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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Greyiriars Merchant,

s NY of you fellows looking for a gold watchehain ¥
H 1t was Billy Bunter who asked the guestion as he
belonging to the
: IMavry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was talking cricket

came up ko g

rﬂuE of fellows
Eeniove in @ |

oz¢ ot Greyiriars.

with Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent and Micky Desmond,
when the fat junior came up. Harry’s hand went In-
stinotively to his wailsteoat; he was the only one of the
group who possessed such a luxury as a gold watchehain,
?nn.: _Eunter's question made him think that he might have
QB IE,

“ Mo, mine's all right, Billy,” he said, finding that the
chain was there.

“You othar follows, though—""

“I haven't one,” said Bob Cherry, “so0 1 can’t have
dropped it. Have you found ene? You'd better take it in
to tihe Head." i

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.

“ 1 haven't found one, Cherry."

* Then why on earth—"" began Dob.

Mo, TO.
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% YVou sez, I've got one Lo zell.  Any fellow whe's looking
for a gold watchenain—a real, stunming bargain, has only
ot to say s0,”" said Billy Bunter. ' That's what I meon.

‘ould you like a gold watchchain, Nugent !

“ Whose 13 it?" asked Nugent caustically. )

“ Mine, of course. Wo you think I should be trying to sell
gomebody else’s gold watchchain?” demanded Bunter in-
dignantly.

“1 don't know.
your own,' 3

“ Well, you can see it, Look here™ _

They looked. Billy Bunter drew a little case from his
pocket, and ned it with an important air. A watch-
chain was diselosed to view—a chain of huge size, and of a
peculiar yellow colour, doubtless intended fo imitate gold.
The chums of the Remove looked at it, and chuckled.

““Is that it, Bunty” _ ‘

“ That's it,” said Bunter impressively. ' A real, eighteen
carat gold case, substantial, reliable timekeeper—I mean

I know jolly well you haven't one cf

watchchain. It would look handzome on any fellow’s waist-
coat, and the price is cnI{‘ﬁvu shillings. Think of it! You
don't often get a chance like that.”
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“And we're not going to jump at this one,” said Bob
Jhorry, prinning.  © Fivepence would be nearer the mark,
and it would be dear al that.” )

“Oh, really, Cherry ! A really reliable, substantial—"m""

“Rats! Go and bury it somewhere ; it's too dazzling.”™

Bunter frowned as he shut up the case and restored it to
his pocket. He fished in another pocket, and produced
another case. 2 y

“Well, if you don't want a watchchain, perhaps you'd like
a real amber-mouthpicee, first-class cherry-wocd cigarcite-
holder,” he zaid. ™ Wonderful value for the money, too.
You ecan have this splendid cigareite-holder for
crown,'

““ You'd better keep it for some of the smart fellows in the
Fifth,"” said Harry Wharton drly. * Anybody smoking 1n
the Hemove gets a thick ear.”

“Oh, I forgot that! 84l it's a nice thing fo have about
you, ready for when you grow up,” said Bunter per-
spasively., * You can see thet 1t's real amber—-""

 Looks like it,” assented Bob Cherry, *‘ Fresh from the
amber nnnes in Birmingham, I suppose 1"

*Oh, really, Cherry—" i

The Removites walked away while Duntar was closing the
second case. They had had enough of Bunter and his
articles for sale. ot the fat junior was not got rid of so
easily. e hurried after them, at the same time jerking a
hitle dogwhip from under his tight jacket,

“T say, vou fellows, hold on! Lock here! Who wants a
beautiful dogwhip—eighteen carat gold case—I—I mean
silver-mounted handle—silver whistle, and—"

*(h, go and eat coke!” ; ;

“1t's simply & beautiful whip, and dirt chea
shillings—dirt cheap. If you're locking for a
degwhipe—--""

**We're not.”

“ Then just have a sguint at this handsome cardcase and
matehbox combined. it's real erocodile—direct from our
factoriezs on the Nile—I—-I mean from the manufactures's
fzctories on the Nile, you Lknow-—absolutely real, gold
m-ﬁnmddin sterling silver—that iz to say, In eighteen carnt
gold, and—""

The juniors stared blankly at Billy Dunter. )

He was producing new articles as fast ag any con jiﬂl‘_EI'
could have dene it, and the supply of them szeemed 1n-
exhaustible, i

Bob Cherry took the fat junior by the shoulder, and shook
him,

“ Loak here, what's the little game?” he demanded.
“ What do you mean by loading yourself up with this rotten
trash and trying to sell it to us? Where did vou get 11"

Bunter pasped.

“ (Oh, really, Cherry—"" o

“ Is 1t some more of the Patriotic Home Work Association
husiness 1" demanded Beb Cherry, still shaking the fot

half-a-

at three
argain in

junior, i o
“Oht! No! T'm done with the Patrictic Home Work
Association. I find that it's a swindle, after all."

“We told ﬂuu that oll along, you young fathead," said
Nugent, laughing. )

“Yes; but, you see, it would have been ripping if I had
Ent. the three pounds a week for doing easyv and artistio
romae work,” sald Bunter, It wasn't my fault it turned
out to be o swindle, was 1t7? Dut this firm s all right”

* What firm 7"

“The Imperiglist Fair Trading Co. They supply vou
with ten articles, and you =ell them, and send on the fin,
and then they present you with a free gift.”’

“*“*Ha, ha, I?IE.E”

““Blossod if I can see anything to cackle at!” growled
Billy Bunter pecvishly. It's a fair encugh offer. ou sell
six wonderful bargaimns, thus benefiting yvour friends, and
you get a splendid free gift. 1 am going to have a camera.””

“ The nrticles are worth zhout a tanner o time, T supposze,
and the camera’s worth o bob, even if you get it.”

“ 3k, really, Eh&rr,}“-—-—” ; .

“You young aszs!’ Hob Cherry shook Dunter till he
guiverad hke a jelly. “ Don't you start tryving to sell sham
jewellery and humbug to us, or to anybody, or we'll boot
you out of No. 1 Study. We're not going to have a sham
jewallery merchant digging with us, I ean tell you "

“Ow! Oh—really—don't shaoke me like that, vou ass!
You'll make my glasses fall off, and if they break, you'll
E}M?' to pay for them! I—I'm trying to benefit you fellows.

w i

The severe shaking Bob Cherry administered had a
peculiar effect, jerking out of DBunter’s pockets the various
articles he had for sale. The fat junior's pockets were over
fall, and az Bob Cherry shook him, he shed wonderful bar-
gaing on all sides. IPinally, Bob Cherry sat him down on
the graes, and hz sat there bhinking, in the midst of a col-
lection of splendid eighteen carat gold-cased watchchains,

gilver-mounted dogwhips, amber cigarctte-holders, lace-
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;ﬂlg?& handkerchiefs, crocodile-lzather ecardeases, and so
orih.

The chums of the Remove walked away laughing, and
Billy DBunter blinked after them, and then round at his
scattered treasures. )

“Beasts !" he murmurcd. * Faney not buying a few
articles of a chap in their own stac ¥y I suppouse thiz 1z
what they eall being friendly. Dr-r.el" A

He rose to his knees, and, blinking through his big glasses,
he slowly and careiully collected up the precious bargaing of
the Imperialist Fair Trading Co.  Ile was still thus engaged
when the toe of a beot lifted him gently behind, and sent
him sprawhng forward upon his fat hands. )

U ! gasped Billy Bunter. © Oh, really, Skinner—'

“ Ha, ha, hal" e

“Oh, 18 1t you, Bulstrede?’ said Tunter, blinking up at

¥

the hl:it}' of ths Remove., “I—I think you're a beast, you
know,” _

“What are vou grovelling down there for, you [at
worm ¥

“ I'm picking up these articles, That other beast, Cherry
made ma drop "em. Look here, Dulsirode, do you want o
splendid watchchain—twenty-two carat geld case——"

“ Wot one of that sort,”” said DBulstrode, langhing. ' You
voung ass ! Where did you get all this rotten rubbizsh "

“It's not rotten rubbish,” said Dunter indignantly. **It's
supplied by the Imperialist Fair Trading Co., and I'm
going to have o camera when the things are all sold. 1f
vou'd like to buy o really splendid hali-dozen lace.edged
handkerchiefs at the nbsurd price of two shillings—"

“* No fear!” o

“ You could make a present of them fo Marjoric Hazel
dene, you know,” said Bunier persuasively. It might
make her like you, you know, She thinks you're a beast
now, Owl Owl”

Gunter rolled over as ha reccived a aatait_i,‘e push from
Bulstrode's boat, and the big Removite walked away. Hilly
Bunter eollected up his ariicles and drifted disconsolately
away. He had expected to get rid of the ten articles in a
very short time, and already in his mind's eye he had been
taking photographs with the gift camera. But the sale for
marvellous bargaine did not seem to be brisk. Possibly, too,
Bunter lacked tact az a salesman, L.

He caught sight of Mark Linley, of the Remove, sitting
under the elms with a book. Linley, the lad from
Lancashire, was known all through the Lower Schaool for his
good nature—good nature that was not diminished by tho
rough treatment he had received in some gquarters—iur
Linley was a * scholarship boy.” Bunter brightened up a
little as he bore down upon }fﬂ.ﬂ{ Linley, an? he ran over
in his mind which of the articles woul
suit the Lancashire lad.

“1 say, Lainleoy——" ) ]

Mark looked up pleasantly enough. He did not like
Bunter, but he was always civil.

“¥es, what 1s 17" ; ‘

“ Would you like a gold watchchain, fwenty-eight carat ¥'7
said Bunter, growing more and more reckless with Fis
carats. “It's & ripping chain. Your weistcoat is a bit
shabby, you know, and this splendid watchchain would
brighten it up, and make you feel as well dressed as the
other fellows.™ .

Mark winced a little. The szon of a mill-worker could
hardly hope to be as well dressed ae the other fellows at an
cxpensive school like Greyfriars. But it was not exactly
pleasant to have the fact brought home to him in this way.

“1 don’t want it, thanks, Bunter.”

“ Then suppose you take theee half-dozen lace-edged hand-
kerchiefs ?" said Bunter persuasively. *‘They would make
g ripping present for Marjorie Hazeldene, It would be o
decent thing for you to do, you know, because she treats you
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just tho same as if you wero one of us, although you're onl
o sort of charity boy, you know. Or there's this beautifu
silver-mounted éﬂgw p—"' . _

“Do you want me to take that whip and lay it sbout
you?" asked Linley.

Bunter jumped. i

“Eh? Oh, no! Certainly not!

“Then you'd better get along.”

And Bunter looked at Linloy's face, and thought he had
better. He losked glum as he went. The ten articles were
atill intaet, and the camera as far off as ever. But a sudden
thought occurred to the fat junior, _

*“The girls! Of course, they’ll huy the things! I'll go
and look for the girls ™

What do vou mean?”™

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Caiches It.

ARJORIE HAZELDENE came out of the IHead's
house at Greyfriars with ¢ serious expression upon
her charming face. Her friend Clara was wailting
for her under the big elms.

¥or more than & week the girls had been at Greyiriars,
ClLf House, the girls’ school, presided over by Miss
FPenelope Primrose, was deserted, and Miss Primrose’s [air
pupils were being “ put up ™ at Greviriars. It was a curious
change for them, and for the Greyfriars fellows, )

“Any nows?" nsked Miss Clars, linking her arm in her
frmt;;l’s. g

“¥Yes; we're going back to-night.”

[ 1] Gh !!! g g IE

““Miss Locke has just told me s0,” 3aid Marjorie. “ You
Lnow they discovered that thors was something wrong with
the foundations at Chff House—-"

“ Bomething rocky,” said Miss Clara, who was somewhat
addicted to slang, doubtless from hearing szo much boyish
converaation of late. ** Yes, I know "™

“ Well, it turns out to be a false alarm. They've made a
thorough examination, and the place is safe enough.’

Miss Clara sniffed a little.

“ That's through leaving matters of this sort to men,” she
remarked. * Men are always finding out that something is
wrong somewhers, when it isn’t. I knew all the time that
Cliff House was safe encugh, but that old gentleman talked
to Miss Frimrose 1o such dresdfully long words that she be-
lieved the place was nearly toitering. 1f she had asked my
opmion—-—"

Marjorie laughed.

“ But she dian't, dear. 0Of course, it was thoughtless of
her. But there 13 good news; we're going back this even-
ing, and Miss Primrose is going to give & garden-party to-
morrow afterncon, and invite all the Greyfriara jzniors, as
a mark of our—of our appreciation, I think Miss Locke said,
of their kindness to us during our stay here.”

Mises Clars clapped her hands enthustastically,

“ Ripping "' she exclaimed.

“Oh, Clara!™

“0h, don’t say f Oh, Clara!” or I shall say spiffing next "
gaicd Miss Clara, with a toss of her golden head. "1t is
ripping, %o there! And Miss Primoss 13 & duck—a real
duck! A garden-party is just the thing ! Do you remember
the night of the dance?"’

“Yes, indeed; it was lovely!”
became more seripus.
brother

““ Hazel 17°
lately.™

“1 want to see him particularly before we leavo Grey.
friars,” said Marjorie. ' lle seems to have been aveiding
me lately.”

“Then he 1sn’t in want of money,” aaid Miss Clara.

-Marjorie fushed erimsen. Hazeldena, of the Greyfriars
Remove, was not a brother, perhaps, to particularly
proud of. But probably the very wealness of his character
made Marjorie care for him the more. At all events, she
waz very anxious about him, as she knew that he was in
tronhle with Mr. Lazarus, of Friardale.

“Clara "

“Oh, I'm sorry " said Clara.
word. But—""

¥ YVou must not say a word against my brother, or—"'

* Now, dear, don’t pe angry!” said Clara, throwing her
arm round Marjorie’s neck. “I won’t say a word on the
gubject. But I know very well that you haven't worn your
ring lately, and 1 know where 1t must have gone, and I
think—— There, there, I won't say another word !

“1 say, you fellows—] mean, you gicla—""

Tt was Billy Bunter. Marjorie checked the words on her
Yips, and- turned towards the fat Removite.

"1 say, would either of you like a pold watchchain—
thirty-six earat gold case,” said Buntor, who was rather
hazy as o the possible number of carats, but did not mean
to err on the side of being too moderate, “or & splendid
dt}%lwhtp? I've got ten articles to sell at ruinous prices, and
I should like you to make some bargains.™
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“T don't want any, thank you! We are leaving Grey-
friars to-day.”

“*Oh, rﬁa{lyl I'm sincerely sorry. [Perhapa you would
like fo buy zome of these thi to make a few parting
gifts,"” said Bunter, fishing nutnilﬂndfuls of the goods sup-
pliecd by the Imperialist Fair Trading Co.—gold watch-
¢haing, chain bracelets, laceedged handkerchiefs, ete.

“*No, thank you!"™ zaid Clara, with a seornful glunca at
the array of rubbish Bunter held out efticingly. ‘' But you
can return Marjoria tho half-crown shs lent you last week,
Bs we are leaving the school to-day.”

