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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble

“ ¥ QOK out for aqualla ! '

h Frank Nugent whispered the words as the Remove
entered the Formeroom at Greyinars for morning
leasons.

It was & bright, sunny, smmmer morning, sand the old worn

room locked more cheerful than nsual., The sunlight, streaming
in at the high windows, made the varnished mapa gleam on the
walls. The juniors, fresh in from tho wide, green Closs, wero
moatly in cheery spivits, which became subducd as they caught
sight of their Form-master's faco,

Bir. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was standing by his
desk. The Form-master had a somewhat severe countenance
ot any time. Now it was clonded over so darkly that it did not
nﬂ-ﬂddﬂ'ug&nt'ﬂ whispered warning Lo put the Bemove on Ltheir
guord.

There was something wrong with Quelch, Hc much waa
evident at a glanee, and the juniors wondersd whethor there was
8 storm eoming—and whea it would burst—and upon whose
devoted head.

The Form filed to their places in chilly silence.

Mr. Quelch watched them without speaking a word, but his
syea—which irreveremt juniors had compared fo gimlets—
seomed to see right through them, as Bob Cherry chesrved in
s confidential whisper to Harry Wharton, The next moment
he reponted that whisper. Mr. Quelch's voice rapped out
sharply.

“(herey |

Bob gave o jump.

* Yoa, air.”"

" You as3," murmured Nugont, ' T warned you to look out for
pqualls, and now you go and put your foot in it
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A Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

Maﬁm

Y Chorry, you must not chatter hers."
* No, 3ir,”” 2aid Bob Cherry, greatly relieved that matters wors

no worag,  From Mr. Queleh’s tones ho had sxpected a hundred
linea at loast, if not & coning. ** Certainly not, sir.”
" Bileneo 1"

The zilence was unbroken this time, save by a fairt rustling
nd the juniora took their places.

Every faco was vory scrions now.

Mr. Queleh aufiered sometinmes from fits of sharp tomper
az meont of us do, and on auch ocensiona thoe Romovo wers wont
to be vory caroful. But it was clearly not sharp tomper that
was the matter now., DBob Cherry liad given the master an
opening, and Mr. Quelch had not fellowed it up. The vials of
wrat had not been poured out, Then what was the matior ?
Was Quolch 11l ¥

The juniors felt that something unusual had happened, and
thers was a strange hush. Many of them ran over in their
minds their latest delingquencies, trying to think whether thoso
littlo delinguenciea eould possibly have come to the IPorm-
mastor's ears,  The Famous Four—Wharton, Cherry, Nug-nt,
and Hurree SBinpgh—Ifelt the most confident of all.  Thoy had had
a wonderfully clean record for the past few daya, bweing too
much occupied in crickst intoreats to hava much timo for japea
of any aort. Bulatrode, the bully of the Romove, looked sullen,
and & little approhensive. Onpce or twice his bullying pro-
clivities had brought down upon him scathing words from Me.
Ruelch, and only the previous day the Form-master had taken
him to task on the subject before the whole Hemove, and given
himm a steady ten minutes of bitter talk—which had made
Diulstrode feel the amalleat and meanest worm on the face of the
parth, and which he wos not likely to forget for some time.
Haozeldene, who was gonerally in trouble of some sort, looked
nervous, and so did Snoop—but Snoop probably had more
reason, for & day seldom passed without bis deoing someons en
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il turn, and ho never knew which of his Tittle meannesses might
hove come o light.

Most af the juniora, in fact, looked more or lesa apprehonsivo.
VWien o thunderbolt was coming, there was no telling for
vi rtain whom it might hit.

Only one face remained guite caln and eomposed—that of
Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. Wup Luu%' sat at his desk with
asmile that was* child-lhike and bland " on his innocent featares;
hiat, considering that the little Chince was as mischicvous a3 a
nonkey, it is probable that his confident manner was not wholly
BTN,
¥ It was a silence that might lhiave been felt—and Mr. Quelch
aeemed in ne hurey to break it Bulstrode thought that he was
purpozely keeping them in auspense, and his sullon look intensi-
ficed.  But Harey Whartrn, looking sl the Form-master’s face,
could discern more of sorrow than of anger thero.

And Wharton wondered,

Hurry Wharton was by ne meang o perfect character ; he was
mn 1}:-:}ruugh boy, and ]'['quunm.l:,' iy trouble, but he was a littlg
maore thoughtfnl in goms matters than his Form-fellowa, He
realised that Mr. Queleh had a hard task with the Removao, and
Le did not seck to make it harder for him, as Bulstredo aud
Skinner and some of the others did.  And Harry was feeling
copcerned  for Mro Quelel st the present moment, not appre-
hensive for himsclf. He knew that something must be very
wrﬂn% to make the Form-master look like that.

“* My boys !

It wons not & sharp, rapping tone, when Mr. Queleh apoke at
Inst ;16 was quiet, restrained, though guite clear to every oar
in the room. The juniors leoked at one ancther in-wonder.
Queleh was not at all himself this morning. :

* My boys, thero has been a very unpleasant—a very disgrace-
ful geeurrenca in this school—unfortunately due to the base
action of somcono in this Form.™

The Form thrilled a little,

1f there had been a theft, and someone was to bo expelled for
it, Mr. Qualch could not have spoken mors terribly seriously.

* The guilty boy.” went on Mr., Quelch slowly, ™ is hqm-n—l]--:a
hears me sperk now., Ho will know to what T am alluding. I
ehould greatly prefer not to go into details. I ask the gulty
Loy to step out before the class.” :

*My word,” whispered Bulatrade, '" Quelch is getting too
generous, L ean see somebody jumping at that offer 1™

And Bkinner grinned,

AR a matter of fact no ono stirred. The Form looked amazed,
that was all. What waa the crimo—who was the culprit—they
hed no iden—with doubtlesa ona axception.

Mr. Qualelh waited a fow moments, and then, in a deeper voice,
le resumed.

“ I appeal earnestly to the guilty hoy to stand forward and
admit his fault, to save this unpleasant affair from going furthor.™

Heo paused again. Herry Whearton heard a faint gasp closo
to him, and he looked round to seo Billy Bunter shaking like a
leaf, The fat junior blinked at hiin through his big spectaclea,

" Quiet, you Young ass,” muttered Harry.

YO, really, Wharton—-=—a'

" Shut up ! ™

* But—but—but don™ you think I—T had botter own upt
Do you think it will be a licking 1 ** murmured Bunter.

Wharton started.

** Do you inean to say that yon-———""

* I—I didn't mean any harm, and—and I'm sincercly sorry —

' Bomsone is whispering,” said Mr. Quelch,

Runter froze into dead silence,

* If the goilty party does not own up, it will be the worse for
lim,” said Mr. Quelch, in & harder voice. ** 1 I am compelled to
make the matter publie, he will suffer, 1f ho comes forward
naw, I offer him pardon for his offence.™

Bunter looked appealingly ot Wharton, and the latter podded.
The fat junior sermmbled out before the class. DMr. Quelch
looked at him.

“ Bunter 1"

" Yeg—no-0.08, gir."

* ¥You—it was you 1 "

* Yo.pes, gir,” stemmercd Billy.
lwemy, mir.””

* What | " thundered Mr. Quelch, * '{Du committed this base—
:,hia mean and cowardly action—and you did not mesn any

w17

* Nen-n-no, gir | T—I didn't think it was mean and cowa dly
to horrow a camera, air, asnd—and—and——-"

" What 1 * ,

“You sae, sir, I'vé been taking up :E?hﬂtrl:rgra-phy lately,?
stamimered Bunter, blinking at the Form-maater. * I—I
haven't & camera yet, sir. I'm expecting Lo get one from the
Imp&ria!:iat Fair Trading Co., a3 & reward, sir, for sclling ten
articles for them, I wanted to do a little practice firat, sir.
Opilvy '-mim’t. land me his camera—he’s & mean beast, sir—and 8o
B P !

** Ia thia a joke, Bunter 1 "

 N-n-ne, g, 1 didn't do it for a joke, sin
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“I—I didn't mean any

I'm simcercly sorry

“THE GREYFRIARS PHOTOGRAPHER.”

sir, I took your camera out of the dark.-room just to try it, air,
and 1 haven*t done it any harm.  Opilvy says I've spoiled the
filin by taking it out to examine it, but I don't suppose he knows.™

“ You—you have taken my camera to play with ! " exelaimed
Mr. Quelch, aghast, \

‘' Nen-no, sir—to work with. I am going to put it back, of
courae—air—I shouldn't have let you riss it if L could help it—"

* Bunter——"

“ 1'm sinceroly sorey, sir .

“ You maey go back to your place, Bunier. T had no idea
whatever that vou had taken my camera, and I wos not rederning
to that in the .‘in:-ﬂat. 1t i3 quite another matter. Not another
word ; po to your place.™ .

Billy Bunter gasped as he went back.  Quite another matier !
—the Onl of the Bemove could have kicked himeaelf, hard. Ha
had owned up to the unheard-of impertincnes of borrowing the
Form-master’s canera without permission—and all for pothing
It was quite snother matter ! It las been said that o guilty
conseienee noeds no accuser ;3 and Bunter had proved the truti
of it. Ife gave Wharton a reproachful glance. The Remove
had not beon able to restrain a giggle ot Billy Buater's mis-
understanding ; but a glance from tae Form-master made tham
acrious enough agnin, A chilling #ilence fell upon the Forme.
oo,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

An Anonymous Lefier,

R. QUELCH looled grimiy over the silent Form, Every
jucior was on tenterhooka now. ]
“ Vory well,” said the Form-master, ' the culprit does
not choose to own lis action, and it will be left to me to
find him cut.’ _

Tle paused once more, but there wag still silence.

Mr. Queleh eompressed his lips, 3 ;

“ Very well.  Dr. Locke rocoived & letter this morning.'

“ Nothing surprising in that,” murmured Ogilvy, * 1 had o
letter moyself.”

“ Faith, and g0 did I,* said Micky Desmond. o

“ This letter,” resumed Mr. Quelch, in & entting voice, © wal
an Bnonymous one. It waa & letter cantaining abuse of a certain
person, and it was not signed by the writer."

The Bemove thrilled onee more.

They could guras who the * cerfain person "' waa, and they
underatood now why Mr. Quelch was looking so disturbed that
morning. 2

il Ti:ig letter,’ =aid Mr. Quelch, ©* Dr, Locke sh?wcd me thia
merning. 1 have just read it. The letter was written by & boy

‘in this Form, for the purpose of prejudicing the Head-master

Against & Form-mester. 1 need not point out the uselesancss and
the insolence of such & proceeding. Tir. Locke ig hardly likely
ta be influenced by an snonymous letter-writer. It §8 my
duty to diseover the writer of thia letter. If any boy knewa who
the writer is, I appeal to him to speak up. Thi 12 not an
ordinary matter—tho boy who has dono this is not fit for the
other boys to associate with, and he should be discovered and
exposed,”

There was o grim silence. ;

Mr. Queleh’s eves roved over the class, but thoy sought in
vain for gigns of guilt ir any faco. i .

Signs enough there were of troubled and apprehensive minds,
for nearly every boy in the class was vory uneady ; bub thero
was nothing definitely more than that.

H ‘fﬁr? well,” said Mr, Quelch, ** the matter dropa for lhe

sent, ™

“ If you please, sir——"" said Harry Wharton.

Tlﬁu .’.'-"-er-mal.ater ln-:}]i??ﬂ {unlt-lhi::::c: g

e u wish to apealk, Wharten - -

" "f'fs?':ir. As captain of the Form I think I ought m‘ffmnk. !
said Haery frmly. * We havo not scen this letter——

o
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T should not care to show it vou."

“ No, sir ; but the handweiting.”

¥ The lobter #s writton in print, and gives do clue® )

*I do not ask to aoo it, sir, but I think it only fair to point
out that it might not have been written by a chap in the Remnove,
I don't want to accuse anybody, but the Form oughtn't to b
condemmnod unheard., A fellow in the Upper Fourth, for
instance, might have written the letter just a3 easily.”

Mre. Quelch shook hia head.

“ Quite as epsily, Wharton, no deubl ; but he would have
had no motive for doing so. This letter contains insolent
roferencea to myracli, such as could only have come fromn &
Teomove boy.  There i3 no doubt in moy mind that the anonymoua
lotter writer i3 in thiz Form. An anonvmous letber was writlen
onee bofore at Greyiriars,” went on Mr. Queleh, * aa you will
romembor. It was wrilten by & hot-hieaded lad who at leaat
had what he considersd a good motive for the dishoenourable
action, That hoy has since left the school. This case i3
hlacker. The writer of this letter cannot pretend to have any
motive but spite and malice, which so far as [ am aware worn
quitn unprovoked on my part. It i3 hwpossible to plesso
evervone, I aupposs, hut I have alwaya dowe my best o make
wmy boys like and respeet me.”'

“ And we do, sic ! " exclaimed Haorry.
it, air."

* Yes, rather ! ™ cried Bob Cherey, forgetting that he was in
vlass- for & moment. * My only hat! I should ke o telk
to that letioroweitor for two minutes !V .

“I quite believe yon, Wharton,” aaid Mr. Quelch, with a
slight mnile, but taking no other notice of Bub Cherry’s outbuest,
" This anonymous writer ia, 1 hc:l[m, quite alone in thae opinion
e is unrensonable enough to hold of me. 1 am sorry lo soy
that thore is no doubt that tho writer ia in the Bemove,”

“ Phen we ahall find him out, sir,”" said Harry quietly ; and
he sat down.

The matter dropped, and lossons began ; but the anonymous
lattor was certainly mwre in the boya' minds than leszons that
mornIng.

It hodd ovidently caused moro pain than anger In Mr. Quelch's
brosat, and most of the juniors were angry and indignant.

It was o stigma on the whole Forn until the culprit was
discovered, and when he waa discovered he wad likely to have
& warm timeo at the hands of the Remove.

Harry Wharton gave DBulstrode one expreasive look. Ha
romembared the scene of the previous day, when the bully of
the Form had writhed and changad colour under the lashing
tonguo of the Form-master., The suspicion thab rose in his
mind was o notural one.  Bulstrode had been guilty of moan
actions enough for it to Lo guite possible that he wes puilty
of this one, too, DBulstrode met his glance with one of sulky
deflance,

Wharton set his lips and waited., When the class waa dis-
yipged, the chums of the Remove went out togethor, andd
Harry looked round for Bulstrode., The latter was sauntering
away into the Close, with his hands in his pockets, and Harry
gquickenod his pace to evertake him.

“ Rallo. halle, hallo ! murmured Bob Cherry. ** Whal's
the trouble, kid *+ ™

“ I'm going to speak to Bulstrod..™

* About the letker T "

F{] Ymrli

" Rut yvou don't know i

" I'm going te find out.™

Bob Chorry whistled softly. Hao went with Wharlon, and so
did 8 crowd of Removites, who read in the Fonn-captain'a
faeo that something woa likely to huppen. Bulstrode had gone
under the trees, and he turned round anddenly as he haard many
footateps behind him. IIe looked surprised to seo tho crowd
with Wharton.

“ Hallo ! " he anid, with an unploasant sneer, curling hia lip.
# Aro you looking for me TV

" Yea,” said Harry.

“ Well, hera I am. Want me to captain you in a cricket
match, or is it aimply o teatimonial 1 " asked the Remove bully.

