the Datriotic
Home Work Association. I'm short of tin at the present
moment, but of course I'm going to stand my whack. Wynn
is my puest, that's understood. Any expense you chaps are
put to will go down to the account, and I shall settle up out
of my first cheque from Ow ! Wow 1"

A heavy dictionary, hurled by Bob Cherry, smote Bunter
on the chest, and cut him short, The fat junior gaszped.

“You utter beast, Nugent !"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Was that you, Cherry? I think you're o votter, You
might have jolted my spectacles off, and if they got broken
you'd jolly well have to pay for them. You know I've got
a delicate constitution, and, in fact, might fade away any
day and expire.” _ _ :

“Youre a jolly long time sbout it,” said Bob Cherry
unsympathetically. . ;

“We shall have to see this through somehow,” szaid
Harry Wharton. ‘‘ Bunter has got us into a ix as usual”

* Oh, really, Wharton, I don't think you ought to be in-
hospitable———" )

“You shricking ass, I'm not inhospitable! I haven't any
tin till 8aturday, Can’t vou understand ¥

“YWell, you ean get some from somewhere T suppose? I
think yvou ocught te be willing to stand a feed to a guest
T don't cn::m]i':ﬁa.in about your keeping me shaort, ;t.mt when
it"s o question of hospitality to a guest, why I

“1've pot another kook here,” said Bob Cherry., * Another
word, and you get it—""
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“ 0Oh, really—— Ow !

Biff !

“ 0Oh, you beast!"

“You'll gt the :nkﬁnt next, if you don't keep quiet.”

And Billy Bunter thought he had better be quiet.  The
chums of the Remove went on with their work, but they
could not put quite all their attention into it. They were
“gtony *'—with no prospect of raising the wind till the end
of the weeck—and the morrow was Wednesday, and an
important guest was coming. Yharton finished his worlk, at
last, and rose from the table. RBilly Bunter was gquet—
very quiet in the armchair, and Harry felt for a moment
that perhaps they had been a little too sharp with him. No
doubt he was sitting there thinking out how the difficulty
was to be got rid of, ]

“ Don't worry, Billy,"” said Harry, * We'll see it through
gomehow.”’

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ He's not worrving. Look at him "’

Harry looked, and langhed. Billy Bunter was fast asleep
in the armichair, with his mouth wide open, and a perfectly
untroubled expression upon his fat face. He certainly was
nob worrying.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Cash Wanted.

ARK LINLEY sat on the edge of the {able in his study,
looking at the grate, with a wrinkle in his brows.
There was no fire in the grate; the weather was
gelting too wapm for fires, except for cooking pur-

poses. He was alone in the study. He shared it with Lacy
and Russell and littie Wun Lung, the Chinese junior, but
they were down ip-the common-room at present, Linley
was glad to be alene: he had some thinking to do.

Thore was E'.(f'ettclr in his hand=his latter that had coma
by the samo pdst as Billy Bunter’s. Apparcently i caused
him some mental cxoreise, as in the case of Bunter's letter,
too. Mark Linleyv's face had brightened up wonderfully
when he saw the handwriting on the leitar; b had clouded
OVer again now.

Linley, the scholarship boy, hod friends and foes in the
Remove at Groviriars,  Ile was always cheery with his
friendz, and nlwavs quiet and iodifferconi towards his foes,
unless they took active mensures to show their dislike, and
then on more than one ceeasion he had shown that he could
take care of himself as far as fsticuffs were concerned.
Bulstrode had learnod to his cost that the mill-lad From
Lancashire was not to bo bullied; he had never forgiven
his defeak, but Mark weni on his way quietly without caring
for the bitter enmity of the Remove bully. He had firm
friends in No. 1 Study, and with most of the Form he was
on more or less cordial terms.

Thinzs had scemed to be working in his favour of late.
But at the great achool, far from his kindred, the one-timo
mill-lad often felt lonely, and thought with longing of the
bhumble and homely fireside in far-off Lanceashire. Thers
ware the faces he knew; there was spoken the musical
dialect his cars had been accustomed bo from his childhood.
The news that his vounger sister had come to London to
gtay with her relations there, and that he might see her, had
izlah hted Mark. It was like a breath of howne in a strange
and.

But London was distant, and a boy in the Lower Fourth
was not likely to obtain the necessary leave of absence.
Mark had not caréd to ask for it, but it was possible for his
gister to come to Greviriars. The other fellows often
recaived their relulives there on half-holidays, and there was
no reason why Mabel should not come. Mabel, of course,
was cager tn see the greal school to which her brother had
Ene, and which her parents spoke of in awed tones. And

tle would have given anything for the sight of a faco

from home.

And now Mabel was coming !

Mark’s feeling at first had %}cnn one of sheer delight. He

ictured himself showing the girl about Greyfriara—the old
Euilding's—-tlm dim old library—the great gy, and the
dusky chapel—the old elms that had stood there since the
reign of the first Bdward. He could imagine how it would
pll :]ia]ight her.  Bub other thoughts had come into his
mind.

There was =2tll a very considerable portion of the Bemove
that held aloof from the mill-lad, or just tolerated him.
Mabel mighi see it all—she was innocont enough, but no
fool——and Mark writhed at the thought of zllowing her to
gee the struggle he hod contered into in coming to Grey-
friars. Iis people had no idea of it; and, necdless to sav,
Mark had not told them anything of it. They had trouble
enough to leeep him there, even with fhe aid of Bishop
Mowhbray's scholarship, without being worried by knowing
that he was regarded as an interloper by half the Form he
belonged fo. :

.Em:i;if Mabel should see it all!

And that wos not all, either. It was quite possible that
Bulstrode and some of the choice spirits he chummed with
might go out of their way to be anpleasant on the occasion
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of Mabel's visit; might even be rude te the girl herself. It
was a weight on Mark’s mind, and he found himself almost
wishing that Mabel were not coming.

But that was uscless, She was coming, and on the morrow
afternoon, and he could only make the best of it.

[lis reverie was interrupted by the kicking open of the
study door, and Russell and Lacy came in. Mark put his
letter into his pocket. He was on nodding terms with his
study-mabes, that was all; they were-civil, and no more.
He went out of the study, and in the passage he met the
chums of No. 1 Study. Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation.

‘¢ Flara he is! Linley shall have first chance }”

Mark amiled.

“ What is it?" he asked.

Bob toolk him by the button-hola. i

“Tt's an awfully serious matter, old chap. A shocking
and unexampled misfortune has fallen upon Ne. 1 Study—
a kind of thing that was absolutely unheard of—

“ Why, what 15 it?"

“ We're stonv broke

Linley lnughed.

“0h, is that all " ]

“ AllY said Bob Cherry indignantly. 1 should think
that's enough, as we have a guest coming fo-morrow—a
puest who's one of the jolliest chaps in the world, and will
have to be fed like a prince—e fat prince, I dare say
youw've notieed that Dunter, of our study, has a healthy
appetite,  Well, Bunter’s anpetite is pomt-now ht.gne to
Fatty Winn's, We want to lay in a supply as if we were
going to have a whole battulion of Territorials guartered
upon us. And-—""

“WWe're stony ! satd Nugent.

“ The brokefulness is torrifie,”” murmured Hurrce Jomsct
Ram Sinzh, “ The ravoutfuluess of the esteemed cash i3
comiplete. " : 4

”}‘md we're going rourd to raise the wind,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “If vou have any odd fivers knocking
alwout, we offer vou o safe investinont.”

“That's it; as safe as if vou buried "em in the ground
and ff:-r,gﬂt the place,” said Bob Cherry. * Hand over your
fivers!'

“1 wish T could, but T've only got five shillinge,’
Linlev. “If that's any use—""

“ We won’t rob yvou,”' said Bob Cherry generously. * We
are looking for fivers. It's rather thoughtless of you to be
out of banknotes at this important junciure, but I suppose
vou didn't foresee it. Of course, it's all Bunter again. He
blued Wingate's banknote, thinking it was his, and we've
had to hypothecate—that's a good word-all our available
cash since to make the money up. Bunter isn't worrying;
he's only invited a specially hungry guest for us to look
after to-morrow. Clome on, kids, and we'll see if there's
any tin left in the Remove” i

And the Famous Four went on their way.

gaid

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Carberry.

T was a serious ease, and something had to be done: but,
I as usual, misfortunes did not come singly., Never had
there been such a scarcity of cash in the Hemove at
Greyiriars, apparently. The juniors seemed to be
mostly 1n the same state as the chums of No. 1 Study.
Bulstrode always had plenty of cash, but the four were on
bad terms with the bully of the Remove. Bulstrode might
or might not have lent; iu!- Harry Wharton would certainly
not have thought of asking him. . -

Harry did not, as a matter of fact, like the iden of boarrow-
ing at all, but under the present circumstances there seemed
no other resource. Fatty Wynn was coming on the morrow,
and common courlesy required that he should be well looked
after, and DBilly Huntar&%aﬂ chesrfully Ieft the looking-aftec
to be done by Harry Wharton & Co.

There was one junior in the Remove whose supply of

oclet-money exceeded Bulstrode's, as a rule, and that was
{)itt’m Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. Wun Lung was so
attached to Wharton that he would certainly have done any-
thing to oblige him, and after failure to raise & loan in
various quariers, the Famous Four turned their steps
towards Linlev's study in search of the little Celestial.

Wun Lung was alone in the study when the chums entered.
Fle was sitting at the table, so busily occupied that he dud
not look up.

“ Tiasy *'" asked Bob Cherry,

“ Yally busy. Alleo lightee. What you wantee

“YWhat on ecarth are you <doing?"’ exclaimed Harry
Wherton, looking in amazement at the work the little
Celestinl was engaged upon. Wun Lung had a packet of
fobaceo and some cigarette-papers on the table before him,
and was rolling cigareties

3
A Splendid Tale of Hap Wharton
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“ Mo makes smokee,” said Wun Lung,
innocently.

“You don't mean to say vou smoke, Wun Lungi”
excloimed Wharbon, azhast.

The Chinee grinned.

“ Me no smokee." . .

“You know it's agminst the rules.  But if you don't
smoke, what on earth are you rolling cigarettes for ("

“ Allea light. Me no smokee.”

Wharton loocked puzzled. The Chinee was a
fellow, and an inveterate practieal joker, but he was not
known to have any vices, He was as full of tricks az o
monkey, but not this sort of trick. Wharton guecssed that
the cigaretfes were a part of some scheme that was working
in the little Chinee's brain, but it was pretty clear that Wun
Lung did not intead to explain.

“Well, you'd better not let & prefect sea them,' sa’d
Harry. * He would jump to the conclusion that you were
gomg to smoke, and vou'd find it hard to explain.”

Wun Lung nodded.

" Me savvy.”

“ But to comeo to business," went on Harry. T want to
raise some money., I can repay it on Saturday, but I want
it pm;i-lllcular]:.f for te-morrow. Can you lend me a sovereign
ar 5a 3

Wun Lung's face fell.

Az o rule, he had half a dozen or more sovereigns in the
pockets of hiz flowing garments, but just now the scarcity
of cash seemed to have spread to the little Celestial,

= %I& snEjy." lie murmumda ——

" ¥ou stony, too" gprunte ob Cherry.

Mo bloke.” . .

. What rotten luck,” said Nugenf. “ ¥ou're alwavs rolling
in filthy luere, too, The Remove scems to have fallen upoa
hard times generally.’”

“The hardfulness of the Limes is torrifie.’”

“ Me so solly.”?

Wharton laughed. The sorvew in the litile Celestial's
face wns genuine, and ahinost tragio

“It'as all vight,” he said. * Never mind, kid. We shall
raise the wind semewhere, At a pinch I'll ask the Form-

master for an advance upon my allowance. I think Quelch
would let me have it.”

* Looke to me as if you'll have to,"” said Nu :
that till the lase, fhc-ggh. My hat! ey
¥ou doing with Christmas erackers 1

The little Chinee looked confused for a moment.

“Allee light,”" he said.

“ But what are those Christmas crackers for$"

“ No savvy.'”

* What are you going to do with them ?”

U No savvy™
_ Nugent laughed. When Wun Lung said that he did not

eavyy,” it meant that nothing would make him savvy,
and it was useless to ask questions. :

The Famous Four turned to the door., Wun Lung leoked
round after thom,

“ Allee light,” he said. * Me tly findee cash.”

“That's all right, kid. We'll raise the wind somchow,™
said Wharton.

And the juniors left the study.

 Wun Lung looked worried for some moments. He par-
ticularly wanted to oblige Harry Wharton, who had been
2 good friend to him in the Greyiriars Remove. But he
grinned again as he turned to his work, Ile was carefully
rolling the cigarettes, and in the tobaceo in each the little
Chinee was placing the Liny paper cap from a Christmas
eracker.
_ When he had finished a dozen of them, he placed them
in a little paper bag bearing tho name of a tobacconist in
Friardale, and slipped it into his pocket. Then he put
away the remainder of the tobacco and the papers in a
cupboard, There was a curions smile on the guaint little
face as he glided from the study.

Ae he went downstairs & harsh voice called to him from
the Sixth Form ]Emssngc, and the little Chinee submissively
answerad the call of Carberry, the prefect. The big senior
was sztanding at his study door, and he looked down at
Wun Lung with an angry frown,

“You young cad! Have you been to the village??

“If you pleasee, Calboily—""

“T1 knew vou hadn’t," suid Carberry, with a glint in his
yes;  you've been in your stady.”

* If vou pleasee——"

“Come in here!"

Wun Lung looked mora inelined to holt, but the hu11¥ of
the Sixth seized him by the shoolder, and dragged him
into his study., There were two other SBixth-Formers there,
and they were smoking cigareties. Carberry was the black
gheep Eﬁ Greyfriurs, and his study was the headquariers of
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tha "“fast set™ in the Sixth—~-iheair " fastness " consisting
chiefly in smoking cigarettes and drinking weak whisky-
and water.