Bunter blinked at her.

“* The~—the half.crown?"

“Yes," said Marjoriec.
snturday."” i

“ Ah, yes, I remember! T was going to settlo it out of
the chegque I was expecting for some work done for the
Patriotic Home Work Association,” said Bunter. ' Unfor-
tunately, that turned out to be s swindle. They did me out
of six shillings for a colour-box, and then steadily refused
to take any picture-postcards I coloured. for them. ['ve
ppent a small fortune in postage to the cads. Hotlen, 1sn't
it? Of course, [ shall repay the half-crown shortly, I'm
expecting a postal-order to-morrow morning, snd you cag
have it out of that.” .

“You promised it for Saturday, and I neaded it.”

*“Yes; but I didn't get the cheque,” said Buntfer, in a tona
of patient cxplanation. **1 BH]LI}I}EE it's impossible for tho
faminine mind to understand businoss. However, I will
sottle it shortly. When I have sold all theso articles 1 shall

el a fres camera, and 1 wm geing to do photographic work
or the Press. 1 expoct to make pounds and pounds.
Would you care to have this splendid forty-six carat silver-
mounted dogwhip as s parting gift for Wharton? He's
thinking of buying a dog, and I believe he'slr.-a.thur axpoct-
ing o present from you as you're going away.’

“ ¥ou untruthful little wretch ! said Miss Clara, * How
dare you say such things? Harry doss not even know we
arn going away yet ! -

“N.nn-nno; I suppose not! I—T mean, I think ha
would naturally expect a present if he knew, and you cam
have this dogwhip cheap.” . . .

“Can I try it?" uskng Misa Clara, with a glimmer in hor
eyes that the short-sighted Owl of the Remove failed to

It's a splendid articlo, and—

Saxa,

“0Oh, certainly! Ow,
what are you doing "' . .

Miss Clara bad taken the dogwhip, and was making frca
play with it round Bunter’s fal calves.

“Ow, ow! O-0-0-h! Gerrooh!” .

Bunter hopped to escape the atinging slash, but Miss
Clara was in earnest. As fast ss he hopped she caught him
with the lash, and Bunter howled and danced like s lunatic.

“Ow, ow! Stop it! Wow [V ]

“ You untruthful little wretch!” gasped Misa Clara,
breathloza with hor exertions.  * You ought to be thrashed ™

“Dw, ow! Wow! Yow!”

“Oh dear—Oh dear !” exclaimed Marjorie, with tie tears
of merriment running down her cheeks—'*oh doar! That
will do, Clara ! -

“Tha little wretch was telling stories! Take that, and
that 1"

“Dw, ow, ow ' .

Mias Clara finally threw the dogwhip at Bunter. The fat
junior ceased his impromptu dance, and jammed his spoc-
taclos straight on his nose. Half a dozen juniors had
gathered round, attracted by the noise, and they were shout-
ing with laughter. Bunter blinked at them furiously. ‘

“Ow, ow! Oh dear, T am hurt! I don't like that girl
Clara at allf Oh dear!”

““Ha, ha, ha!" .

The two girls were walkin

“You promised it for lask

away. Marjorie uttered an
exclamation as she caught sight of a junior near the gates,
It was her brother, and he had his bicycle with him, and
was evidently going out. Marjorie quickencd her pace, and
did not even notice that Clara left her. Clara did not like
Hazeldene, of the Remove. IHazeldene turned his head
wickly as he heard his sister call, and a shade crossed his
ace.

““ What is it 7" he asked, almost roughly. .

“[ want to see vou, ITazel. You are going out?" ashed
M ﬂrﬁ:;i_?_ quietly.

“ Ty Mr. Lazarus "’ _ o

““Yes,” maid Hazeldene, after a moment’s hesitation,
“TI've got to go and see him. He wants his money, and

“ But you can't pay him "

*No: but—"' : L 2

“ Lot him take the things back,” said Marjorie. ”YEM
Another Bplendid Long, Complets
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don’t really need them. Tt was reciless of you to furnish
your study in an expensive way. And the things weren't
worth the money. Let him take them away.”

“You don't understand,’” said Hazeldene peevishly. " He
won't tonke them back. He wants the money. I know ke
couldn’t suo o fellow of my age; but he'll go to the Head
with his bill, and make it out as bad as he can. He's a
moneylender 88 well as a furniture-dealer, and he could
easily make the Head think that I had been borrowing
money. Ho's ahr-::t.teu thief 1"

“Vet you had dealings with such a man!”

“Lot of good it I8 aagiuq: that now, isn't i ?"? growled
Hazeldene. * You girls don't understand. You don't know
anything about business.”

Marjorie remembered that Bunter had made the state-
ment, too, and she could not Help thinking that her brother's
aptitude for business was about on a par with Billy's. But
she did not say so. Hazeldene was in a wotried and un-
reasonable frame of mind.

* But what are vou going to see him for, Hazel 7" asked
M:;Ejgrin quictly.  “ If you ean't pay him, that won't do any
good,

The junior laughed bitterly.

“ Because he says if I don’t take at least two pounds to
him to-day, he'll come up to.the school” he replied. *'1
ean't take him any tin, but I'm ,p:,l'ning to try and stave him
off. I don't want to be expelled.”

“I don't think you ought to go, IHazel.”

“What can I do?” o

“Defy him!" said Marjorie, with a _glink in her eycs.
“Let him go to the Head, if he dare! He has been making
you nervous with threats, but T do not believe he would dare
to carry them out. 1f he goes to the Head he will lose hus
money, anyway. bBut vou cannot pay. ¥ou must make a
stand sconer or later, why not make it now? 1 s sure that
iz what Harry Wharton would advise you to do, if you
asked him." )

“That's all very well; but—"  Hazeldene hesitated.
“Well, you can have your way if you like, Marjorie; :uuf—-
but the responsibility’s vours. You understand that?’

The girl nodded quictly. . .

“Sneak to Wharton about if, and ask his advice,” she
gaid. * Tell him you don’t want any money—you could not
borrow of him. Ask his advice.”

“I'll do it!" Hazeldene langhed recklessly. I shall be
glad to come to some sort of a finish, anyway IV

He wheeled his machine back to the bicycle-shed. As he
was leaving the shed after putting it up, he encountercd
Billy Bunter. .

“T say, Vaseline, stop a minuie! Would you lilke to buy
a real fifty-two carat gold-cased watchchain, or a sterlin
gilver-mounted cigarctte-case, real Russia leather—— Well,
my word, fancy o beast stalking on like that while I'm
gpeaking to him !” : ) .

And Billy Bunter blinked in great disgust after the disap-
pearing form of Hazeldene.

-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr. Lazarus Visits Greyfrlars,

L NYTHING in the eupboard 7" asked Bob Cherry.
H He flung his bat into a corner of the study with &
erash, and then uitered an exclamation.

“By Jove, I keep on forgetting that there’s a
study under this one! I say, I'm jolly hungry! That fat
little hounder hasn't got tea! Ts there anything going !

“There ought to be,” said Nugent, opening the cupboard
door—'! there ought to be plenty of eggs, and half that ham,
you know, and the cold beef. My hat!”

Y What's the matter #"* asked Harry Wharton.

Murent made a grimace.

“Ti:ﬁn:'ﬂ nothing here, that's all.”

[ Phew !!:I'

The juniors looked into the cupboard. They were hungry
after their ericket practice, and they were already late for
tea. But the good things they had expected to see there
were conspicuous only by their absence.

“ Bunter I said three voi¢es in unison. -

“Tt is like the Hubbardful story of the nursery,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the genial Nabob of Bhamipur.
“The worthy Madame Hubbard visited her esteemed cup-
board to present her unfortunate canine with a meal bone-
fully, and when she had arrived at the honourable recep-
tacle the barcfulness was terrific, and so the unfortunate
canine had none," _ .

“ And we shall have none, by the look of things," said Bob
Cherey, with & grunt of disgust. **I don’t know how we
stand Bunter. Most fellows would break him into little
bits twice a day. The worst of it ia that funds are low."”

‘““ The lowfulness is terrific.” ;

“I say, you fellows'—Billy Bunter came into the study,
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and blinked round inquiringly—'*haven't you brought in
anythirg for tea j"

*No, you young cormorant !
the grub ™

“Uh, really, Cherry, I Eill]P[‘-'ﬂﬁE you don't want me to
starve to death? You know I've got a delicate constitution,
and can only be kept g{}ing by constant nowrishment.  It's
a fortunate thing that I've a good appetite, T think, But, I
gay, If funds are low, I could raise suine tin tem}u}rarily by
selling some of these articles, if you know a fellow who
would be likely to buy them.”

“Try Ionides, of the SBixth" suggested Nugent. ‘" He's
ot & gorgeous taste in dress, dnd thai watchehain may sutk
1iim. Try Ionides."

“Good! I never thoupht of him. He's rich, too, and
may be able to buy some of the other things. I'll buzz off
at once.”

And Bunter " buzzed ' off,

Bob Cherry gave a roar:

* My hat! hat will Tonides do if the young ass takes
that rotten rubbish into his study?’

**Lick him wvery likely. Serve him right for scoffing the
arub. Halle, Li Hung Chang!”

A quaint lictle face looked round ihe door of the study.
The almond eyes and long pigtail of Wun Lung, the Chinese
iunior, cane into view.

“Me lookea fol you,” he said, in hiz soft voica. * You
comee to feed(”

It was like sunshine suddenly coming into tho study.
Four hungry juniors, too late for tea inpi]'u,ll, fquite out of
provisions and low in funds, jumped at the invitation. It
wig like corn in Egypt in the lean years.

“Well, rather!” said Bob Cherry emphatically. * DBut
what have you got? None of your mysterious Chinese
stews, eh—dogs and cats and mice ™

Wung Lung shook his head with a reproachful look,

“ No cookee Chinese coolice for fjends,™ he said. “*You
tlusteo Wan Lung.” 3

“Well, 'm hungry encugh to trust anybody,” said Bob.
“Come along, kids, Lead the way, Macduff.”

hey were quickly in the Celestial's study. Wun Lung's
siucdy-mates were out on the cricket-field, and the juniors
had the study to themselves. There were plates of nicely-
brewned sausages, poached eggs, and toust on the hob and
fender. The hungry juniors smiled sweetly. It was a feed
they could appreciate, and no chance about it of the
Chinese ingredients such as Bob Cherry had mentioned.

“Takea seat,” said Wun Lung, beaming hospitably,
“ Nieea-nicce feed. Me malice tea.” :

“Oh, I'll make the tea for wou," said Frank Nugent.
“Let's be useful as well as ornamental, You dieh up the
Erljblj} - - - o

“Wun Lung, my son, you're a giddy prince! This is
ripping I Z ;

" The rippingfulness is terrific.”

The juniors seated themselves round the table. The tes
had just started when Mark Linley eame in. Linley was
one of the juniors to whom the study he]upged, and he
came in from cricket practiee without knowing there was
anything on in the study. #As he looked in and eaw tho
tea-party, he stepped back, but Wung Lung called to him:

“ Comee in. Allee light!”

Tinley came In.

“Eitej; down,” eaid Wun Lung hespiiably.
party. Allee light.”

il Hut______ﬂ ) ;

# There's room for you on this stcol,” said Bob Cherry.
"“ Here you are.” . . :

And he pulled the Lancashire lad down beside him.

Mark Linley laughed.

“Thank you. I'm hungry.”

i (3rub this way. Here vou are. Got another teacup,
kid? IE not, I"Ilf{ut into the next study aod get one.”

- Allee light. Me gotee." _ L

A ane]dg&e was looking for you, Wharton,” said Linley,
as Harry handed him a cup of tea, and Bob Cherry filled
his plate. ** He asked mwe & lew minates ago if I had seen

-nu.??
Yol Mallo, halle, halle " said Bab Cherry. " Talk of angels.
Here He 8. ,
Hazeldene looked in. There was a white and worried look
about his face, which Harry Wharton noticed at onee.
“0h, I didn't know you were busy,” he said. “T'd like
to speak to you presently, Wharton, if you \'e“gﬂt time.”
“(lomee in,” said Wun Lung. ~ Havee tea.” ]
“Come in, kid,” said Harry. * What 15 it?7 Anything
important 7" ) i : 7 :
“Tt can wait a bit.” said Hazeldene, with a faint smile,
[ only want some advice.!
Wun Lung looked at him curiously.
“ Allee light,”' he zaid.
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Hazeldene started,
:: What do you know about it ¥"* he exclatmod.
s Mes savyy.”
”Rahi! You don't knew. How eould you?"
Me savvy,” said Won Lung, grinning. ** Me see vou go
—talkee to Lazalus. Me savyvy.”
Hiﬁldeﬁe}turncddp:{{e. ;.
Allea light," zai ‘un Lune; ** i i e
o “"}Iat?'g : o; “he is coming here
“Me expecting him,” said Wun Lung calmly.
comee to talkee-talkee because me no pay cashee”
Do you mean to say thai vou owe Lazarus money, Yvun
Ling 7" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
The little Celostial nodded.
“Yes, lathel! No owe; he zav so.
of him.” 2
Wharton's brows coniracted.

*The ten pounds you wanted to lend me the other weel 1™
he exclaimed. * The ten pounds vou found the time Fatty
Wynn came over from St. Jun's?"”

* Allee Light.™

“But I only had three,” said Wharton anxiously. *°1I
gave you the rest back the next morning, and paid you the
thres the following week. ¥You never let me Lknow that
you had it from a meneylender.”

Wun Lung grinned.

“¥ou no takee if me say so, p’l'aps.”

“Tou young ass! I wouldn't have let you mix vourself
up with that thief for anything!' said Wharton, looking
distressed. ** But haven't vou paid him¥”

. " Me payee ten pounds next weekee aftel, and one pound
intelest,

“A pound interest on the weel! The thief! But if
‘ou've paid him, what’s the trouble with him now®"”

*He say the intelest should be two pounds,” said Wun
Lung cheerfully, “ and he chalgee mole mtelest all the time
me no payee. He say me owe him five pounds now.”

“ My hat!™

“ He thleaten to comee up to Gloyflials if I no pay.”

* You won't pay the villaini"

The Celestial chuckled.

! No payes. He comee hele; me expecting him.”

" And when he comes?”

“ P'I'apa he wishee he no coma.™

Hpazeldene rose uneasily,

* Here, I'd better not stay to see him,"” he said. * That's
what I wanted to see you about, Wharton. I—I've been
advised to ask your opinion. Lazarus has added interest
to interest, and worked it out that I owe him nearly ton
pounds now, after all I've paid. It's for the things in my
study, you know—hire-purchase. I've offered to let him
hgve them bock, bubt he won't take them. He's going to
expose me to the Head if I don't pay, and make it out as
black as he can.”

Wharton's face set hard.

“The man's a mere swindler!" he said. * You ought to
be kicked if vou give him a penny. Let him have his
rubbish baclk. You were a silly ass to have it. I remember
that he wanted us to get into debt with him, too—""

* But we bad too much scnze,” said Bob Cherry, in his
candid way.