The junicrs grinned, but Harry Wharton's fave remained ag
hard as o rocl.

“ It's about the letter,'

" What lettor 1"

“ You know well enough,” said Harry angrily.

Bulstrode shrugged lus shoulders. Ho seemed to be do-
liborately bont upon exasperating the young captoin of the
Romove, as much as possible. And Wharton's temper was
not of the beat. He come into rough sontact with Bulstrodoe
too often to have much patience with him.

" How should I know 7 ' said Bulstrods, in an airy mannoer.
¥ Thers ara lota of lottors, and I don’t know which one yon wro
talking about. Thera are twenty zix in the alphabet——""

* Btop fooling t 7'

“ And then you don't say whother it's a capital letter or a
pmall letier.’

“I am speaking sbout the anonymous letter sent to the
Head,” said Harry, controlling his tempor with diffeulty as
the juniors round him chuckled.

* Oh, indeed !  Are you owning up to it "

* What ! "

Tae Magxer.—TL
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** No good corning te mo ; You had better go to Quelch.”

* Ha, ha, ha ! " cackled Skinner. )

“ Look here,” said arry. ** Enough of this rot.
to know whether vou wrote that letter or not 7

Bulstrode’s eyes glittered.

Y OVean've come to ssk moe whether T wrote the anonymous
letter 17

* Ypea”

“ And you want an enswer

“Of courae 1 do”

“ Phere it ig,then ! )

Tulstrode drove lia fist fairly into Harey Wharton's face,
and the junior, taken entirely by surprise, fell to the ground
like a log, and lay there dazed.

I want
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hand to Hand.

4 HAME "
S There was 8 moment’s satonished silence after the
blow, and then thet shout mang out on all sidog,
* Bliame !

Bulstrode glared about him fiercely, He met angry eud
geornful looks on all sides, and the word that stung him waa
shouted again in & growing velume of sound,

i h]lﬂmﬂ ! L1 ]

Wharton lay on the ground, utterly dazed by the ficrea
blow. He had never expocted a blow—and such a blow—
without the slightest warning. It wos a “ foul ' if ever Lhers
was one, and his utter unpreparedness had mede it worse for
him. Bulstrode had struck with savage force, and Wharton
waa dazed and dizzy for some minutes.

Bob Cherry had made & movement to apring upon the Remove
bully ; but Nugent dragged him back,

“ Hold on, Bob "

* But o

* Laave him to Wharlon”

Bob gritved [Xs teath.

“ Right !

He knolt beside his chum, and raised him from the ground.
There was 8 great ]umF forming under Wharton's leit eys,
and the eve was partially closedd. He looked siok and dizey,
and ks staggered as he was hifted to his feet. His eyes blazed
83 he looked at the bully of the Remove.

“ You—-you coward ! ' he muttered.

Bulstrode flushed a dull red, but he did net reply. The
hisaea of the juniors weeo ringing in his ears.

# You coward ! 7 said Wharton. * ¥You woulda't have done
that so easily if I had been lovking for it. Put uptgmu.r fiata 1 "
“I'll put thom wp willingly enough,” snecred Bulstrode.
* Do yvou think you are going to bully e because you've Jicked
me onee T If you do you've made a big mistake, Comeon!™

Nugent held Wharton's arm.

% You're not fit to tackle him now, Harry," he said quietly.
“ Teawve it for o bit. Your head must be ringing atill."

“ I don't care ; I can handle him." .

“ Come on, then," said Bulstrode., ™ I'm ready "

T wouldn’t touch him,"” saad Ogilvy. A chap wha writos
an anonymous lotter ian't fit for a docent follow to ﬁ{;hl: with."

“ Quite tight,” said Hussell, * Let tho cad alone.”

Bulatrode’s cyea blazed.

* Bo vou've made up your minds on that polnt,” he said
thickly. * You beliove that I wrote the letter to the Head.™

* You haven't aaid that you didn’t.”

“ And if I do aay that I didn't, will you believe me ! ™ aneored
Bulstrode. ** You've made up your minds on the subjct
withiout asking for any proof.”

“ I don't see where proof could be got,” said Hazeldone.
“ Weo can’t have ihe lotter lo see.  Bub the way you nnawerod
Wharton wasn't the way of & chap who wus mnmrcnt."l

“ 1 answer you in the same way, if you begin jawing,
Vaseline ! I like preaching from you, you worm ! chap who
borrowed his gister’s ring to give to & monoylender ! '”

Hazoldene flushed scarlet and stepped back. Bulsirodo
burst into a scoffing lsugh. He faced Harry Wharton with
his fiats up.

*“ I'm ready for you, Wharton."

“I'll makd you repent that blow, you eur ! " said Wharton
between his teeth. ‘

No maore time waa wasted in words. To the midst of a ring
of excited juniors the two old eneinics closoed in atrife.

It was not tho first time they had fought, by several timoa.
At ono time the advantage had been sll with Bulstrode, and
he had made merciless uss of it. Since then training had
dopne much for Tarry, and he had licked the hully of the Remove
in a atand-up fight that was still talked about amoong the juniors.
Bogides Mork Linley, the lad from Lancashire, he was the only
follow in the Bemove who could do it. Ewven the aturdy Bob
Cherry was no mateh for Bulstrode,

But Wharton was not in form new. Thal stunning blow

Another School! Tale of -Harry Wharion & Co.
and the Puplls of CHY Honge.
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had hurt him more than he rcalised. His head was singing,
his left eye was almost closed, and ho felt dizzy. And Bulstrode
who wea evidently in the savagest possible temper, was an
unususlly dangerous opponent at that moment.

The fight was hard and fioree, and punishment was about
equally balanced at first. Mony times Whartom’s  usually
carcful guard was wanting, and Bulstrode’s heavy fista crashed
home upon his fase.

There was a general oxclaiming among the crowded spectators
as one of the combatants was seen to fall, and it was Hacry
Wharton !

He went down with & heavy bump, laid on the ground by a
terrible upper-cut that had caught him fairly pn the point of
tho chin. ulstrode atood over him with blazing eyes.

It seemod to the Remove bully almest too good to be true ;
but he was licking Wharton at last. There was no doubt of it,
he was getting the better of tho combat. His face showed
the iatense joy it gave him. From two or three voices camo a
faint cheer for Bulstrode.

* o it, Bulstrode ! * said Enun;;. -

Trevor, who was standing next to him, turned upon him
anvagely,

* What's that you're cackling about 7 " he demanded.

Snoop receded s littlo,

I supposs I can speak if T like " he enarled.

“ No, you can’t ! Shut up!"™

It wes a bHttle high-handed of Trevor, but S8nocop did “ shut
up.” Although Bulstrodo was gotting tho better of the fight,
fecling was strong agrinst him among the Removites, Few
of them doubted now that Bulstrode was the author of the
snonymous letfter. Hia surly defiance waa not the way to
convinece them of his innocence, if he was innocent, And
the juniors knew that the very advantags he wos now gaining
wns due to the foul blow he haed struck before the beginning
of the fight.

Wharton was looking gropgy as he staggered to his feet,
with Bob Cherry’s eid.

But his apirit was undiminished.

" Had encugh 1 ' anoerod Bulstrode.

"Nol"

And it wag Wharton who attacked agaln. He scemed to be
collecting himself, now, and he pressed his enomy hard.

A ringing left-hander sent Bulstrode in a heap on the grass,
and thig time & cheer greeted the fall.

" Brave!"

The Remove bully scrambled up, Hia face was convulsed
with rage. His own success was greeted with silence or hisses ;
Wharton's wea cheered. He fully understood what 1t meant,
and it madddened him.

Btraight at Wharton he rushed, snd in & moment they wera
gripping each other, and the fight was 4t the closest of close
quarters.

There was a sudden shout from Morgan.

Y Cava LY -

But the combatants were foo engaged to hear it.
Iought on furicusly.

“Look out ! " eried Nugent. * Harry ! Here's the Head ! 7

Harry heard him, and he relaxed his hold upon Bulstrode.
But Bulatrodoe was too furicus to hear or to heed. He simply
thought Harey was slackening, and he freed his right hand
snd struck out.

The blow caught Harry upon the temple, and he erashed
to the ground,

" Bhame | M

The shout burst irvepressibly from the junigors. But the
pext moment there was a grim silence as the doctor’s woice
was heard.

*“Bowa!™

The Hend of Greyiriare looked upon the scene with con-
fracted brows.

They

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gullty or Noi Guilty?

%. LOCKE looked st the startled, seared junfors—at
Bulstrode—and then at Wharton. Wharton had jusé
staggered up, and he looked sick and dizzy. Bulstrode
atood in an attitude of sulky defiance, his eves on the

ground. Dr. Locke looked at them emrnestly.

* You two are fighting again,” he said. " What doeca this
mean 1 You know I do met objoct to a round or two with
the gloves In the gymnasium. But this—this i a brutal
display of prize-fighting—and in the open grounds, teo. I
aaw you from my window.™

Wharton floshed scarlet. He realised that he ought to hawve
been a little more careful in selecting the scene of the explanation
with Bulstrode.

“ T am: very sorry, sir.”’

"I am glad of that, at all eventa,
dispute about 1 **

The junfors wera silent.
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“T am waiting ! " said the Head icily.

8till Harry did not speal,

H*;{qugent, you tell me what has caused this!" said the
aad.

Frank Nugent shifted uneasily.

“ Tt's about the letter, sir.”

“ The letter | What letter "

“ The anonymous letter, sir. It Tooks to some of us as If
Bulstrode wrote it, and he won't explain. That’s all, siv.”

“Ah!" Dr Locke turned fo the burly Removite. ° Did
yvou write the anonymous letter that reached me thisa morning,
Bulstrode 1 "

Bulstrode’s face set obstinately.

" Answer me ! "' thunderced the Head.

“ I have nothing to say, sir.”

“ Am I to take that as an admission of guilt ¢+ **

Bulatrode bit his lip.

"1 don't think I ought to be asked the question, sir. Ti's
;m ins.ult to o fellow to ask him if he wrote an anonymous
etter,™

“ Ahem ! There Is certainly something in that. T do nob
like to think that any of my boys could be guilty of such mean.
nees, and vot it {8 certain that a boy in the Remove wrote the
letter, 1 shall discover—and the punishment of the culprié
"Ln_llli hl:j?. gevere one. Do not let me see any more of this quar-
ToEE.

And the Head moved away.

Bulstrode cast a savage look at Harry Whartony

“Well, do you want any maore ? '’ he asked.

* ¥ou heard what the doctor snid.™

“ ¥ou ean come behind the chapel.”

“1 shall not fight you new,” said Wharton, * But this
1sn't the finish., It looks to me as if vou wrote that anenymous
letter, but I'm going to find out who did it ; and the chap
who did it is going to be showm up.™

Bulatrode shrugged his shoulders,

“ Find out, then ! "'

And he walked away.

A loud and prolenged hiss from the erowd of juniors followed
hira. Eujabmgz looked round savapely, as if he had half a
mind to charge back among the Removites, and run amok
among them, DBut he thought better of it, and walked furioualy
away. The juniors hissed him till he was out of hearing.

“ The cad!™ said Bob Cherry, * He wrote the lotter, it's
a3 clear as daylight.”

* It looks liko it.™

“ The clearfulness Iz terrifle ! *?

“ Oh, it's plain encugh,” said Russcll. “ Did you notice
how careful he was to avoid eeying o direct * No * when the
Head saked him ™

" Yen, rather! "

“* Taith, and he’s na good a8 owned up ! ™

" 0Oh, I don’t know ! "' seid Snoop.

“ Of course you don't,” said Ogilvy. “ You're another
of tho same sort. Birds of & feather. Hold your tongus 1

“ Bt 13
“ Oh, shut 1
There were few volcea raised in defence of Bulstrode. His

ovorbearing ways had made him many encmies, snd there
was @ general opinion thet he had wrntten the anonymeus
letter, Direct proof there could be none; but ss Nugend
remarked, the letter had certainly been written by somcone,
nd such evidence aa there was pointed to Bulstrode.

Harry Wharton walked away with his friends. He was
feeling vory dazed and sore. He knew that the Head’s inter.
ference, in stopping the fight, had saved him from a defeaf,
and the thou gt- was not pleasant. He would not have borne
malice for a defeat in a fair fight at the hands of an honourseble
opponent. But he had not had foir play in this fight with
Bulstrode. _

He went to & bath-room to wash off, as far as possible, the
sipng of combat. Thers was s sound of running water in the
bath-room a8 he reached it. A fat form was leaning over
the rim of the bath, washing what looked like a photographio
plate nnder the tap.

* What on earth——"" bogan Harrys

Billy Bunter blinked round at him.

~* Tt'a-all right, Wharton, X sha'n't be & minute. T'm washing
my plate, As I had to own up about old Quelchy’a camers,
1 thought I might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb, you
know, so I took o photo before I tock the camera back to his
room.””

Wharton looked at the blurred dpl&tu curiously,

** Is that the to 17" he asked.

“ ¥es, You have to wash the plate under running water,
vou know,” said Bunter, with the air of a professional giving
instruction. As a matter of fact, Bunter's ideas on the asubpect
of photography were of the vagoest, and though he had asked
for information in many quarters, tho net result had not been
great. Fellows who dabbled in photography were willing to
tell him things, but some of them told him more cock-and-bull
stories than facts, and Bunter hed not perception enough to
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distinguish the one from the other. Added to that, his intel-
ligemce was by na moans of o first-rate order, and ho misunder-
gtond half of what waa teld hirm.  The jumble of mors or less
accurate amformotion in hiz broth made bim an extromely
unsafe perdon to trust with a camera or in 8 dark-room.

* But have you developed it 1" asked Harry.

“"No. I'm going to develop it aflterwards,” sald DBunter
Innacently. ' You see, you take the photo first, and then you
wash tho plate under ronning water, snd then you develop
ib in the fixing solution, so Micky Desmond told me.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Blcazed if I can sea anything to cackle at.”

“'Ha, ha! Micky waa pulling vour leg, you voung asa!
You've spoiled the plate by exposing it to the light hefore
developing and fixing it.””

* Oh, really, Wharton——""'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter blinked at hia plate in diamay.

“IL does look rather smudgy,” he confessed. I thought,
perhaps, that was duo to my sceidentally rubbing my fingera
over it, though.”

“ My hat—it ought to be o beauty altogether 1" laughed
Wharton.,  * You'd bettor send it to * The Daily Mirror.™ ™

Bunter dizconsolately carried away the plate, which he
had bLeen pationtly washing under the tap for the pasal ton
minutes, snd Wharton proceeded to bathe his face. But
with all his eare he could not remove all the sipna of battle.
Thers atill remained & cut on his lip and a big lump under
hia teft eye, and Bob Cherey grinned a little when Harry ro-
Joinod him,

* Dioes it loak very bad t " asked Horery anxiously.

Y Neno.,  Of course, it doesn’t improve your beauty.”

“I was thinking about Marjorie—we're going to ses her
to-morrow, and—and I don’t want her to think me a brate
that's always fighting. ™

“ Oh, I dare say it will tone down by fo-maorrow,'” said Bob
Cherry consolingly. ¥ That black lump will ba an art shade
of hluo, anid-——""

* (h, ratg ! "™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Barred.