Carberry slung Wun Lung across the study, and he
bumped against Loder, who promptly shoved him off, and
he reeled against the table,

“The young cad hasn't Fetched my smokes, after all”
saftt Carberry. *If you chaps will held him, I'll give him
a dressing with & fives-bat.”

“Ceartainly, Coarberry !

“No dlessee!’ ghrieked Wun Lung.
clralattes !’

“You've got them "

“* Allee light,”

“ Why didn't you say so, then, you young idiot "' growled
Carberry. ** Give them 1o mel”

Wun Lung obediently drew the paper bag of ciparettes
From his pocket, and handed it to Carberry. The Sixth
Form im]]lg,r took it, and sniffed the smokes with much
satisfaction. ;

“Good! These are the right stufil! Did I give you the
money for these, kidiy”

““MNo givee

“ Then I'll ewe it to vou for the present,’ prinned
Carberry. ™ ¥ou can cub; and you're jolly lucky to got
out of thiz without a licking, 1 can tell you™

“ Mo velly glateful” murmured Wun Lung.

*L ﬂll, . gout with ¥ou P

Wun Lung got out, and Carberry clozed the door. Ha
turned the cigarettes out of the bag upon the table.

“They're all right,” he said—"" first quality ! Thoat young
raf knows better than to get me cheap ones.”

“You got them pretty cheap, though,” remarked Loder;
and thae three seniors laughed, as if over a good joke.

“Well, try them,” said Carberry. “ You can chuck away
that one, Loder. 1t's not up to these, I can tell you.”

“ Right you are!” said Loder; and he thvew his cigarette
into the grate. ]

The three seniors helped themselves from the cigarettes
brought by Wun Lung, and lighted up. Carberry puifed
at his smolke with great apparent enjovment. :

“Thiz ig ripping ! he said. * Doesn’t scem to quite draw
as it should, perhaps.”

1 was just thinking the same,” said Loder. ] ]

““Seems to have a rather curivus flavour, this,” said
Benson suspiciously. ' Blessed if I like this smoke much,
Carberry I

“Oh, rats!” said Carberry.

“Wall, it docan’t taste——  Ow, ow!
Benson.

Crackl : ;

e drepped the fragment of the cigarette from his mouth
sz if it I']:ad suddenly become red-hot, There was a smell
of gunpewder in the room. .

“Why—— What the—— How——"" gasped Carberry,

“* It’s—it's exploded '

“Why, T Oh 1"

Bang ! ]

Carberry's eigarette had followed suit.

The Sixth Form bully jumped clear of the floor,

Loder took his elgarette hastily from his mouth. He was
only just in time. The cigarette exploded in his fingers,
and he gave a vell.

“My—my word! What the—""

““ If you call these first-class E_m{rk{"s, Eﬂrbﬁrr}er

“If this iz gne of vour little jokes, Carberry——"

“ Tokoz!1” roared Carberry. * Yes, it iz a little joke!
Tt's that heathen rat of a Chince, of course! He's fixed up
thiz for us! No wonder the smokes tasted 11&-:511111:'!‘

He hurled the remainder of the cigarettes into the fire,
There was a series of muffled explosions.  Carberry was
white with rage. .

h” rL-iut‘ﬁ go and look for that Chinee!™ he muliered
thickly.

A‘.mir thay went and looked. Dut they ¢id not find Wun
Lungz. ‘The little Celestial, chuckling over his joke, was
taking very great care to keep out of sight.

U Me goles

“They're first-rate!”

Oh!” roared

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bulsirode’s Little Scheme.

HE problem that confronted the chums of No. 1 Study
T had not been solved by the fellowing morning. They
had regarded Wun Lung a3 an almost certain resource,

but he hod failed them. There was still the
Form-master, who would doubtless have made the required
advance, but Harry Wharton shrank from asking him,
Bob Cherry suggested that eomething might turn up, with

lendid Tale of Har Wharton
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his usual optimism. What might turpn up, and where it
waa to tum up from, Bob did not specify.

HMarry was thinking it over during the morning lessons
that Wednesday, but without arriving at any solution.
Billy Bunter was looking unusually pleased with himself
that morning. He was quite certain that there would be
a feed for the St Jim's fellow, and how it was to ba

rovided he did not care in the least. It would certainly

ave to be provided somehow. The only thing that worried
Bunter was that Fatty Wynn was not coming till four in
the afterncon. Thinking of the feed whetted his appetite,
and he folt that he could not hold out till four o'cleck, He
nudged Wharton when they came out of the elass-room.

bt | -aa{, Wharton—""

“Well, have you thought of anything?' asked Harry,
thinking that possibly the fat junior had some sugzpgestion
to make,

“¥Yas. I want yvou to lend me o couple of shillings—'

1 haven't any tin, ass!”

* Oh, really, Wharton! ¥You said that westerday.®

Wharton laughed impationtly.

“But I havent had any since. I've bean trying to raise
monay fﬂ!‘ a feed in the study this afternoon, bub I can’t
manage it, se far. I thought you might have some
ﬂu%p;ﬁstm_n to make.™

illvy Bunter pondered, )

“0f course, I'm willing to do anvthing I can,” he said,
s if It were guite an Impersonal matter. " Heow would it
o for vou fellows to get up an entertainment, with me as
ventriloguist, after dinner, and M

“0Oh, don't talk bosh!"

“(Oh, really, Wharton—— Well, perhaps I could
hypnatise Wingate, and make him lend you a couple of
pounds. Oh, really, Wharton! I wish that chap wouldn't
walk away while I'm talking to him, And he hasn't lent
me the two shillings, either. I can’t understand him grow-
g so mean lately. Now I gha'n't get anything to cak
pitil dinner. Grer-rt”

y ﬁi-.ﬂd Bunter walked away with an extremely discontented
ook,

Wun Lung sidled up to Harry in ihe passage.

“'No tlouble 'boutee cashee,’ he murmured.
lightea,”

Wharton looked at him,

*“ Have you come in for a windfall, kid?"

“ No windfallee. Me findee tin plenty quick.™

“Where are you going to find 07

The little Celestial looked mysterious,

* Allee lightee, Me find,”

' But really &

“Nao tlouble,” repeatad Wun Lung impressively. ¥ No
askee question. Tlust Wun Lung. He findee cashee allee
Yight., Mo savvy." o

And he walked away to aveid further gquestioming.

Wharton was puszzled. The little Chinee was concerning
himself very seriously about the matter, but Harry was nob
inclined to wholly rely upon his assurance. Wun Lung
thought he could raise the wind, but probably the wish was
father to the thought.

“1 shouldn’t wonder if the young bounder can mnnnﬁe
it," DBob Cherry remarked when Harry mentioned the
matter to him. " After all, he's a chap of his word, with
all his funny tricks. I'd leave speaking to Quelch till the
Iast minufe. Let's meet Wynn at the station first.”

“Right-he! said Harry. And so it was scitled.

If the chums of the Remove had not been so coneerned
about their private affairs, they might have noticed that
there was “something on' in a cerfain section of the
Bemove., Bulstrode and Snoop were doing a considerable
amount of whispering together after classes were dismiszed.
Mugent, happening to pass near them just before dinner,
caught an eager question askad by Bulstrode:

“ But you're quite sure?”

Y“"Yas: I"ve scen the letter,” eard Bnoop. .

WNugent passed on, witheist thinking about anything he
had heard. It was of no consequence or interest to hun—
at least, so he deemed then,

The two cads of the Remove ceased to speak till he was
out of hearing when they caught sight of him., Dut
Bulsirede was lgmi:ing" cager and cxeited,

“Vaon"ve eeen the letter” he repeated.

" ¥es, rather! T happened to see ib—

A sneer curled Bulstrode's lip.

“ Yesz, yvou often happen to ses fellows' letters, don't you,
Snoopey '

Snoop fAushed a dull red, .

* Look hera, Bulstrode, if that's how you're going to take
it L4 ] .

“Oh, rats! 1 don't say T'm not going to wmake use of the
information, however vou got it,” said Bulstrode.  **But
you're sure?’

“¥es. Her name's Mabel Linley, and she's coming this
afternoon by the four o'clock trawn at Friardale Btation.
It's in black and white."

“ Allec

T
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“ Gond ! chuckled Bulstrode. * If it's all right we car
malke that ead wriggle over this, Only you're such o liar
Snoopey——"

“ Look here——" ) S

“ (h, don't begin any humbug with me!” said the Remsve
bully contemptuously. 1 know you, &noopey. You lied
about Linley, and got us all to send him to Coventiry, and
ginee the trath was found out you've had a dose of Coventry
vourself. It would be just your game to start the fellows
varging Linley again, so as to be able te creep back into
being noticed. I know you.” . i

“Wall, you ean let the matter alone if you like” 2aid
Snoop sullenly.

“Not a bit of it! It's check enough of a Factory-hand ta
come here at all, scholarship or no scholarship,” said
Bulstrode, with virtuous indignation, but te want to bring
his rotten relations here fairly takes the cake! We have
our people down here to show them round, L;-jut fancy this
chap having the cheak to bring a factory-girl! & :

“II thoughl it was awful check,” said Snoop; that's why
1 mentloned—" ok
T 4 No it isn't,” said Bulstrode. ¥ You thought it would
he one up against Linley, you know you did, and you don't
eave whother the school’s disgraced or not. If you did, you
wouldn't stay in it."”

Snoop bit his lip.
sort of allr. At that moment Snoop
Bulstrode more than he did Mark Linley. = =~ | Syl

“We'rs not going to have this sort of thing, said Bul
strode. **If I were captain of the Romove, I'd mt.erlej
in iz place quick enough. The fellows eclected Wharton
for Form captain—-" . ,

“ Some of thom are sorey for it since he's taken such a
stnnd about Linley.”

“1 should thinli' so. But Wharton, or not Wharton, the
outsider's not. going to bring his factory people round Grey-
friarg without somebody having something to aa;}'.a.bc-ut it
Kueep this dark, Snoop, except from our at}t.”‘ﬂe Il have &
party at the station when the train comes in.

Bnoop whistled. : -

“ T say, that's going it rather strong, Bulstrode !

“T mean to go it strong. Jt's time somebody made a
stend for the dignity of the school,” said Bulstrode.
“There's too much of this giddy Radicaliam and Socialism
about, and » chap ought to stand up for his class. These
people ought to be shown their place.’ "

“ (O course they ought !" assented Snoop. The check of
Linley to faney that ﬁﬂ:’ﬁ a fellow like us!

Bulstrode could not help grinning.  Linley would have
felt very small if ho had fanvied himself a fellow like
HEnoop.

“{h, don’t you start on thal
Bulstrode. It only makes you look funny.
tell the fellows about this." . . )

And Bulstrode walked away, leaving Snoep scowling.

—_—

Bulstrode was o most uncomfortable
probubly hated

tack, Snoopey !’ said
I must go and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Chips In.

ARK LINLEY strode along Friardale Lano with his
quick, springy step. In the bright spring afternoon
the Lancashite lad was feeling very happy. His mis
givings were gone for the time, and he was thinking

only of the pleasure of seeing » face from home and hearing
again the musical sound of a Lancashire voice. ]

The little railway-station at Friardale was looking very
quiat and sleepy in the sunshine. It was not at all unusual
for Greviriars fellows to bo about the station on a hali-
holiday, and so the sight of Bulstrode and Bneop did not
oxeite any suspicions in Linley’s mind, o

e wished they had not been there just when his sister
was coming, but that waz all. The purpose they might
have never crossed hiz mind.

They took no notice of him, but when he had passed them
they grinned.  Just inside the station Kidd and Mukle, two
of Bulstrode's sct, were lounging by an automatic matchine,

They exchanged winks af the sight of Linley, and he
observod it. Ho looked directly at them, and they grinned
and turnod away. : y

Fecling vaguely uneasy, Mark went into the station.

Three more fﬁ]f:}ws belonging to the Remove were there—
Berry, Bden, and Kettlo, Thoy were all of Bulstrode's sct,
and the avowed enomies of the “scholurship boy.”  Mark
could no longer doubt that something was “on,” cspecially
when Bulstrode and the rest followed him upon the plat-
form, with the evident intention of wneeting the incoming
irain.

A red flush came over Mark's faco,

He guessed that the news of his sister’s comung  had
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reached Bulstrode’s ears, and that the bully of the Remove
intended that something unpleasant sh-:-uﬂ:l happen upon
her arrival.

Mark's cyes blazed at the thought. e had had some
misgivings on this very subject, yet the thought that the
fallows could deliberately plan rudeness to an unoffending
%:r! was almost ineredible to the lad. But as he looked at

ulstrode & Ca. he could not doubt that they meant Tis-
chief. The train was due soon and Mark was not the kind
of follow to leave such a matter unsettled till the last
moment. There were seven of the Removites but Mark
walked straight up to Bulstrode on the platform.

“What are you doing here?™ he asked.

Bulstrode grinned.

“Have vou bought up the station ¥ he asked in his turn.

And hiz followers chuckled,

“ My sister is coming by the next train in,'” said Mark
quietly. I don't like to chink that vou fellows can be
sads enough to intend any rudencss to her,”

“Cada—eh ?" said Edon.

“Yes, cads!™ said Mark, with fashing eyes. “T say, if
YOt "i:m:ncl anything of the zort, you had better say so
now |

Bulstrode burst inte a jeering laugh.

““And what will you do?" he said.
the station?™

“Hjla, ha, ha!"

“1 shall try," said Mark quielly.

Bualstrode stared.

“ My hat, he's poing to try to fura soven of us out of the
station, kids !

“ [la, ha, hal'’

Mark st his teeth, He was in a dangerous mood at that
moment, and ready for anything. But before anything
further could be said there was a clatter of footsieps on the
Matform, and a cheery voica.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ™

It was Bob CUherry, and his chums were with him. They
lnoked eurionsly at the white, fieree face of the Lancashire
ladd, and the derisivo faces of the othera

“ Fulle, hallo, hallo 1" repeated Bab Cherry, looking [rem
ohe to the others. * What’s the trouble, my sons?™

“Mind your own business ! snapped Dualstrode.