“Oh, all right; pile it on,” said Hazeldene, with an
uneasy laugh., "1 know I've been a fool.”

“¥You have; and a bigger fool for knuckling uwnder to
threats than for getting the stuff in the first place,” said
Nugant. " Buppose he goes to the Head? Do you think D
Locke won't se¢ at a glanm what sort of a swindler he ia¥"

“Of course he will,” said Harey. ™ He will see just how
maktars stand., And he may give yvou a warm time, poerlaps,
but anything's better than knuckling under to that rascal,
and paying meoney you don't owe.”

Hazeldene nodded gloomily., He did not feel quite so
ﬂradahnut it himself, and he ate little at that well-speead

AT,

“And you're expecting the [ellow here, kid?' went on
Harry Wharton. * Are you certain he will come "

b Ilu%e. guite celtain,. He say he comee if me no payee.”

“ He may go straight to the Head "

Wun Lung made a }}'Ign of disscnt.

“ No go stlaight to Head.”

“ How do vou know?"’

“ Gosling let him in,”’ grinned Wun Lung. * Me givee
Gosling half-s-elown to show him in here when he comee,”

Y1 eee. And what are yvou going to do with him¥”

“ Talkee-talkee, P'Uaps someting else. Me savey,”

The juniors grinned at one another. They saw now that
Wun Lung had got up that little tea-party in hiz study so
a3 to have plenty of friends ai hand in case he nposded
their help with the moneylender.

What intended io do with Mr. Lazarus they did not
know, but they could guess that it was something that would
{;.n.:h]? their visitor wish he -had given Greyiriars a wide

rih.

Mr. Lazarus had succeeded in frightening Hazeldenc;
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but the little Chince scemed to be made of sterner stuff,

There was a sound of heavy footsteps in the passage, and
& knock on the door. The hairy face of Gosling, the school-
porter, looked in,

* Which the gentleman has come,” he said.

Wun Lung rose from the table

“Bhowee him in"

** This 'ere way, Mr. Lazarus.”

“*Bank you, mein frient.”

And Mr. Lazaruzs walked in. His dark-complexioned,
oily face looled a little startled as he saw that he was in
a study filled with juniors

The boys rose o their feef,

* Groot-cvening,” said Mr. Lazarus agreeably. " And how
is mein voung frient Yharton? I hope der bookcase is
gtill fory poot?”

“"It's all right, thank you,” zaid Harry shoretly.

“I see my Iricnt Hazeldene, too,” emid Mr. Lazarus,
rubbing his hands, *and mein leedle frient Vun Lunk.
¥ou have my monizh, mein frients?”

"I haven't any,” said Hazeldene,

“No savvy,” said Wun Lung sweetly.

‘““Mein monish,”” said Mr. Lazarus, raising his voice a
little, ** mit der interest, it is Gve pounds for mrin leedle
frient Yun Lunk, snd ten pounds for Mishter Hazeldene.
1 go to der Head if vou do not pay. Vat is it to be? I
have fell you dat 1 come here for der money, and I have
come.’’

“ You'd batter go to the Head, then!" snarled Hazeldene.
“¥ou can have your sticks back if you like. I've got no
money for you. _ _

“Me payee cachee once,” said Wung Lung cheerfully.
* No payee second timee.”

“* Der interest—"'

“ Mo savvy.”

“ Der just interest amount to five pounds.”

" No savvy."” ]

An ugly look came over Mr. Lazarus's oily face,

“Fery goot! Den I go to der Head,” }

And he turned towards the door. With two steps Wun
Lung reached it, and turned the key in the lock.

Mz, Lazarus looked startled.

“You lets me out!” he exclaimed.

“No savvy., DMe takee you in”

Mr. Lazarus, looking alarmed made a rush for the door,
and tried to thrust the little Chinee aside. Wun Lung
seemed to curl round him like a caterpillar round a stem,
In a twinkling Mr. Lazarus was on his buck on the carpef,
gasping for brealh, and the litrle Citinee was sitting on his
chest, perfectly cool, and smiting a bland smile.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tar and Feathers!

R. LAZARUS gasped. _
The weight of the little Celestial was nob great,
but it was sufficient to pin his visitor to the fAoor.

Mr. Lazarus was very stout, and he was not an
athizte. He lay on the carpet, and gasped and biinked,

“My vyoung frients,” bhe murmured feebly—" mein
fricnts—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" |

“1—I'll summons vou for assault and battery!” gasped
Mr. Lazarus. * I'll—I'll have der law of you, so 1 tells
vou !

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The juniors were not much afraid of Mr. Lazarus and his
law. They langhed loudly as the monevlender wriggled on
the carpet and gasped. It was such a changs from Mr,
Lnzarus's truculent manner of a fow minutes before,

“ Lemme gerrup ! pleaded Mr. Lazarus. “I'IL=I'll go.
I didn't mean to see the doctor, really! You believe vat [
tell you? I'll go!”

“ What vou tinkee®' said Wun Lung cheerfully. * Me no
tinkes you szec doctol; me ftinkee you gleat ]l!:lﬂt":l]-—r'ﬁ'{.‘nf
bad lascal. Me teachee vou lesson, What you tinkee!”

* Lemine go, and——"

“Tenchee lesson frst.
boald door.™ P

Rob Cherry, grinning, opanad the cupboard door.
the cupboard a large bag was disclosed, and a tar-pot.
stared at them, and then looked at Wun Lung.

The little Chirce nodded and grinned, }

“ Bling them out,” he said. “Me bollow (Gosling’s tar-
ot, givee Gosling tannce, and get feathels flon Mrs
limble. All leady fol Mr. Lazalus.”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and dragged out the pot of hall-
congealed tar and the bag of feathers. &
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?':{r. Lazarus's eyes oponed wider.
Mein gootness!" he ejaculated.
Fou! You believe vat T teoll you!”
We'll risk that!” said Hazeldene, snapping his teeth.
JYou've done your worst, and vou may a3 well pay the
piper. If you didn’t really mean to go to the Head, you've
given e soma weeks of the blues Ior pothing; m:g oW
you shall sguirm for ic}”

“Mein frienis—"'

" 3hut up! Shall I lend you a hand, kid 7"

" Bhovee ouf the tar!”

And Hareldene did. The other juniors looked on grin-
ning. They did not feel inclined to help Mr. Lazarus. He
had evidently been attempling to blackmail the Chinee amd
Hazeldone by threats of going to the Head, which he had
no intention of carrying out. His visit to Greylriars was
enly bluff. Tf he had gone inte Dr. Locke's presence with a
tule of having lent money at interest to boys in the Lower
Fourth, his reception would have been a painful one, and
he would certainly have left the school, with the porter’s
boot to help him out. It was not likely, thercfore, that he
woulid po s0 far, But he had given the weak-natured
Hazeldene many sleepless nights by the mere threat.

Now the turn of his vigtim had come.

_ Hazeldene ladled out the tar with a liberal hand, dabbing
it over the fat, oily countenance of Mr. Lazarus, who
wriggled and squirmed and gasped under the infiction.
But there was no escope for him. In a few minutes he was
as black as the wee of spades, and then Hazeldene com-
meneed  operations upon  his carefully-oiled locks.  Me
Lazarus must have been very proud of hizs hair, and must
have spent o great deal of thme over 1t, to judge by the
quientity of oil he contrived to make it contain. But the
scent of the vil wns now quite drowned and obliterated by
that of the tar. The greasy locls stuck togeilier in bunches.
Mr. Lazaros wriggled spasmodically, and began to say
things nut quite suitable for polite cars. But Fazeldenw
partned the tar-brush into his mouth, and after that the
moneylender was silent, save for a sort of voleanic mutter-
ing.

' Chuckee over the feathers!” said Wun Lung.

Bob Cherry grinned, and handed over the bag.

It was emptied vpon Mr. Lazarus’s head and face, and
neo=t of the feathors stuck to the tar Hazeldone gave
another dab or two of the brush, to male the work cowm-
plete, and then the moneviender was allowed to rise.

He staggered to his feet, aud Wun Luang politely oponed
the door of the study.

" You goee to the Head now," he said zoftly.
if likee, What you tinkee ¥

Mr. Lazarus mumbled. [is eves were burning with rage,
but there was too much tar in his mouth for him to utter
anything clearly. e was evidently saying something un-
ploasant, but what it was the juniors did wot uuderstand.
The wmoneylonder shook his fist furiously at the boys, and
rushod from the room.

A vell of laughter followed him.

* My hat!" gasped Dob Cherry. T rather think this will
be the last visit of Mr. Lazarus to Greyfriars.™

“Thoe lastfuluess of his esteemed visit will be terrifie, my
worthy chum."

““ [{a, ha, ha1?

They crowded oub of the study to watch the flight of Mr.
Lazarus. lle had no intention of going to the Head,
espocinlly in his present state. He made a break for the
Close, and, as luek would have it, he met Mr. Quelch, the
staster of the Beomove, on the stepa,

Mr. Quelch halted, thunderstrucl.

" What—what—what is this?""

Mr. Lazarus tried to dodge him, but the Form-master
stcod 1n the waoy.

“Stop! Who—what are you?®"

“Ach! I vill have der law of voul”

“ But—but what—-"'

Mr., Lazarus dodged the Form-master, who did not fecl
inclined to touch hun in the state he was, and rushed
across the Close.

There was a shouting on all sides.

The sight of a man smothered with tar and feathers was
not a common one, naturally, in the Cloze at Greyfriars,
amd it attracted attention.

A crowd of fags followed at Mr. Lazarus’s heels as he
made a break for the gates. )

As it happened, Gosling had just closed the gates, and
Mr. Lazarus was compelled to halt there. The porter stared

at him blaukly.
“My heve! What a

““Well, my heye!” he cjaculated.
¥ Lot me out 1" shrieked Mr. Lazarus. ““I'll have dor law

“I vill have der law of

4

“You gooe

lifa 1"

of you! You helieve vat T tell vou? T'H have der law !
"My heve! Wot T says is this 'ere, who are you? What
ou mean by 18
EI ﬁ"s%_au:ﬂ:r,—-'?ﬂi : 0
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“Loet me out!” shouted Mr. Lazarus, rushing up to tha
amazed porter and brandishing a clenched fist in his face.
“ et moe ount, o't 14 17

“My heye!”

The next moment Gosling elapped his hand to his eye,
for the enraped Mr. Lazarus had sinitten himm there. Ha
staggered back against the gate.

“ My heye! "Wot I savs is this "ere-—"

“¥ill you let me out?? yelled Lazarus.

M Which T’ chaek you out!” gusped Gosling, in;ring
violent hands L!.Pun the moneylender.  © Hout you go '

He vanked Mr, Lazarus towards the gates. The exaited
moteyleader struggled with him, and in the struggle half
the tar and feafhers came off, and transicrred themselves
to the porter’s person. The erowd that was gathering round
them simply shricked.

“Go 1t, Gossy ! shouted DBulstrode. “Co it! Bhall I
open the gate?”

" Yes, please, Muoster Bulstrode,”

Bulstrode dragged the gute open, Gosling made a big

cffort, and sent the monevlender whirling t.n'nugﬂn. Mr.
Lazarus rolled over and over in the dust, beforn he finally
catne to a stoppage on the other side of the road.

When he sat up there, he waz as dusty as he was karry
and feathery. He Blinked fechly at the enraged Gosling,
who was shaling hizs fist at him from the gate.

“T'IE have der law of vou! You believe vat T tell you ™
he mumbled.

“¥You kim back ! roared Gosling, digping the tar out
of hiz eves with one sel of knwckles, and bramdishing the
ather at Mr. Lazarus. * You lim back, that’s all. Wot 1
says 1s this 'ero, you kim back, and I'll pulverise yon !”

Mr. Lazarus did not come hack. He picked himeclf up,
and drifted down the road, atill fechly muttering that hoe
would have “der luw " of somebody.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Furniture Removing.
MR. QUELCH enterced the School House with o stern

expression upon biz face. In spiie of the tar amd
feathors, he thought he knew Me. Lazarus, He signed
to Wharton {0 [ollow him to his study, Iazeldenc
had remained out of sight, hiz heart quaking at a distant
wlungse of the Forme-master, which revived ol s old fears.

“1 suppose vou know what this mwcans, Wharton ¥ said
the Removemaster. 1 oask von as the lead boy in the
Yarm.”

“Yes, sir,” said larry guictly. : _

::Thnt N Wis Mr. Lazarus, of Friardale, T behieve?”

Yes, sir.”

“Then will you explain his presence hera?

“Certainly, sir. Woe bought some furniture of him after
the fire at Grevirviars, when the Bemove stidiczs were burnt
down. One of the fellows had some stuff on the hire-purchasa
system fromm him, and got behind with the paymments. Then
:‘Ii!'. ]-.Iﬂ:.:l':.:l.ru.l'-i (A {REE {,h',:l“"“ LR 1§ !'Iirll. T}Il_‘- r{,‘:”ﬂ“" ih 'l"l'i].hn t-';]
send all the stuff back, and lese what he has paid, but Mr,
Lazarus won't take thet, I hope vou don't want me to
mention names, sir. Mr. Lazarus came here to scare the
fellow I've mentioned, and to extort money from him--and
another chap.  Under the circumstances, I thought the
tarring and feathering was about the proper caper—1 mean
justifizble under the cireumstances, sie.”

Mr. Quelch smiled shghily.

“1 must say if was scmewhat dreastic,” he sald. " It was
foolish to have any dealings with such 2 man. You owo
him nothing voursell, Wharton ¥

“ Nothing, sir.”

“H'm! Scnd the bovy vou have mentioned to me. ¥Youn
may tell him he has nothing to foar if the ‘ease 15 as you
have put it. DBut the matter must be cleared ap”

Y Yoery well, sie”

Wharton left the stady. IHe found Hazeldene in Wun
Lung's room, looking very uneasy. Iazeldene logked up
nervously aa Wharton came in.

“Well," ho said, ¥ what does Quelch say ¥

Harry ecxplained, and the other turncd pale.

“You—you shouldn’t have mentioned—"

Wharton's brows contracted a litcle

“1 had to give him some explanation,” he said, “TF T
had refused to speak, he would have got the story from Mr.
Lazarus, and a iﬂaaker one.  But I thought it best for you,
too. You have acted like a fool, and I should have advised
vou all along that the best thing to do was to own up and
tell Mr. Quelch about it.  You've Men frightened by a
shadow all this time.”

ANSWERS
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Hazeldene's lip quivered.

*I suppose you're right."” .

¥ Me Quelch savs you've nothing to fear if it's o straipht-
forward matter; but loalk here, Hazeldens, don’t tell him
any lies,"” said Wharton bluntly,  “ Tell him the plain
truth, and it will be all right. If yon start making cxcuses
and Abbing, it will be all wrong.”

Hazeldeno bit hiz lip.

“I'll take your advice,”” he sand.