HE next day one thing was very noticeabls in the Remove
—Bulatrode was barred ! There had been no formal
motion on the subject—the fellowa dropped inte the
way of it—and it came about gradually.

At bedtime several had said good-night to him—but in the
morning when the Remove rose, no one addressed a remark
to Bulstrado.

Even hiz own chums, Stott and Skinnor, were ™ stand-offish. "'
Even Bnoosp, whe as & rule toadied to Bulstrode for the sake
of protection—for Snocp was as bip a coward as he was a sneak—
even Snoop looked the othor way now.

Bulstrode waa barred !

No one had proposed sending him to Coventry—the thing
seeméd to have come about by itself; bub it was thoroug
endugh.

Bulstrode himeelf did not reslise it at firat.

Once before he had taken an octive lead in sonding Marlk
Linloy, tho Lancashire lad, to Coventry, Ho hod acted ill-
naturedly, craclly, yvor unthinkingly. Hé had not realised how
much pain he was inflicting. He was destined to leam now
what o eold and bleak place ** Coventry '’ may be.

" Jolly fine morning ! snid Bulstrode, as ho stepped out of
bed, ""'Who's coming for a sprint before brekker 7

He ssemed surprised at receiving no reply.

“ All of you grown deaf, or lazy 7" he demanded.
coming for a sprint in the Close, Stotty 17

“ N-ri-ne,” stummerod Stott.

“ You coming, Bkinny "

" Wo," said Skinner.

Bulatrode stared at them,
renlise €he truth.

* Lipzy slackerz !*' ho anid.
ericket ¥ I'm going"

No one ventured any reply Lo that remark, and Bulstrode
began to put his things on.  Trevor remarked to Russell that
be was gomg to have a run down o the Sark as soon as tho gates
were opened, and Bulstrode looked round.

“Good 1" he said. " I'll come with you”

" Wea, you won't,”” said Trevar.

“ What do you mean, Trovor §

“ 1 mean what I aay.”

“ You don't want me "

“No, I don't.”

Bulstrode jumped off his bed, where he was sitting to put his

* Are you

Even then he did nob quite

* How do you expact to play

boots on. He glared threateningly at Trevor.
* I supposs you're looking for a thick ear 1 " he satd, savapgely.
ol Hanﬁ off 1" said Trever. I den't want any trenble
with you. T don't want to toseh you!"

" What are you raving about ¥ Whet's in the wind 1"
* ¥You know jolly well enough.”
“ Il jolly well——"

Y No, vou won't,” said Busssll
Tie MadseT.~T1.
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any one of vs, Bulstrodes, but you're not going to bully ua, all
the same. If you touch any fellow in the Iemove, wo'll pile on
you and give you a Form licking. Mind, it's a Form licking,
if you start any of your games, 2o look out.”

DBulstrode simply gasped with rage.

¥ But—but 1-.-51:1*, do you mean " he roared.
sll nbout ¢

“1t'a the anonymouz lettor yon wrote to the Head," said
Hazeldens, ‘' You know well cpough, You'ra barred.”

*“That'a it," said Bob Cherry. *° Anonvmous lotters are
barred in this Form, and 20 are their writers,”

' Tho bartfulness ia terrific,”

Bulstrode turned 1o Wharlon, quivering with rage.

' Thiz is your doing ! " he shouted.

Wharton looked ot him coldiy.

“1 haven't seid a word on the subject," ha replied.  *° But )
eertainly don't intend Lo speak to you unless this matter ia
clearad up, and T advise all the other fellows te do tle suce.
Wa've put up with your bullying and rowdyism, but writing
anonymons lettera 18 a little too thielk,”

“Hang wou all 1" shouted Bulstrode.
want you to apeak to ma §
I care!™

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

* Then we sha'n't quareel,’ he said quistly,

Dulstrode dressed lumself, in a state of simmering fury.  Hea
swung out of the dormitory and slammed the door behind lom.
He did not come near his Forme-fellowa again till breakfast-
timo, DBut then it was the same. The places on either zido of
him at the breakfnst-tablo were left oslentotiously cmpty till
Mark Linloy, who was o few minutes lato from R morning swim
in the Sark, dropped into one of them, There was o whispor
from several fellows.

* {lome along here, Linley.”

“ Move up ono,”

¥ That cad’s barred.”

Mark Linlex did not appear to hear. ¥He chipped his epg and
ate his breakfast, and asked Bulstrode to paas him the salt,
without anything in his manner to indicate that ho knew Lhe
Remove bully was in Coventry.

Several fellows were only waiting for breakfast to e over Lo
pnlighten him. Mark Linley hed always been on the worat

oasible termr with Bulatrode, evor sines eoming to Crovirinrs

ulstrode had token the lead in the persecution of the * Scholne-
ghip boy." DBulstrode had been at the botfom of an attemplod
tarring and feathering ; Bulstrode had been the prime movoer
in sending him to Coventry., Tho lad from Laneashire would
have been cut by the Form now if Bulstrode could have Liad
hiz way. And 80 no one doubted that Mark would be glad of
the cpportunity of repaying the Remove bully in kind.

Aa the Form enme out after breakiost, o dozen juniora
gathered round the Lancashire lad in the passape. Evon
follows who did not speak to himm much themselves wore anxious
to point out to him that Bulstrode was barred.

* Look here, Linley," said Skinner, ** that ead’s baried. He
wrote an anopymous letter to the Hesd, end the Forin's in s
row over it."

“ How do vou know he wrote it 1" asked Mark Linley calmly.

* Well, it looks like it*

“ Iz that quite enough to condemn a chap on 17

“ Well, he hazn't denied it,"" snid Hazeldene.

Mark's lip curled a little.

“ Porhaps you wouldn't believe him if he did."’

Y Heong it all ! exeloimed Trevor, in amazement,. ™ You're
nob taking sides with the rotter, are you, Linley ¥ Ho's alwaya
been down on youw”

“ Thot's nothing. I know jolly wall how rotten it is tn 1o in
Coventry, and T wouldn't send another chap there unless Lo hiad
done something very rotten.”™

“Well, he hos! What's rottener than writing acenymous
lotters 7 '°

* Nothing. But you haven't proved it,"

*0Oh, there's proof L‘IH'H.IH}I,” sabtd Bkinnor;
Black.”

“ It looked jolly black in my case, when you found e puilt
of sueaking to Quelch, withont giving me a chanee,” gonl My
seornfully.

“ But, blow it, man, it wos Bulstrode himseli who wus the
leader in that.™

“T dan't care. T'in not poing to jump on a chap when lie's
down, You can do ss you ke

And Mark Linley, without listening to anything furlier,
walked away. Ho left the juniors with very mingled feelings
in their breasts,

“ Cheoky yvoung sweep !" auid Skinner.

“ (h, that's what vou'd expect from o mill-Jind '™ sneoved
Brnoop. “ He can't be expected to follow his bettems 1"

“ You shub up ! " growled Bob Cherry. " Ho's worth alious
a radllion of you, sny day in the week, soyhow.” p
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. ) Hang it,"” said Trever, ™ he won't dare to buck against the
foT |

Tiut Trevor waz mistolken.

Mark Linley meant what he said, and he was always a fellow
of his word. That day Bulatrode was barred in the Bentove-
rooin 3 bub there was ono fellow who hod always a cheery word
or wnod for him. And it wazs Mark Linley,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bulstrode Defies the Form.

HE mystery of the ononvnos ledter hong like a eloud over
the Remove.  Mest of the Form had decided that Bul-
strode was puilty. snd Bulstrode was feeling it from their
treatmont of lope. Bubd although Pulzstrode was sent to

Coventry, it was impossible {0 denounce him to Mr. Queleh, Tt
wis pot consistent with the sclhioolboy code of honour to give
the culprit awoy Lo s master.  Yet matters would not be on &
sntisfoctory footing again till the Formemaster knew who the
puilty parzon was, Whether e was taking any steps himaclf
te funl out tho truth, the juniors coulid net tell, He ecertainly
obisorved their treatment of Bulstrode, and must hove drawn
s own conclusions fvem it.  DBut what those conelusions were
he did not sl

Harry Wharton was not feeling wholly easy in bis nund. At
first he hnd had Httle or no dorbt of Bulstrode’s g‘t‘l'ilh But a
deubt had crept in now,

Hulstrode wos cortainly not entitled co mueh consideration
ol s hands, buat fair play was o part of Harry's nature,

When school was digimissed that day, Bulstrede went ont Dy
himeelf,  Rually as he cortainly wis, Bulstrode was novery good.
natured fellow when he was in a good tewpoer, and he had never
lacked friends.  Now ho felt the lack of them. Ie went into
e Closo witly his hands in his pockets, and s sullen expoesston
upen los faee.  Mark Linley wos stonding by the house door,
srd ulatvode woet his planer. He slopped.

"W hat's your litile game 7™ he asked, in an unpleasant tene,

Muorle atared at him.

I don’t understand yon,” he anild ealdly.

“ Oh, yes, you do* replicd Bulstrode savagely., ** You've
got an axe to primd. Yoeu Lkoow the Form have sent e to
Coventry, don't voun * °

" They have told me 507

“Why don't you join in it 7

* I have my Teasons,”

" You know what it's like, vou mean 17

" Yen, partly that, 1 am not ot all sure that voun wrote the
anonvinous letter, aither,"

“ Phank you,” snid Buolstrode speeringly. " Thank vou f{or
rothing, I sappose you think all this will blow over, and then
you'dl get the eeedit for having stood up for me, eh ¥ You
thirk T z2hnll take you up.™

Lanley's Lip eurled.

Ko, I do not think that., 1 should certainly not let vou take
me up o8 you call it. You're not s fotlow T could el with.™

" Wy, you checky brat——""

*Ohy shat up! I am the =on of & mill-worker, and vou are
the vichest fellow in the Foerm—and T despise von,"” said Linley
gieiedly.

" You——von despise e P

" Yes. don’t want to be down on vou now, but yon foree
e to speak onf. You have assumed airs over me because my
futher is o workmen, I wouldn't choange ploces with vou for
anything: yvou conld offer. I'd ratlime be o decent Lud in o mill
:}htm it swaggering bully at school, and the terpor of the little

vya 1Y

Bulstrode stared at him without replying.

“ That's all” said Mark. * As for speaking to you, I don't
want to particularly, and you ¢an take your chuvice. T you
g enle to moe [ shnll answer yvou. 1 wine't j::u'-n i eenclimg any-
Lialy to Coventry unless the proof's na clear ns sunlipght agoinet
hiri.  But I haven't uny axe to griol."’

He turned and walked away. DBulstrode quickened hia pace
pndd overigok hine Thero was & strunge oxpression upon the
foee of tha burly Removite,

I say, Lanley—TI"m sorry. T—T didn't menn to say that—
only those rats have ragged me into 2 gtate of nerves,” he said
awlwardly,

* Right you are,” said Linley, his face lighting up.
all right. {lnigjnt have tuken it quictly, too.

Bulstrode nodded, and walked away,

He passed the FFamous Four, whe were going down te the
junior ground with their ericket-bats, and he fovoured them
with & dark seowl. Bob Cherry and Nugent tovk no notice of
him, but Hary Wharton Im}kl;:fﬂ little uneasy.

*“ Hold on a4 minute,” ho said,
chap."”

" Better let him alone,” seid Nugent.
annther row."

* T sha'n't bo a minute.”
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Bulstrade stor Pe:t'l and looled round ns he heard Wharton
hastening after him. There was a dangerous H,ni;_];t in his eyes.

“ Well, what do you want " he ashed. " Have you comna
ta finish that little affair we left unfinished yesierdoy 2
quite ready.’

 Wo," said Wharton, keeping his hands at his sides; 1
don’t want a row with vou, I——7"

" Perhaps you have found ont that yvou're not such a great
fighting-man a8 you believed,)" sngpested Dulstrode, ™ You
would have been lieked if the Head hadn't interfered, and you
know it."

Wharton shrupgeed his shoulders,

* Never mindd that now 1 want to apeak olout the anony-
mons letter,  All the fellows believe that youn sent 117

" Yog—you've fixed that for me.”

" T have had nothing to do with it—only 1t looks like it,
If you sent it youn ought to be cut by every decent fellow in the
school, T thought yon zent ib—and the way wyou've acted
tlocen’t look nnocent, Bulstrode., Bul=-well, I'd like you
to have the bepefit of the doubt.”

"o you mesn to 22y von woald bolieve me i T denied
Baving gent it 7™ nsked DBulstrode, with the Smne unpleasat
ancer on his face,

“ I don’t know. Dut vou haven't dended it yot.*

Y And T don't mesn to. Yon can believe that T sent it, 3f
vou choose, 1 don't eare for your opindent. And tho Porm

I'm

can o hang. You've tuken my place here ; and I detest tho
whole 2ot of you,” sad Bulstrode bLitterly. "1 won't 50y o
word,™

U That jan’t the way o prove your innocence, if you ore
traneeert,

* I den’t core o prove it"

" YVery well ; hove your ovwn way.”’

And Wharton rejoined big chams, with his face still troubled.
Bul=irode’s manner was sgeinst him, cortainly @ yet Wharton
conld not help having strong doubts on the subject.  After oll,
o fellow who was mean enough to somd an anonymous letter
would o mespn cnough Lo lie about it afterwards, T Bulstreods
el really written that lester, surely he would bave dended
point-blank any knowledge of it

Well, whot'a the verdict T * asked Bob Clicrry,

* He hus nothing to say.”

* Oh. he's guilty, right enough.

T don’t know, "

Y Blessed i T upderstancd you, Wharton,  You've alwavs
been enemics, and now vou're sticking up for him when he's
done & mean, cvawling, rotten $ort of thing”

" Yokesl hodud it ! T mesn to find out.”

* How 3™

I don't know veb—I must tlink it out.
to the ericket.™

And in the ericket practice the chums of the Remove forgot,
for the time, the anonvmons lettor and Bulstrede too. el
arpeade walked under the trees with s hands thrnst doop into
Lis trousers’ pocketa, and a sullen scowl on his face.  He Lol
always beon the lord of a little set, and unaceustomed to solitude,
ndd =0 hir isolation cut bim very deeply.  Yet he hid shown
the surliest side of Lis nature to the one or two feHows who
wonld heve trented bhim better.  Under the trees he cune in gight
of Buoop, who pretended not to see him, taking another path to
avoid the meeting.  DBulstrode pritted his teeth, and guickening
his pace. conght up the cad of the Remove, and grosped him by
Lhe showlder.

* Btop, you wonn, " he said, savagely.

FEnoop stoppod.

* Hallo '™ he sadcd,

" 1Don’t he to e !

B I_._I _H_I__!ll

" You were irying to sneal awey without speaking,’ aaid
Bulsirode, reparding the ollher with a look of bitler scorn.
*You—you teoady ! I suppose you wounld manape to 2ce mo
ne vt time vou wanted te borrow some tine You worm—and
sp even vou think that T wrote the letter, ¢h 77

Snoop shifted vacomfortably from one [oot to the other.

* Nenene, Bulstrode, F

" Line! Youdo ! ™ -

“ No-neno. I den't, really, Bulstrode. I—1I1 think very likely
Wharton wrote ity and 18" trving te put it on you,” staponered
Ly RTate) 1R

5 ‘hlmn Iving litile beast,” said Bulstrode, " You know very
well Wharton didn’t do anyiling of the sort.  Get out of my
sight before T jump on yFow, '

“noop gludly cnough got out of hie sight. Bulstrode stood
lost in gloomy reflection, il his meditations wer brokon in
upon by asqueaky voice.