T make this my business,” said Bob blandly. I sce
that [rowns are mantling the noble brow of our friend
Mureus, and I ask the reason.”

“The frownfulness is terrifie, and—

“ Explain,” sajd Nugent.  We've got a friend coming in
oy the four o'clock train, and if there's guing to be trouble,
wo went to get it over before then™

“ 1 =ay, you fellows £

“Hhat up, Bunter ' said Wharton.
Linley ¥

“The trouble iz this,” said Linley befween his teeth.
4 These eads know that my sisier 18 coming in by the next
(riin, and they've come here to be rude to her.”

Wharton's eyes flashed,

“ T2 that the case, Bulstrode??

“*Mind your own business "

“Will vou answer my quesition?"

“Ma; I won't!”

“ Very well. Listen to this. If one of you says or does
anything Miss Linley might be offended at, it will mean
srouble—real tronble—far 1'll give the chap o hiding on the
spot, till he can't stand upright "

lulstrode gritied his tecth,

< Will you?t I—"

“NEE said ' broke in Bob Cherrey.
decent chaps to talk 1o worms like you.

“The "nuff-fulness is ternific !’

“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Ilere comes the train!”

Wharton tapped Linley on the arm as they turnod
iowards the incoming train. The Lancashire lad’s face was
dark and troubled.

“ Don't worry, Linley. The cads won't dare to say any-
thing now."

Linley nodded without speaking.

The train cletiered into the station.

From the window of a first-class carriage a fat, beaming
face looked, and the chums of the Remove rushed off
{owards it to greet Fatty Wynn, of 8t Jiw's, A girl looked
From a window further down the train, ia a third-class car-
viage, as the train stopped, and Mark Linley burried dawn
to help Lis sister to alight.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Linley's Sister,

ATTY WYNN grinned cheerily at the chums of Grey-
friars. His fat, round face seemed almost to fill the
window of the train. Billy Bunter was the first to
reach the carriage door, and he dragged it open a3

the train stopped. a gripped Wynn's fat hand, and
jerked him out upon the platiorm.

“Here you are ¥ he szid. * Jolly glad to see you! T've
brought some friends fo mect you, Wynn. Ilow are you,
old boy "

“ Ripping | said TFatty Wynn. *I needn’t ask you how
vou are! Hallo, Wharion—Cherry-—Nu ant—dJ ampot—""

* Jamset,” purred the Nabob of Blanipur—" Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.”™

“ Holy Jampot in English,” said Bob Cherry, in a tone
of explanation,”

“My worthy chum—"

“ Jolly glad to seo you all!” said Fatty Wynn.
Duanter, you've grown since I saw you last.”

“Why, it was only a couple of weeks or so—

“T mean sideways,” said Fatey Wynn”

e Dh lll

"' The sideways development of the honourable Bunter is
terrific.

* Oh, really, Inky—— DBut, slmnking of grub——"

“1 wasn't spealung of grub.’

“3Well, T was, then. Speaking of grub, how do_you fecl
after your journey? Pretty sharp sef, I suppose?”

“Well, middling,” said Fatty Wynn modestly. “I'm not
a fellow io cat much, as a rule, but I do get bungry at this
time of year, you know. Ii's the weather about this time,
I suppose. Figgins and Kerr stood me a feed just befero
I left St. Jim's, and it was preity decent, you know; but
it's n Im:? journey, and I've Lad pruuliculiy wothing in the
train—only o cold chicken, and some Lo and sansages, and
a pigeon pie, and a fow pounds of apricots and some pears.
I admit T could do with a {aste

“Phere's a jolly ripping feed at Greyfriars, T needn’t tell
vour,” said Dunter. " Bat I was thinking that a snack in
the village as we pass the tuckshop——- o

 Just the thing ™' said Wynn heartily.

If looks could have slain, assuredly Bunicr would have
fallenn vpon the platform like a dead Yalstaff at that
mioeent.

For the chums of the Remove lind absolutely nothing in
theiv pockets, and their eredit was already strained at the
vitlagpe shop.

1t was extremely doubiful if Uncle Clegg would stand
anything more on “tick,” and to bave to give him 2z trial
before o visitor, at the risk of a refusal, was too bad for
anyihing.

But Bunter did not eare. Probably he did not even think
about the matier at all. 1Ie wanted o feed, and he hospit-
ably wanted to feed Fatty Wynn, and that was enough for
him. Such details as raising the wind could be left to
lesser intollects,

Wynn's promipt acceptance of the offer was only to be
expeeted, But Wharton worked up a ghastly smile,

The situation was about as awkward as could be imagined,
for it would never o to let the wvisilor for an instans
suspect the shortuess of cash. It would make him feel so0
cxtromely unconforiable that it was impassible to conicin-
plate it for o moment,  Anythiong but that,

“ (e on, then 7 zaid Harry, with hollow cheerfulness.

And they moved towards the exit from the platform,

Dulzsirode's eves glinted as they went.

“It's all right, Snoopey ! he mutiered.  *“They won'd
want to kick up a row before the Bt Jim's fellow.”

“ Pettor keap off the grass”

“Are you afraad 7

“well, I don’t want Wharton slogein
gone. You know what a beastly har
ought to kngw 1"

Bulstrode s{:{}wledq he did not like reminders of his
defeat ab Wharton's hands. But his expression changed in
a moent, as a new idea eame into his mind.

“Uome ever here,' he aaid, “X'm going to speak to
tI]E:Eutw—”

" It's all right—it's not a row.”

Snoop and the rest follewed Balsirode rather uneasily
towarcs Mark Linley and his sister.  After what Wharion
hadl aaidd, they were very chary of a vow witdi the Lancashiro
lacl, Wharten wasz, as Snoop uncaszily remembered, such a
beastly hand hitter, and he never failed to keep his word.

Mark had forpotten them for the moment Ha wos
epeaking to his aisber, and for the tinie beingr the two wore
alone—alone with thovshis of home. Mabel was a year
vounger than Mark, somoewhat shight in buikd, but very hike

“1 sy,

L]

e afier Wynn is

hitter he 1s—you
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hor brother in feature. She was very plainly dressed—plainly
and cheaply—Dbut guietly, with no attempt at adorniment
bevond her means. Bhe looked a very sweet, innocont, and
unafiected pirl, and her sdmiration of Mark was very evi.
dent. He was a ** big brother ™ to her: and in his school
clothes and cap and neat boots, he, of course, looked very
different from the brother she had been accustomed to
at home, IHer admiration was mixed a little with awe;
Mark was evidently 1o her the embodiment of all that was
noble and admirable,

* How changed youn ars, Marky ! There was a trace of
the Lancashire burr in her voice that gave it & very musical

and caressing sound. ** I shouid hardiy have known you !
Mark smiled,

“ Only changed in looke, Mab, that's all.”

**Ah, yes, in nowt else, I am sure," said Mahel.
these boys fviends of vours, Marky?”

Linlay coloured a little.

“ No,” he said shortly. I don’t get on very well with
that set. This way out, lass™

Mabel looked at him guickly.

“ How do you get on at the school, Marky?"

“First rate,” said Mark cheerily. " Most of the [ellows
are simply ripping. Wharton, for instance. I've iold yon
about him in my letters,”™

* Yeg: I should like to see him."

“ You will see him, lass, He's one of the best, and most
of the others ara all right; of course, there are black sheep
everywhere,” said Mark Lightly.

He stopped as he was poing towards the exit, for DBul-
strode and his friends had come directly into his path,

Mark's eyes glinted.

“ Do you want anything?® he said guietly, his heard
beating fast.

“ Nothing,” said Bulstrode, with a searcely perceptible
E}Ea‘in "“ Only to extend the welcome of Greyiriars to Miss

inley.

His friends stared, as well they might, at this change of
front. Mabel, remembering what ;"sigari: had jusc zaid to
her, looked puzzled.

“Wa are happy and proud to welcome Miss Linley." went
on Bulstrode, in an airy way. ' Weo shall be delighted (0
show her any little attention in our power.”

“0h, thank vou!™ said Mabel innocently.

# The chanpe from a lactory looming-room," went on Tul-
strode, whose knowledge of the interior of faciories was
limitedd—*' the change from the looming-room—or the
muling-reom, whichever it is—must be very great—as great
as it was to you, Linley, when you fimst came to Greyirviars
on that eoxcellent scholarahip. We all want to take cars of
Miss Linley. We shonld like to show her round.”

Y Yo, rather!” sald Suoop.

Maric Linloy was chafing; he detected the irony of Dul-
strode’s manner, which was as yot lost on Mabel

*You are all very kind,” said Mabel. I was almost
afraid to come and see Marky at such o big school, but
now——""

“ Marky 13 very happy, T am sure,” said Bulstrode, whils
his friends tried in vain Lo suppress iheir chuckles. ' Ho
i3 preiting on famounely at Greyiviars. Hea iz quite a leader
of society there. To be in Linley's set is really the hall-
mark at Greyfeinrs, Not to know Linley iz to be one-
sclf unknown.”’

Mabel loolked puzzled.

¥ Naturally, it took him some time to get used to lhis
new surroundings,” went on Bulstrode blandiy.  * Some
rogulations he was not acenstomed to troubled him very
much at frst—szuch 2 the rdle of washing repularly every
morning, and keeping hizs finger-nails clean, and——%

*“1 am sure——"" began Mabel indignantly.

Mark's eves Llazel.

" That's cnough,” he said,

And his look made even Bulstrode siep quickly back.
Mabel's heart was beating viclently, amd she cought hee
brother by the arm.

“ Marky !

Mark controlled his temper with an <ffort,

* Come on, lass’’

Harry Wharton came guickly towards the group. Falty
Wrnn and the vest were poingr out of the station. Wharton
raiged his cap to Alabel,

“1 say, Linley, wa're going to drive up to the school,”™
he said. * Can we give you a lift—an<d Miss Linley ™

“Thanks wvery much,” said Mark gratefully. *' This is
Harry Wharton, Mabel, Wharten, my sister Mabel”

Thers was such a ring of pride in Mark’s veice as he
gatd " my sistor Mabel,” that ©t went straizht to Wharlon's
heart. Absencs: [rom home, association with the sons of
wealthy men, ard an edueation far beyond that of his sister,
had not made the shightest differencs to Mark Linley—not
the faintest trace of snobbishness had crept into that franl,
manly nature. He was as fond and proud of his sister now
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88 he had boen in the old days, when they had gone up
to the mill gates together as half-timers,

Harry shook hands with Mabel cordially, taking no noticy
of Buistrode & Co.  His manner wei so pleasant and
courtcous that the shy litle gidl did not feel in the least
conitrained, and they chatted pleasanily as they left the
station, Mabel walking Letween Wharlon and hoer brother.

Bulstrode looked after them with a sneer on his lips,

* Bickening, I eall ! he said. * Faney a chap like
Wharton chumming up with 2 whole family of factory kids!
Where are you going, Berry?”’ 4y

“ Anywhere,” said Berry. ** I've had enough of thia"

:: What do youn mesn?" demanded Bulstrode fiercely.

What I say. It was o roiten cad's game, and when I
looked at that gicl, I £t jolly well ashamed of my3elf,”
said Ilerry. “ You can put that in your pipe and smoke it!
I'm off."

Bulstrode was zbout to make an angry retort: but ha
found thal Berry was not alone in his views. The otiers
followed him, leaving only Snoop with the bully of the
Hemove., Dulsirode gritted his feetls.

* Thoy're afraid of Wharton " he snarled.

*Of course,” euid Snoop: ** that's 11"

“ Don’t tell lies!” said Bulstrode. * You don't think
anything of the sovt,”

And e thrust his handz <decp into his pockets and stro's
away. Perhaps he was feeling a little ashmmned himsel!.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Turns up Trumps,

u IND wou don't forget to stop at the tuckshop,™ said

M Billy Bunter.

The driver prinned, and touched his cap.
* RBight, aur!"

And he clambered into his seat. It was a big, roomy
trap, and there was plenty of room in it fur the chuns of the
(sreyiriars Hemove and their new friends.  Fatty Wynn
spread himself over as much space as Billy Bunter—about
twice as much as anybody else required. Mabel Linley, who
blushﬁgd and smiled shyly when Harry Wharton introduced
his friemds, was assisted into the most comfortable soat, and
the shabby old rug was arrunged as a cushion for her. She
sat with Mark on one side, and Harry on the other, looking
very pleased and happy., The juniors piled themselves in
anyhow, and the vehicle staried, Billy Bunter keeping an
anxious eve open lest the tuckshop should be paszed.

Mugent looked at Wharton, and met his ove,

* Going fo risk it f

B M=t

And Negenl mave a sheoag of conical despair.

“ Btoppeo, pleascs !

It was a voice from the road.

* Wur Lung, by Jove!”

The little Celestial was atanding in the road, waving his
hand exeitedly,. Wharton tapped the driver’s shonldor.

* Btop, please.”

“ Right, zur!”

** Me comaee in,"” zaid Wun Lung,

“ My word,” s2id Fatty Wynn, losking down at the
quaint, <iminutive figure of the litde Celestial, I didn't
know you grew Chinamen heve”

** Ile belongs to our Form,™' zaid Ilarry.

“0Oh, yes, I remember now! T've scen him before,. He
soems exciled about something.™

I think le’s got a message for me.'

Nugent grinned.

** By Jove, I hope he has!™

Wun Lung was jerked 1o the trap, and they want on.
He sat beside Wharten, and iz hand mot Harry's, and Lie
squeezed eomelhing into . It was a little silken purse.
Harrv looked at him inoparingly.

“ Allee hght ! murmursd Wuan Lung.

And Wharton's brow eleared eonsiderably.