And he went te Mr. Quelch's study, He was there for
ten minutes, but when he came out his face was very
changed. He looked like one from whose mind 2 henvy
weight had been lifted. The Famous Four wero awalting
him in the passage, and he came up to them beamingly.

“It's all right,”” he said,

“ Good ™ =aid Wharton,
thought it would be.”

“Quelchy talked to me protty straight,’” said Ilazeldene,
colouring a little, * but he saya I'm not to pay Lazarus any
more money, and I'mn to send the things back. Ile says
the money I've lost will be a lesson to mo. don't care;
it's gocd cnough to get out of that rascal’s clutches. The
sticks will have to be sent back somehow.”

Bob Cherry chuckled. :

““ We can manage that,” he said. “ They'l all go inlo
Gosling’s trap, if he'll lond it to ws. You get a pass from
Wingate, IHarev, and ['ll get the trap from Gosling. It
will cost a couple of hob, but it will be worth it to sco
Lazarus's face when we bring his things back, if we can sce
it through the tar.”

*The worthiulness will be great.”

* Right-ho I'" said _'[If[arri'. “Cut along ! .

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, gave the pass wil
li:ng!ir onough, and Gosling—persuaded by the tip—was
equally obliging. The Removites had a suspicion that the
way they intended to return Mr. Lazarus his property might
not find favour in the eyes of authority, and the trap was
brought round to the side door, which the juniors were
able to reach by means of the back stairease. Gosling'™
pony was a little rostive in the hands of Bob Cherry, but
when MNugent offered to toke charge of himy, he received
only an ungrateful glare from Bob.

“Poerhaps you think you can drive better than I can®™
puggested Bob aggressively.

#71 Jon't think,” said Nugont, 1 koow."

“ Look hern, you carry down the furniturc. That's about
your mark, gnd don’t start teaching your olders.” _

So Dob remained in the trap, minding the pony, while
the rest of the juniors act to work to get tho furniture down.
Hazeldene shared his study with Bulstrode, and as the
juniors set to work, Bulstrode came in, and locked sur-
prised. He turnod his gaze ingairingly and ﬁgrmwcl .
upon Horry Wharton, whe was shifting out Hazeldene's
bookease from the wall. _

“What the dickens are you doing ¥'" he demanded.

¥ Shifting furniture,' )

“Jt's all right, Bulstrode,” said IHazeldene. "'I'm send-
ing Lazarus his things back. It's only my stuff that's
B batrods. grunted

unistrode grunted. . )

“ Niee atal,ga the study will be in, then!” he said. * Rip-
ping up the carpet, too, are you! Nice state f;‘rf affuirs "

“%\-I r. Queleh savs the things arve to go back,” said Harry
mibdly. ]

“# 0Oh, all right—jolly %{:—ml thing, too—sheeny rubbish, all
of it,”" aaid Bulstrode. ** Iere, let’s lend you a hand with
that bookease.™

“ Thank you!” .

Wharton accepted the offer rather suspiciously, but
Bulstrode was in a good temper, apparently, for he really
helped, instead of pushing the things over as the juniors
hal? expected, TE was not an easy task to get the book-
case downstairs, but the other things went easily enough,
The table, in fact, went too easily—slipping from the juniors’
grasp, and hﬂunéing and rebounding down the stairs with
a suceession of fearful orashes. Tt arrived at the botfom
minus a couple of legs, but the legs were duly placed in
the trop. Vhen the whole of #?m furniture had been
removed, the trap was prety full.

MNugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh toolk their scats
in 1t on the furniture, and Harry sat beside ‘Bob Cherry in
front. Bob shook out the reins, and the pony siarted.

“ You'd better let me drive, Cherry,” called out Bulstrode;
#1 wouldn't mind.” '

“Go and eat colie,” zaid Bob Cherry politely.

And he drove off. .

The pony was certainly frisky. Bob Cherry drove out by
the tradesman’s entrance, to avoid attracting attention, but
he had to drive past the gates of Greyfriars to get to the

with 1auch satisfaction. I

village. Gosling's bulldog barked through the gales, and
the pony rearcd.

“Look out!™ gasped Nugent, shaking among the
furniture.  * We shall all be down in & minute.”

“ Haold on, then !
“ Ass! Keep that
“ Ratst”

e MaeNeET.—T0.
NEXT

WEEK:

runted Bob.

east quiet !™

" THE BARRING OF BULSTRODE.”

| 555, The *IRagnet” wefifumr. |

 You'd botter let me drive

“ Rubbish !" .

The pony frisked down the lane. Iob Cherry Im'j;l A
tight hand on the reins, and a disaster was avoided by a
series of wonderfully narrow escapes. It was not a long
drive, but at least a dozen close shaves were experienced.
The trap entored the High Street of Friardale, and the
villagers collected from near and far to look on at 1he
unusual sight of furniture-removing by a party of juniors
from Groylriars.

Near Mr. Lozarus’s shop the road was very rugged, and
the trap joltad mininously. :

Bob Cherry pulled at’ the reins and murmured things to
Gosling™s pony. .

ar, Lazarus was just inside his shop. e had cleaned off
most of the tar and feathors, and was looking very red and
nowly-washed, hut traces of the tar still clung lovingly to
hizs ears and his hair. _ _

Ile stared at the sizht of the juniors and the furniture in
the trip.

“ Mein gootness ! he murmured.

Wharton jumped down.

b - Eﬂﬂﬂ-{n‘ﬁning, Mr. Lazarus!
ack.”

“T*Il have der law of you,” said Mr. Lazarus venomously,
£ You believe vat I tells you. I'll have der law !"

Harry Wharton laughed lightly. , )

% 1f vou begin any more nonsense, &'a:-ul_ 11 have to ﬂE‘.EtI W nE’n
g Form-master instead of a frightened kid,"” he said. * You'd
better keep off the grass. Here's your stufl, if you want it
You can keep the money Hazeldene's paid you.

WMr. Lazarus erinned slightly. It was not likely that any
monoy paid to him could ever be extracted from him agan,
in any casc. ; o

“ Will vou take the stuff in, or shall we dump it dowfi ?
askked Wharton., ** Vor goodnoess' sake, Bob, keep that pony
quict, or the whole shoot will be over.” ]

“ How can [—kesp—the—beast—quiet—whon—he—won't--
be—quict "' gazped Bob Cherry, staccato. ]

“T'Il take him if you like,” said Nugent, getting down off
the furniture.

Bob Cherry snorted.

“ Look out!" shouted YWharton.

But it was too late. i

Perhaps Bob Cherry had dragged a little too hard upon
the reins, or perhaps the pony had realised that he was put
under a master-hand. }f& had suddenly taken it into hix
head to holt.  Bolting ponies do not stop to think, and
Gosling's pony was blisstully uneconscious of the perils of
bolting with a little trap behind piled high with insecure
furniture.

The trap gave a great lurch as Bob Cherry dragged the

ony back, and there was o reeling and a crashing of the
Fc:ra.u:i of furniture.

{'rash, crash! -

Hurrcs Singh fortunately menaged to jump clear. The
bookease and the table and the chairs and the roll of carpel
followed him down. Mr. Lazarus's furniture was made to
s0ll, not to wear; and even well-made furniture would
hardly have stood this sort of thing. There had been aboul
twenty pieces of furniture when they were piled in the trop.
There wera at least a hundred pioces when they were all on
the ground.

“ My hat!" gaspad Nugoent.
ing up the happy home.” . _

“ How can L help it?"” gasped Bob, dragzing the obstinate
pony to a stop at lust. * I can drive first-rate—"

“ Ha, ha, ha! It looks ke it 1"

“ Toxcept when some cackling ass puts me off my form,
Besides, the pony was frightened.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Ach!  Mein
furmiture ! :

“ It doos look rather wrecky, and that's a fact.” said
Harry, losking at the stuff spread over the road. * But you
should have sent for it yourself, you know. You had plenty
of opportunities after Iazeldene zaid vou could take it back.
As it 13, you've had it removed free.” i )

“ Mein furniture! Mein goolness! Mein furnitare ™’

“ Besides, 1lazeldene has paid vou more than the lot was
worth,” said Nugent conzolingly. **If it's busted now, it
will save yvou from swindling somebody else with it, and
that ought to be a consolation to yvou.™

Mr. Lazarus did not scem consoled.

“Well, it's saved us the trouble of unloading,” said
Nugent. *"Ilo you fthink you can manage the drive hoeme,
Bob, orshall T {ake the reins?™

“You'd _Iullj; woell better not try,” said Bob  Chesry.
*“ The pony's as guict as a lamb, it was Lazarus's face that
frightencd him.”

*“*Ha, ha, ha!"

We've bronght your things

":.[ say, Bob, you're break-

furnituroe ! Mein pgootness! Mein

1
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" Ach! Mein pooineze! Mein furniture !

“¥You shouldn’t frighten the - horse, then,"” said Bob
Cherry.  * What ean vou expect, if wvou scare a pony?
When there's a frisky pony about, you ought to wear a
mwask, or a fire-sereen, or something. (et in, you chaps, and
let's get off.”

They pot intos the teap, and Bob Cherry drove home, Per-
haps the pany had worked off his high spirits in overturning
the furniture; at all ovents, he was moch gquieter on the
homeward way, and was as meck as a lamb when Bob
Cherry handed him over to Gosling at Greyfriars.

e s

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Greylriars Merchant Does Not Prosper.
l SAY, lonides—oexcuse me, vou know——"

Gilly Buanter looked eautiously into the study of
Ionides of the 8ixth. The Greek was sitting before
hiz window, leaning back in a luxurious chair, with

his feer upon a velvet footstool.  Everything in lonides’s
study spoke of luxury and wealth. The Sixth-Former was
the son of 2 wealthy Greck merchant, and his allowance of
gﬁﬂkﬁtt:m:}n%' was of a size that made even rich fellows at
sreyiriars open their eves. Ha was ostentatious with i,
oo, n dandy in dress, and thoroughly effeminate in his
tastes; so that there was a great deal more contempt than
liking for him in the S{xﬁ. Form at Greviriars, Yet
Tomdes had Ins good points in his way; he could be
generous, at  all events, to those whe flattered him
sufficiently ; and at CGroyirars, as evervwhere else, there
were sveophants,

To Billy Bunter's mind, Tanides was just the fellaw ta
_}I)urcha.ae.mmeluf thee wonderful bargains supplied by the
mperinlist Fair Trading Co. Bunter's taste in jewellery
was not exaetly that of an artist, and to his eves the big
sham-gold watchehain was a work of art.  He had been
lecking for Jomides for some time, and he had secn the
(Greek senior come in with Carberry, and followed him to
hiz study.

Tonides turned hiz head a little and glanced at the fat
junior.

“ What do vou want¥?”

“I—1 wast to speak to you, my lord,” said Buntor.
“ Excusn me calling you my lord, but I've heard from the
fellows that vou are a lord in your native land, and T can't
help thinking it's true.”

':F.E]m‘ senlor's faee soffened somewhat. His vanity was
excessive; he could take in flaltery as & gudgeon takes
in bait, and even such crude chunks of Aattery az Billy
Bunter administered were acceptable to him,

“You are right!” ho exclaimed. *1 am of one of the
oldest families in {(ireece; my ancestors fought with
Leonidaz at Thormopylae.” _

“Dhd they really™ asked Billy Bunter, who had very
hazy notions of that hbrilliant period of Greek history.
“What was the row chbout? T suppose Leonidas wasz an
awful rotter. and I hoped they licked him.”

Tonides sniffed.

“Fool! T mean they were in the army of Leonidas,
against the Persians,” he said.  “ Bat how should you
understand, with your dull English brain.”

“OF course not,” said Bunter readily. Dunter would
have sold his patriotism for & mess of Emtt&ge any day.
“ You're quite right, you know. T don’t believe in all this
talk about you aliens. Not all of you, at all events. I don't
see why you should stay at home if your countries aren't
fit to live in."

Somehow, this tactful remark did not scem
Tonides, Ife snmiffed again. DBunter went on
strain of gentle flattery,

“We're all awfully glad to have some of you aliens here,
Ionides.  Some of the fellows say you're a bully and a
beast, and a silly ass, and so en. They're always making
okes about your using face-wash and darkening your eye-
rows, and pulting your hair in eurling-pins of a night. But
I don’t soe why you shouldn't if you want to—— Ow.wow !
_ Billy Buntor broke off suddenly as a heavy volume, hurled
by Ionides, caught him on the chest,

He was fairly bowled over, and he =at down upon the
earpet with a bump that shook the study. It was a thick
Turkish carpet, but Buuter was hurt all the same. Ile
sat there gasping, and blinking at the angry Greek through
hiz b:ig' 511{*:_:1'.“.{!11'!3-

1 to please
in the same

YOw—wow |  Yow! What did vou do that for, you
Least ¥'"

“Get out of my study "7 .

" But—but I—— Ow " Bunfer staggered to his  feet,

“I—I came to speak fto you on an important matter,

Tonides."” :
“If you have a message, deliver it, and go!” exclaimed

the Gresk, with 2 wave of hiz hand, which made three or

four valuable rings flash in the light. .
“Tt isn't exactly a message,” stammered Bunter, feeling
Tue Macxer.—70.

badiv, thouzh he had intended
1 semit's about son
If vour lordship would

thet he had started ver :
to be very tactful and Hatiering.
things 1 want fto show vou, my lord.
condescond to look at them——"

“*'What are vou chattering about?”

“] thought you might like to buy this ripping gold watch-
chain,” said Bunter, prodacing it. " It's 511?Ei1f]:ﬂ work-
manzhip, sixty-eight carat rold—-"

“ You young fool !

“1—I wmean fiftv-two carat geld,” stammered Bunter.
* Wanderful value for the monev. [low much did you give
for that watchehain, Tonides?™?

 Twelve guinens,” said the Greek boastfully.

“My hat! What a feed you could have stood for n luf
of money like that!"” exclaimed Bunter, aghast. " How-
ever, vou can have thiz waichehain at o big bargain, for
two guineas. That isn’t mueh o you, and vou ean leeep thab
one vou have now for second-best, you know."

Tha Greek rose to his feet, and looled at the chain and
then af DBunter. His own chain was a VEry hanceome and
tasteful one, and the chain Bunter was holding wp for him
to view was hideous and vulgar in design, and of a colour
that proclaimed itz sham maiure at a dozen vards' distance.

“Jolly pood, fsn't i7" said Bunter, puiting the chain
inte the Greek's owtstretelied hand, 0O ecourse, it izn't
solidl. But it's thirty-six earat pold ecase, you know, amd
looks even better than the solid article, owing to the superior
workimanship, ™
- lanides toolk the chain, and looked at it, and then looked
towards his fire. The Greek always bad the luxury of g
fire in the evening, and his grate looked very handsome and
bright with a brass curb and fireirons, which lavish s
inducedd the maids to keep as clean as new pennies.

“ Haven't vou anything more to ehow me?" asked Ionides,
in a tone that would have warned anybody but Bunter
that he meant mnischiel,

But Hilly Bunter was too occupied with his own thoughis
to notice anything. He thought he had found s customer,
and he was beaming with satisfaction.