1 say—-Skinner— — i

Bulstrode Iooked round.

*Oh, iz 1t you. Bulstrode * Y gaid Billy Bunter, blinking at
i thronph his glasaes, ' 1 supposa T ought not to bo spenking
Lo you, 3 you're sent to Coventry, but I don't believe in being
hoard on vou,  Of ¢course, it was filthy mean to write anonynious

Tet's get down

*“ T—T dudn 't see vou, BEnlstrode."™
You saw me vipht cnough !

y A
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lotters, but we all know what fo expect of you. That's how
I look at it. I say, Bulsirode, I've been disappointed ahout o
tal order. Do you think you could manage to lend me five

b till toanorrow morning * "

Bulatrode looked at him grimly, without speaking.

“ You shall have it baf;f in the morming. honour bright,”
rattled on Billy Bunter. * My postal order may coms to-night,
or at the latest by fieat post in the morning, “And, look here,
Bulstrode, I know you must be fecling pretty rotten now, with
il the fellows giving you the cold shoulder over that anonvmons
lettor business. I don’t mind talking to you s bit, on the guict,
¥ou know, when the other fellows are not about. Of conrse,
it wouldn't do to be seen talking to a chap like you. But—
ow! ow! What are vonup to 77

* You fat carthworr

*Qw! Don't shake me like that, you'll make my glosacs
fall off, and if they got broken youw'll have to pay for them, so
Itell you! Ow ! ow-ow-ow ! " '

Billy Bunter sank gasping into the prasa, sad sat there,
dazed and blinking, a3 Bulstrode walked away,

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Treat.

o) OLLY good game ! " exclaimod Bob Cherry, 8a he came
into No. 1 Study with his heavy tread, and planked his
gricket bhat down on the table with a crash. Bob
alw mads hia presence falt, whoraver he was, and

the fellow in the study undorneath was slways madoe sware

of it when Bob entered No. 1 in the Remove passage. * Jolly
pod game, my sons.  Wea're getting into gﬂncr form.”

“ Yea, rather,” assonted Nugent. * I'm looking forward fo
tho return match with Bt. Jim's. I think it won't bo a draw
next timeo.™

" Rathor not."

* The ratherfulness is torrific, my worthy chums.”

“ What are you scowling sbout, old fellow " continued
Bob Cherry, bringing down his hand with a Brobdingnagisn
Hlﬂ{l on Harry Wharton'’s shoulder. Wharton jumped.

I waan't aware thet I was scowling,” he remarked.

“ Well, porhaps it was a frown of poetic roverie,” said Bob ;
" or perhaps you have a pain in your little inside. Anyway,
what's tho matter T

* L'vo been thinking——"*

“ Oh, thet accounts ! Any brandy in the study 1%

* Oh, don't be funny, Bob. You sco—"

¥ Hot toa will do—tea forward, quick.”

“ Cheose it," said Harry, l&ugli'lling. “I've bean thinkin
over that anonymoua letter—and about Bulstrode. It% h
on the chap if he's innocont."

* Mot any harder than he waa on Linlsy, once upon & time,"
Baid Bob Cherry. * Whe's going to fill this kettle * ™

* I shall havo great pleasurefulness in exseuting the fillfulness
of the worthy kettls,”

“ (o it, then, Inky. If any of the soot comos off on you it
won't show,” said Bob Chorry, handing the not over-clean
kettle to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * Buek up! I'm as
tuulngrr a3 a whole family of hunters. Buzz off, my black

i .IJ

e Nabob of Bhanipur buzzed off with & grin. o his own
country he was a great prince, and reverend ecouncillors and
bearded scldiers would have approached him with awe and
humility. But in No. 1 8tudy at Greyiriars he wea just Inky
or Hurrse Jampot, a3 fancy dictated, and he filled kettlea anocd
washed tea-cupé in a way that would have smitten with horror
sny loyel native of Bhanipur who had soen him.

“ Fire's out 1 grunted Bob Cherry. * That lazy honst
DBuntar i

" O, really, Charry——""

‘t‘ I]-Iinllu. halle, hallo, are you there !
F‘B‘ T¥

“ No, it hoan't.”"

“ Oh, rata ! I want something to lght the fire with."

“ You're jolly well not going to use my camora to——""

“ I can't,if it hasn't come.  Find some wood, quick ' ™

“ How am I to find it # "' growled Bi'ly Bunter.

_ }:J"I'M your head, oy somn. Ahem, that's rather a good

e Rather," sssented Nupent, ™ and rather old, too. Don't

f’i.‘llzlﬂ Blart a3 a funny man, Bob., I was brought up on that

olka.™

Y Buzz off, and get some wood, Bunly,” said Bob Cherry,
changing the subject,  *° Hallo, hallo, hallo, are you stiil thinking,
Wharton 7 "

"M Yea; Vvepgotanideal ™

“Cond. Hold on a minuto, Bunter ; Wharton knows where
to got somo wood. "

“ Oh, hang it ! " Aaid Harey., T waan't thinking about o
firewood, T was thinking about that lettoe,™

* You'vo gob that lettor on the breain, I think.” zaid ok
Cherry, in disgust. ' I'm thinking about tea. Haven't you
got an inside t 7

“ Yos, but 4, _

“ Then lot’a hava tea, and think about the lotter afterwards,
One thing ot a time, my son."
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Harry lnughed and assented, and the chuame sct to work

etting tea.  That was uwsually Bunter's taak.,  DBunter contri-

uted nothing in cash to the funda of the study, while he wea
the biggeat eater there, Bnd 30 it was only fair that he should
contribute a little worl, Mo do him justico, Banter did not
ohject to cooking : he would work hard enough at anything
he liked doing. DBut of late he had been busy with hia new
hobby. He had taken vup tho eamora, 88 ho explained—and,
a8 & mabtor of fact, he tool up enybody'e camera that he could
lay hands on.  Every amatour photographer at Greyviriars who
Loew Bunter's lateat hobby was on hia guard,

Bob Cherry took up a chopper and looked round the study
with a hungry eye. DBob wa3d rather dangesrous to anything
Lreakable. He crossod over to the shelf where reposed a white
mice cage in proeess of construction. Nugent was making
that cape ; he had beon making it for some wecks now, but
had Ia-téy expressed dissatipfaction with hia progreas, and given
it & el

* You're not going to use this capo, Frank *" Bol Cherry
asleed, looking round at Nugent, who was woshing tea-cups
in & marmalade jar.

“ No: it's gone rocky,"” said Nugent., 1 shall have to
make it again."

sk Gﬂ':":l ! Lh

Bob Chorey placed tho cage on the floor, and brought down
the chop with & c¢rash. The capge wad refolved into ite
origingl elements, so to speak, at one fell awoop.

Nugent gave a vell,

* You silly assd | You've smashed it.*"

wh ‘ﬁ:ﬂll, I couldn't light the fire with it without breaking
it up.*

“EhY Whatt Light the fire with it! ™

* Certainly. You said you were going to make it over again.
8% this i3 no good."

* You utter ass ! I was going to uso the same materiale,™
hooted Nugent.

“Oh! Well, vou ought to have explained that., How waa
I to guess. It's too late now-—it'a smashed, so I may sa well
light tho fice with it,"” said Bob philosophically.

Nugent's feelings wers too deep for reply. Bob jammed the
fragments of the c¢age into the fire, and scon had it going.
Bunter returned with o bundle of wood to find the fire roaring
and tho kettle boiling. But Bunter brought in sevoral other
grticles—a tin of sardines, a Iarge nuantity of ham, somo
tongue, and a pot of jnm.  Bob Cherry looked at the saupplica.

*You're too late with the wood,” ho said, ** But tha other
things are coming in jolly handy. But what's the matter—
are you stardling a treat 1"

* Who said tho age of miracles wes past ! ™ grinned Nugent.

The fat jupior blinked at them indignantly.

** Oh, really, you fellowa ! 1 don't see why I shouldn't stend
6 feed—I'd stand "em much oltoner, only my finances get so
riscky whon the postal orders come late, They come very
late somotiman,”

“ Awlully late, I know,” said Nugent, sympathetically
'}31& those you've hed thie torm heven't arrived yet, have
t. :r. -I LR ]

“ Oh, roally, Nugent! 8till, I'm glad to stand s bit of a
faed. 1 wiah it could bave run to more, but I got only threo
shillings for the pocket.nife——""

* My hat 1 " said Wharton.,  *° You don't mean to 8ay you've
aold a pocket-koife to stand us a feed, Billy ! "

* Thera was nothing elsa to do, Wharton. I had to the
wood for the fire, you know, and I hadn't any tin. hemn T
thought; 8% I had to raise the monoy, I might as woll stand a
Lit of & feed. Of course, I shall got the pocket-knife back out
of my postal-order to-morrow morning. I've sold it to Stott
for three bob, and he saya I can have it back any time this
torm for four ahillings."

* Wait a minute,” said DBob Cherry, fecling in his pocketa,
with & very grim expression on his face. ' Whose pochot-knifo
wab it you seld o Siott, Bunter 1Y

“ Tho ham is splendid,” said Billy, not appearing to hear,
" and this tongue i3 simply ripping. 1 tasted it in the shop."

* Whose porket-knifo was ik you 3old 1 ' roarod Bob Cheery.

*The jam is first-rato, too. [1's the samo jam that Mvs,
Munble makes those jolly little tarts of, you know-——"

" Whose pocket.knife T

* And the sardines——  Ow 1™

Billy Bunler broke off abruptly oa Tob seized him by the
ahoulder and shool him with violence.

¥ Whose pocket-lnife did you sell to Stelt T shouted Bob.

** Oh, really, Cherry 4

* I left my pocket-knife on the table here, and it's gona now.
I know jolly well you hoadn't one of your own.™

“ You—wyou'ro shaking me, sand disturb all  my—ry
nerved, Chorry.  If you make my glassea fall off, and they got
broken, you'll have to pay for thom, so thers.”

* Will you answoer mo T

“I—I—I'm out of breath. Bupposs I did sell your old

T
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pocket-knife ¥ I'm going to get it back to.morrow morning
out of my postal-order.”

* Youm—you-—vout=——-— My pocket-knife!™

" 1 suppee vou don't expect me to make money, do yon *
aaid Bunter, jerking bimself free, and blinking indignantly at
Bob Cherry.  * I'tn not o coiner ! 1 had to raise the tin, to—
to get the wood——""

" To get & halfpenny bundle of wood 1" grinned Nngent,

* Well, I thonght we ought to have something o ent as well.
You soe— —""

“ Yer, I see 2 fat worm who will be on the treadmill one of
these days,” said DBaob Cherry. " Give me that helt owver,
Nugent. I think I ought to give him & licking, a8 o warning.
It may save him from coming to a bad end.”

O, really, Cherrv—I—I'd rather come to & bad end! ™
Billy Buanter dodged behind Wharton. ** I think this is jolly
ungrateful, conzidering that I've stood you oll & decent Lea”

* Btood us a tea ! Thy, it was my money ! ™

* Oh, come nnws, Cherey ; if you didn't approve of #elling the
koife, the money couldn't be vourz. You ean't have it both
ways, ™

Bob Cherey buest into o leugh, and theew down (he belt,

Y Yon fat youneg sss! L only hope you won't finish up in
prigon, that's all.”

“Ohe I'm jolly careful, vou konow., You fellows have rather
loose ideas on some points, but my father worned me whon T
come bo fehool to bowara of following bad examples,™

Y What

e whatinlness §s torrific '

" Now, don't get rotly ovor thal, Cherey. T don’b eriticize
¥ou. I'm bound to do as iy fother told me. Of courao, T
understand that you mightn't be, but I'm rather partientar
about these things. Tt's my way." ;

Baob Cherry stured at Bunler in grim silenes for some momenta,

YT odon't know whether you're gs big a fool as vou pretend
to b '' e sadd at lasd,  but you 2o to me to bhe ont for a big
uc*kilm. eep an cye on that belt—and hold your jaw !
'3‘.‘.}5 J: LA

S 0. really, Clicrry——

U 3hat gp "

And the juniora had their tea—T1illy Bunter beaming like &
full weon over the well-spread table, with the pleasant con-
geiournedd of having taken his torn ot standing & foed.

L]

e ain

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Bad Time for Bulstrode.

UILSTRONE jmnmed his hands inte hiz  poeketa  and
strode away fowards the gates of Creyivinrs, He was
in A savage and restless mood—ready at a moment’s
notice to break out into a fury  The blow had fallen upon

hime heavily and though hiz angey pride woulid not allow him,
to take a single atep do st Bimaelf vight in the eyes of his Form.
fellowa he felt it none the less keenly, He had hardened hias
bu ey against hig former friends but he suffered all the same.

wear thoe pate Trevor and TDesmond and several more
Remavo fellows wore talking,  They pointedly ipnored Bulstrodo
e B come by, The burly Bemovile swung round upon themn
gnvapely,

" You cmlds !

“ Faith and T——'

U dhut up Desmond P mattered Roosell.

Conure bgt [

U Don’t apeall to him. He's bureed,”

Y Begoren and it's right ye are. You can po on. Bulstrodo
dorling, but 't net gom’ to speak to yee al all, at 2.

“ You ss U7 prowled Trevor while the others prinned,

Belatrode plaved at then.

U Re you're poing to keep this up 27 he snarled.

o reply,

1 sapposz you think I'm gelng to sneak round asking you
to sacal to me. I vou do, you're jolly well mistaken.™

Ihead zilenee !

" You——you rotten eods @

Aleeee !

Bulstrode quivered with rape.  Any sort of rapging he could
bave met but this deadly silence disconcerted and baftled him.

" You—you rotlera! Tl take on any two of you!™ he
hizsed,

Trevor walked away and the others followed.
leok at Bulstrode.

The big Removite stood looking after them, hiz hands
elenehing and unclenching.  He was inclined to rush at them
andd  tackle them then and there—the linlf-dozen of thom.
weveral Upper Fourth fellows were standing near and they

They did not

looked enrionsly at Bulslvoude.  They bad nobiced during the
lagt day or two that something was > ap & i the Hormows Db
they didd not know what it was. Temple, Dabeoey & Uo.
exchanged plaanees el cone over towerds  Buistrode,  He
swung round wd plared ot then

* Niea eheerful foee isn't it 7 said Templo.
beauty and a joy for ever—I1 don® think ! "

“0Oh rather ! gaid Dabney.

“ The kids are quarrelling among their little selves ' said
Fry, shoking his head. “ T really think it's aboat timo we
waded in and gave the Itemove a Form licking.  They have
necded it badly all the tenm,™

Rulatrode only glared and turned awas. The Upper Fourth.
Formers wera sorprised.  Mhoy had expected an outhburst and
they could not underatand it at all.  The bully of the Remove
strade out of the pates,

Temple peve an expressive whistle.

" Bomething wreopg with Jus lordship * he romarked.

“ O rather !