Io could feel through the silk that the purse waa full of
coins, though he did not know what they were. Wun Lung
had evidently * raisod the wind ' somewhere, and coma
along ab the last moment Juet in time to save the situation.
]Fi're minutes later the trep stopped outside the villags
shoy.

Tire Juniors streamed into the shop, and Wharlon stopped
oufzide for @ moment, aml stgned to Frank Nupent to stop
too.

He apencd the purse and pourad the contenis out into the
palm of his hand.

Then he uttered an exclamation of amazement.

There were fon sovercigns there!

Ten procmds!

Wharton staved at the litla Lheap of gold in his Land.

T

A Spiendld Tonle of Harey Whanrton
& Co. and the Punils of ClIIl Houss,

1
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* Whera on carth——"" he began.

Nugent grinned.

“Jolly good windfall,” he said.  Never mind whers
Wun Lung got it. We know he came by it honestly, and

t’s enough. He's got rich people, you know. Of course,
you won't want to use half that—or a quarter.”

“Of course not.”

* Put it somewhere in safety, and let the young bounder
have it back later.”

Wharton nodded, and slipped the pold into his leath
purse. He handed Nugent E %E:;upli:} ﬂfgth-e sm'emigz'.m. =

* ¥Will you eut on ahead to Greyfriars,” he said. * Clet o
really good foed at Mrs, Mimble’s, and have it ready when
wo et there. Wynn will be hungry again by the time we
get 1o Greyfriars, 1 expect.”

“"Right you are!" said Nugent, laughing.

And he slipped the moucy into his ket and seb off
towards the school. In the village Ellnpﬁﬂ]? Bunter wnas
Fu'mg his orders with the air of & prince, Burt Uncle Clegg
ime® Bunter, 2nd he listened to his princely orders without
stirting a musecle or moving a liml.

* Well, don’t you hear?'’ exclaimed Buonfer, at last,

" Ees,” said Uncle Clere, “I ‘ear.” ;

:: Then why don’t you move?™
- '-';";1'3 terms 13 cash ! said Uncle Clegg primly.  “ I knows

l?lmi‘m' blinked at him.

% Ob, really, Unele Clegg——"

© My terms,” said Unelo Clegp, *is sagh!®

Horo, Whartan! Where are you, Wharton! T sav, vou
fellows, where’s Wharton? This beast won’t serve us till he
:;:;s& ,t,t"’ tin. I should think hoe would know me by this

“ Perhaps he does ! sugpested -

“ Oh, really, ChErr}f-—-—EF Fob Cheriy.

Wharton came up to the litile counter.,

“It’s all right, Uncle Clegg,” he said.

The old man was brisk at once. He Lknew Wharton.
Ie would have hesitated to let any schoolboy have an eredit
the amount that Bunter had just been ordering, but he
knew that if Wharton hadn't the money in his pocket, he
would say so. 3

I won't keep you a minute, Master Wharton.””

And Unecle Clegg proceeded to set out his wares,

There
wns a cheery pop-pop of

a chee ingar-beer corks, and a gurgling
of liquid into glasses. Mabel Linley was looking a litéls
hewildered. Wharten brought her a fresh and nice-looking

tart on 2 plate and a glass of lemonade as she sat on the
only chair 1n the shop.

Mabel accepted them with a soft  smile, She was be-
ginning to gef accustomed to the juniors. Nothing could
have exceaded their courtesy to the schelarship boy's sister,
One and all were anxious to make up for Bulstrode’s ruade-
nes:s, and to give Mabel a better impression of Greyfriars,
Only Bunter and Wynn gave more attention to the good
things on the counter than to Miss Linley.

1 must say that I call tkis ripping,” said Fatty Wynn, ag
he consumed his eleventh jam-tart. ** It was thoughiful of
you chaps, The tarts here are good.”

CMAmt they " said Bunter. ' Ripping. Unele Clegg
is rather a bheast, but the tarts his wife makes are good.
Hi_z Iooks a beast, doczn't he ¥*?

“Oh, he's all right I

“That he 1sn't! - He's often refused fo trust me for a few
tarts—Eimes when I've been hungry, too. Once I told him
that if I didn’t have some refreshment guick, I felt that I
should sink down and expire on the floor of his shop. And
ke said that be would give me in charge if I did anything
of the sort,”

“la, ha, hal"

“ Blessed if I can see anyvthing to cackle at in that,
Wynn !’

“OF eourse not,” said Fatty Wynn, at once. *“It was
roagh, wasn't it "

“1 should think so. I've o joli ] ;
some of my ventrilogquism on old Clegg,” said Bunter, with
8 gleam behind his spectecles.

“Go it ! said Wvnu, starting on his twelfth. “I shall—
1 shall finish with thiz one, or I sha'n't be hungry when we
get to Greyfriars.” ]

Billy Bunter cleared his throat,

1 say, Uncle Clegg, is this rabbit-pie fresh "

 Quite fresh, Master Bunter.”

" Liar E’I -

Unele Clepg rave o jump.

It was o igu.llnw voice, and he could have sworn that it
proceeded from the rabbit-ple. He stared at it opeén-
mouthed, =

“ My heye ! he gasped. * My heyel

No. &6,

good mind to work off

“ The thing speaks for ifself,’”” grinned Bob Cherry, * I
actually talks.” .

“My heye! I must be dreamin®!"’

“ 1 wonder what 1t's made of,” =atd Bunter,

“ Mew-ew-aw-ew [’ came from the pio.

There was a roar of laughter.

Unele Clegg’s eyes scemed about to dvon from his head.

“ My—my heye ! he said faintly. *' I swear, gentlenan,
that's as good a rabbit-pie a5 you never eat. My heye "

“ Mew-ew-ew |V

" You ought ta Tkill &rm:r calts before xou malke "em into
rabbit-pies,” said Bob Cherry severely. “ 1 call this cruelty
to anrmals.”

“ My heye!"

“ Mew-ew-aw-gw 17 ;

“Here, we'd better gol out of this," said Bunter. “II
that's what the rabbit-pies are made of, who knows what
the tarts are made of ¥ Led's zob out. 1 should recommend
you not to settle up for that little lot, Wharton."

The jupiors, lavghing loudly—and BMabel looking wery
puzzled—Ileft the shop; and so dazed by the unexpected
evidenee from the rabbit-pie was Uncle Clegg, that it would
have been quite easy to leave without settling the bill. But
Whuarton stayed behind to settle it. He paid Ugpele Cle F,
and left him standing like a man in a dream, gezing bla,nﬁ ¥
and dazedly at the rabbit-pie.

et el

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie to the Rescuel

ARK LINLEY'S face was very bright as he helped
Mabel into the trap again. The kindness of Whearton
and his friends bade fair to make the Lancashire
girl’s visit to the old college s great suceess. Mabel

was such a sweet, shy little thing, that one could not help
liking her; and Harry Wharton wished very much that she
would meet Marjoric during her stay at the school. Boys,
of course, could be very nice, but Harry knew that Mabel
would feel more at ease if there were another of her own
sex in the party. And Marjorie Hazeldene was just the girl
to take care of the shy little visitor from the [ur-ofl cotton
county,

The trap drove up to the pates of Groyiriars in fine style,
and guite a crowd of fellows gathered to see them alight.
Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth came along to
chip their rivals of the Romove; but seeing n lady in tho
%a.rt.;,r they raised their csps inctead, and passed on.

emple, Dabney & Co. were great on form. But zome of
the Remove were not quite so polite. During the stay ia
the village shop, Buleirode and Snoop had returned to Grey-
friara, and they stood looking on now with sneering faces.
But for the presence of Mabel, they would have been cloared
foreibly off the scene in a very short time.

Mabel looked round her with awe and wonder as she went
into the old Close, shadewed on ull sides by the grey old
huildings, but wide and sunny. The buwldings awed her,
and the sight of & master in gown and mortar-board crosing
the Close intensified the feeling. She clung more closely to
her brother’s arm. Ilarry Wharton walked with them ot
first as they went in; he wanted to speak to Linley.

“We're going fo get up a bit of a celebration in No. 1,
he remarked. ** Will you and your sister come? We should
all be pleased.” . o

“You're awfully good," =aid Mark Trmsttgbtmf:.

“ Marjorie Hazeldene will be there,” satd Harry, * I've
just hoard that she's over here with her brother.”

Mark looked at his sister.

“T—T should like to come very much,” said Mabel shyly.

“Good! Then it's szettled. Six o'clock s the time.™

“ Right you are,” said Linley, ' and thanks very much!™

Maubel glanced after Harry Wharton as he rejoined his
friends.

“What a nice boy Wharton is1" she remarked.

Mark laughed. i )

“i Yoz, I told you you would find him so, didn't I, lass?
He's a fine fellow—one of the very best. IHe's made things
very different for me hera from what they might have
been.”

They were wulking along slowly under the old elms
Mabel's face wag very thoughtful, and she was silent for
some moments. ] )

“ Jiut vou are not good friends with all the boys here,
Marky ¥ .

“ Mot all,” said Mark evasively,
to he expected.”

“ No, I suppose not, Mavky.™ .

“] get on rippingly with those I eome most in r::-crut?u::t
with,” said Mark, ** Harry Wharton and his set—and they’re
the best in the Form. Those other fellows you saw at the
station are the rotters. 1 don't see much of them.”

“Of course, that waan't
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“"You don't mean fo say you smoke, Wun Lung!™ exclaimed Harry Wharton, aghast,
and went on with his work.

The Chinee grinned

F RN F s e L e i e L

Mabel nodded, and was silent.  Alps, for Mark's brave de-
termination not to let his sister see anything of the trials
he had to face at Greviriars! DBefore she had set foot
within the Greyfriars grounds, Mabel knew it all—it came
to her intuitively. The scene at the railway-station had
been quite sufficiant.

But she would not speak about if.

Mark, az he wallzed with her aboutl the old school, pointed
out the varions objectis of interezst, and in the pleasure of
doing go, he became bright and happy, and the little clowd
left. Mabel's face.

Her interest in the old school was keen, She looked with
wonder into the huge gym., and with awe into the aneient
chapal, whers morning seeviee was held, and where the sun-
light glinted through stained-glass windows that had glim-
mered in the suns of seven bundred years. The change
from the busy hum of a Lancashire town to the quiet and
calin of that old chapel struck the giel strangely. This was
something out of what she Lad known before, 1 her hinited
experience. She began to understand, too, the alfection in
Mark's heart for the school, in spite of the troubles he had
to battle with there.

“ It is beautiful,” said Mabel softly. :

They strolled away to the old cloisters, quiet and calm
in the afternoon, shady from the blaze of the sun. Mark
pointed out the gates on the other side, where the New
Acndemy stood, and told her of some of the many rows and
L jﬂms; between the Greviriars lads and the alien pupils

0. b,

of Herr Rosenblaum. And Mabel’s laughter as she listened
cchoed among the old cluisters.

It was very quiet and c¢alin there. It seemed impossible
that they could be so near to the swarming playing fields,
amd yel za secluded and quiet. Fainily from afar rame
occasionally the elick of bat and hall, wet & sound of shout-
ing from the cricket-field, where the Sixth-Form were play-
ing a match. There was o sound of footsieps in the cloisters,
and Carberry, the prefect, came in sight, ITe glaeed at
the brother and sister.  Ilis eve glinted o little as he looked
at Mark, Many a rub had the Lancashire lad had with the
Lully of the Bixth.

“Go up Lo my study for me, Linley,” said Carberry, © Get
ey straw hat, and bring it down to the gates”

Mark hesitated.

As a Removito he was liable to fag for the Sixth, of
course, at any Lime; buat il wos 'Eulrl!:'-l::ltﬁn.rlj',.' gzl.l]i:l'lj.",' to be
ordercd off ]]I%i& that when he was showing hig sisler round
the =chool, and time was so linnted.

But it was useless to object. lle did not want 2 scene of
violenea belore Mabel.

“WVery well, Carberry,” he said quietly.

“Lut off at once,” said Carberry, strolling away in Lo
direction of the gates, Mubel logked at ber brother in
HU P IS,

“ Who i1a that ¥ she ashked. )

“le'a a prefect,” said Mark, **a sort of monitor, you
know. We juniors have lo fng for the SBixth—he's in the
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Bixth Form, you know. Do you mind waiting here a few
minutes, Mab, while I get his hat, 've got to go.”

“ O course, I don't mind, Marky., 1 will sit on this seat
bhere—it is lovely to be here,” said Mabel.

“ That's vight; I'll be back under five minutas™

And Marl Linley cut off.

ie passed Bulstrode and Snoop in the Close, but withoul
noticing thom; for he was sprinting aleng in 2 hurry. Hae
sbopped a moment, however, to raise his cap to Marjorie
Hazeldene. The girl was crossing the Close, leoking very
sweet and fresh in her white blouse and summer hat. She
gave the Lancashire lad a amile.

“¥ou are in a kurry,” she said.

“T'm fagpimng for Carberry,” said Mark.
sisler in the Cloistera,’

Marjorie looked interested.

“ Your sister is here!” .

“ Yes, waiting for me in the Cloisters”

“Then harry,’” said Marjorie, with a smile. ¥

Mark Linley ran on, and Marjoria changed her direction,
roing towards the Cloisters. But Bulstrode and Snocp were
there already. There was an ¢y il expression oh the face of
the bully of the Remove. Snoop looked uneasy. Ie saw
that Bulstrode had some scheme in his mind, and he re-
membered Harry Wharton's reputation os a hard hitter.
But for that, he would willingly have backed up Bulstrods
in anvthing caddish.

* What are you going io do, Bulstrode ! he asked, as the
Remove bully dragged him into the Cloiaters.

Bulstrode chuckieg. .

“ Don't you see? Linley has gone off for some reason,
and laft his sister there.”

“Well, what thon?” 3

“QOh, you're a dommy ! Now’s our chance!