“You, rather, my lord ! said DBunter. * What do you
think of this handsome, solid silver-mounted cigarette-caso,
in real Moroceo leather, from our own factories at Tangier—
I mean the Imperialist Fair Teading Co.'s own factories at
Tangior? Fastens with a cateh, first gquality, and holds ten
cirarottes, and slips into the pocket like—like anything.
How <o you like #? Take it and look at it Our goods
will hear the closest inspection.”

* Anyvthing more?"’

" ¥ea; here's a silver pocket peneil, solid silver lead—I—I
mean solid silver ease, first-class black lead, made in England
—none of .your beastly forcign stuff about it—writes like—
like anything. Look ab it”

* Anything more?’’

“Certainly. Here’s a handsome dog-whip, rcal whistle,
and lash on it, silver-mounted in first-class style. You can
have it for ten-and-six.”

¥ Good I

Tonides stepped over to the fire, and thrust the four ariicles
he held <ecp into the red cinders, and procecded to stir
the fire over them with the poker.

Billy Bunter gazed at him i{:r & moment spell-bound.

He could hardly realise what was happening.

But #s the valuable dog-whip and the priceless cigarctte-
enge Aarved up and crackled in the fire, he made a wild rush
forward to save them.

v (Oh, really Ionides! T eay, you heast, I—"

The Greak pasped him by the shoulder, and held him back
with 2 hand of iron. _

“ %0 much for your impertinence!” he said. "I soppose
it is & preat joke to bring this rubbish here and try to sell
it toe me. So nuch for it! Now get out of my study,
baefore I throw yoo out!™ .

Runter blinked dazedly at the fire that had consumed his
treasuros.

“ You—you're going to pay for them!” he pasped.

lonides lnurhed mﬂc]ciriu{]ir';”

“ Get out, you young tool!

* Laook I':-E:'re:: j'cnf cen huve the four for fifteen bob——"

“ (et out!" ,

 Qix bob, then,” wailed Billy Bunter. T shall have to
sened six bob for them wmyself to the Imperialiss Fair
Trading Co., or they'll summons me. Six bob!” T

lonides lifted him towards the door, and dropped him in
the passage. Then he laughed, and 5'E:||L_L the door.

The next moment it was opened sgain, amd Billy Donier

edl in cautiously.
]ﬂ{:]xidsa  “Ton; :]H,FI chall really have to send five bob to
ilie Imperialist Fair Trading Co. for those things.  You
might maka it five——" -~ . i
The Gresk rushed towards him threateningly, and Billy
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| Wun Lung élten-.ned to curl round the m;rEylender like a E.E_tI;l-'p[-HEr mEﬂ -n stem, nn&- iﬁ a twinﬁﬁng
! Mr. Lazarus was on his back on the study carpet.

Punter fled. Ioniles ran into the passage after him and
delivered a flving kick, and Dunter gave a vell as he rolled
over on the linoleum. He did not follow Ionides into his
stucddy again. Somewhat sore, and utterly dismayed, he went
o in search of sympathy from Harry Wharton & Co. Dut
he received very little.

“ lanides aeted like a mean cad, but it zerves you right,”
s.idd Harry, " You shouldn™ try to sell that rubbish to
people.  PBesides, I've no doubt you were azking him more
thar vou were enfitled to

“ The morefulness was probably terrific,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“ But=—lhut I've got fo send five bob for the things to the
Fair Trading Co.,” saidl Bunter tearfully,

 Bencd back the rest of the articles, and explain that you've
had an aceident with these,” said Harey " They had no
husiness to send them to you, and the risk was theirs, Have
done with the maiier at onee”

o Oood ! 1 ean write and say I'™ve had an accident with
the lot, then, and keep the other six,” said Bunter medi-
tatively, * Ow! Leggo my carl!™

v Yau voung raseall” sawl Wharlon savagely. Do you
krow that what sou are propasing  would he  stealing—
the seme as if you took a watch out of somebody’s pocket 77

“Ow! Tosro! Why, you advised me to do it, yourscii:
Inky heard you™

“(h, it's nol safe to speak to you at all!” said Harvy
disgustecly, ' I =akl vou should explain that four of the

THe Magyer.—"0,

e —
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articles had been destroyed through no fuult of yours, They
ought to stand the ko, But to keep the rest——"

1 sav, Wharton—=—"" )

“ 2hut up! To keep the rest would be stealing: and to
scll them to fellows for miore than they wre worth would
be little hetter than stealing, too.™ ]

T say, Wharton, it’s not very mice of you to advise me
ta do dishonest things——""

" What ! roarced Wharton.

“Of course, 1 sha'n't mention it, but between ourselves, I
think you might be a bit more earclul about the advice you
give to a chap younger than yourseli. [If I wasn't so jolly
strict. in my notions, 1 shouldn’t wonder if you indnecd me
1o <do things T might be sorry for afterwards.”

And Billy Bunter walked away, leaving Wharcton abso-
Intely speechless.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Parting Guests.

2 HE wrivls are going!™
T That nows brought the whoele Bemove ont inlo
the Close.

Three large brakea were deawn up before the
nouse, one of them piled with lggrage, and the other twe
reaely to receive the UL Honse girls

There was veal regret on both sides at the parting,
The stay of the CHIT House party at Grexfriars had been
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ghort, but it had been exeitin
been pleasant enough. The Famous Four bade favewell
to Marjorie & Co. with great repret. Bui the prospect of
the garden-party at Cliff House on the following day was a
ponsolation.

“It's all right about your brother,” Harry said in a low
tone to Marjorie, as ha shook hands with her. “ He's right
out of that.™

" ¥eos, Hazel told me," said Marjorie. ™ I knew you would
be able to heln him; and I am so glad he is out of the
clutches of that wicked man.”

“ Well, it wasn't I, really. Wea all had 2 hand in it, Wun
Lung most of all,” said Harey, smiling. 1 don't think
Mr. Lazarns will bother Hazeldene or any of us again [
wish I had known about it sconer. But all's well that ends
well.  Let me help you in. I shall sce you to-morrow
afternoon.”

“Yea. I am glad.”

“JI=I saw, Marjorie! Shut up a mipute, Wharton, and
let me speak. I say, before you go, do you think you'd
like a real bargain in lace-cdged handkerchiefs——""

“ No, thank you, Bunter,"” said Marjorie, laughing.

* What Jo vou sav to o silver thimble, rexl hall-marked,
and—=—= _Cw!"

Bob Cherry inserted his knuckles into the back of Bunter's
neck, and jerked the fat junior awagy.

“ You buzz off I" he said curtly.

* Oh, really, Cherry——""

“ Beat!” rmarad Bob Cherry, in zo formidable a tone that
the merchant of the Remove promptly ' scatted,”

The girls were in the brakes, and Miss Locke had come
out to take her place. Harry Wharton was on the step of the
brake, still speaking to Marjorie and Clara, when DBulstrode
came forward. ‘There was & half-sulky expression upon
Bulstrode's face, an expression that Wharton could not quite
understand.

“I want to speak to Miss Hazeldene," said Bulstreds
brusquely.

“What iz it said Marjoric quietly.

*If Wharton will give me a chanes to speak——'

Harry stepped aside, compressing his lips.

. “It's about that night you broke bounds,” said Bulstrode,
it & low voice, which was only audible to Marjorie, Clara,
and Harry Wharton. “ You know the window was fastened
while you were out.”

* ¥es," seid Marjorie wonderingly.

“ Well, it was I who fastened it.”

An exclamation broke from Wharton. Marjorie looked at
th&rgmrIy Romovite in wonder. Miss Clara uttered a single
word :

(1} E:nd !l!‘

Buistrode flushed erimson,

It was caddish,” he said. “I know it was. T was wild
about the trick you had served e in the box-room, and I
thought I'd et my own back., I know it was caddish, and—
and I'm eorry.”

“It iz all right,”’ said Marjorie pently. * Don't trouble
zbout it. It was a cruel thing to do, but if you are sorry

“1 am sorrer.”

“Then it is all right’"

Marjorie held out her hand frankly, and Bulstrode flushed
again a3 he took it. He stood cap in hand as ithe brake
drove off.

Most of the Remove followed the brakes to the pates, and
gznt a final cheer down the dusky road after their departing
visitors Az Harry Wharton turned in apain, after tlhe
vehicles had disappeared, he almost ran into Bulstrode. The
Remove bully gave him a very unpleasant look, and stoppecl,
_ " Yon heard what I said to Marjorie Hazeldene?™ he said,
in a challenging tone,

“Yes," said Harry ({uie!lf.

“You know it was I who shut you and Marjorie out the
other night?"

“I know now. 1 guossed then”

* Well, and what are you going to do about it?”

Bulstrode's tone was apgrossive, not to say bullyinz. He
seemed to have owned up to Marjorie and apologized by
some %rcat_mental effort, and now to want to indemnify
himself for it by quarrelling with Wharton, Bul the captain
of the Remove did not wunt trouble with Bulstrods then.

“I am poing te do nothing,” ho said. “I am plad you
were Jdecent enough to own up, that's all”

“ Thank you for nothing. I was not looking for your
praises, and T don’t value them,” said Bulstrode

**Then I have nothing more to say."”

“ You cen't want the gloves on m the gym.—eli?"

Harry shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“ What do you mean? I have licked you once, Bulstrode,

Tae Macxer.—T0.
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and I could do it again. I you want a fight, you've

only got o say a0’

v

O, 1 oclon’t, partieularly i said Dulstrede, with a sneer,
Az yon so modestly put il, you have licked o before and
could do it again, and I imagined vou would want to, aiter
what T srid just now.” .

“* Waoll, I don't want to. As a matter of faet, T find you're
not such a cad as I thought you, and I'm glad of it.”

And Wharton moved aside and walked on, Jeaving Bul-
strode with a clouded face. It was some minntes hefore the
burly Removite walked towards the house. As he came into
the {ight from the windows, a fat figure with glimmering
spectacles loomed up.

** 1 say, Ogilvy——"

“ What do you want?"” snapped Bulstrode savagely.

“ Oh, is it you, Bulstrode?! Look hero. woull you care
to have this splendid nickel-plated penknife, two blades, at
a bargain? I can let you have it for ten-andsix——"

“ Oh, shut uﬂj” o i ;

“Tt's a big bargain—a really ripping penlknife, will cut
anything—and you ecan have it for eight shillings."

““Get out of my way [V

“E.ui:imﬁn. we say six shillings, then? Look here. T wank
yvou to have this penknife, because you just need it. You
ought to have a penknife like this. You can have it for
four-and-six. " . .

Bulstrode stretched out his hand, and jerked the penknife
away from Bunter,

““ Yes, vou can have it to look at, rather! Oh! What on
ecarth-——" . _

Bulstrode, with a twist of his arm, sent the penknife fiving
mnto the darkness of the (Mlese. DBunter gave a pasp.

MNow you ean go and look for it, confound vou!" said
Bulstrode zavagely.

And he walked into the House, leaving Billy DBunter

blinking with dismay.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTENR.
A Good Time Comling.

HE next morning Harry Wharton, whoen he eame out of
T the Remove Form-room after lessoms, found a letier for

himt in the rack, nddressed in Marjorie Hazeldene's

well-koown handwriting. His chums gathered round

hirn as he opened it. They knew that handwriting, too. and

they wondered what Miss Hazeldene could have written

aboul so soon after leaving Greyfriars. Mo doubt the letter
referred to the gparden-party of the coming afternoon.

Wharton smiled as hoe read it
“Well, whot's the

“Well ¥ exclaimed Bob Cherrey.
news

1t's about the party at Chff House," satd Harry.
*Listen, and I'll read it out. Do you remember a chap
named b’An:y whotn we met when we went to St. Jun's
fur tho ecricket mateh?”

Tho Removites grinned,

“Vaas, watheh ! spid Nuogent, imitating with great
fidelity the necent of Arthur Augusius D'Arey, the swell of
the Fourth Form at 5t. Jim's.

Harry Wharton laughed.

** ¥es, he 1zn't a chap one could forget in a hurev,” he
said. ** Diecent chap, too. I liked him. Well, Marjorio
met hiz cousin, Ethel Clovoland, at 5t Jim's, and struck
up & Iriandshiﬁlwith hor, and Cousin Ethel's coming to the
gurd{gn-;:ia.lrty thiz afternoon, and I)'Arcy is bringing her.”

(1 m .:‘1‘

Harry read out the lettor. Tt was a brief one, informing
him that Miss Ponelope Primrose had made srrangements
with the Head of Groyfriars for the whole Remove to come
to the garden-party that affernoon, and that Arthur
Augustus I¥Arey and his cousin would be there. The
Rewovites were always pleased to meet a fellow from St
Jim's, and they wore glad to hear it.

“1 say, you fellowg—"

(O, ot off the carth, Bunter ! Don't bother '™

“ Look hore, you fellowa, did T hear you say that that chap
I¥Arcy was to at the garden-party 7"

" Yca, porpoise.”’

“Good!" zaid Punfer. I only wanted to know.™

And he was walking away, with a satisfied grin on his
fat face, when Bob Cherry caught him by the shoulder and
swung him back.

“What did vou want to know for, porpoise '

“(h, really, Cherry, T wish you wouldn't shake mo like
that! Yau'll make my glasses fall off. and then—"

“T'IF knock your head off for two pins! Do yon think I
econ't see through you, vou fal younpg raseal? [f you try
to sell D"Arey any of those swindling articles you've got, I'll
knock you into tiny little pieces!”

Bunter grunted indignantly,

“Why shouldn't I soll himx some if T wanf te? Ile may ba
loocking for a pearl-handled, silver-mounted, first-class pen-

Another Splandid Lnnﬁ. Complete
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knife, for all you know; or he may at this very moment ba
thinking of getting half a dozen lace-edged hondkerchicfs to
give lo his cousin as a present. I dow’t 2ee why I shouldn’t
wive him o change.”

“ ¥ou young rotter——"*

“1 wish vou wouldn't eall me names, Dok Cherry! 1
suppose you're jealous, as usual, because 'm poing to get o
camera from the Tmiperialist Fair Trading Co. i

“ Fathead I

“The fatfulness of the honourable Bunter's esteomed head
is terrific I murmaraed Hurree Singh,

“I'm going to take & camera with me this afterncan,”
snid Bunter, twisting out of Boly Cherey’s clotehes, ™ 1 want
to get some practice ready for when 1 pet that firsteclass,
splendid-value eamora from the Fair Trading Co. It stands
to reason fhat the girls would like their photos taken, and I
can gel Ogilvy to develop them for me, as [ haven't studied
Lhat part of the busimess vel. Of eourse, T can take photo-
graphs. You enly have to press something, you koow, and
something happens inzide the eamera, and then it's done.”

“ Awfully simple " soid Harrey, laughing.