* Let's follow and eheer him up * suggested Fry with a griod
But Temple shools iz lead,

“Let him olene ! He looka as if ho was having o bad tune,
scnehow,

Pulstrode was having a bad time. He sirode out of the
eates, his hands in bis pockets lis eves on the mround.  Ho
almast ran into three Removwites who wwre coming towards
the sehool from the village,  They were Ogilvy, Morgan  and
skinner., They stepped guickly bock, @5 if his touch were
contamination, and that seemed to give the linishing touch lo
Dulstrode’s rage.

Ha turnsd upon them like n tiger,

* Put up your hancds ! " ho shouted.

“ Oh, rats I said Opilvy. " Come on. chape.'

Bulstrods planted himsalf in their path,

Y TMve had enouph of this," he said hetween hig tecth,
up vour hapda !’

“ Oh, ving off,” =aid Skinner.
one of us—but vour bullying days are over. If you don’t koep
to yourself, we'll chuck you inte the ditch. Do you thinle
oo ;}.::{-.ing to bully us into spenking to an anonymous letter
writar ¥ °

* Don't talk to him," said Opilvy.

Bulstrode struck out furiously. OQgilvy reeled back from o
gavago drive in the face. Hig blood was up, and he gprang ab
Bulstrodo— but the Jad from the Highlanda, strong as ho wrad,
was no mateh for the burly Removite. He went down into
the road with a bump. He was up again in a bwinkling, and
the three juniors fastoned on Mulstrede. He waa whirled off
hig foet, and sent with s erash into the ditch that bordered the
romd.

Fartunately for Bulstrode, the diteh was a dry one. Hut
it was desp, and choked with bracken and fern, and there was
a deposit of yellow oowo at the bottom,  Into that the Removite
plurnped, and the othera walked on and left him there.  Bul-
strode gerambled up, with srratched hands ond fore, aud his
clothes calied with muwd in three or four places.

By the time he stroggled out into the read, the juniors hoad
gono in.  Bulabrode ground his teoth helplessly.

His great strength had given him a power over the Form,
and he had not scrupled to use it 1But his day was evidently
uver. The Remove wanted to let him alone—and if he tried
his old bnetics they did not hesitate to use foree,  Two op threo
could alweys stop any bullying by combining asgainst hirm. They
had o bond of wnion in thor agreement to bar him. Foreo
would not aerve him now,

Sore and sulky, gnd simmering with rage, Balatrode walked
on down the roads and plunged into the wood., Through the
wood a footpath ran down to the shore by the walls of ChiE
House. Bulstrode followed the footpath, ad the wide bluo
so suddenly burst upon his vizgion throuceh openingd in the
trees.  Me strode on to tho ahope, aaed Tonge Bimsell down in
the shadow of o roeck. There, with o savage, sullon gaae bénd
upon the rolling a2cg, he tricd to think the situation out.

“ Hang it 1" he broke out at last, " What shall 1 do 7"

Ho looked up the next anoment ;. thore was a soft footstep
on the sand. Bulsirode started aa he coupht the glanes of
Marjorie Mazeldene, ‘The girl had just eome vound the big
rock, and came upon the Groyivias juuor unexpectadly,

Bulstroda rose awkwardly, and ratged Lia cap.

Marjorie gave him o nod and a amile.  Bhe did not like
Bulstrode ; she had scen too much of the unpleasant side of
hiz character. But, ns she looked at Dis face now, sho sow
the linea of trouble deeply engraved there.  Marjorie’s hoact
wid wery tonder, snad 10 soitenoed,

* I—I hope I didn't stortle you, Miss Hazoldone,™

" A thing of

Y Pud

“ Wo Lknow you ean lick any
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*'-‘l'nlr..lﬁhnw 1ake|-1- m:qr l:;'!;I'IE:I'II. to play withl” ax:.IaIi_mcd Mr. Quelch, aﬁhnst. | “N.n-ro, sir; to work

with. [ am going to put it back, of course, sir. I shouldw’t have let you miss It if [ could help it.”

Lo

Marjorio laugled.

" You did=—a little, T did net know anyone was here™

Her eyes were on his face.  Bulatrode knew that the girl
regud Lhiero that e wag in trouble, and that ghe was svmpathetie.
It eressed his mind how pleasant it would be if he could confido
in Marjorie.  But he edismizsed the thought at ence.  Marjorie
gave bim & plensant nod and waolked on, & thoughtful shade
upon her face.  Bulstrode leoked after her till ehe dizappearcd
among the rocks.

* Hang it,” he muttered, ™ she mnst have heard what 1
pail 1 T wish rhe wore my sister instead of hat cad Hozeldone's,
Hum "

Awd as the thought came into his mind, thero was o more
amiable expression upon Bulstrode™s face than was usaally
seen there.

——riom

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Friend for Bulsirode.

e ARJORIE hasn't come wet,” 1Lob Cherry  remarlecd,
as Le pourcd out a thivd cup of tea—of a liquid, at
leaat—from the tea-pot. The allowance of tea wa2
short, a8 the study lad nearly run out of it, and a

single epoonful had hod to suflica to make tea for five. The

third and fourth additions of hot water to the pet, therefore,
made the refreshing boverage a little weak,
Tue Macxer.—T71.

[ p—— Fppp— L e e ——— = —

But, as Boh Cherry eheerfully pointed out, thet was really
all the better. Tea was bad for the nerves, so the weaker you
had it, the beiter it was for you. And certainly Bob Clerry’s
third cup was not likely to damage his nerves by its strength.

YW, said Hurvy. ' I understood she was coming over on

her hicyele to see Hazweldeoe,  But——""
Taga 1
HuL Chorry know that gentle tap. He jumped up in such a
hurry that his knees canght the tablo and made that jump too,
and ruzhed to the door. He was earelesa of the foct that lua
cup of tea had been upset by the shoek into Billy Bunter's plata
of toast and sardines, Dunter 2at nlmost speechless with wrath,
ataring ol it.

Bob Chorrvy deapged the deor open.

A charming fnee under o charmimg leat Jooked into the F'Epd}l’.
The juniors were all on their fect in 0 momnent to greet Murjorio
Hazeldene,s )

v Just in time for tea ! exclaimed Nugent, too excited by
the visit to remember what kind of ten was in the pot, and that
there was no more in the study.  The solid portion of the tea,
tao, was nearly gone, DBunter was finishing the sardines, aud
there was only a suspicion of stickiness left in the Jampots

Tut Marjorie shook her head, .

“ (h, no, thank you ; I had tea at Chfi House,™

“ Juat o eup of tea, though,” urged Hu;‘;cnt. " Tou munk
need a little tea after a bike ride, you know,)’
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Bob Cherry looked dagpers at him, but Nugent did not under-
stand, He Rourizhed the tea-pot.

“ T say, Miss Hazoldene, you must really have a cup of tea.
Weo've got a clean cup, foo."” _

Marjorie smiled and nodded, as if that [ast Inducement wos
really too much for her. Y

™ Yory well, thank you ; just o little one.”

* What ho ! Hand} aver that cup, Inky.”

* The handfulness is groot, my worthy chum.” ]

Nugent procesded to pour out the tea, He sturted a little as
ho saw the fluid that came from the spout of the tea.pot. Tt
was sbaolutely eolourless.

“ Tlo you—er—do you like your tea wesk *" he stammered.

** Oh yes, please." :

“ Bhove the kettle on,” whispered Wharton.
zore.

“ Can't,” muttered Bob, in reply,

1L ':'h i L] |

* I'm afraid this is rather woak,"” said Nugent,
take five minutes to make a fresh pot, Marjerie.”

“ Oh, you frabjong asa ! " mumiured Bob Cherry. * And he
saw me c¢huck the canister away himself when I put the last in.
The frabjous, burbling ase!™ _

““ Oh no, thanks," said Marjoria, ' Thia will do—beautifolly."”’

Nugent hastily ndded milk, so that the true eclour of the tea
should not be too ap nt, Bnd apd the EuEﬂI-—hnHilll to
Marjorie, The gil sat down and sipped the too—and sipped
again.

5 You mustn't mind if I don't finish it,” she ssid, with &
hright amila. “ I've had tea, you know."

“I'm afraid it's rather weak. I really wish you would lot
me make you o fresh pot,” seid Nugent, fatnously.

“ Oh no, not at all.” Marjorie rose td her fest. ' T've been
talking so long to Hazel, that I can't stay & minute, The porter
will ba ]erin’g the gatea.”

“ Then we'll come dewn
Where's

it Hﬂm

" Make some
* There isn't any.”

“ Tt wouldn't

to the gate with you, anyway.
our machine ? "
put it in the bieyele-shed."

“TI'll get it,” said Bob Cherry, haatily, and he rushed off.
Nugent looked after him rather grimly. Mearjoris followed
more slowly with the juniors, Bunter remaiped in tho study,
finishing up whatever waa left on the table that was eatable,

Wharton noticod that the
B2 they orossed the Close.

“ I really eame fo your study because L wanted to s
you, Harry."" Nugent and Hurres Singh dropped a little
*Of courde, you know about Bulstrode T

“ Bulatrode ! aaidl Hurry in surprise.

“ Yes; I met him on the shors about an hour spo, and he
seemed to me to be in great trouble of some sort. 1 felt sorry
for him. T asked Hazel about him just new, and he told me
that Bulstrode had been sent to Coventry for writing an anony-
moeus letter.”

* That's it." 2 . _

* My brother seoma to have no doubt about it,"" said Marjorie
glowly, *° but—but is it gquite certain that Bulstrode did it,
Harry 1"

W harten's facs clouded o litile,

“I don't know,” he said. * It looks pretty Black against
him. Queleh had heen ragging him only the day beiore, about
hiz hull}'inls & kid, you know. Bulstrode bears malice : he can’t
get over a jaw like the other chaps, Then thia lotter was written
te the Head. We haven't seen it—but it's & letter abusing
Quelch in some way, nod Quelch saya he is cortain it was writton
by a boy in our Form. The fellows all think it was Bulatrode.”

* But you t "

“ Well, I don't know what to think. Bulstrode has gone the
‘worst poagible way to work if he wants to clear himself. He
ssems to think thot ho esn earry the matter off by bullying and
bravado, and the Form isn't likely to stand that—from him.*

“1 don™t think he did it, Harry.”

“NWo!" eaid Wharton in astonishment, "' bufe—"*

* He isn't that sort of boy, T think, Harry. T know e i3 not
a nice boy, but though he has done mean t-hin;-f. I should nover
have thought him mean enough for an action like thia. Writing
on anonymons letter is the act of & work and cowsnrdly nature—
and Bulstrode's isn't that.”

1 was thinking something of the sort myseli, Marjorie.
But the whole Form hes mnde up its mind on the subject. I
thooght I might look into it, thouph”

“1 think you ought to. Harry—as captain of the Form. Tt
must be terrible for Bulstrode if he is reslly innocent. And 1
cannot help thinking that thers are boys in the Remove who
are more likely to have written that letter."

Wharton nodded thoughtfully,

“ That's true enough, but they are all down upon him. A
follow like Snoop wonld be shout the likelieat, I should say,
aftor the mean trick he played on Linley, but he hes been as
loud a3 any in denouncing Bulstrede lately.™

l; The guilty boy might do that to divert suspicion from him-
self."

THE MaGueT.—T1.
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“ By Jove: hie might1™ e (o

“:E::ris horrick to .E%,s;:nec-.t- any boy of being =o !m:m.:n._,1 znid
Marjorie, *° Butb it cught to be made clear who is gailty.
folt very sorry for Bulstrode.”

Harry Wharton laughed. &

“I've bLeen feeling rather sorry for the Dbrute myseli,” he
aaid: * but he's such -a surly beast you don't know how to
take him.” Wharton checkad himself abruptly:; it came
strangaly into hiz mind at thet momoent that he had Leen des-
mibaﬁ in those very words himself, in his firat days at Greyiriars,
Hes coloured a little, ** I'll look inte it, I'rIﬂrjﬂ-ﬂ?‘," ho said,
hurriedly, ** I'll do my best to clear the matier up. _

Bob Cherry eame running up with the bicycle. He ran it
into Nugent belind the knees in the dusk, and Nugent sat down
suddenly. Harry Wharton lighted the lamp, and held the
machine for Marjorie to mount, Bob Cherry lad another
machine in his other hand, and he lighted the lamp on that also,
Tt wag Wharton's bicycle, but it was evidently not for Wharton
fo nse, 3

“ ¥azel ia riding back with me,” said Marjorie, with a smile,
* He has permission.” : .

“* The roads aren’t very safe,"” said Bob Cherry. There waos
8 tramp locked up the other doy for—for stealng pigeons. I
shouldn't like yon or your brother to come to any harm, you
know. 1'd better come, and then I can look after Hazeldene
on the way back.” . .

“ Thank you,”’ said Hazeldens, as he wheeled his machine up.
“ 1 can look after mayseli all nght."” )

* Hallo, halle, hallo! Is that you, old chap 1™ said Bob
Cherry, quite affectionntely, though, as e rule, he was not fond
of Hazoldens. ** We'll have a jolly spin beck.”

‘* Oh, rats ! ”* apid Hazeldene, .

“ Or, T'll tell you what,” said Bob, with the same heartiness,
“ 1I'll seo Miss Hazeldene back to Clff House, and you needn't
bother to come out at all™

‘' More rats." .

Thoy wheeled their machines out of the gate. Gosling had
come out to lock up, and Wingate of the Bixth eame in just in
tinte. He stopped and lifted hus cop to Marjerie.

“ You kids going out "

“ [ am,'” said Hazeldene, ** I've got & pass from Mr. Quelch.'

“ And you, Cherry ¥ .

“ Nice warm evening, ian't it " said Bob Cherry, trying to
wheel hiz machine past Wingate without enswering the question.

The big Sixth-Former caught him by the shoulder,

* Have you a pass, Cherry 1" )

“ A—a poss !l Can't you give me one, Wingate 1™

* Then you haven't one 1°

“ Well—no—not exactly.'"

** You young ragenl ! Go in™

" Oh, Wingata I

The distreas in Bob Cherry’s face was 8o keon that the Crey.
friars captain melted, He wrote on & leaf of his pocket-book
and tore it out. 3

" Wind, back in half-an-hour,” he maid.

“ Oh, thanks, Wingate. You are a aport | '"

** Oh, get off.” )

And the three eyclists disappeared in the dusk.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Investigators,

E. QUELCH was sitting in his study by the open window.

M The sunsot was changing to deep dusk, and the windowa

of the old school were Déginning to sparkle with lights,

Mr. Quelch’s study was 20 fortunstely placed as to got

the last of the daylight, and he still sat thare with & book in his

hand, But the hand hﬁl&]‘ﬁ the book had fallen npon his knee.

Fo was not reading. A shedow was upon his face—a shadow of
poinful thought.

He started out of his reverio a3 a knock camo at the door of
the study.

“ Come in,"” ho said, guietly.

He looked a little surprised ns threo juniors presented them-
gelven, Marry Whatton eame in first, and then Nupgent, and
Hurree Jamset REam Singh brought up the rear, with an un-
usnally serious exprossion upon his dusky face.

“ Woll, my boys,” said the Form-master, in a kindly tone.
“Can I do anything for vou ¥"

“ Yes, sir, We——" Wharton hesitated, and then plunged
h.n]EHF inte the matter. ' It's sbout the anonymous letter,
sir."

The Form-master's face clouded over.