Snoop shrank back a little. : : -

“T—1I say, Pulsirode, you're not going to hurt a girl—

“ Who's going to hurt her ?* said Bulstrode Hercely.

“Oh, I—I thoug i . . i

“ Then don't think, idiet! T'm only geing to give Linley
a scare. We'll make the factory girl go into the chapel,
and fasten the door so that she can’t get out, and Linley
will be in a state of stew when he can’t fied her.’

““ Bhe'll be frightened.”

“1 don’t care if she is."

£ Byt

“ Shut up and come alonz™ ]

The next moment they were in sight of Mahel Linler.
The girl was sitting on the seat under the shade of the
Cloisters, plad of tho rest in the shade from Lhe summer
sun. She looked up as the cads of the Hemove came along,
and a shadow crossed her face. Dulstrode stopped, without
reising his cap. . .

“ Your brother wants to see you in the chapel,”” he samd,

Mabel half rose, and then sat down azain. She did not
trust Bulstrode. : :

“ Marky told me to wait for him here.” she said.

% Well, Marky’s changed his mind, and he wants you to
go to the Ehﬂ-FE now,"’

Mabel shook her head.

“ Come plong !

“ I must wait for my brother here™

“ Look here, he wants you to zo to the chapel, and T'm to
take vou," said Bulstrode roughly, “ Will you come?"”

“ I must stay here™

“Btuff ! You've got to come!” -

“1 do not believe you,” said Mahbel, at last, looking the
Remove bully steadily in the face. " You are not a friend
of my brother’s. You were rude to me at the station. I
ahall stay here,”™ ; 3

Bulstrode’s eves glinted with rage.

“Will you?" he sald savagely. “ You'll coms along’
Ile Ea,iited:' the girl by the wrisi. * Take her other wrisf,
Snoopey, and we'll have her in the chapel in o jiffy.”

Snoop  hesitated. Mabel, surprized and alarmed,
struggled to draw hee wrist free. DBut Dulstrode held it
with a savage grip. Her strenglh, of course, was nothing to
his, and she was dragged along.

“"Let mo go!" pant-n:d Mabel. * Oh, help "

“"You coward 1"

It was a voice ringing with indignation, zg Marjoria
Hazeldene ran between Bulstrode and the Lancashire lad's
pister, * Let her go at once, you coward !™

Bulstrode started back, and reloased Mabel in shesr sus-
prise. He had not expected to sec Marjorie at that
moment. The colour Aushed crimson in hia cheela.

“You coward! You coward!"

Marjoria threw ons arm round the Laneashire girl, and
faced Bulstrode with flashing eves, as if ready to defend
Mabel by physical foree if need were. Shame and roge
were strugegling 1n Bulstrode's face, as ho stood with
nqu::hcd hands, his finger-nails digging 1into his palms.
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TAE NINTH CHAPTER.
Enterialning the Guest,

HE scorn flashing from Marjorie’s eyes brought the red
T into the cheeks of the Hemove bully, as he stood hesi-
tating and confused. Snoop quietly scuttled off
through ihe Cloisters, Dulsirode's eyes sank before
Marjorie’s; but at last he forcad a laugh. o

“There's nothing fo get oxcited about,” he said, bilin
his lip. I waan't going to havt her. Do you think
would hurt a girl @™ —

“I think you are brute encugh for anything,’ sud
Marjorie seornfully.

Bulstrode's eves burned. . o

“You ought to be ashamed,"” zaid Marjorie.
feighten you much, my dear?” ) i

Mabel was clinging to her, still panting and terrified.

“ N-n-no,” she stammered, but her [rightened face belisd
ner words, *I—-I1—7" : . .

“ Oh, don't be stupid!” said Bulstrode angrily. *Wh
should I hurt you? 1 was going to lock ler in the chapel,
so that her brother wouldn't find her when he camo back,
It was only a jeke on that factory cad.”

“Was 16" 2

Bulstrode swung round at the voica of Mark Linley.

“Yes" he said defiantly. “ Do you think I'm afreid fo
toll you so, ead " )

Mark’s fists were clenched convulsively as he advanced
upoen his old enemsy.

“ Put up your hands,” he said thickly.

“ Marky _ .

Flis sister’s voice recalled Mark Linley to himself.

He remembored Marfurie, too, and he Aushed red as ho
turned towards ithe girls,

I am sorry,” he said guietly.
Balstrode.™

The Remove bully shrugged his shoulders,

“\When you like,” bhe ssid, with a sneer; and he walked
eway with an air gf bravado which was all assumed. In
raality, he felt that he had cut a very poor [igure, indeed,
before Marjorie Hazeldene, and he would have been very
glad to appear well in her eyes :

““ Thank you very much, IMiss Hazeldens," said Mark
saftly. ““It was very kind of you to help my sister.”

Marjorie smiled. _

“I am very glad,”™ she said. “T hope you will not let
@h;:a go any further with Bulstrode, It was only a stupid

g ¥

joke,

Mark nodded. )

Ee had his own ideas shout that, but he would not
explain them to Mn.rilnrm. There would be time for an
explanation with Duolstrode later. The quarter to six
boomed out from the tower, and Mark gave n start,

“ Time to be In Wharton's study in a quarter of an hour,”
ha  exclaimed. “I  believe you oare coming, Miss
Hazeldene.” ’

“Yes,'" sald Marjorie, “and I shall bring your sister
with me. Come with me now, my dear.”

And with her arm round Mabel's waist, Marjorie marched
off her protege. DMabel, shy, and still fnightened, gFave a
glance of tremulous gratitude, and Mark looked after them
with a carious expression in his eves. He was thinking of
Marjorie-——he had often thoaght of her before, amd always
when he did so, a new sofiness came over his face. He was
still standing there, thinking, when a hand clumped down
on hiz shoulder, and he turned to sce Hazeldene, of the
Bemove,

“1 was looking for you,”™
“Have you =een my sister ?''

““Yea; she has just gone 10"

“ They're getting the feed ready In Wharton's stady™
snid Hazeldene, “I'm coming. I get in because Marjorie's
thers, you seo, Where's your sigter?¥”

“Bhe's coming with your aister,” said Mark, wondorin
what Hazeldene would think of a fricndshin between his
sister and the sister of the scholarship boy. But Haoazeldene
did not seam to think anylthing about 1t. As a matter of
fact, ITazeldene had a_weak character, that took its colour
ing from its surroundings. He had lately assaciated much
with Wharton & Co., and the meaner part of his nature
seemed to be lost to sight.

“Well, come on,” he sald. “ We Jdon’f want to be late™

And the two juniors walked away togethor.

There was a buzz of preparation 1in No. 1 Study in the
Bemove,
 MNugent had carried out his instructions well, and by the
time Wharton & Co. were at the school, the provisions had
been laid im.

Cazh being in planty, there was no need {or economy, for
onca, And Nugeni had not erred on the side of coonamy,

The lavish orders he gave delighted the hoset of Mrs,
Mimble, at the school shop, and fhe serviees of Masier

“Did he

“ 1 shall sce yvou again,

sald Hazeldene cheerily,

“HARRY WHARTON'S WARD.” A S8ionsi lo s ol ardaanten



%.{i::&ble were requisitioned ta carry the purchases to No. 1
tudy.

. When they were piled on the table, they made quite an
imposing array. Nugent tidied up the grate, snd lighted
the fire. It was a warm day, but the fire would be wanted
for cooking, and Nugent prepared the utenszils, and had
them all clean and ready by the time the juniors came in.

The aspest of the study was very cheerful, if a littlé warm
for the waeather. Harry Wharton locked in, and gave a nod
of satisfaction. Billy Bunter’s eyes danced behind his ng
gloszes. : 3

“I say, you fellows, this is all right,” he remarked., I
say, Wynn—where are you, Wynn?”

“Here I am,"” said Fatty Wynn, who was sl Bunter's
elbow, and he gave the fat junior a playful dig in the rba
that made him gasp for breath.

“ (dh—oh, malli » Wynne-=-"?

“This looks jolly,” said Wynn, looking round the study.

*A bit warm,” said Bob Cherry.

“I don't notice it. I always like a study better with a
fire in it. Looks more homely,” said the boy from St. Jim's.

“Zood. Bunter can look after the coocking,'" said Harry
Wharton. * Six o'clock suit you for the feed "

“Oh, ves, rather! I'm glad I didn't have much at the
village shop, considering,” said Fatiy Wynn, * Is Bunter
your cook "' )

** Yes, rather, and a ripping one. I'll say that for him."

:‘Elh, really, Wharton-—"

‘I'm a bit of a cook myself,” said Faity Wynn, with a
longing glance at the shiming frying-pan. I generally do

the coolking in Figgy's study, in the New House at 8t
Jim's, Even .Inckggiuke owns up that there isn't a coolt in
the School House to egual me.™

Wharton nodded. He did not take very much interest in
cooking himaself, but he could understand that 15 might
seainl very important to Fatty Wynn.

“We've gol up ono or two things to fill in the time till
ica,” sald Harry., " You play crvicket at 5t Jim's, T know
—I remember your bowling. 1 suppose you'd like to show
ihe fellows here how vou can bowl, eh?”’ _

“0Oh, yes, certainly " said [Matéy Wynn, with his eyes stall
on the frying-pan. i

* 1 dare 5RY vou'd like a stroll round the place, and a dip
it the river 7Y

*Eh'" sard Fatty Wynn, who was watching Bunter un-
wrap some reatly fat and nwelooking sausages. “I—D'm
sorry.  What did yon say ¥

Harry Wharten laughed. i ]

He zaw the way Fatty Wynn's mind was turning, and
thet Billy Bunter’s guest would be most entertained by
Litly Bunter at that moment.

0 say,” satd Fatty Wynn, “1t’s a it warm lor ericket,
T P

*Well, perhaps rather warm,"

“ An"—and a bit coo! for bathing." ]

“"Yes, perhaps so,’”” said Harry, Iaughing.

“T'U tell you what,” said Fatty Wynn, in a burst of
confidencz, “If vou don't mind my mentioning it——"

“Go alicad, my son.”’

“iWell, I'd awlully litke to stay 1n here and lend Baunter a
hand with the cooking, if he'll let me,” said the fal Fourih-
Fermer, ] z

Bunter gave him an approvine blink.

“Oh, certainly, Wynn! 1'd like nothing better.”
I‘I‘lJuﬁ{'-n as you like,” said Wharton. "gIE vou won't he
dull=—

“Dull!" Fatty Wynn's tone expressed unbounded amaze-
ptent. ' Dull, with these ripping sausages to cocli—and the
bacon—ahd the chapas! Duall [

o \Well, if you like the idea M

" Yea, rather !

“Then we'll leave vou to Bunter's tender mercies' said
Daby Cherry.  **Buanier, we trust No. 1 Study’s guest into

vour hands 1™

“ Right-he ! zatd Bunter. “ Tl lock affer him ! What
o you fry sausages in ab St Jom's, Wynn 77

Harry Wharton & Co. orowded out of the study, plad ta
got out of the heal of it on that worm afternoon, and
ehnekling to themselves.

They left the two cooks in earnest dizcnssion.

“ My hat!” said Dok Cherry. “ It's a casze of *fwo souls
with but a single thought, two hearts that beat as one,” and
no mistake, Wryon's a much rmore decent fellow than
Bunter—no mean iricks about him—but in the grub line ho
might e Billy's twin.”

“The twinfulness of the grubful resemblonee is terrifie !
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“We're free for a bit,"” said Nugent., “What do vou
sav 1o a bit of cricket proctice till six ™

“ Good wheeze! Come on ™

“ T follow you,” said Harry Wharion, catching sight of
Wun Lung just then in the passage. I want to speak to
Wuu Lung.”

The little Celestial locked for & moment as if he would
like to avoid the meefing, but as that was impossible, he
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wreathed his face in his blandest smile. Harry tapped him
on the shoulder.

“I want to speak fo you, kid! T haven't had an oppors
tunity of speaking to %-‘;:I'Ll about that tin—or thanking you.”

“ Allee light,” said Won Lung.

“It came in awfully handy, and saved me from a lot of
nwhkwaordness,'” said Wharton. **I'm ever so much obliged.®

“ Alleo light. Me muchee glad.™

“ But where did you get it from, kid 7™

A vacant look overspread Wun Lung’s face.

“ Me no zavvy,” he replied. =

¢ Come, I want to know,"” said Wharton., * Ten pounds is
a big sum. I'm not goiug to use more than ithree at the
ouizide, so I will give yvou the other seven now. Mind you
put it in a safe place I

Wun Lung shaok his head.

“ Me no takeo "' ] 4

““But, my dear kid, I'm not going to use ik,

“ Keepee {ll tu-muilﬂ-w, then.™

“I'l keep it till to-morraw, if you like, though T assure
vou I sha'n’t use it,” said Wharton. ** But look here, kud,
I really wish to know where it came from. IHow did you
manage to raise the wind (™

“ Nao savvy I

“Did someone lend vou the money 1

“Wo savey I?

“Have vou sold anything of value to raise il ¥

“ No savyy ! . )

VWharton laughed a little Dmpatienily. He felt really
concerned about the matter, but it was clear that he would
zot no information from the little Chinee. Whatever might
he the source of the windfall, Wun Lung did not mean to
acquamt Wharton with it. ;

“Wall, if vou don't want fo tell me, T won't ask.,” said
Harry at last., “But I hope you haven't got yoursell into
any diffieulty over it. If you have, you must come to e
to help you out of it.”

Alles light.

And thal was all Wharten could get out of Wun Lung.
e was still ithinking over the matter when he went down
to the cricket ground te join his chums. But torn it over
in his mind az he would, he could not gouess where the money
had come from—nor was he 1o know for somo time to rome—
f{nd then the discovery was destined to come as n shock to

i,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Fatty Wynn is Happy.