“Ves, isn't it? I don't see why chaps plume themselves
so much upon being able to take photos. ll shall get a good
set this afternoon. I haven't handled a camera myself, bat
I've secen Opilvy use if. It's only o small one, woi very
expensive—nothing like the one I shall be getting shortly
from the Impecialist Fair Trading Co,  Stid], 1t holds
twelve plates, and it's very easy to work™

Y Ia Opilvy going to lend vou his camera 770

Dunter did not appear to hear the guestion.
very hurriedly :

“It will be a ripping wheeze to take the photes this
afternoon. I can take ‘em singly or in  proups—Miss
Pruvrese with her parvet, and [PArey standiog with his
eousin, and so o, o know what an awfnl bore o rorden-
party iz, as a rule. The eamoera will fill up the tine””

“ Yo ean take a enwern if son like.” said Dob Cherry,
Y hat if vou take any articles for sale, 'l sguash vou 17

“ (b, roally, Cherry——"

““(Oh, buze off I

Billy Bunter buzzed off. looking vary imjured.

UM Dlessect if 1 oshall be able to stand that chap much
longer '™ said Bob Cherry. ¥ He's alwaxs potting up fo
gome chepp trick and making uws look small I know he's
thinking of tryving ta plant somae of  that beaztly sham
jewellery and stuff on Gussy, from S Jim'=, e makes me
aick I’

*The sickfuliness 15 terrific IV

Dunter was _ﬁ'ruufi]tg to Liimnself as he walked oy, Ile
was clizsatlicd. too.

“1Min blessed i L ean stand those cehaps!™ he murmured.
UThey prumble at having to let mo have a small loan every
now wnd then, ihough I alwavs put it dewn carefully on the
account; and vel they make o fuss if I try to raize a litile
PRy h'l. eolling L barpraine at o redoend price. and mﬂl[]ﬂ'
tloing favours to all my friends. I say, Russell. do you want
a penknife ke

He broke off, ns ha nearly ran inte a junior in the door-
WAY,

YI'm onot Russell, and I don’t want a penknife!™ said
Opilvy,

#Oh, peally, Opilvy, k2 it vou? YVou're coming with ma to
the parden-party this afternoon, I suppose

The Seottish junior looked at him with considerable
disfavour.

“I'm coming fo the parden-party, ccrtainly,” he said
“T'm not eoming with you specially ; we're all gomg !

“Well, it was really through me that the Form pob the

He went on

invitation, 1'm very popular with the giels, and What
are vou kicking moe for, vou beast?'

“Bort  of lesson,”  said  Ogilvy  cheorfully. “Ilave
anothoer ¥

“Na-no! Don't be a beast! Az T was saving, will yeu

ferel me your comera this afterncoon? I'm going to falo
sorme photographs at the garden-party.”

“No, I won't!” said U.g::h'}’, with charming dircctness,

“ Oh, really, Opilvy—

"Yeou don't know how to use a camera.”

“Wall, T can learn, vou knew. As a mattor of fact, I
shall be pefting o ecamers shortly, and I rather praciise
a bit before I get 1. L've heard that you might ruin a new
camera before you know where you are, if you haven't any
previous hnowledge of 11"

“Well, vyou coel voung begear,” sald Ogilvy, in astonish-
nmnt,ﬁ“ you're not golng to ruin my ecamera for practice!

et oft I''

He walked away, leaving Bunter looking sulky, The fat
junior's eyes gpliminered behind his big spectacles.

“T1'm jolly well going to barrow
I koow where he keeps i, and

* Beast " he muarmured.
the esnern, all the same!
he won’t like to kick up a row betfore Mizz Primroze and
the gicls at ChHIF House. Heast I

The hour was deawing near for the juniors to be off. and
there were many preparations wmade by the heroes of the
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The afternoon was very fine and warm and sunny—a pers
fect afternoon, and the prospect was a most enjoyahle one.

The Famous Four locked very nobby indeed when they
caone downstairs, and even Billy Bunter had a nice clean
collar on.  He attached himself to the fonr chums, as usaal,
and Bob Cherry only gave a grunt.

Bunter carried a litile packet in his hand, and as the
went out into the Close to join the rest of the Temove, Ho
Cherry noticed it He took the jumier's fat car between
a tight finger and thumh,

' What have you got there, porpoise?’

“ Ow I squeaied Dunter,

“What have yvou pot in your hand?
articles ¥ shouted Bolb.

“0Oh, really, Cherpy—-
eamera '

* Oh, that's all right, thea ! :

Bob Cherry reloased Bunter's ear, and DBilly rubbed it
rucfully. As a matter of fnet, he had what were left of hia
procious farticles ™’ in his pockets, and he meant to find
a sale for them at CLff ITouse if possible. in spite of Bob
Cherry,

“We're all ready,” said Skinner. “Ts that Tat young
rotter coming §*

“h, really, Skinner——%

“TLet's be off 1" satd Wharton.

And the Remove, followed by a pood manvy envious
glances, wallied out of the gates, and down the road to
where CHE House stood fronting the North Seca.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
At Cliff House,

£ OW do I Iook, Marjorict*
“ Beautiful, my dear !
“12o vou think these red roses in my hat really
suit me ¥'?
“Yos, I do, really, dear
“Well, =0 do 17 said Miss Clara, with another plance in
the glass, **Reallv, T do think I look rather niee ™
“ Yee, vou do, indes] M
Y I1's perfeet whather,”
the window.
afternoon.”
“Ripping I said Miss Clara.
“{h, Clara ™
M Oh, Clara ™ mimicked that  wvelarile voung ladey.
“] Really, Marjorie, vou will make Bthel think I am
slangey 17
.I'lﬁ]}zl Cleveland lanched,
“One picks up these dreadfu]l expressions from bovs,™

Is it thoze rotten

Of course, it isn't; it's A

said Milly Brown, looking out of
“I think it 15 going to be such a lovely

explained Clara. “Do you know, I nearly told Bunter T
would give him a thick ecar! 1 did, really—nearly, vou
know 17

And Tithel lauphed apain, She was somewhat graver
herself, but she liked the lively Clarn. Couwsin Fthel had
found many friends at CIHT House, and she was glad of the
opportunity of paying them a visit, Iler cousin D'Arcy
had, of course, been only too delighied to bring her. 1
Cousin Ethel had asked him to tnke her to the North Pola
on an acroplane, Arthur Auvgustus IVArey would have
telegraphed fo town for ene immediately.,

Arthur Augustus was sunning himsell in the garden. Ilo
had arrived with his cousin rome time before the Grey-
friars party were expected. The swell of 56 Jim’s had
halted beside a fountain, and was viewing his reflection
it the clear water, and did not notiee, in his precccunpation,
that the girls were coming out of the house. Miss Clara
made a sign of zilence, and they leolod on.

I*Arey's reflection was really worth lookine af. Dressing
had been redeced to a fine art by the swell of St Jim's,
and his slim and elegant figure showed off his ripping attire
to the best advantage. He was clad in the handsomest of
summer clothes, of a light grey in tint, with a touch of
green,  He wore a white waisteoat, and a Panama hat—a
real Panama, as the juniors of Bt. Jim's had told one
another in rather awed tones, which had cost hisa noble
governor sixteen guineas. Dut, ns Gussy said, 16 was
necessary for a fellow to be decontly dressed.

“Bat Jove, I was afwaid 1t would be so!" mormured
D'Arcy, ns he scanned his reflection. " This 15 what comes
of dwessin' in a huwwy, and puttin® on the w'ong tie. I
knew this tie would nevah =et accuwately. 1t is a little bit
cwoolked,”

He jammed his eveglass into his eve and looked anxiously
at his reflestion. The tie was, perhaps, o trifle crooked,
though so slightly that only Arthur Augusius would ever
have noticed it

“Tai Jovel! T ean't let them see me like this said
DrArey, aloud. * I'll slip up to iy woom again and pul it

I shall have to untie 1t."" 11
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Then he paused.

“Pewwaps I shall meet some of the gals. No, I'll do it
here—-there’s nobody in the garden.”

a low ripple of irrepressible laughter fell upon his
Cars.

D'Arey jumped, and looked round.

He whipped off the necktie, and wus about to tie it again

Half a dozon merry faces were looking at him; and the
;we{il of 8t. Jim's stood transfixed, with the necktie in his

and.

“Bai Jove!"

"My goodness " murmured Clara.
—I couldn't help it——"'

“It was 1,"” said Ethel. I laurhed first.”

Arthur Augustus._vargr pink in the face, raised his hat
with one hand, holding the loose necktie in the other.

“Pway don't mind me, deah boys—I mean desh gals!™
he said. “ I zee no weason for mewwiment, but pway don't
mind me."’

“ Certainly not ! said Clara. “ Ha, ha, hat”

"I gweatly wegwet that you should discovah me in such a
widiculous posish,” said Arthur Augustus; * as a mattah of
fact, I am not weally finishin' my toilet in the garden, as
you might suppose, but am just awwangin' my neclktie,
which was a littla ewooked. It is wathah difficult to get it
stwaight without a glass."”

““ Let me tie it for you," said Miss Clara.

“ Bai Jove, Miss Twevlyn, that's awlully kind of you !

‘Miss Clara took the necktie, and arranged it nicely
Then she proceeded to tiz it in a sort of sailor's knot.

D'Arcy ]lﬂﬂliﬂd at it in the fountain, and started.

“ Bai Jove, that isn't the way lo Lie o necktie!"

“No? Bhall I try again®”

““ ¥Yans, wathah, if you don't mind.”

Miss Clara tried again. This time she tied the necktie in

a slip-knot and pulled it very tight. D'Arey looked in the
wWater again.

“ Bai Jove!™

“Very nice now, 1sn't i£7" said Miss Clara.
think it's nice, Marjorie "

“Oh, Clara!"

“Weally, Miss Clawah, if vou think it's nice F'll leave it
like that,” said Arthur Augustus unhappily.

“I think it's ripping—and so unigue.

“Yaas, it's wathah unique,” murmured 1D’Arcr, blinking
at the reflection. ‘' Bai Jove, you've tied it in a wotten
%nﬂt,"?,nd it looks as if I were goin’ to be hanged—bai

O,

“Ind yvou speak '

“ Oh, nothin' ! : ]

“ My goodness; here's Miss Primrose and the boys!"

The girls had caught a glimpse of them throwgh the
shrubberies. It was too late for Arthur Augustus D'Arev
to think of slhipping away quietly and changing the necktie.
Miss Clara had made it look, a3 he had remarked, like a
‘hangman's knot, but there was no help for it now. And the
glimmer of fun in the girl's eves gave I)'Arcy an uneasy
suspicion that she knew she had not tied it correctly.

Miss Primrose, in & wonderful bonnet, received her guests
in her old-fashioned stately way. Her kind old face was
beaming ; her heart was still young, and she liked to see
young and happy faces round her. Ier exprassion grew
unconsciously, perhaps, a little less cordial at the sight of
Bunter. 3he was beginning to koow something of the fat
Jumior from Greyfriars. Bub courtesy came before every-
thing ; she had invited the whele of the Remove, and Bunter
had to come with the rest. Bulstrode, too, was perhaps
not s weleome puest. Bul Bulstrode zcemed Lo be on his
best behaviour this afterncon. He was very guiet and sub-
dued in his manner, and had no unpleasant things to say to
anybody, which was quite a change for Dulstrode.

Billy Bunter wes blinking round in search of Arthur
Augustus I’ Arcy, and he " froze” 1o the swell of 8t Jim's
as soon &5 he saw him. D'Arcey was always polite, and
though he did not particularly fancy Dunter’s company, he
did not seek to avoid him.

“ 1 suppose yvou remember me,” said Dunfer agreoahbiy.
“It's en awfully great pleasure to meet you again, D Arcy.
I remember you made a Jolly big score in that cricket
match against us at B Jim's."

D'Arey turned his eveglass upon the fat face.

“You've wat}!uh.a gag memory, Duntah. ‘I had a duck’s
ege in the first innings, and only scored four in the secon..”

+ YVas—er—that's what 1 meant to say,” said Bunter, = 1
say, D'Arcy, would you like a ripping, pearlhandled,
silver-mounted penknife; finest Sheflield steel blade, cuts
like anything, folds up when you close it, and can be carried
in any pocket "

“ Weally, deah boy-——" : .

¢ Tust look at it,” said Bunter hun‘md]:.‘, fishing the pen-
knife out of his waistcoat pocket. * It's the chance of o
lifetime.”’

Tue Macxer.—T0.
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They were somewhat apart from the cthers, in the shrub-
bery.  Arthur Augustus gingerly took the penknife in his
hands. He didn't want to accept a present from Bunter,
vet he was chary about hurting anybody's feelings by a
refusal. As for buying the penknife, it never even ocourred
to his mind that Bunter was trying to sell it.

“ Ripping knife, ain't it 7" said Bunter.

D’ Arey looked at it. It had an imitation pearl-handle, and
the blade might have been of a sort of steel, but it certainly
wasn't made in S8hefficld. No Shefielder could have turned
out so absolutely rotten a blade. The penknife was worth,
perhaps, sixpence, if it was worth anything. Arthur
Augustus turned it over in his fingers,

“ Lovely, ain't it?" said Bunter enthusiastically, “I
}Tlsll you'd have it. It's just the penkmife you're looking
or.

“Weally, Buntah-—"'

‘*E’Eu'd better have it, 1'"Arcy—it's just the thing you
Wank.

“ Vewr well," said Arthur Augustus, “as you're so
pwessin’, 1'll take i, Thank you wery much, dezh boy."
And he slipped the penknife into his pocket.

Bunter’s eyes glimmerad with satisfaction. Here was a
cu?tﬂrf'ler at last—and one who had not even inguired tho
price !

“ Wait a minute, D'Arcy .

“ Pway oxcuse me, deah boy. I want to join the ladies.”

“¥Yes, but wait 2 moment. I don't see yvou very often,
you know, and I should like to show wou some things.
Would you care for half n dozen lace-edged handkerchiefa—
twenty-two carat lage—I—I mean real Valongseeong lace—
ripping things, I can tell you? Just lock at them !

* Weally Buntah——"'

“ Better have them while you've got the chance. They'il
do for a l'lirthdﬂ%' present to some lady,”” urged Bunter.

* Yewy well, if vou insist,”” said IV’ Arey, putting the hand.
kerchiefs into the inside pocket of his lounge jacket. ** And
now——->"

“ Another minute! Just look at this fountain-pen—the
latest thing in fountain-pens, you know. How do you lika
it *

“ Wippin', deah boy; but—"

“ It's yours."

“ But weally you are vewy genewous—-—""

“The fact 18, [ mean to be genorous,” said Bunter. * Pat
it in your pocket."

“0Oh, vewy well! Thank you, vewy well! ¥You are vews
good, and T shall attach gweat value to these little pwesents,”
said I'Arcy, *fand now I must weally wejoin the ladiea™

And he walked away.

Hea loft Billy Bunter rooted to the spot, staring altar him
with blinking eyes, and gasping like a fish out of water.