“ Have von come to tell me that you have discovered the
writer of 1, Wharton ¥

" Wo, sir, but that's what wo want to do.  The Form suspocta
one fellow, but I hove my doubts. It's mmportant to get it
cleaved ap, sir'

* That is very true,'

Y We want to do so if possible, sir,”

* 3o we thought you wouldn't mind letting us gee the lottor
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gir,' anid Wugent, taking up the tale.  * We think we might ba
ablo to t::;li sinething from the fist, siv—ahern, T mean the hand-
writimgr

X 'J.‘fu tollfulness would be great, estecmed teacher sahib.?

Mr, Quelch wrinkled his brows slightly,

" There is no real reason why you should not sec the letfer,
he said, siter a puuse. " There may be something in your
guggeation. I know the hand of every boy in the Form ; but thig
is written in print Ietters,  You may be able to see move in
than T ean, from your more intimate knowledge of the habits 0§
your Form-feliows"

“That's what I thought, =ir.”’

" You may have the letter. Beiurn it to me Tater™

Mr. Queleh took a letter from o deavwer in his table and hoanded
it to Wharton,

" Think you very much, sie™

The juniors retived frem the stady. Straipht fo their own

warters they went, wherve they found the gaz Hghted, and the

re going, and Billy Bunter roasting elestnots, Nugent tools
the fat junior by one of his fat ears

“Travel 1" he said.

Y 0Oh, renlly, Nugend !
gwn study in this way”

Wharton tossed the fat junior a sixpence.

"o and ool tarts," he soid, lnashinge, )

YOI eoursg, that altors matters,  Will you hove this sixpence
back out of my postal order to-morcow morning, Wharton, or
out of my fivet cheque for photographs supplied to the illustrated
wpers 200

: Whichever you like, Billy ¢ or you ¢on leave it to me in your
will. It'zs just the same, and I'm aot partientar.™

Oy, rendly, Wlmrton——7""

MNugent pushed the fat junior out into the passage and locked
the daor.

* Now to businoss,” Lo reinacked.

* Right-ho ! Here's the lettor™

Wharton Diid the Ietter on the table. Tha three juniors
looked at it eaperly enough.  Thiz was the anonymoeous letter
tlett haul caused 50 much trouble ; but would it give therm a cluo
ter Lhe writer 7

The letter was wroitten upen common notepaper, without a
hewding of any sort. The writing was in Roman capitals,
evidently for the purpege of thovanghly disguising the identity
of tlus writer,

The letters were rough, cende, but easily readable, and the
whele commuuication rom as follows :

T'mi nob going to be turned out of my

Y DRAR SIR,—=WHY DOXT YOU GET A NEW MASTER FORI THE
REMOVE ¥ WE'VE MAD ENOUGH OF QUELCH. HE I5 A ROTTER !
NOMIDY LIKES HIM, AN THE FORM WOULD BE GLAD TO GET RID
QF HIM., 1T 1§ ALL BOTTEN FAVOURITISM IN THE BEMOVE,

YOURS FAITHFULLY,
DIaGUSTEDR.?
T.5=—GET A XEW FORM-MASTER."

Harry Wharton turned pale with anger as he read this precious
affusion.

“"Thoend ' hesnid, Y It'salluntrie. We all like Queleh=—
all the decent fellows in the IMorm, ot all events

“Yea, rather 17 agreed Nugent, ' He does drive o Jittle
Baed ot times 3 but, hang it all, the Remove would walk over
hire if he dido't. T thought we were all sportsmen, and conld
take o little roughneas alemg with the day's work,™

* The endiulness of thiz esteemod slounk iz ternfie,”” remarked
the Nabob of Bhanipur, with & gesture of diggust towards the
Better, " I should have great pleasurcinlness in gelting within
the lengthfulnesz of the arm and his honourable nosc™

Wharton's eyes were glittering.

* The fellow g some cod whom Quelch hons been down gpon.”
Le vemarked, ™ Quelch soraetivnes lets his tongue go, as he did
with Buolstrodo the other day, awd then he says things ! His
littla jaw sbout bullying and cnddishness has tonched this chap
ot the raw, 1 suppose,”

* I you thunk it*s Bulstrode ™

Wharten shoole his head,

“ 1 ean't think so.  Bulstrode would be sulky in elnss and
tude to Quelch, but I can’t ill'u'l.!.!il‘llf:- him EiLting down in hit=s
slody to labour through thizs. It must have teken sonwe time,
And then, too, Dulstrede i3 o bully 3 buat he's pot pluck, and,
ns i tale, he hasn't been afraid to foce the nnsic after anything
he'a dono,  But this rotter must have apent o long thine in
covering up his troaeks”

Nugent wrinkled hiz brows,

* But then—who ¥ ™

“Thel's what we've got to find ont. It's n fellow in the
Lower Fourth, but that mves us nearly forty to choose from,
ineluding ourselves  Whorton lnupghed. ™ But 1 thind we
could makoe up o list of half » dezen ot most whe could be mean
enough to do o thing Jike this—perhnaps only three or four.™

" {rood.  If we made n list of possiblo pulby partics we conlid
invostigete all in turn, and perlng 8 hit on the right one that way,”

“It's a bit rough on & chap to include his name in sach o
list,” Wharton snid slowly. But we shall keep it to ourselves,
and Any 'nnt.hing about 1t. Wo must set nb the truth @ the
Form's under a cloud till the matter’a ¢leaved up,  Now, I can
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think of only threa fellows who ecould possibly have dope it—
Bnmiﬁ, Btoit, and Skinnor,*

" What price Bunter 7"

" Well, he might have been put up to doing it, but he's such
on a2 be would have 1ot it out to us, and he hesn't"

“Troe ! We have three on the list, then, though T can hardly
think Skinner would do it. Snoop’s the likelieat, You
rerncmiber the caddish trick ho played in Linley’s ensn—enenked
to the Form-master, and threw the blame on Linley, and let him
ke =ent to Coventry. A fellowwr who would do that would write
gn anonymous letder,

W harton nodded.

* Very likely, But we'll keep an open mind on the subject,
and not forget the possibility that it's Bulztrode all the time.”

™ How are you going to bepin "

S Well, T haven't studied the methoda of Sherloek Holmes or
Sexton Blake," seid Harey, smiling, " Bul T Suppose we had
better begin by studying what evidence there 13’

“ The letter doesn’t tell us much, except that the cad’s in the
Remove."”

U Trac! But there's the envelope™

Y Aah! I forgot that,'

Wharton turned the envelopa over in his hands, Tt was of
the zame common paper as the letter, and was addressed to the
Head of Grevitiars in the same print letters that the communicn-
tion was written in.  Wharton eould imagine the surpriss it had
cup=ed Dr. Locke o reccive n letter addressed in sueh a way.

= The postinark iz Wednezday night,” he remnrked, ' I
should =0y it was posted in the school-box, and taken to the
village with tho other lettors by the postman, ond, ns we know,
it was delivered hero Thursday morning. There's a five
o'elock collection at the school posthox, and a nine collection.
The I‘l:l-ll'.‘l' might have been posted anywhere between five and
nine.”

A jolly wide margin”

' Thoe moarginfulness is terrifie,’ senid Hurree Singh, M1
remeinber thet our henovnrable cham Clherry posted o letier ot o
quarter £o nine that estecmed evening.”

“ Goed 17 exclaimed Wahiton,

?Cura;,'r.':rlt- shurel,

" You don't think Dob *

“Asz ! He went to the postbox late. New it stands to
ronson that the ead whe scnt the asnonymous letter would leave
it till after dark before poating it, 50 a8 not to be scen near the
pillar-box. Bob may have geen him.™

“Yes, by Jove!™ sad Nuogent, with inlercst. " It gets
dark jolly late pow, and there 3an’t much interval hetween dark
end the collection at the school-box. I wizsh Bob would come
back and we could ash——""

Bump !t

* Hallo, hailo, hollo 1™ ronred a voire through the keyhole,
“ What's the blessed door locked for 37

* Talk of anpels,” grinned Nogent, as he rose and unlecked
the door.  *° It was to keap silly duffers out, Bob ; but we make
i pxeeption in your favour.  Did Marjorie pet home afl right ™

O course she did,” sadd Boh, U IE was a lovely ride. T
had o seoreh back froon CHff House, and nearly fagmed Hozeldeno
off his bike, Hun, ha, ha ! ™

" You posted a letter the other night, Bob 7"

" Yeg, 1 beliove 1 have done sueh thingg——""

" Don't be funny 3 we're investipnting,  You posted o lelter
about a quarter to nine on Wednesday evening.”

“Yez; I cut down there Lefore the collection went. What
about it "

* Diid you seo anvbody hanging about the pillar-box—any-
body who had posted a letter, or was going to or fre 77

“ Yes; o chap wos posting a letter just ns I got thare,"

Wl v g 2

Y Bulstrode P

—_— e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

Bulsirade Cuts Up Rusty,

HE investigntora lookod ot one anothar blankly.

T They had undertaken the investigution with the idea
of proving Bulstrode’s innocence. if possible, and the only
result hiad been to makoe the owse blocker apainst him,

Bob Cherry staved o6 them in amazement,

“ What on earth'’s the matter 7 ho exclaimed.
ghouldn’t Dulstrode post o letter o he wants to 7

Haurvy Wharten expluined, and Bol’s fnee beenme grave as hw
listewed, He gave o long, low whistle,

"My hatl It looka rottem for him. 8Still, it may nean
nothing,” he remarked. " I1t's enrious that DBualstrode sliould
be posting a letter then, but then ho writes o good moany. It's
probably only a ecoineidenes,”

Y You =aw no one clwe ¥

Y XNo one”

"1 s a coincidence it proves nothing,” snid Wharten

“ Why

11
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slowly,
move 1

The janiers shook their lwads hopelessly. They had hoped
for the moment, but Bob Cherry's roply had, as Wharton suid,
closed inquiry in that dircction. There was evidence enough
ngainst Bulstrode alrpady, and they wanted evidence against
somebody olan,

Nugent drummed his hands on the table, thinking., IIe looked
at the letter again, sud spoke abruptly :

Y Don't you think it's likely that the ead who wrote that may
hove practised that kind of lettering o bit bofore he wrote tho
letter ¥ I shouldn’t wonder if he muade two or threo trinla
I:uffnre- finally writing the letier, He would want to satisfy
himseli that his hand was unrecognisable in it, and——"

Wharton's face brightened.

“ It's possiblo—quite possible.”

“ But he would chuck the stuff into the fre, surcly, when he
had finished,"” said Bob Cherry.  ** He wouldn’t be idiot onough
to leave it in existonce.

* But thore are very fow sbudy fires going at this time of the
year,”" said Nugent guickly. * The letter waos almost certainly
written after teatime, too, to be posted lato. There mighin't
have heen a fire handy. He might just tear up the paper and
chuck it away—into the grate or the waste.paper hasket.”

“ Last Wedneadny 1" said Bob, ** There wouldn’t be much
left of it now."

“ I don't know,"” said Harry. ** The boeys' maid jan't always
thaorough, you know, I know our waste-papor basket sometimes
fills up for & week before it's emptied, and overflows over the
oarpet.’

" Trag enough.”

“ It's worth looking into, anyway., Wae'll sce Bulatrode firat,
though, T couldn't go nosing inte a fellow's siudy without
letting himn know., If Bulstrode refuses permission, wo shall
know what to think, and we shall be justified in calling in
Wingate into the matter.”

“ And if we draw his wnate'!:-apm basket blank 7 *

“ We'll go next to Snoon's.’

i Gﬂﬂd ! ]-__1|-

Bob Cheery broke off suddenly and ran to the door. Thers

hail been s slight rattle of the handle, as if someone, listening
nt the keyhole, had knocked his head nccidentally apainst it.
Bob Cherry drageed the door open, and looked out into the
pResnge,
. The passage wos dimly lit. Thero was no one in aight;
if someone had been listening at the door, he had vanished in
remarkably quick time, Bob Cherry heard o footstep, He
looked along the passage again, and saw Wun Lung, the Chinesa
junior, advanecing from the direction of the box-room. But
it eould not have beon Wun Lung at the door ; the Chinee was
no eaveadropper: and bosides, ho would not have shown
himaelf there.

Bob stepped back into the atudy.

* Anybody there ' asked Harry.

“No. But I'm almost certain somwons wad listening.

Bomebody has got scent of the [nct that we're looking into the
matter,”

M We were seon to go inte Mr. Queleh's study, I suppose.”
Wharton's brow darkened, * It might have been any curious
cad—very likely Bunter. He'll have eaten his tarts by this
time, and I know he was eurious to learn why we turned him
out of the study.”

“Of course ; I didn't think of Bunter. It was our prize
porpeiss, of course. Wo may as well get to business ; no nesd
to lose timo, oapocially if Bunter knows anything about the
matter,"

“ Come on, then,"

‘The four juniors went in search of Bulztrodo.
hitn in the junior conmmon-room.

The burly Hemovite was sitting by himself, his lega atretehed
out and hia hnnda in hig pockety, and » sullen scowl on hLis [aee.

There was a wide space round him; no one cared to be a
near neighbour of the junior whoe was ™ barred.”

He looked up sullenly ss Harry Wharton came up with his
friends. The other fellows looked on from o distanee.

* I want to speak to you, Bulatrode,"” said Harry, ** and I want
you to undorstand, first of all, that | speak a2 a friend,”

An ugly sneer came over Bulstrode's fnce.

* What's the little gome ™

Wharton bit his lip to keep back the hot words that rose.
What was the wse of trying to help o fellow like this ¥ But
be had marked out & path for himsolf, and he meant to follow it.

“ Be roasonable, Bulstrode. [ repeat that I want to help
your. I don't think you sent that anonymouys letter”

“ Thank you,” said Dulstrode sneeringly. * That's very
grotifying, but it comes rather late in the day, after setting
the Form againat me.”

*Oh, what's the pood of bothering sbout the brute 2"
gxeloimod Bob Chorry umpationtly, * Let him rip !  Come on."

* Look here, Bulstrodo, we've takon this matter up to sifb

Tar Macwer.—T1.
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it, and if you're innocent, we want you to help,” gaid Wharton,
* Don't you anderstand that 7

“1 don't want any assistance from yow"”

* Listen to this. We've got what we consider a clue, Have
vou any objection to a search being made of your study ¥

Bulstrode's faco Hamed,

“ Yes, I have, If you come ssarching my study, L'l throw
vou oub,”’

* It's for your own sake."

L 0h, don’t FIVE e By I:1:|tn;|_1-|,|g-"

Wharton's faeo sot hood.

" Very woll, Your study's going to bo searched, wliethar
vou likke it or not. Wil you keep watch on the study, yon
chaps, ond see that pothing's meddled with there, while I
go and speak to Wingate 1"

Y What ho ™

Bulstrode roso to hus fost,

“T'm going to my study now,” ho said. ™ Anvbody who
poelas his noso in thors will go out on his neck 1™

Ho strode away, DBob Cherry, Wugent, and Hurres Singh
followed him, and reached the study at ths same time. Thers
wad no doubt in their minds now ap to Bulsirode's puilt, snd
they wore determined that he should not have an uninterrupted
minute in the study to get rid of any possible traces.

" Get out of ruy study U7 roared Bulstrode, as they followaed
him into the room.

" Niee evening, ain't it " said Dob Cherry.

* Will you got out 1

* Jolly g weather for the time of year, too”

“ Are you poing ¥ '

© But I shouldn't be gsurprised at a shower in the morning.”