ATTY WYNN was smiling a emile as big and round

g thoe full moon. He wae in hig eloment now, and the

chums of the Bemove could not have made him happier

than by leaving him in the study with Bunter. He

wnwrapped the various parcels of good things, and looked

them over with the eve of a connoiszeur and the smile of a
gournuad.

“ By Jove, this is all right ! he zaid. * Do vou often have
feeds like this in the Lower Fourth, Bunter i

“Wot so often as T could wish,” said Bunter, looking up
from greasing the frying-pan. “You know, I'm a rather
delicate chap, and I have to have continual nourishment to
keep me going at all, The other fellows in the study don't
seem to understand that, and they keep me rather short,™

Fatty Wynn looked puzzled.

“Pon't you club together for the study funds,” he ashked.

“0h, yes; we pul so inuch each, you know!"” explained
Bunter, omitting to wmention thet his share existed ounly
in hiz imagination as fur as paying it went.

* That's at—that’s how we do at 8t. Jim"s,”" said Wynn,
“ Bal how do they keepr you short, then? I suppose you
have your share of the grub 7

“Well, I'm not a big eater, you know,” said Bunter.
“*Thoy've got a silly improssion that T eat a lot, I often
ask Wharton to lend me » fow shillings to get a snack at
the school shop, but he wor't, you know. He docsn’t under-
stand how I require keeping up. He's rather selfish !™

“T3 he really ™

“¥es. T don’t want to run anybody down, but it's neo
good disguising thoe fact that the fellows in this study are
selfish,' said I?unlr:r. witih o sadd shalke of the head, ' Tho
other day Wharton bought a now erickeft bat. I spent five
mivutes or more pointing out fo him that we ecould have o
really ripping study foed with the money, DBut he wouldn't
liglen to resson. 1 might have sunk down expiring at his
feot, &:td he would have bought the cricket bat all the
gamao

“Loing lo cook all these soscas?" asked TFativ Wynm,
changing the subjoef.

Perhans he Jid not quite agrvee with Tiunter's views, but did
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not wish to argue with his hest about anything., Besides. the
spusapes were more interesting than wnvthing olse.

“Oh, yes; rather! We want enouph to go round !”

“Good! If yvou find it too warm near the fire, I'll take
your place.”

Bunter made an cffort of politeness.

“ Look here, Wenn, if vou'd like to eook the sausages, I'll
get on with the chips,” he said; * they will take some tune,™

“Right yvou are ! said Fatty Wynn delightedly.

He had the irying-pan in hand in a moment. Bunter went
on with the chips, but he looked at Wynn from time to
time. He was not used to self-denial, and ho was o Hittlo
anxious about the sansages, ton.

But he scon saw that he had no eause for anxiety. TFalty
Wynn was a past master in the art of cocking sausagoes.

He turned them out in first-class style, sausages nfter
sauzages, till a dish on the hab was crowded with them, all
done to a turn; and Fatty Wynn's face was red as a beetroot
from the blaze of the firo.

“Warm work—ech?"" said DBunter.

" Yes, rather ! But I like it."

Fatty Wynn took off his jacket and rolled back his sleeves.
He felt cooler then, and more in trim for worle. From the
Close eame tho merry shouts of the ericketers, but Fatty
Wrynn did not hear them ot such o moment,  In the sight
and the sound and the smell of cooking, Fatty Wynn was
oblivious of evervthing elsa,

::L_@Im to do the bacon, ten?” asked Bunter.

Yes, rather ! You can do the toast afterwards”

“Right vou are "

The seent of bacon was added io that of the sausazes.
Billy Bunter, meantime, was making jam-tarts, u—ihirit he
could inake guite as well as Mrs. Mimble. The difficnley
about them was cocking them at the study grate, and that
was always a labour of love with Billy Bunter,

T“I think I'll sit on the window-sill for a bit,”" said Fatty
Wynn, when he had finished the bacon. “ It must be getting
on for time to begin.™

“You can poach the eggs, if you like, when I've got this
tray of tarts going.'

" The tray of tarts was E‘ﬂumd in o favourable position fo

get going,”” and Fatty Wynn sat on the window-sill, with
his legs inside the room, and breathed the cooler air of the
Close, Then he pnm:}m[:l the eges, and he did it in o style
that Biily Bunter himself eould not have equalled.

“ My word I said Fatty Wynn, * This does look rippinge!
It was awfully decent of you to ask me over here, Bunter !

“Jolly glad to have you!" said Bunter. “I wish you'd
come over seven times a week, as o matter of fact! T'm
cxpecting threo pounds a weele shortly from the Patriotic
Homo Work Association, and then I intend to stand & series
of extensive feeds,'

“ Who's standing this one 7" asked Fatty Wynn suddenly.,

“Oh, I am!” said Bunter. * I've done everything but just
find the tin. That's all right; I'm going to settle up with
Wharton out of my postal order toanorrow. I really think
it will be docont.” :

"I should rathor think se. T say, T'd like vou to return
this visit, you know," said Fatty Wxynn. “My chums in
the New House at 8t. Jim's would be awfully pleazed to sce
ysou. We'd get up a bit of a celebration, toa.”

“I'll come. with pleasure !’ said Bunter. * Raihor !

“Then there's vour ventriloquism,” zaid Wynn, with a
chuekle. * You could play tricks on the School House chaps,
you know. It would be great fun. Hallo! It's near six,
and I think I can hear the fellows coming [

Bob Cherry looked into the studs.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Cetting on all right 2"

“Yes, rather 1"

“It's noarly :‘.{I:-:: Bub no hurry, vou know !

“ That's all right; it will be ready at sharp six. Every-
thing's done but tho tarts, and they'll finish by thomselves
while we're nogotiating the bacon and sausages. '

“The fire can be let down now, I think, Bunter.”

“Yes; it is a trifle warm."”

“1 think I'd like to shove my chivvy into eold water.” said
E’mn Wynn, " 1It's rather a warm day to stand close to a

g hre,

“ Right you are! Come along ™

When Fatty Wynn returned from his ablutions, fresh and
rosy and glowing, and in the highest possible spirita, the
chums of the Remove were in the study, and the preparations
for the fenst were made.

The table was covered with o gleaming white eloth, and
the crockery and the silver on it made o really imposing
arravy.

Wharton had borrowed the things right and left up and
down the passage, and had obtained the loan of o really
handsome cruet from Wingate. of the Sixth, and a set of
servicites from the housckecper.

(.'!Tlmua had been begged, borrowed, or commandeered, and

were arranged in order, and were eked out with a stool or
Two.

The bookease had been shifted out into Hazeldene's study
to make more room, and Nugent had ]imhtely' but firmly
pointed out to Bob Cherry that the shelf was not the best
plage conceivable for his old football boots. .

The window was wide open, and a fresh breath of air
came in from the Close, and a glimpse of green foliage.

Bunter had been induced to let the fire go very low, at the
risk of spoiling the baking of the tarts; but, as Bob Cherry
gaid, ha’h rather the tarts werse left unbaked than be baked
along with them.

Harry Wharton looked round the study with a glance of
pardonable pride. !

It all really looked wvery cosy and inviting, and quite bBf
to enteriain distinguished guests. 5 :

Marlk Linler came along the passage, and looked in, with &
cheerful smile on his face.

“Come in!" said Harry cheerily, “It's all ready, and
wo're only waiting for the ladies.”

“I think fellows ought to be willing to wait a couple of
minutes for the ladies,”™ said Fatty Wynn. 2 £

But the 3t. Jim’s junior was not put to even this strain
of politeness. Marjorie was always prompt Lo an appoint-
ment. As six o'clock rang out From the clock-tower, the
two girls appeared at the door of No. 1 Study. .

“Here they are!” said Hazeldens, who had come mn
with Linler. “ You're not late, Marjorie.”

Marjorie laughed. As a matter of fact, her brother
usually was late, and she never was. She came in with
Mabel, who was [ooking very shy, and blushing a little, but
very happy at the same time.

There was a rush to place chairs for them, and, of coursas,
H{ﬁ: 'Z.‘-l}mrr:r trod on Nugent's foot, and coused him to give
& howl.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anything the matter 7"

“0h, no," groaned Nugent, hopping on one leg.
only exercising my top notes.’”

“Sorry. I dide't see your foot.™

“1 could feel yours.™

“ Not hurt, are you?"

“Not at all,” said Nugent sarcastically. “I'm just hop-
mng arcund for fun. Don’t mind me !

“I won't,”” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. And he didre't
He placed n chair for Marjorie, who zat down with a smils,
drawing BMabel into the chair beside her. DMark Linley
sat beside his sister on the other sido, and I3ob Cher
secured the other place mext fo Marjorie. Wharton too
the head of the table, rather cramped for room, with a
junior on oach zide of him, but wearing his best amile.

Faity Wynn beamed over the fable with a smile that was
posifively saraphie.

Billy Bunter, with n serviette over hia arm, acted as
waitar, and eertainly he supplied everybody most liberally.
Marjorie had to enter o laughing protest, for herself and
Mabel.

The little Lancashire girl was very quiet.

It was all s0 new and strange to her—this feast in a
junior study at school—and it opened a glimpsze to her for
the first time of a world of which she had known nothing.

The fact, too, that her brother was evidently on the beat
of terms with the fellows in No. 1 Study could not be losé
upon her,

Mark Linley, scholarship boy as he was, was evidently
on good terms with the best set in the Greviriars Remova,
angd 11 was a relief to the giel’s mind toe roalise it.

After all, what would Bulstrode and his enmity matler,
while Mark had friends like these? That they were better-
off lads, as far as worldly goods went, the girl, of course,
could not fail to see, and yet there was no hint of patronage
in their manner; not the slighiest trace of an assumption of
su]*ﬁriﬂrit}' towards the lad who had worked in a cotton.
mili.

The constraint, foo, was gone from Mark’s manner when
e found himself in whelly congenial society, and he was a3
IHErry ns anyons else [rresent.

The " feed " was in full progress, when Wun Lung came
in and joined the feasters, room being made for him wil-
lingly, in spite of the crowded stafe of the table. Bunier
hsus: sat down next to Wynn, and Wun Lung sat next, with
a bland smile upon his quaint liitle face. The feast pro-
coecded merrily, and the sausages and beeon were found
to be ripping, and the toast perfect.

~After the more solid porticn of the meal had been dis-
rosed of, and the plates had been whizked out of sight into
the cupboard, Dunter made a movement to rise, to take a
final look at the tarts before sorving them, and to male
a fresh pot of tea,

He half-rose and sat down again, with a startled and
amazed expression upon his fat face.

*Oh, really ! he gasped. And the otbers gazed at him
in surprise.

1 was
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
A Pleasant Little Party,

ILLY BUNTER made ancther attempt to rise, and this
time his chair followed him off the floor, and hun
on to him as he stood up. The fat junior swung roun
to sea what was the matter, nn& swung the chair

againﬁt Fatty Wynn, who was just raising hiz ten-cup to his
mouth,

Fatty Wynn’s arm gave a jerk, and the stream of hot tea
went swamping over hiz broad waisteoat.

The guest of No. 1 Study gave a howl.

* Ow—ow [V

“I=['m sincerely sorry,” gasped Bunter, “I—JI—7°

“What on earth are you up to, Billy ¥ exclaimed Harry
Whar‘tunl;”“ What are you dragging a chair about in that
way for’

" Oh, really Wharton—-"

“Ow! I'm sealded ™

“ Mop it up with my handkerchicf."

“Of all the asses—->

“ How could I help 1ti" shouted Bunter. *I'm fastened
to the chair, or something. 1t's sticking to me.”

Bob Cherry jumped up, and took hold of the chair. Ile

rinmed as he saw what wns the matter. The tail of

unter's jacket had been fastened down to the padded scat
of the chair with a couple of strong steel hooks.

No wonder the chair had risen along with the fat junior.
Bob Cherry looked suspiciously at Wun Lung as he dragged
out the hooks; but the face of the little Celestial was
blandly innccent.

* Look here!” said Bob. * No wonder your chair dances
after you if you fasten yourself up to it ﬁl{'& this."

i di?:hl’tl’ shouted Bunter, “ Some silly ass has been
japing.”

“* Ha, ha, ha t"

" Blessed if T can see anvthing to cackle at."

“FHa, ha, ha!’

* Iz that all right, Wynn #**

" Oh, yes, I've mopped it up,’” said Fatty Wynn, return-
lljlghf'h"h&ﬂﬂn his handkerchief—a limp rag now. “ It's all
right.”

“1f vou'd like to change into another waisteoat, T—""

*“Oh, no; it's all right! Are the tarts done, Bunter 7"

“I say, you fellows, it was this Chinese beast——"

“Did you fasten Bunter to his chair, Wun Lung?”

“Me no savvy.”

“Did you hook Bunter on to his chair?”

“ No aavv:{.,”

Harry Wharton langhed. There was no getting an
answer out of the little Chines if he did not choose to give
one, though there wasn't much doubt as to who the
practical joher had been.

* Never mind, Billy. Let's have the tea and the tarte”

“That's all very well,”

“Then don’t grumble. Duck up!”

And the tarts were placed on the table. Fortunately,
they were excellently done, and the general praises bestowed
upon his handiwork mollified Billy Bunter. The second
cups were ﬁﬂu}'aq out, and the iuﬂsta discussed tea and
tarts, and Marjorie declared that both were perfect.

“Good " said Bunter. “I'm glad vou like them, Miss
Hazeldens. If you ever think of giving n study feed over
at Cliff House, I'll willingly come over and help vou with
the cooking.”

Marjorie laughed.

“I'm afraid study feeds are rather out of our line,” she
gaid. T only wish we had studies as you boys have.”

It eould be worked, though,” said Billy Bunter.
“HBuppose you gave a feed in o box-room or somowhero,
It seems a shocking thing that girls should be brought up
in & way that prevents them from standing one another
feeds. Its really an argument in favour of votes for
women,'”’

“Yes, rather,” said Fatty Wynn, with heariy concur-
rence, ‘' It's really rough, and I should reconumend a round
robin to Miss Primrose on the subject.”