“ Prasenta!I" muttered Bunter. " Presents! Is he off his
rocker? The ass! Presents! He owes me ffteen shillings
for that little lot, and he's jolly well got to pay it!
Presents! I'll give hun presents!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Good Time. _
THERE woas ne doubt that the garden-party at ClLff

House was a success. Except for Bunter, the Re-

movites from Greviriars were models in their conduct ;

and even Billy was not so bad as usual, The Famous
Four had impressed upon him with such blood-curdiing
threats what they would do if he worked off any ventrilo-
guism, that the fat junior did net venture to play any tricks
of that asort. As for the camera, Miss Primrose had
waleomed cordially the suggestion that photographs should
be taken before ten, There was to he tea on the lawn, and
Iiss Wilhalinina Limburger had confided to Bunter some
partiealars that made the fat junior extremely anxious for
bza-time to arrive. But before tea, while the light was
still quite good, the photographs were ro be taken. Bunter
arranged it with Miss Primrose without consulting Wharton,
and mentioned it to the chums of Study Ne. 1 afterwards.
Bob Cherry only grunied. )

“Vou'll make a muck of it,” he said. ;

“I'm sincerely sorry to zee you jealous again, Cherry,
of my wondevful abilities as a photographer. You run
down everything I do.” .

“ Tlecause everything you do iz such a rotten failure”
said Bob. “ You don't even know how to handle a camers”

“Tt's easy enough. I've waiched Ogilvy deing it. You
focus it, and then you press this little handle here. That
T;‘lﬂl{&ﬂ.uf.hﬂ- plate ﬂg].:_r down, and leaves another plate in itg
ace,

e H'm! Sure the nlates are in there?" asked Bob
“herry, with & grin. _ .

¢ “Pi'mw! I Eever thought of that. 1 believe Ogilvy
always keeps it loaded, in case he wants it suddenly. But
I can soon see,™
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“ Wharton, deah boy,” ealled out Arthur Augustus
D'Arey, "if vou're disenﬁaged at the pwesent moment,
you're wanted for cwoguet.

“ Certainly,” said Harry.

The chums of the Remove furned oway. Bunter was

examining the camera. He was rather in doobt about
how to open it. ITe discovered at last that it opened at the
back, and he succeeded in getting it open, and then he
counted up the plates with which it was Joaded. There
were twelve plates in the slides, all ready for use. The fat
junior closed the camera again with a satisfied look.
. “That’s all right," he said, “there’s twelve, and I can
take twelve ripping photos. Ogilvy won't mind my borrow-
mmg his ecamers when he sees the ripping positives T shall
E.':Etl.'lll'

Bunter meant negaiives, but he was still rather hazy
about phntﬂg*ra.ph . He was ready to begin operations wit
the camers, but the others were not ready. ']'lﬂe the Erﬂ-}‘!
and the girls were enjoying themselves in their various
ways, Dunter filled in the time by looking out for fresh
customers for the remaining articles belonging to the
Imperialist Fair Trading Co. He had not yet had an
?ppqrtunity of nailing D’Arey agein, but he was waiting
or 1k,

Croquet and tennis had no attractions for Billy Dunter.
He had an eve to business. He discovered Miss Clara at
leisure, with # racket in her hand, and he came up to her
with hts most ingratiating smile. . :

“ [ say, Miss Clura, would vou care to see a ripping little
pursae '

“ Mo, thank you.” ] ,

“1t's made of real Porsia leather, from our own factories
-=1 mean the Imperialist Fair Trading Co.’s own [actories,
at Ispahan. It will hold anything—pounds, shillings, or
pence—anything vou like; fastens with o cateh. Look at 1t
and 1f you like 1t——"

“ No, thank you.™

Y ih, really, Miss Clara i

“Clara! Claral”

“They're calling ma.”’ o

And Miss Clara hurried away. Dunter gave a smiff of
disgust. .

“ They say women are fond of making bargains,” he mut-
teredd. * The girl must be a silly ass to turn up her nose at
a bargain like that. I say, Miss Cleveland, would you care
to sec o little purse—real Russia leather, made in Moscow ?

w !!!'

A strong grip fell upon Bunter's collar. . .

He was wﬁirﬁ:d round, to find Bob Cherry glaring at him.
Ethel Cleveland walked on with Nugent, chatting, without
noticing Bunter, who was whirled into the cover of a shrub-
bery by the indignant Bob. :

“You young pig " said Bob savagely. “I warned you !

“Oh, really Cherry——" 3

e IEFW many of those rotten articles have you got about

ou?

“Threa! If you like to take the lot at a reduction—"

* Bhow them to me!” .

Billy Bunter fished out the articles. Tob Cherry changed
hiz grasp from the fat junior's collur to his arm, and, hold-
ing him tight, marched him off. He si:-::}f"ped at last on the
edee of & pond in a secluded portion of the grounds of Clif
Housza.

“ Mow chuck that rubbish in the waler,” he saild sternly,

““ (th, really, Cherr S

“ Quick, or I'll chuck you in!"

“ But—put IT-—"

Bob rushed him down fowards the water. Bunter turned
quite pale, and in great alarm ha threw the three precigus
articles into the water. Thaey sank, and DBob Cherry, with
a twist of hiz arm, sat Bunter down on the prassy bank.

“ Just in time,” he said grimly ** You'd have been in in
another minute you—you tead! That's an end of your
presious articles.’

“ You—you'll have to pay for them,” spluttered Bunter.
* You—you—" : :

Tob Cherry walked away while he was speaking.

Bunter rose to hiz fect, loocking sulky and angry. He
moved off from the spot, and a minute or twe later jumped
as he received a slap on the shoulder. Ile blinked sullenly
at Dulstrode.

“ What's the trouble?” asked the B_Ef: Removite, good-
naturedly.  Anything gone wrong, Billy ¥ 3

“It's that utter beast, Cherry,” said Bunter viciously.
“ He's made me throw my articles inte the water—the
articlea T had to sell for the Imperialist Fair Trading Co.,
you know. L shall have to account for them.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" .

““ Hlessed if T can see anything to cackle at. They'll make
me pey for the things." ‘

“Zervae them right to lose the money,” said DBulstrode.
“ They oughin’t to have sent them to you, and they weren't
worth more than a bob the lot, anyway."”

“ They'll make me pay. I had ten articles altogether,
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and that beast Tonid:s burnt up four of them, and Chorry's
made me throw three into the water.”

“ Better throw the rest after themw,” grinned Bulstrode.

*I'va sold them.”

* There must be three jolly big muge at Greyiriars, then.”

“T haven't sold them to our fellows.™

Bulstrode's expression changed.

“ You don't mean to say that you've been palming off that
rotfen rubbish on the girls here?"” he said angrily.

" No, I haven’t. I've scld them to D'Arcy. [ﬁamd if I
].ﬂ'lglf‘-}: what you're scowling about. It's no business of yours,
127"

“You little fat toad ! said Buolstrode. * It's the business
of Evﬂ?' Greyiriars fellow, I suppose, to koep a little
mongrel like you from disgracing the school., You've sold
them to D'Arcy "

“ Yes, I have,” said Bunter obstinntely. *“1 think you're
talking rot. DVArcy hasn’t paid me fur the things vet,
either. The mily ass imagined that I was making lam a
present of them, yvou see, and 1 haven't had o chunce to
explain; but—="

“Tf vou éxplain to him, Buoty—il you say another word
tor him on the ﬂl.ihj{'_-r_:!‘, i facl—I"1 br{:ut—c every bone 1n your
bod{,"” said Bulstrode, in s low, unpleasant tone.

Hilly Bunter jumped.

“ Wh-wh-what de you mean, Bulstrode? T can't afford
to lose the things. I shall have to pay for them. 1 have to
sond the Imperialist Fair Trading Co. fifteen Ehﬂlll}%ﬂ- for
the ten articles, vou see, and I am going to have lifteen
shillings frem D'Arcy for the three he bought. That will
make up for my losses in other directions. 1 can’t ke
dunned by the Fair Trading Co. for the sake of making a
stranger presents. Don't be absurd."

“ Little cad ! said Bulstrode. ‘* Look hére, I'll pay the
fiftecn bob, and you're not to mention the matter to D'Arey
azein,  You afderstand 7

“(h, certamly ! I'd just as soon have the money from
vou, Bulstrode, Hand it over I : ;

i Not much,” said Bulstrode g’rlmll?- “We'll call in at
the post-office as we go back, and I'll get a postal order,
and make 1t payable to the firm, and eross it, and then you
won't be able to blue it.. I know you; you're not going to
spend the money and then duy I}’.r\.r{,% ull the same. Shut
up ! Don't jaw to me!  It's settled. ez, I know gﬂu don't
understand why I'm doing thiz—you wouldn’t! Shut up!
Thex're calling you to take the photos. Goet off, you
wori

“Oh, really, Dulstrode—"

“Zet away, I tell you!”

And Dunter got away.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
The Photographs.

* OW very clever of the dear boy ! said Miss Primrose,
H as Bunter eame up with hia camerg. °*‘Have you
had much practice, Dunter ?" . o
“ Mot very much, ma'am, but-I ¢an take mpping
photos,”

“ How claver!" ;

o H'yn 1" said Miss Locke. She was no great believer in
Buuier, but she did not want te throw cold water on the
idea. All the girls were eager to have their photographs
taken, and she would not disappoint them.

* My hat ! murmured Ogilvy, as he saw the hand-camera,
“That's mine 1" ;

Runter d¢id not even glance at Ogilvy. He knew that the
owner of the camern could not make a fuss about the un-
asked loan there. I

 Please stand in a group here—so,' =aid 'E'uu:m:', ASALML=
ing all the airs of a professional photographer. I want to
get o really good group. Would yoi mind standing st the
side, Miss %‘rm\r-::-sﬂ?”

* Certainly.” ; o

“ And you this side, Misz Locke.

 YVery good.”

“1 want a gowd group.
camera- :

# My twelve plates !’ muttered 'Dfllh'}‘.

1 shall tak® several separate photos afterwards, but 1
want to begin with groups, while—while the light’s suitable.
Tioh Cherry, would you mind putting your feet out of ssght ¥
They’ll come out too big.” o

Tfere was a chuckle among the aniors, and Beb Cherry
turiied very red. He mentally promised Dunter all sorts of
things when they were home at Greyfriars.

“ Put on a pleasant smile, Ogilvy, please.

Ogilvy murmured something. -

“ Don’t grin like that, Desmond. Your hat a litile farthes
back, [F¥Arcy, or I sha'n't get nuy face.” suid DBunter,

I've got twelve plutes in the
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pquinting into the view.finder. “Can you lend me a table
or something to rest this canera on?”

. A table was forthcoming. Bunter placed the camera on
1t, and squinted into the view-finder again.

“Good! I think. this group will come out well Would
Miss Clara mind stopping whispering to Marjorie Hazal-
dene? Any movement spoils the picture.”

Miss Clara’s eyos glimmered.

- * Will D"Arey remove his ayeglass?
badly in the proturae.'

“*Yarg, wathah ("

“ Akl Quite still now 17’

Click !

“ Deoar ma ™ said Miss Primrosa. “Is it taken?”

“Certainly, ma'am, and a very d  picture,” said
Bunter off-handedly. ““Now I shall be glad to have some
singlea. If you would care for them, ma’am, I could get
gome fine sulargements made, for you to have framed.”

”E’ﬂrhapa w2 had betier see the prints firet,” said Miss

&,

*Oh, certainly ! Now, Miss Cleveland, may T take sou

*Bai Jove! Where does he want to take you, Ethel?”

**I mean the photograph.”

“h, T spat™

Cousin Ethel smiled and nodded. Bunter snapped her,
and then procecded to make further snaps. He tn:u::ﬁ Eroups
and singles, and a view of Cliff House from the garden, and
& view of tho garden from Cliff House. When the camera
clicked for the last time, and tha final plate was used up,
Bunter rammed it baok into its case.

“I wish I had brought some more plates’ id.
¥ That's the last* s P e 2

Upon the whole, the garden-party were not sorey that it
‘was the last. Bunter had been half an hour at work, and
he was growing tiresome,

Tea was the next item on the programme, and it was a
tea to bo remembared.

Under the shady old trees in the sunny garden, on little
tables sot gut in rows, a most substantial tea was Iaid.
Boys and girls did it full justice—the boys moro than the
ﬁt{rls, pechaps. Arthur ugustus ID"Arey and arry

harton were seated at one table with Cousin Ethe! and
Marjorie, and it was the merriest table of all. But all the
young faces were bright and happy, and Miss Primrose's
old face was ?ﬂgjl: happy, too.

Billy Bunter distinguished himself at the tea. Ho started
early, and finished late, and kept up an excellent speed all
the time. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy more than once glanced
at him in wonder,

“Bai Jove,” IMArcy murmured to Wharton, “there’s a
chap at 5t Jim's we call Fatty Wynn, he's a bit of 2
Falstaff ; but—but he's a fool to thiz chap! I weally nevah
did see the equal of Buntah ! Bai Jove, Ii should like to get
i!l;m into & study at 5t Jim's with Fatty Wynn, and match

gy |

Harry Wharton laughed.

*“1 think Bunter would win hands down," ho remarked.

' Bai Jove, I think vou're wight, deah boy !"

It was over at last, and the time came to say farewsll.
The Greyfriars juniors thanked Miss Primrose for her

It will come out very

hospitality, and it was no mere lip-service—they were
%mmfulf and thﬂﬁ' showed it. It had been a ripping time.
hey said farewall to the girls of CLif House, and to D'Arcy

ey
BY wa ome to (rreylriars in a very contented
mood. Billy Bunter had the camera under his arm, and he
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nearly dropped it when—out of sight of Cliff House—Ogilvy
grmgml him by the shoulder.

“Ow! Leggo, Bulstrode! O, is it you, Dﬁihr:.r?"

“Yon young sweep! What do you mean by taking my
camers without getting permission "

“1 did ask permission."

“Well, yes; but I said you couldn’t bave it."”

“&3hll, I asked permission, and— Look here, Ogilvy,
I'll give you one or iwe of the photographs if vou'll develop
the plates for me. I haven’t studied that part yet.”

Ogilvy could not help laughing.

“ Yoo cheeky young beggar! As Miss Primrose will be
expecting some proofs, [ suppose I'd betier do it Bui i
you take my camora again—-="

“It's all right, I sha'n't need it.
betier one mysell next week.”

Dg}ii:r r took the camera inte the dark-room as soon as they
reac r:[} Greyiriars. Billy Bunter waited ountsido anxiously
while Ogilvy was at work under the red lamp. Somo of
the other juniors waited, too, anxious to sce how they came
ocut in the negatives. There was the sound of & chuckle in
the dark-room, and the juniors looked at one another
wonderingly, What was Ogilvy chuckling about ?

* There he goes again ™ murmured Bob Cherry.

The chuckle wasz audible a2gain and again, and in all,
twelvo distinet chuckles were heard through the door.
Wharton smiled slightly. He guessed that it meant that
there was something wrong with cach of Bunter’s negatives.
The door of the dark-room suddenly opened, and Ogilvy
ﬁtag ered out. He seemaod almost in hysterics,

“What are they like ¥ asked Bunter sagerly.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" gasped Ogilvy. * Look at ‘em!"