Bulstrode ground his testh. Withont speaking agoain, he
rushed at Bob Cherry,  The three juniors grm%!uim and rolled
him over on the earpet.  IHis head struck a waste.paper basket
noar the table, and zent it rolling. It was crammed with old
pupers and ‘exercise sheots. Bob sat on Bulstrode's chest, and
Nugent on his lega.

“ Now you'll wait till Wharton comes,” said BEob cheerfully.

And Bulstrode, pinned dovn Swelpleszly, had to waik.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Denouement!

NGATE, the captain of Greyiriars, strode into the study
a few minuties later, with Harry Wharton., Thore
was a very stern expression upon the big Sixth-Former'a

: face. He looked ot the prosirate Bulstrode, graping
with roge under the woight of the two juniors, and signed o
thom te led him rise. Bulatrode staggered to his feot, dusty
ond Furiouse

“ Wharton has told nmie how this matter atands, Bulstrods,"
said Wingate sternly.  °* You have refused to have o search of

our ﬁt.ud:.-', and have tried to keep thess fellows out of it by
orae.

* I won't have my room searched.”

“ Why not * "

- Do you think Fm going to be watched and searched like a
thief 7" said Bulstrode. choking with rage. “ You all believe
I wrote that caddish lotter, Well, Believe it, then, I don’t
care. I won't take s atep to prove T'm innocent. I won't be
sonrched Tike o thief. This is my romn ;. got oul of £

* AL any othor time, Bulstrode, 1 should give you the lickin
of your life for speaking to the captain in that way,” sai
Wingate quietly. * But I can make allowances for the state
of your fealings. If vou are innocent, I'm sorry for you; but
thia wilful pigheadedness iz the worst possible thing for you.
You've gob Lo give what assistance you con towards elearing
up & disgracoful matter.  Mind, you're dealing with the head of
the Bixth now, and I'm not going to stand ANY NONSENSE, Stand
where you are while I turmn out this rabbish !’

Bulstrode was white with rage ; but there wag no arguai
with the captain of the school. He stood, biting his lips an
casting furious glunces ai Hacry Wharton, wlile Wingate picked
up the wasie.paper basket and placed it on the talle.”

“ Wihen was this cleared out lust, Bulstrodse % he asked.

“ 1 don't know."’

* Was it cleared ount to.day or vesterday ™

* o not since Sunday., anyway,'

"It looks like it,”" said Wingate.

He dragged the craunmed masses of rubbish out of the waste-
paper buakob.  Suddenly he gave o sharp ery.

“What's thig ' 7

He hold up in the gaslight & sheet of exercise paper, seribbliad
over in Roman capitals, The sheet had been erumpled ; he
sinoothed it out.

The chums of the Remove looked at it, and so did Bulstrode.
The latter went white as a shicet. For this is what was seribliled
on the paper :

“wHy pON'T YOU GET A NEW MASTER

“ My hat " said Bob Cherry, ' it's plain enough. That was
written for practice, before the rotten cod wrole tho lettes"”

1%
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" The plainfulness is terrifie.”

Wingate fixed his eyes upon Bulstrode.

“ What have you to say to that, Bulstrode 1" he demanded
eternly.

i ltﬁs—it"ﬂ n comspiracy ! stammered Bulstrode. I never
wrota that, It’s been placed there to ruin me ! It'a a plant;
Wharten must have put it theve,”

.IH“'“T went searlet ; but Wingate made him & sign to be
silent.

* You can hardly expect me to believe such an accusation
apaingt Wharton, Bulstrode. These other fellows would have
to be in it, and it i3 simply absurd te suppose that the four
juniora with the best charnciers in the school would jein in
euch & plot.  Don’t be a fool”

“T1 don't eare ! I never wrote that Pape-r."

“You see what it 1% ; tho =ame writing ufed in the anony-
mous Jetter has been practised here. The letter was written in
this study.”

* Hazeldene may have done it."’

“ ¥ou ead ! broke out Wharton,
that letter, and you know it.”’

Bulstrode gritted his tecth.

“ 1 did not write it. I never saw that paper before.”™

* Fetoh Hazeldeno here,” said Wingate.

Nugent hurried from the study, and in & few minutes he
returned with Hazeldene, who looked very startled arid uneasy.
Wingate held the paper out to him, so suddenly that it was
imposaible for him to be on his guard.

* Have you secn that before, Hazeldene £

The junior shook his hwead. The strange writing evidently
puzeled, but did not alarim, him.  He wes amazed.

" No, Wingate."

* Look at it again. Tt is a fragment of a rough drait of the
ancnymound letter sent to the Head.™

Hazcldene changed colour.

" Wingate, you don’t think T——-7

"Moo, I don’t,” said Wingate grimly.

iven it away ob once. Hot——"

I say,” broke in Hazeldene, " there’s some mistake here.
You ;&y this is part of a rough draft of the anonymous letter 1 *°

dr m'«j

“But the anonvmona letter was written at least two days
ago ; this was written to-day, and latcly, or I'm much mis-
taken.!

" What | ™

Wingate looked at the fragment again. He had not noticed
it ot first, but it was undoubtedly true. The writing on the
feagment woas [resh—the ink unfaded ; it was evidently the
work of o later time than the anonymous letter. In all pro-
bability, it had not been written an hour |

“ My hat ! " said Wingate.

“ I told you 8o ! 7 sereamed Bulstrode, ' Didn't T say they
wrote it to plant tho letter on me ' They put the thing here,
and then pretended to come and find it."”

The chums of the Femove were utterly aghast, There was
no foundation, of covrse, for Bulstrode's wild accusation ; but
at the same time there was no doubt that the fragment had been
recently written. It was not a draft of the anonymous letter.
Yeat the wording, as far as it went, was the same.

The captain of Greviriara locked grimly at the Famous Four.

“Phis 18 very strange.’’ he said. " I£ 8 certainly a plant,
a° Bulstrode calls it. E;hia wmper hag been put here lately, to
make hia goilt scem clear. Who did it 77

Befors anyone could apeak, there wos & sudden bump at the
door. Bump! bump! bump! again, and Wingate threw
opon the door with an impaticnce.  Two forms, locked in
o clese embrace, rolled into the room, and them Wun Lung
sprang to his feet. The other remained gasping on the carpet—
it was Snoop, of the Remowve !

Wingate stared at them angrily,

" Whet does this mean 1"

The little Celestinl grinned.

* Me tollee. Me knowee.'”

" You know what, you young duffcr ¥

** Me knowee bouteo nonymous lettel.™

" What ! You know who wroto it 77

* Mo knowee."

* Who was it ? * eried three or four veizca.

" Snocopes !

“ Snoop !

“ It waan't 1™ pasped Sncop, struggling to hiz fect.
alie! Ineversawit! T don’t know anything about it.”

He wasg sidling towards the door, but Wingate hurled him
back., Snoop sank into a chair, trembling in every limb, and
with & face like chalk.

* Now, Wun Lung, tell us what you know—auiclk ! "’

' Mo comes down flom boxloom,” explained the little Chinee,
* Ao sce Snoopee listen af dool No. 1 glud}ﬂ"

Boty Cherry uttercd an exclamation.

* Al, it was Snoop, then !

“ It was Spoopee. Me tinkeea he up to some tlick—Snoopee
gleat lottel. Mo follow him. Sncopee goee to study. He
look wvelly whitee boutee face, velly flichtened. Me tinkeo

* Hazcldens never wrote

“You would have

L1 It !B
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Snoopee lookeo dis way—dat way—no see Wun Lung. Den
he poeo to Bulstlode's study.”

L4 H.[:]"ﬂ r ir

" Yea,"” grinned Wun Lung.
Me see him puttee papel in wasto-papel basket.
tinkes 7'

“It's & lie ! *' gasped Snoop hoarsely.

“Aftel he wlites Tottel, he bloteo on hinttea-pﬂpcal," Baid
Wun Lung, " P'Vaps you findee malkes on blottee papel.
Whatyvou tinkee ¥

Snoop staggered to hia feet. Dut Wingate barred hia way to
the door.

“ Na, you're not going to pet a chance at that blotting-paper,”
he said. *“ Don't troubls to tell any lies, Bnoop.  You wrote
thiez to plant the anonvmous letter on Bulatrode. You knew
that Wharton wasa coming to search the waste-papor basket in
this study, and you planted thia ready for him. You wunted
to make Bulstrode out guilty, Why ¥ To cover up your own
tracks, I suppose.”

Snoop eank into the cheir again, and burst into wretched
tears. He was canght in his own trap, and there was no wRo
in further falachood. Mo was at the end of his lies ; and now,
in response to Wingate’s merciloss questions, the wretched
story came out. He had soem Wharton go to Mr. Quelel’s study ;
he had listened at Wharton's deor, and learned the proposcd
line of inveatipntion. His fears had been aroused ; and in
deadly terror leet Wharton should discover something that
would roveal his poilt, he had resolved to turn the present
suapiclon against Bulstrode to a certalnty. He had had no
idea that the cunning little Chinee was on his track. Wun
Lung had not known all that was passing ; but he had known
encugh to act, and he had collared Sncop and bundled him
into the study to anewer for his misdeeds.  Snoop was ANAWET-
ing for them now; he leoked a wreck, and oven Bulat!jndﬂ

iticd hini. Wingato lifted him frown his chair with sn iron
wnd on hia collar.

“ You will come with me to Mr. Quelch,” he said, ' Bul-
ptrode, you nre cleared, and I congratulate you ; but you owe
it all to Harry Wharton and Wun Lung, and nothing of it to
yourself. Come with me, Snoop.”

He left the study with ihe wretched Snoop. There wos a
¢urious expression upon Bulstrode’s face. For some momenta
there was a grim silence 3 then the burly Removito held out
his hand to Wharton.

“I'm obliged to you,” he said, with an effort, " and T'm
sorry for what I said just now. I suppose I've played the giddy
ox over this matter.”

Wharton gave him o handshake.

“ Ft'a all right,” he said.  ** I'm jolly glad it's cleared up ; but
moat of the credit is due to Wun Lung. T don’t know Low it
might have ended but for him.™

“ Velly plenty allee light,” grinned Wun Lung.

Meanwhile, Wingate had marched Snocp into the Remavas
marter’s study.  Mr, Queleh listened quietly to his explanation,
end then the culprit was left alone with the Form.master.
The anonymous letter lay on the table ; SBnoop’s eyes wandered
from it to Mr. Queleh's face, almost glazed with fear. \

“Bnoop ! The Form.master’s voice was very quot;
there was nono of the anger the wretehed boy had expoctod.
“ Ijyr. Locke has left this matter entirely in my hands, to deal
with the culprit a8 T think fit. You kpow what you have done ;
you know that to be expelled would hardly be a sufficient
punishment for so much baseness,”

Snoop licked hia dry lipa.

* (Oh, sir, I—]—I——"

* I have always tricd to be just and fair to my Form," went
on Mr. Quelch. I have tricd to make the boys like and
regpect me, I believe most of them do. Yeu have made a
brutal and utterly unprovoked attack upon me, in the meanest
possible way, by writing an enonymous letter. What have you
to say T

Wl::rat could he have to say * Ho ssid mt]ﬁng,_hut stood
looking at the grave face of the Form-master with wide, feariul
£yied,

YL Your punishment is In my hands,”” went on Mr. Quelch. 1
am, glad u]fl that, because it enables me to FJ"-"E' ¥ou & chance—a
chanee to hecome better, to learn to act like a decent Euglish
., Yom may go.™

" But—but—-—-""

=il lon you,” sald Mr. Quelch. He took up the anony-
mous letter, and tore it across ond across again, and threow
it down. °° The matter i8 ended. I hope you will comne to havo
& better opinion of me in the future, and, at all cvents, learn to
act mnore decently. You may go.”

And Snoop went.

U Me follow—me watchen.
What you

THE END.
fAnother splendid tale af the boys of Creyfrinrs and the pupils of Clif
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The Opening Ohnapters of a Gireand Btoxrmy .
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, a ¢adet in his last term at Sandhurst, {s
fulsely accused of cheating in an exam,, S0 one might,
Euc-k!ng up a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his

og Rongh. He walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wesgex Reglment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down as one of & draft of reeruits for that regiment t?
Woolehester. Arrived there the rookies are takencharge o
by two old soldiers, known as Mouldy Mills aud Hookey
Walker, who are deputed to explain their new duties. First
thing in the morning there were the heds 1o be run back
blankets and sheets 1o be folded to regimental pattern, an
the floor to be swept down, before the morning slulee-down
¢ould be thonght of.

(Now go on with the story.)

P ———

Sergeant Bagof and Foxey Williams.

.!"!:I.IEEIE*.I.IE performed his share of theso menial duties with
a sinking heart, Now that the first Bush of anger had died
sway, his craven blood began to run cold at the prospect
m'rvzl.ltl.lzlﬁ1 hbim. ]

From his experience ovor night he had a shrewd ides that
tho fate of Mouldy's victims was probably exaggerated;
but, nevertheless, fm could not assure himself that such
dark deeds might not happen in secret in this mysterious
world in which, in an unlucky moment, he had sel footf.

Ronald had taken the precaution to include a towel in his
modest bundle of belongings, and, under Hookey's guidance,
he and Tony Truseott made thelr way to the “ablution.
ropm."”’

Here some fifty basing, set in long, slate slabs, wers
thoughtfully provided for the needs of some seven hundred
mon, and the line of candidates for cold water stretched far
out of the door.

When Tony did finally get his turn at a bowl, the next
soldier behind him cursed him roundly for daintiness and
wasting time by emptying away the muddy fuid in which
half a dozen men had already washed.

Ronald, meantime, had made a welcome discovery, in the
shape of a row of conecrete baths, which, as they were ouly
supplied with cold water, were not in groat demand.

any an admiring glance was cast in his direction as ho
stripl!:oa{l for the plunge, and many an old soldier, accustomed
in the ordinary way to look upon a recruit with lordly
contemnpt, asked who this young Goliath might be who had
joined the Wessex. :

Breakfast not being until a quarter fo eight, the time waa
employed under the direction of Uorporal Kedge in instruc.
tion in the martial arts of blackleading stoves and trestle
less, serubbing tables and floors, and blanket-drill.

The silent (E;isguat of Augnstus at being asked to perform
this “alavey's work "' wag not lost on Mouldy, and he took
a fiendish delight in putting him Lo all the dirtiest jobs he
could fAind. ,

Roneld, however, turned to wiih a will, scrubbing ond
seouring with an energy which made both George and Alf
open their pizegy ayves with astonishment.

Mot that the two Whitechapel foughs were allowing the
ambars of their hate to coul. They were of the brecd rhat
neither forgives mor forgets. They " had it in for this
voung toff, and by fair means or foul they were determined
to get oven with him.

iz Macxer.—TL
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They could nat get it out of their heads that it was
through him that their dash for liberty was frustruted, and
for this supposed treachery Ronald Chester was to be  put
through it" in due course.

But George and Alf were in no hurry ; their chance would
coma in good time.

At the bugle's call, ¥ Come to the cock-houso door, boys!”
Hookey and Ronald wero ordered away fo draw the room’s
rutions of coffee and bread, which is the official breakfast
of the soldice,

Later on, when they joined their company, the small
contribution levied on their weekly pay by their colour-
sorgeant would secure the addition of a herring or a rasher
of bacon; but at present it was a case of " slingera '—that
is,ﬁbreud dipped mm the mysterigus lignid masquerading as
coffee.