Marjorie laughed, but did not say whether she thought of
sdopting the idea.

In the midst of the merry chat round the study table, a
disagreeable face locked in at the door. Tt belonged tc
Bulstrode, who stood locking in at the feasters for some
time without being noticed. Bob Cherry was the first to
chserve him, and his brow grow dark,

“ Room for one more?"” asked Bulstrode, with a sneor.

Wharton bit his lip. The addition of the Remaove bully
would spoil the party, but he did pot want trouble belore
the girls. e knew that Dulstrode was counting upon that,
and that he was ouly seeking to make himself disagrecable.

The situation mig]',;t have been awkward, but just then a
stern wvoice was audible, apparently proceeding from the
passage behind the Hemove bully.

* Balstrode, come to my study at onge 1"

Bulstrode started, and looked dismayed, as he recognised
th:gl' Stﬂﬁrn tones of Mr. Quelch, the mastr. of the Remove.
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He turned and left flhE dﬁnrwa;,*, and the chums of the
Remove felt greatly relieved. i ;

g Sounds like tr::::ruhiﬂ for Bulstrode,” veid Mark Linley.
“What are you laughing at, Bunter 1"’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Can't you guess?”

“ Y¥ou don't moan to say——" . i e

“ By Jave, it was Bunter’s ventriloquism,” said Hargy
Wharton, bursting into a laugh. I thought it queer he
should come along just then. Bulstrode never guessed,

“ Ha, ha, ha! And he's gone to Queleh’s study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" Y

Bulstrode was indeed gone to the Form-master’s stody.
He was rather surprised at not seeing Mr. Quelch in the
passage, but he was far from guessing the truth.  Mr.
Queleh’s study door was closed when Bualstrode reached it,
and there was a murmur of voices within, Ho tapped at
the door, and the murmur ceased, and Mr. Queleh bade
him enter. .

Bulstrode went in, and the Remove-master looked at him
impatiently. He was having a smoke and a talk with Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, and the tallk was mnteresting,
and the interruption very unwelcome, Tulstrode, imagining
that he had been told to come, naturally stood without
speaking, wailting for the Form-masler to speal.

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

“Woll1* he snapped. ** What do you want? WJI:,F on
earth do you come inte mny study and stand there like an
image ¥

“1f you please, sir—

“ Quaick—your business ™

“ You told me to come, sir”

“7 told vou to come! When "

“ Just now, sir.” :

Mr. Quelch looked at him very attentively.

“I told you te come just now, Bulsirode !
mean '’

It was Bulstrode’s turn to stare. ;

o Em: just spoke to me in the Remove passage, eir, and

“ Enough " said Mr, Quelch sternly. I supposc this 1s
an attempt to m}'stif;,r“me. and it may be your idea of a
joke. It iz not mine. He picked up a cane off the table,
“ Hold your hand out, Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode's jaw dropped.

- L

“ But—but, sir—

“ Hold out vour hand!™ thundered the Remove-mastor.
“T have been here for the last half-hour with Mr. Prout,
and yet you have the effrontery to tell nre I just spoke to
¥Ou o ar 1}31:1 Remove passage. You must at!‘rmgt a mystifi-
cation like that with somecone more likely to be taken m,
Bulstrode. 1 can hardly credit such cffrontery I

“It is really amazing,” said Mr. Prout.

“Haold your hand out, Bulstrode !’

And the Remove bully had to obey. Mr. Quelch was
looking dangerous.  He received two scvere cuts on each
hand, and was dismissed with a stern warnmg of what he
might expect if he atfempted to jape his Form-master
ngain. The Remove bully went out of the study wriggling
with pain, and not feeling at all in the mood for further
treuble with the chums of No. 1.

Meanwhile, the little eclebration in No. 1 Study was
drawing to an end. Hoth the guesta at Greviriars had to
cateh an early train, and it was necessary for them to leave
carly. There was little more than half an hour to spare
after tea, but Harry Wharton suggested musie, and several
gsongs were sung.  Marjorie sang very well, and Mabel
shyly gave a recitation in Lancashire dislest, which was
rieeived with enthusiasm. Tob Cherry, who had |-'=tf.~1_y been
seized  with Territorial  enthusinsm, sang ** What's  the
Marter with England "' in a voice that lr.?# nothing to be
desired as far as power went, whatever might be said of ifa
ot hor qualities. It brought a prefect along the passage
with & cane, but he relired when he saw thal there were
ladies in the party. DBilly DBunter volunteered to sing the
Toreador song from ™ Carmen ™ in French, but in the nick
ui!‘ :_ime,& it was dispovered that it was time to sturt for the
station.

A merey party walked down the road {fo Friardale
They were in good time for the train, and Dunter said if
they liked he would give them the Toreador song there,
on the platdorm. But Dob Cherry whispered dire threats
as Lo what would happen f he did—and be didn't,

Fatiy Wynn was going a goad part of Mabel's way, and
he voluntecred to take care of tho Lancashire girl as far
as he went.  Mabel was to be wmet at the other end, of
course.  When the train came in, they enicred the carriage,
and DBiliy Bunter passed a mysterious paree] in to Wynn
with a mysterious whisper.

“ Right-ho!” said the St. Jim"s junior.
gob llun%ﬂ'v before I get home.
thoughtiul chap 1™

"

What do you

T'm bound to
Thanks awlully ; you are a
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" Good-bye, dear!" said Marjorie, kissin

ey want you to come and sec me later at
ou "
o I shall be so glad,” whispered Mabel. :

The guard shouted. Kissing and handshaking were over,
and Mark Linley closed the door.

“ Good:bye, lass!"

¥ Good-bye, Marky dear ™

“ Btand back, thera!" ]

 3nod-bye, Wynn—coma sgain, old chap I :

“ What-ho !" said Fatty Wynn, and -he waved his cap
from the win}!uw, while Mabel waved her handkerchief,
“ Gpod-bye! It was a ripping—" _ .

The rest was lost in the roar of the train, 'E;rut the juniors
could guess that the missing word was * feed.” .

They woved their caps till the train wes out of sight, and
then the Greyfriars chums walked home to ClLiff House with
Marjorie. Mark Linley pressed Harry Wharton’s arm as
they wallted back to Greyiriars in the dusk.

Mabel ‘L"iule.%.
liff House—wi

T
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Splendid Tale of Life in the Britis

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTELRS.

Ronald Chenys, a eadet in his 1ast term at Sandhurst, is
ACCUSED OF CHEATING

in anexam,, the professor in charge finding & paper of his
akeleton notes m:ﬁ:]m floor by hhfl desk. 1?:: iz zent to his
room under arrest, pending his
EXPULSION.
Dn going ro his desk, where he had put his skeleton notes,
Eﬂngnldngﬂnda it had been fnreed.PPrh'ati: Slaney, the
goldi er-servant of Ian Chenys, Ronald's half-brother, comes
to Ronald s room and, showing him the half of one of Ian's
enff-links, says he found it in Ronald’s room, and offers
to sell this proef of Ian's guilt. Ronald kicks the black-
mailing Slaney ount of the room, and while the latter is
frightening Tan with threats of exposure, sits down to write
:jpai%ful letter, time after time t¢aring it up and starting
rean,
{(Kow go on with the story,)

Breaking Arrest.

But the letter was Bnished at last, and Ronald rose, his
bhrow moist with the sweat of mental agony. It was for his
father, and he knew too well what a deathly blow those few
gtraight lines must deal to his proud old heart.

A im}ck came at the door, and Cosgrave entered,

He shot & startled glance at his old chum as he saw these
preparations. Somehow the match revolver lying in its
cane—the one Ronald had gained as a prize as the best shot
in the college rifleclub—asemed to zuggest some awiul thing,
though Cosgrave was ready to Lick himseli the next instant
for the thought.

“No, Coz, you needn't think that,” said Ronald, with a
bitter little laugh, reading the corporal’s glance. “I'm
not & coward, I think; anyway, not a coward enough to
wash things out like that. You can take that pistol as a
keepanke. I shall have no use for it."”

“Thenks, old man! I shall treasure it. But what are
you going fo do now? You won't leave us yet awhile. Lots
of things—everything may happen before your papers go
through, for if it iz in human power to trace this treachery
miqmﬂégl to do it—all of vs. You know that, Ron."
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* Thanks!"” he said, in a low voice. * Mabel has had &
good time here. You have made it so; you and Marjorie
Hazeldene., I shall never forget it.™

“ 1 say, you fellows——" : = 2

“ Hallo, hallo, halle ! There's Bunter falking again!

# Oh, really, Cherry! 1 saﬂ. you fellows, we must hnve
Fatty Wynn here again. ¢'s a ripping chap, and he
knows something about cooking. When I get my first three
pounds from the Home Work Association, L shall have him
here, and-—-""

““ When!” said Bob C]u:-.rr{. “T really hope we shall sce
the 8t. Jim's chaps again befora then

And as a matter of fact they did,

THE ENKD.

{Another gplendid tale of the boys of Greyfriavs and the pupils of CHf
House next Twesday, entitled © Harry Wharten's Ward." Order yous
pony of The * Magnet ™ Library in advance.  Price One Talfpeniny,)
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h Army.

There was o note of cagerness in hiz volee which touched
the other to the heart,

“T know it, old chap. T knew it from the first. But my
mind is made up. I leave to-night. I shouldn't tell you
that, perhaps, because you're on duty, and it means ® break-
ing arrest,” and *bharracks,” and all sorts of wicked things;
but I mean it, all the same. To-morrow, Sandhurst will
know me no more, and in a vear it will have forgotten me.”

“ Not in one year, or ten,” replied Cosgrave fcrvently.
“ But where are you going 7'

“To *list as a soldier. There never was vet an elder son
of my race who did not bear arms for his King, and nll the
regulations, backed by all the troops in Aldershot, will not
IErmr;:-.nt me being btrue to our traditions. Good-bye, old
os 1M

The hands of the two young men met in a tight grip.

“aome day,” continuod Ronald, afier o pause, * perhaps
on India's sunny plains, or at Gib., or Malta, or some other
soldier-place, we may tumble across cach other. But I'll be
a private of the line, and youw'll be mounted on a h:lilr
horse, with rings on vour fingers and bells on your toes, like
the voung lady of Banbury Cross.  That's all bound to
come fo you in good time, old boy, for if ever.a chap was
born to climb high in the profession of arms, it's you, Cos.”

Ronald was laughing now, for he knew that if he did not
laugh he would ery. ;

wen the bugle called * Lights Out !’ and Cosgrave, with
hiz heart too full to speak, gripped Ronald’s hand again
and strode out of the room.

Ronald had changed out of his uniform inte mufti, and,
having stowed a couple of shirts and n few necessaries into
a bundle, he lay down upon hiz bed to wait.

There was already a silence over the vast grey boildings,
but lights glimmered from the staff-gquarkers, ond aftor ell
there was plenty of time.

Midnight struck, then one. He reachoed out in the dark-
noss to the little table at the side of the bed. A milt
miniature frame stood there, as it had stood by hia pillow
over zince he was old enough to think. Enshrined in 1t was
the portrait of Ronald's own mother—a sweet-faced woman,
looking on her boy with trusting, compassionate eyes.
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Ronald was scarcely more than a baby when she died,
yet what a difference her loss had meant and made to him.

He lkissed the portrait as he had kissed it on many a
bappier time, and slipped it inte hia pocket. Then
ﬁ;ufbmﬁal}' he moved to the window and raised the sash inch

inéh.

The ground was only a few feet beneath, and 2 rain-pipe
ran down within reach. In o few seconds, with his bundle
under his arm, he was treading softly over the gravel to the
more silent prazs. A fenece or two, a stretch of rough
heath, and 2 belt of pines, brought hiya to the road.

Ronald had one other staunch, unswerving friend in the
world—his dog Heough. Pets of any description are for-
bidden at SBandhurst, but all the regulations in the world
could not have parted Ronald from Reough. So his four-
footed chum cccupicd a barrel in a coltage-garden near by,
and, being a common-sense dog, was content to live for those
brief hours when his master could escape from duty and
take him out for a field-day on his own.

_R-l::uﬁh happened to be sitting outside his kennel, gazing
wistfully at the night sky, wondering what on earth the
stars found to wink at so pmsi&fcntﬁ,
familiar footstep on the road.

Like the wise dog he was he said nothing., He knew per-
fectly well, so far as military regulations were concerned,
he had no right to be on the carth at all; but he also
noticed in his deggy experience, that if he only sat perfectly
quiet, with his head resting <drowsily on his paws, whole
legions of generals and geﬂp]a in gorgeous uniforms and
plumed cocked-hats would pass him by without dreaming
apparently that he was anything more than & common
eivilian tyvke.

_ After they had gone and all was safe again, he would
indulge in a quiet chuckle aver this.

To see Rough, when he and Ronald encountered one of
these superior persons during their rambles together, was a
study. He had a nose for a general, which would have
sniffed him out even if he had disguised himself with burnt
gork and carried a banjo under his arm.

On such occasions he would bear away from his master,
with his chin in the air, as much as to say he had never
seen the young cadet in his life before, and he did not care
if he never saw hin again.

* Rough " eame in a cautious whisper over the low hedge.

The terrier did a quiet wriggle, just sufficient to rattle
his chain and show that he was on the alert.

The next minute a gate clicked, and a familiar hand had
unclasped the swivel which held him. Then Rough skipped
through a private hole of his own in the hedge, and made
for the corner of the road, where he might offer his formal
welcome in perfect safety.