They looked at them. Each plate was as black as mid-
might, and on none of them was anything discernible except
dead blackness.

“ Oh, really, Ogilvy, you have mucked them up!”

“ Mucked them up!” %.'alled Ogilvy. “ You've mucked
them up, you young ass! Thoey ecame oul like this in tha
developer! Ha, ha, ha! You must have let the light got
to the plates I

“The—the light!"

“Yes: vyoa must have opened the camera.'

I shall have a much

“Opened it! Of course, I opened it to sce if thore wers
any plates in !
“Ha, ha, ha ™

““ What are you ecackling at, you ass?"

“0h, my hat! You young duffer! Don't you knew that
the plates are sensitive fo light, and if the light geis at
them they're done in? Ha. ha, ha!”

“Oh, really—""

“They were all done in before vou started taking the
photographs,” chueckled Ogilvy., * Fvery one of 'emn. They
wern all done in when you opened the camera. You young
ass! Ha, ha, ha !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

Bunter blinked at the negatives.

“H'm! I expect it's the way you've developed them!™
he grunted. And he walked Away in great disgust,

A shout of laughter followed him. After the airs Bunter
had put on as o photographer, the climax was too funny.
And for a long time afterwards sly allusions to his wonderful
negatives gave Bunter reason to remember the day of the
Clif House Garden-party.

THE EXD.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenvys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, is
falsely accused of cheating in an ¢xam., S0 one night,
packing up a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Rough. He walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down as one of a dratft of recrnits for that regiment to
lunchester., Arrived there the rookies are taken charge of
by two old soldiers, known as Mouldy Mills and Hookey
YWalker. Ronald is at once marched off to suppér in the
conteen by Hookey, whither Mouldy also brings the others,
One reernit, however, a weedy ex-shop assistant, who
uifects to be a gentleman-ranker,-is missing.

{Now go on with the story.)

The First Night in Barracks.

“IE's waitin' in the room. Told me to fetch "im up soma
minced vesl and si_p ets of toast, and a giager-beer, with
a welsh rarebit to foller,” explained Mouldy, at the urgent
inquiry of Hockey as to the wheresbouts of Augustus. And
his chum went into such & fit of laughter st this, that he
choked, and hed to dash into the wet cantesn and swallow a
deep draught out of the can of a man whose back happened
to be turned at the moment.

They had scarcely time to bolt the last mouthfels of bect
and bread, when suddenly, above all the clatter and din
of the cantecn arcse the full-throated chorus of bugles blow-
ing * first-post,” the most plaintive and perhaps the pretticst
of all the calls in the mfantry.

Whaek, whaek, whack] Somebody was thrazshing the
gine-topped counter vigorously with = cane,

““ That's the canteen corporal orderin' us out,” explained
Hoclicey., " 8Bo come on! There's me "angin' about after
vou 'ear that. You've gut to answer to roll-call now, and
get to bed. ' Lights out”® goes in three quarters of an hour.™

Pushing their way along with the stream of Tommies,
they emerged on to the dark parade ground, and mado their
way back to their room. :

Ronald, however, had first to see to his four-legred chuwm,
and hastened towards the gate. He blundered inte Corporal
Koedge on the way, and Rough, racing in at Ronald’s
familiar whistle, the kindly corporal soon pointed out s
snug corner whaera the terrier could make his bed. A big
handful of seraps provided Rough with a royal supper,
and Ronald left him as contented as an old eampaigner.

Augustus's wrath when Mouldy returned without so much
as a sandwich staggered even Mouldy for the moment.

“You vulgar scoundrel ! I’ll report you for this, see if
1 don't?? shrieked Auguwstus, white with rage.

“ Mo good your doing that,” councilled Mouldy blandly.
“The colonel and me 18 sich old pals, he wouldn't ’ear &
word against me. You remember the time when the Dook
of Wellington tried to get me the sack out of my job as
lance-private arter thoe DBattla of Waterloo, don’t vou,
Hookey? You remember ow the old man told "im off ¥

“TDon't T just! Fairly blistored the skin off his big nosa 1™

" *fThat’s jest about it, DBoko,’ scz 'e. ‘' Mouldy and me
as been pals ever since me and "im was at Fton and "Arrer
together, and bust me if I'll let even you say a word again
im.," You remember, Hookey ¥

“Don't I just ' answered the mendacions Walker,

But Augustus was not to be furthor drawn that night.
With the kindly assistance of the two wveterana, the beds
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were all made down, and everything set ready for turning
in.

An army bed is constructed in two parts, the lower section
being slid beneath the upper during the daytime, eo a8 to
make the most of the Aoor space.

The drawing out ond adjusting of the beds scemed Lo giva
Mouldy and Hockey a suspicious amount of trouble, Ronald
thought, and he took care to attend to his own himsslf.

As no one seemed to get to bed until the very last minute,
it was not until the bugles had sounded * Lights out™ that
anyone made a move. Then, as Mouldy turned the gas-tap
off suddenly, everybody made & wild dart between tha
blanketa. ) :

,r‘i.uguﬁ‘bua, who was sulking by himself, was first in,

Dang !

Tlmg some dire catastrophe had befallan him was evidend
from the gasps of surprise and snorts of rage which followed
the cerash. )

In the dim light it could be seen that hia bed had
collapeed in the centre, leaving him doubled up, like a half-
shut pocket-knife, on the foor. T

Augustus’s mishap ro excitod the rest to mirth, that most
of them were compelled to fiing themselves on their beds
Likewisa, . .

The result was startling, for in every case, excopt
Ronald’s, the bed seemed fo break in halves and deposmit
the owner with a thud on the %mund,

The mirth died away in a breathless gasp, and the umn-
fortunate rookies, remembering that he la.uf{ s Jongest who
laughs last, set to work in the pitchy darkness fo master
the mysteries of the construction of the Army bodstead.

Jilantly they worked, trying it this way and that, and all
ways together, fnally giving it up as & bed job, and
transferring their mattresses to the floor. :

“Funny thing " came Mouldy's veice, rumbling [rom
beneath the blanket, when all was still. We_ took sich
trouble, too, to make them beds nice and comfy. Didn’t we,
Hookey ¥ :

“Wao did, Mouldy, I expeets that’s what comes of their
just bein' used in the cholerer ‘orspital.  The blessed
microbes must have gnored their way right into the irom,
suggestod Hookey cheerfully, :

And leaving this appalling thought to work its havoe on
the peace of mind of the rookies, the two old villaing went
to sleep, and snored like fog-horns. .

Sleep was not for Ronald just yet, however. His thoughts
turned back to Sandhurst, and the disgrace which had
been turned upon hin. .

Again and zgain he reealled the sinister words of Slancy,
his stepbrother’s soldier scrvant. .

He seemed to see that tell-tale half of Tan's cuff-link
glittering in the man's palm and the crafty smile on his
puffy featurcs. He could feel the imprint of his knuckles
now whore he struck the grinming mouth.

It was bad encugh to know that it was his own flesh and
blood which had betrayed him. without a blackmailing brate
like Blancy sharing the halcful sceret and attempting to
make proht out of it

Then his thoughts turncd homewards, and he wondered
wh]mt havoe the story of his doewnfall must bave wrought
there.

It would be his stoepmother’s hour of friemph, he knew
well. It shamed himn to think so ill of any womnan; but he
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could have sworn that the news had not corme as a surprise
to hor. As like as not it was her hate which had prompted
tho ruthless deed.

he hated him from the hret—hated him, becauso he, the
eldeat son by the general's first marriage, barred her own
bo%ﬁ title to the Chenys’ fortunes.

ith Ronald branded cheat and hounded from the door
of the Bervice, her triumph was almost complete. She would
not rest now, night or day, until she had so poisoned his
father's hoart against him that his name and memory were
blotted out for aver,

Would she suecead? Ronald wondered, and wondering,
fell nsloep, He was brought, gasping, to his sensea by s
most appalling din and clatter, as 1f the whele barrack-
room wad tumbling about his ears.

Augustus Smythe is Roused.

**Now then, tumble out, me little darlings !"

Bang! Clash! Bang!

* No more bye-bye just now! Up ye git!”

Bang! Bapg! Clash!

Private Mouldy Mills, attired only in & much-shrunken
Bannel silray-hank shirt, was beating a “revally " of his vwn
with & shovel on the great iron coal-box.

o guard bugler had already sounded “ Rouse!" but
Ronald and half the other rookies had not heard it in their
beavy slumbers.

nald was out of bed in a trice, and even George and
Alf showed no reluctance to rise; but Augustus Smythe only
pulled the blankets tighter round his ears, and turned over
on his other side.

* Don't think your arrystoeratic youn
you, Mouldy, old boy,” said Hookey \%’
&t Ronald,

Mouldy was glaring in Augustus” direction, with his mouth
wide opan.

* Batter
ask him if

friend quite heard
alker, with a wink

¢ and knock at his Royal 'Tghness's deor, and
a'll have a nice cup of tea brought up to him,"”
nugﬁat&d Hookey. . . i

' Blessed if [ don’t think I will!"” said Mouldy, and licked

his horny hand to get & better grip of the shovel.
ho next instant he had lu.ng‘ﬂcr Auvgustus a welt whicn
almost shot him out of the bed on to the flcor.

This was too much for Augustus. Already rankling under
ﬂ%af humiliation of the previcus night, he burst into a blazs
of fury.

Hé sprang from his blankets straight 'at his tormentar,
and, dodging the wild blow with which Mouldy sought to
stave him off, he butted him in the chest, with such force as
to make him stagger back-
warda and collapse into the -
almost ampty coal-box. T

The old soldier was wedged
nose to knee, as tightly as if
he had been E-tuﬂsad mto &
barrel.

He looked so comiecal, with
his bare, stumpy legs waving
kelplessly in the air, that the
whole room burst into a vell
of laughter, while Hookey
simply collapsed into
hystarics.
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“Bha'n't!" anarled Augustus. "I ain't used to_gettin'
up at half-past five, if you are; and, what’s more, I'm not
going to astart now 1" .

“lgh. you aren't, aren't you, Privato Bmith " replied the
corporal.

“¥ea; and look hore, my name's S8mythe, not Smith,
when you want to speak to me !

“Indeed! Well, look here, Smith,"” continued Kedge,
tgnoring the correction. " If you want a chance of getting
fifteon days’ hard labour for inselence to a non-gommissioned
officer, you've only got to stick in that boed just one second
longer. vou weren't a red, raw rookie, to say nothing
of boing a half-baked puppy, besides, I'd cle vou in tho
clink for what vou've said already! But I'll give jyou
another chance. Come cut!”

“ Buat look hero——"

¥ Come out " rapped Corporal Kedge.

Augustus took one more look at the smouldering eyes
and square, determined jaw, and then crawled out like a
whi Pad puppy.

* INow, don’t forget this, you, and all of you! You've
got to & place where when you get an order you've got to
i_lundlp up .:.ind do H{ﬂa:ll::l knu q.simghwhy, Otherwise, vou'll

nd yourselves in clink quicker than vou can say Lnjfe 1"

Kedge turned on his heel, : Uy anite

* Now then, Mills,” he said. " Since when have you taken
to folding yourself up and goin’ to bed in the coal-box
'stead of sleepin’ in your cot like & 'uman being? Why you
mii‘u.’!é;up lattrﬁvﬁl , either 1" et g

‘Goln’ to bed I & coal-box!" gas tho
Mouldy, ceasing for a moment his e::cru]::ﬁtin
to extricate himaelf from the trap which hael
than a vice. " D'yver think I'm 'ere for fun?”

“No back answers now ! commanded Kedge, with just
the ficker of a smile playing round hiz grim mouth. * Col
ip out of that, sharp! It's 2 scandal secing an old soldier
likte you playing at being a trussed chicken whon he ought
to be settin’ a good example to nooly-joined rocruits ! Don't
let me catch you at it any more—d'ye hear?—or, by pum
5..::{1] be fﬂﬁ 1I;,Ltmt'£ Hare, h:;u!ll'_lhim out of it, Wal "F;r-p '

pavin ookey to prise his chum i ; b
thi{nnﬁﬁcﬁ'nl 1&[& é‘aa rnr::rm_ out of his painful fix,
ol woul ave proceeded to sk .
moment th- had ﬂmagi d higl!icra:?zkg:::dﬁﬁ%gﬁt:idumeh!j'“
Hookey, however, had decided that things had mn IEHL
enough, and keing a taller man by six inches, and m%gpﬂ.' S
heavier than Mouldy, hahaglcirmmhad his pal back ini’r; {ﬂfi
ff'rﬂiﬁir' and stood over him while he n::ﬁ:rthed hiz nethep

“That’s all right, Mouldy, old boy 1" he said soothinglv

a3 Mills hurled threats of the
most bloodeurdling ferocity i
the direction of the now trem.
bling Augustus. * That's quita
all right? But take your
time. It ain’t only  good
enough to break him up ints
little bits and chuck him out
of the winder: you're onlv
spoilin’ good sport that way,
What you've got ter do is ter
wait until he’s had iz rife
and bay'nit served out, and
then you can have one of

indignant
endeavours
him tighter
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“You nasty, owdacious, EF" " them duels, za ‘o
Iittle  apatfire !"  spluttered EH AT e f:illngm a8 you “ad
Mouldy, s soon as he could « THE BARRING OF /' ghens >d poor Slinker
find his voice. ° Here, give vana and Tubby Taylor.

me & hand out of this, some-
‘one, and watch me skin him !
D'ye "ear, Hookey ? Don't lay
there larfin’ like a mad hyena'!
Come and help a pal!"

Hockey, however, was too
overcome with delight to lift
s0 much a2 a finger to extri-
cate his chum from hiz un-
pomfortable fix.

Augustus, on the other
hand, half-frightened at the
success of his onslaught, half-
defiant, retired sullenly to bed
again,

He had scarcely got be-
tween the blankets when thea
door opened, and in walked
Corporal Kedge.

“Hallo! at's this?" he

BULSTRODE."
— BB —

It 15 open to the best ol us to
make a mistake, and Harry Wharton
& Co,, in all good faith, commit a
very big error of judgment,

“THE BARRING OF BULSTRODE
will show you how it came about
and how it all ended,

You remambor  them poor,
ignorant jossors, den't you,
and the job we ‘ad to bury
them under the boards of this
very room "

It Mouldy did not remem-
ber these ghastly details, ¢
least, he pretendad to, and
reluctantly consented to |at
the matter rest for the pro-
sent.

Time was short enough in
any case. There weore heda
lo be “run back,"” blankers
and sheets to be folded to

N

regimental pattern, and the
flvor swept before the morn.
g slace-down  could be

thought of,
{fAnother long instalment of thia

demandod hotly.  Revally splendid Army story next Tuordey.
gone ﬁfﬁ minutes ago and a lewse ordsr yowr  copy of “T%he
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