**Well, Rough?"” said Ronald, as the dog jumped up at
him and corkserewed round his legs in a silent ecstasy of
delight. “ A bit of a surprise wvisit this, eh, old fellow?
Well, so it is for me. Do vou remember what I told you—
that if the worst came to the worst, we two would {rot out
into the world together and start afresh in lifa ¥

Rough gave a gruff bark, as much 23 to say “ Perfectly 1”7

“ Well, the crash has come. They say ot the coll.—some
of them, anyway—ihat T am a cheat—a cribber at exams.
What do you think of that 7"

Rough didn't think it worth thinking about at all,. He
didn’t care twa;izlence what anybody thought at the coll., o
anywhere else, for his private opinion of all men who wora
bright buttuns and coloured coats was that they were asses
—except, of course, his master.

* And now I'mi going for a soldier,” said Ronald, picking
up his bundle. ;

*Ah, now you're talking!” said Rough, in a series of
E;uﬂ' growls. “ Show me the soldier, and T'll help to go for

im, too.’

Then Ronald Inughed as if this was a joke, and the pair
sot off down the ﬂust{l road, overshadowed by whispering
?mea, through which the stars peeped shyly. It waz a long,
arty-mile framp to London, but whai cared they?

when he heard a

Ronald is an object of Contention,

Opposite to St. Martin's Church Tra.fﬂ.]_gzr.r Square, and
with his back to the railings of the National Guallery,
[]f;.]nuré‘.arﬁcﬂ.nj. Duffy, of the Hoyal North Wessex Regi-
mmlit, stood, giving his grizzled moustache its morning
curl.

A faded rosette of red, white, and blue ribbons was pinned
into his cap, to show that he was there to recruit young
nen wui]mlg; lo serve King and Country.

A little later there would be a dozen or more veterans in
various uniforms parading that stretch of pavenient on a
like quest, but it was full early ye!, Colour-Sergeant Duaffy,
however, had a firm beliel that it was the carly bird that
caught most worms. Therefore, he always took up his post
in good thne to pounce upon his prey.  While fixing a
weedy youth on the opposite pavement with hiz alluring
eyes, wondering whether by any stroke of luck a chest like
hig would ever pass the measuring-tape, he quite overlooked
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a stalwart, broad-shouldered young fellow of nineteen, who
had halted behind him to scan the brightly-coloured
recruiting-cards hunﬁ upon the railings.

Bouatting beside his heel, with its head cocked on one
side as if equally interested in “ The Advaentages of the
i";rm.?' " there set forth, was a wire-haired ternier. ] .

Colour-Sergeant Duffy awoke to the proximity of this prize
only just in time, for already bearing down upon him like a
ship In full szil, was Squadron-SBergeant-Major Bullifant, of
the Duke of Lancaster’s Own 83rd Lancers, Bullifant was
Duffy's most hated rival.

In a fever-heat of excitement, Duffy luffed smartly across
the cavalryman’s bows, and thus, taking the wind out of his
sails, bobbed up at Ronald’s elhow.

“ Morning, sir!” he ﬁasper] briskly.

“* Good-morning, sir "’ chimed in Bullifant almost simul-
taneously, addressing Ronald round Duffy’s thick neck.
“ Was you thinking—-"

“Of joining the Army ! interrupted Duffy, at the same
moment, getting his elbow into Bullifant's ribs, and edging
him violently into the railing. ** Now then, Dob, you jusé
sheer off " he said threateningly. ** This i3 my man!”

“ Your man be jiggered I’ breathed the squadron-sergeant-
major, resolved to make a hard light for so desirable a
capture.

ecruits mean money to fthe recruiting-sergeant. A
Militiaman will bring a paltry eighteenpence, and a limes-
man of cavalry or infantry a humble half-crown, but this
tall, strapping chap would pass for the Guards or Sappers,
at five shillings, or possibly for the Houscheld Cavalry, at
£2 10s.

“It's like your hossified hignorance to think a fine, well-
sot-up young gent like him 13 poin” to waste hisself on a
mud-erushing mob like vours!"” zaid Bullifant, with scorn,
“Why, you're comin’ into my regiment, ain't yer, sir? The
dashing twenty-third, where every man lives like a lord,
has his own horse to ride, and his own sword to carry all
day. As for 2 uniform—why, just look at me !

Bullifant had dodged Duffy, and skipped round to
Tlonald’s other zide, where he stood and blew oub his chest
like a pouter-pigeon. .

Ronald looked, but to Dufly's joy did not seem to be overs
much impressed. .

“Yes, look at him and laugh,” answered Dufiy, fixing the
gargeant-major with a vicious and malignant glare.

Ronald smiled, not at Bullifant, or because Duffy had told
him to. It amused him mightily to see these iwo old fire-
ccters bristling and shaping at cach other like a couple of
{erriers.

“ Here, po away, Duffy ! zaid Bullifant. * You've been
eatin® toasted bayonets and curricd cordite again for break-
fast, in spite of all your sorrowing friends ’ave told you.

me day, with that big, red nose of yours, you'll catch fire
and go off bang. Go away! I'm ashamed to be seen talk-
ing to vou before thiz gentleman, whaf is goin' to be our
colonel inside six months, or I'm a2 har!”

Duffy's face had got o mottled and fery under these
inzults that it really looked as if Dullifant's propheey was

oing to come true, and that he was going to burst into
ﬁmuﬁs on the spot, to the peril of the Naotional Gallery
beside him.

“Look here, you two,” said Ronald, chipping in {o pre.
vent an oepen row. " As I'm the bone of coniention, suppose
vou let me have somme say in the matter. IFrankly, it is
my intention to enlist, bul though the honour of belonging
to such a distinguished regiment as the 23rd Lancers 13 a
great one, and the prospect of riding a horse and cnrrjrin%
a sword all day is enticing, 1t is not my particular idea o
woldiering.”

“iRar, ear " echoed Duffy, in friumph ; while Bullifant’s
face began to fall Like the barometer before a thunderstorm.

“I'm going to jein the infantry,” continued Ronald, * and
if the Royal North Wessex will have me—why, I'll say
*Dong "

“DBrave!" eried Duffy. * HHave wyou and weleome, and
the colonel couldn't say more.™?

“ Werry good, then,”” said Bullifant seurly, preparing to
continuce his patrol,

He could seo that Ronald was not the ordinary type of
ereenhorn that uswally fell to their clutehes, and that he
know something of the life hie was going to adept.

“You've got a specimen of the Wessex in front of you,"
he sneered by wey of a parting shot. " He's their showman,
thaoueh _ﬁ.ﬂt"ﬂ hardly hz:tim-'nllt. by the leok of 1t; the onl
one that am't got web-feet ke a ducl, and 'is chest stue
round be'ind his back instead of in f{ront. That's why
they've sent “lim up 'ere. If you jine 'is crush after that,
don't say I dide’t tell yer. Goodeday ™
And, with a magnificent flourish of his riding-whip,

1

A Sploendid Tale of Harry Wharpt
& Co, and the Puplls of GIIT House,



16 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY P& THE "BOYS’ FRIEND"” 3™ LIBRARY.

Aguadron-Sergeant-Major Dullifant turned on his hecl and
stalled towards Trafalzar Square.

“Tho scoundrel ! The mule-rider I'* choked Duffy, glaring
after his stalwart encmy, while Ronald took the opportunity
of indulging in a8 quict grin.

After malking two or three darts and dashes, as if he
meant. to pursae his enomy and chastise him on the spot, the
reerniting-sergeant turncd to his recruit again, end led the
way, still snorting like a grampas, in the opposite direction,

Under the [ittle grove of dingy planc.trees, acrrss the
bread triangle and  pavement, they moved towards the
barrack-gate.

Two dingy, brick pillars marked the threshold of the new
world into which Ronald was about to enter; a grim,
strenuous world, where weaklings are not wanted, and where
even the strongest may not boast that he i3 strong encugh.

Tens of thousnnds had trodden that path befors him; the
glorious path of duty to the Motherland: the path whiek,
once chosen, must be followed though it leads to death.

Konald paced it with a soldier’s tread. He sprang from
a soldier stock, and though all the fates conspired to strip
him of fortuna and good name, they could not rob him of
his birthright to serve his Country and his King.

St. George's Barracks—Ronald Takes the Plunge,

Of all the thresholds to o new life, 8. George's Buarracks
is perhaps tho most gloomy and dopressing.

A bare, ugly patewsy, {eading on to a square of sooiy
ﬁrm'ﬂl; g guard-room and a few squat huts on the left; &

uilding shightly more imposing on tho right; a blank wall
opposite, and on the fourth side of the square the barracks,
tall, dingy, and forbidding.

Just inside wasz stunding o smork corporal of the Guards,
on gate-duty, while without, leaning against the wall, was
an olderly woman, dishevelled and red.cyed with weeping.

At the sight of Uslour-Serpeant Dufiy she scomed to rally
herself, and the soldicr guickened his step, as {f to escape
her. But she Hung herself in his path. .

“ Bergeant—sergeant, for the love of Heaven give me
back my boyv ! she eried shrilly. “ You'll break my heart
if vou take him="specially 'im, the youngest I've got, and
the best! ™o, listen, sergeant, listen ™" as Duffy tried gently
to release her cluiching fingers. *IFor the sake of the
mother that bore you, kear me! You won't take him from
me, will you? ¥ou'll give him back? He's only a shim
bit of a lad " .

The poor crcature ran on, pouring cub her breathless
appeal with a desperalion which brogght a lump inte
Ronald's throat and tears Into hus eves. Iiven Duaffy, uscd
as hoe was no doubtb to such scenes, scomed touched.

# Naw, look Tere, old lady,"”
he said Lkindly Dbut  frmly,
“don't you go carrying on
like this, or you'll make your-
gelf bad.  The youngster is all
rizht. He's goin' into one of
the smartest regimonts of the

Bervice, the same as this
gooleman is goi’ to_ juin
now.  Leave 'im to it. TFor a

lad like "im it’s the finest thing
he could do—to jine the Army.
Wait till vou see him comae
home on furlough in a fow
menths' fime, smartt as paint,

p——r———
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The corporal on gate-duty gave a sheepish grin.

“Old un at it again, colour-cergeant ¥ he asked symps-
thetically.

“Yes; the voungster’s off by the three o'clock draft,
though, and a good job too. Oh, she'll get over it all right,
sir, never you fear!” he said, catching Ronald's levk of

ity.

“ Lo, thore's lota of them carry on like that, and the
voung 'uns they're breaking their ’earts over grinnin’ all
the time from the barrack windows inside. This son of her's

she's after has set his heart on soldiorin’—IL ‘listed ’im

for tha

vostorday—and though he's 2 good lad and sorr
e could.

old lady, he wounldn® draw back now even if
Come along in here, first !’

Ronald obeyed, but Fough, hiz wire-haired terrier, stayed
outside. He, too, was sorry for the poor, forlorn ereaturn
erying silently beside the gateway., In fact, the whole morn-
ing’s procecdings made him feel so down in the dumps, that
he fﬂllt- like erying himself.

He had fondly hoped, when they turned their backs
on Sandhurst, that they had done with soldiers and military
red-tape and regpulations for pood and all.

Ho had heen looking forward to really happy, go-as-you-
ploase times with his young master, and now his hopes were
dashad to the ground.

If this gloomy, beastly place into which Ronald had just
walked was not Sandhurst College, it was something pre-
cious hike if, that was all he could say. And by tho look
of the animated ramrod in the red tunic, with the two white
stripes on the sleeves, he was prepared to wager his back
tecth that there was a notice somewhere, ** Mo dogs ad-
mitbed "

Pending further orders, thercfore, he decided to adopt
his eld tactics of appearing fo be anvlbody's dog but
Ronald's,

He seratehed one car casuall
on the pavement, yawned, an
man as much as to say:

*“ Well, young smarty, who are you siaring ab?"

That Rough had acted rightly he saw by his master's
familiar signal to remain where he was, Ilo took another
lcolk at the old fady in the faded bonnet, with the jet orna-
monta which shook and ratfled ak every aob, and decidin
that there waz a fellow companion in distress, he crosse
over and sat down at her feetf,

Meantime, Ronald had followed on the heels of his guide
down the gpravel slope within the gate, and, turning sharp
to the left, was ushered into a single-reomed building.

“This 1 where we Just run the rule over the deubtful
ones," explained Colonr-Sergeant Duffy. “ But there ain't

any deubt about vou—that is,
if you'rg only as At inside as
vou look ont.  You haven't
served before, have vou ™ ha
asked, with a suspicious glance
at his recruit’s square shoul-
ders and ercet fipure,

This was tieklish eround for
Ronald, and for many an hour
sinca leaving Sandhurst he had
pondercd what his roply was
to be to a question he knew
would certainly be asked.

with his hind paw, sat down
then looked at the Guards-

and with plenty of money in
hiz pocket.”

But the sergeant was talking
now to unlistening ears. The
woman's eyes were turned on
Ronald. She seemod to find
ona glint of comfort and hope
in his kindiy grey eyes. Lero
at least was one who weuld ba
with her boy in this new,
torrible world he was onter-
Ing.

For a moment the clinging
fingers rvelaxed, and Duffy,
taking his epportunily, gently
put her on one side and
slipped through the gate,

ﬁun&id hesitated at the sipht
of the woman's bitter distress,

conspicuous.
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Y Does Sandhurst count ' he
asked quictly, after a pause.

The colour-sergeant whistled.

“Oh, you're one of them ™™
he asked, with a lnowing votb
kindly look. * Been ploughed,
c¢h, and going te make your
way up In the ranks?"

“If you mean that I hope to
faln & coinmission some day,
1 say, no,'" answcred Ronald.
“ That dream’s over and done
with: but I'm determined to
be a soldier nevertheless, and

Ho would have liked to frame
a few simple wordas of comfort
to the poor old soul, but
Duaffy's voico rapped ont a
command to * Come on!" and
he, too, passed through the
gate. :

if T can't carry a sword, I'll
shoulder a rifle, and be just
as proud.”

{dnother Iomg insfaliment af this
aplenadid Awiny storg wext Treeday,
.i‘{llﬂme order  wour  copy of Y The
Magnet™ Library in advance, Prica
One Ilaifpenngy.,)
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