Aftor a sccond clean up, the sguad was ordered to parade
at the orderly-room, where Sergeant-Major Tozer rattied in
some excellent words of advice #s to their new carser, and
then called them to attention for inspection by the colonel,
who had strolled in.

Colonel Conger turned out to be a peppery little gontle.
man, who reminded Ronald foreibly of & ruffled cockatoo.

Ho banged off a brief address, and turned them over to
tho adjutant, who told them off to their eompanies, and
consigned them to the charge of their respective colour-
sergeants,

“ B* Company, boing below their proper strength, came
in for the larger share of the draft, and thus Ronald, Tony
Truscott, Aupustus Smythe, George and Alf, found them-
snlves being marched off in charge of a red-faced man, whoso
sleave bore the three chevrons, surmounted by a crown,
which showed him to be the ecolour-sergeant, or chief non-
commissioned officer, of his company.

The frst hour's drill being alrcady over, the barrack-room
was crowded with their new comrades when they arrived. A
pretty tough mob Honald thought them, as g;e- saw them
sprawling on the forms or sitting on their heels.

“BY Company, as a matter of fact, were the hard nuis
of the battalton. They had carned fhe unsavoury reputation
by hard swearing, hard driu]aiu?. and hard fighting among
themselves, and, most hopeless thing of all, they were proud
of it

A strong man, backed by good subalterns and delermined
non-com.'s, mig;l’tt have talken 1t by the scrufl and shaken it
back into & proper sense or respect for itself and its regimoent ;
but this necessary combination, as Ronald was soon to fiud
out, was lacking.

Colour-Sergeant Jones, on whom mest depended, was a
amart drill and a good fellow, but weak, without grip of the
instinet or capacity to mould or lead.

¢ | have brought vou a new batch of reeruits, you men.'
he said, az he led the way into the rooin. * They're fresh
from St. George's, and have not been through the training
Jdepot, so there is more reason for you making them weleom,
Teach them to soldier, so that they will be a credit to *IV°
Company and the battalion. Private Mills, you will take
charge of Private Smythe [

“{%nl:r too ‘appy, colour-sergeant ' said Mouldy, rubbing
the back of his knees, where the coal-box had nipped thom,
and shooting a malicious glance at Augustus.

“ Walker, you take Cliester herc! Murphy, look after

Another School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co
and tha Puplls of Cliff Honse.



Truscott, and Johnson and Jarvis, take Cobb and SBhepherd 17
—indicating George and Alf _ ]

The five obld *steadies™ having claimed their charges,
Colour-Sergeant Jones turned to Ronald.

“Clamo to my bunk in half an hour, Chester, after you're
sottlod here.” he said quietly; I want a word with you !'’

“Ho! That's it, 15 it 7" snecrad a voice, as soon as the
door had shut behind him. * Some of you ‘ave been roady-
"mg up to thoe blessed "F‘ta,ﬂ" :r.]r:aadj—eh Y A:lickan’ Cis
boots befare vou've been in the regiment five minutes !

Ronald turned his eves in the direction of the speaker,
who sat on the next cot bat one from him,

He was a short, zallowed-skinned man, narrow-chested and
erafty-eved.  FEvidently he had overheard the colour-
sergeant's words. )

“ Are you referring to me? inquired Renald calmiy.

“Ho! No; I ain't referring to no one, of course!
only talking to myself—I don't think ™

* What do vou mean by that 3" )

“What I say ! answered Foxey Wiklinms, with a sudden
anarl, which revealed & row of uneven teeth., |

A second glance at Ronald's stabwart proportions had made
Wi wish that he hacd not been o hasty in speaking.

Ronald's first impulse was to cuff the little man’s ears for
hiz impertinence, but Hookey's restraining hand made him
think boettor of it. ) _ ]

“Don't take any heed of Foxey,” said IHookey. *lle
don’t mean no harm!”

“Heo! Don't het" sneered Foxey, with a forced swaggor.
“That depends! What say you, chums{ Wae don't want
no warms in MNo. 4 SBeetion, do we 3" .

Before Foxey had well got the words out of his throat,
Ronald had him by the collar of his tunie, and had jerked
him from the bed on to the floor. At that instant the door
flow open, and a short, stocky sergeant blustercd into the
Lala iy

“ 1alla! What's all this about?® he roared, in a blazo
of fury, marching up to Ronald. # Take your hand off that
man, you long, lumping lout—d'ye hear?—or, strike me
sideways, I'll clap you in the clink in twa shakes " _

“This man insulted me!’ replicd Honald, releasing
Foxey, whe promptly rolled on to the floor, as though he
woere siuffaring acute pain,

“Insulted you!" snecred Sergeant Bagof, in blislerin
soorn.  ** Hang your impudence, and who may you be, I'c
like ta know, to give yourself airs?" :

“My name is Chester, if you mean that,”" answered
Ronald very quietly.

“™o; I don't mean that,

I'm

ot saney young ruffian! I
shall hear more than enough of yéur name before I'm
through with you, T can see! I want to know if you're 2
dook or an earcl, that you can't bo in the company of decent
men for five minutes without man-handling the first chap
that spoaks to you I

“ (Oh, you're that sort®” thought Ronald fo himself.
“One of the loud-mouthed, hullgmg breed! Afraid of the
men you're supposed (o command, and ever anxious to curry
favour with them !"

‘“ Keep your eyes off me, you mutinous sweep !’ bellowed
Sergeant PBagot, detecting the glimmer of conterfipt in
Ronald’s eyes. * Come any of that game here, and, by
thunder, you'll find yourself in the wrong box! re's g
good deal too much swank and starch about you, I can sce;
and we'll have to set about getting rid of some of it! Just
lay to that, you second-hand specimwen of an unemployed
shop-wallker 1"’ £

Augustus Smytha ventured on a mild enigger at hearing
Ronald, the mﬂ) taken down in this summary %ashiﬂn.

Bagot wheeled round upon him in a flash.

** And you, you half-baked mud-pie of a man,” he sneered,

“you've got n plucky lot to laugh at, haven't you? What
might your name be ¥
“*Emytho—Augustus  S-me-y-t-h-e!"  bleated this Iresh

vietim, in ferror.

“ Augustus what ¥ roared the sergeant.

* Bmythe, sir—3mythe 1" :

“Sinythe " sncered Bagof, in an eccstasy of derision.
“Dash my buttons! What's the rogiment coming fo? Lk
ain't De 5:153;“1&. or Von Smyiho, or Viscount Smythe—eh ?
Great jumping Jupiter, if ever I catch you calling yourself
Bmythe again, I'll shove you in the guard-room. Bmith's
vour nante, and a thunderning foo good a one for you, vou
blockhead 17

Sergeant Bagol, having exhausted all his immediate stoek
of vituperation, contented himgself with mercly o con-
temptuous survey of the rest of the draft, and then with a
i}naf scowl at Ronald, and & knowing grin at the rest of
the group, he stalked out of the room,

If he had one pet aversion it was the gentleman ranker,
and there were unmistakable sigpns of breed and blood 1n
every line of this latest-joined recruit, i

Nothing appealed to Bagol's blatant and eruel inshinets so
much a5 to scarch out the hner feclings of & victinm and
trample an then.

Tur Magsur.—T1.
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Fine feeclings were not a marked characteristic of No. §
Section in consequence, and the few that ever possessed thon
learned to get rid of them as soon as possible.

Private Chester, therefore, promised rare sport, and the
serpoant Jooked forward to the enjoyment of it with keep
rest,

A snigper of derisive laughter went up as the doar closed
on his heel: but Ronald, though pale with suppressed anger,
foreed himself to ignore it. After mll, when the commander
of the seetion set such an ecxample, what more could bo
expected of the men?

“ Lot that be a lesson fo yer to keep yer 'ands off yer
bettera !’ snarled Foxey, with a spiteful snap of his pecky
jaws,  “ Yew've got two chaps ,g::rms_t_ ver tracks now-—
Sergeant Dagot and Private Foxey Williams—and which
of 'r%}am 15 the worstest you'll Bnd out, p'r*aps, before long !
Baut, the odds are on Foxey. Arst them as knows, and they
will soon tell yer. Ie ain't big, and "e ain't as strong as a
ox, p'rlaps, but ‘e never let no bloke handle him without
pollin® Yis own back, double quick and double strong ! Arst
them as knows agin! Yus ¥

But Ronald had turned on his heel with a cluck of con-
tempt and disgust.  Still, Foxey was right. To have mad~
two encinies in five minutes was bad enough; but when one
was the sergeant of his own seetion—the one man who could
malke his life a horror if he chose—the prospect was alarm-
mng.

Foxey he did not care twa straws about, though doubtless
he was the leader of a powerful clique. likely to fourish
in » section commanded by a, time-serving bully such as
Bagol undoubtedly was.

Mo decent sergeant would have railed at a reeruit as he
had done, even under such circumstances,

Fortunately for Ronald, the notes of the bugle put an end
to the intolerable tension of the scene. The call summoned
the men to get ready to fall in for the next hour'z drill
and No. 4 Bection received the warning with a volley of
ClUraea,

Ono by one they reached for their rifles, buckled their belts,
and clatterfd out and down the stairenso, ’

But Foxey's voice sounded shrill to the end, growing more
and more valiant in threat and foul in epithet, as he pul =
greater distance between himself and the tell figure standing
silently glaring out of the window.

| FESS———

Dead and Buried !

“It's & pity ahout Sergeant Bagot,” zaid Hookey, who, as
orderly-man, was left behind. o stuffed a piece of COArEa
shag on top of the dottle already in his canteon clay, lit it,
and sat down on Fonald's cot. * Bagot can s puffick
brute when he likes 1"

“Well, it wasn’t my fault, was it " asked Ronald bitterly.
“T wasn't going to stand still whila a little beast like that
aceused me of licking the boots of my superiors. Ii he
gives me any more of his lip, though, I'll wring his neck !

“ And good luck to yer? But I wasn’t thinking of Foxey,
thﬂu?‘h he's a polecat, and as nasty a handful as you may
find! ¥ou could smash him to a jelly easy encugh, but
watch out fer yerself when he comes to get his own bach.
He'll wait 2 month of Bundays to bite yer in the back, and it
ain't what you'd call a clean bite, either !

“But Bagot's the bloke as will give you trouble, once
sou're on hiz black books, IKeep off "em if vou cen. Don't
ever give him "alf a chance, and if he tries 0 make one fer
himsalf, keen a face like a turnip, and take all he gives you.
ITe'll et sick of it in time.”

Hookey, it was plaia to see, agreed that he had made a
bad start. In due time Ronald presented himself at the
Flag's bunk, and was welcomed in. The bunk was & small,
prizon-like apartment just outside the door of the men's
raom. Here the Flag had his bed-cot, and a table on which
io keep the multitudinous forms and **states” which come
within the duty of & colour-sergoant.

The Flag talked kindly to Ronald of the new life before
him, and touched briefly on prospects of promotion. He
recognised in the steady eye and strong, purposeful chin the
man born to command, and none knew better than he how
badly such were needed in the ranks of B company. 4

Therefore, he gently urged that Ronald should set his
heart on promotion at the outset. Ronald heard him with
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% wry smile. With Bagot arrayed against him he knew that
it would be many a weary year before he mounted his first
stripe.

2till, he promised to do his best and enter himself at once
for I:tha school certificates necessary for non-commissioned
rank.

“Very well," said the Flag, as Ronald turned lo go,
% gend Truscott to me now. ['ll see them all in turn.”

Ronald felt that it was o thousand pities he had not
sonounced that intention befors, and so saved him from
disnster. _

Still savage with the ill-luck which seemed to dog his
footsteps, Ronald handed over his message, and got per-
mission to tak® a turn in the fresh air.

He had not seen Rough since brealifast-time, and be sot
out on a tour of the busy barrack-sguare in search of his
four-footed chum. ]

He found the terrier in tha midst of a group of laughing
tommies, recoiving his first lesson in drill.  His back was to
the guard-room door. A Broderick cap was stuck jauntily
on the sido of his head, and & woooden gun reposed between
his two paws. ; £y, e

At his master's appearance all Rough's notions of diseipline
were seattered to the winds, and he was soon leaping up at
Ronald in an ecstasy of doggy delight. ] ]

Not wishing to attract too much attention to his canine
friend, Ronald turned into a sunny, sheltered corner, be-
:-,“m two barrack blocks, and took a seat on an upturned

uckat.

From hers he got a good view of ithe square and the
sourrying squads, wheeling, forming, kneeling, advancing to
the short, sharp-clipped words of command of the drill-
instructor. .

The bustle and din did him geod. That afterncon—
thank Heaven'—ha, too, would be sweating on that gravel-

ath, “footslogging™ his way once again through the
'E B C of reermit deill. o

The prospect should have been dreary enough, but in his

resant mood he positively welcomed it. He ached to be
Eﬂing something—anything, so that he might forget.

All this time Rough was looking at him expectantly,
wagging his stubby tail as if trying to signal some message
in & caning code of his own.

Ronald was so obviously in the dumps, however, that he
soon ceazed his ﬂangaiging efforts, and came forward to
rest his wiry muzzle on his master's knoes. i

“ Good old Rough!” said Ronald affectionately. I 508
you've been luckier, and, perhaps, wiser than I You've
been mahing friends, while [ have scarcely done more th;‘l‘l’:l
make enemies. Yes, my luck scems out altogother. T've
bungled it ateadily from the
start."’

Rough's only answer was
to sorub his stumpy tail back-
wards and forwards in the
‘dust, and whimper, as much
as to say, “0Oh, look here,
old chap, for goodness’ sake
don’t begin to talk like that!

“DISGRACE LEADS TO DEATH.

* The body of the young wman taken from the Thames ak
Blackfriars on Monday morning, haz been identified at last,
as that of Ronald Uﬁen 5, elg st son of General Chenys,
C.B. Mr. Ian Chenys, brother of the drowned man, in
giving evidence at the inguest on Wednesday, told a strange
tale. It appears that both were cadets at the Reyal
Military Ceollege, Bandhurst. At the recent examinations
held there, a charge of cheating was brought against the
deceasad. Unfortunately, this was only too fully substan-
tiated. After an inguiry, Mr. Ronald Chenys, who made
no attempt to refute the accusation, was informed thpt only
sentence of expulsion awaited him. That same night|he left
the eollege secretly, and was not heard of again until
Monday, when his body was discovered by the Thames
polica.

“ Tt has transpired that he had announced his intention to
a former comrade of enlisting as a private soldier; but
evidently the shame of his disgrace had overwhelmed him.

“ Deaspite terrible injuries to the face, contracted alter
doath, Mr. Ian Chenys was able to identify the body, and
after other witnesses had given evidence, a verdick
of ‘suicide during temporary insanity’ was returned,

“Tha funeral took place on the fulluwiu? day at Norwood
Cemetery. Mr. Ian Chenys was the only member of the
deceased's family present, though there was a large atten-
dance of uniformed comrades, with whom the untortunata
lad was a general favourite.”’

“ Dead! Buried! Great heavens!
mean? Can I be dreaming 7" .

Ronald rubbed his eyes, and read the amazing news afresh.
Tt scemed aa if it could be only some hideous hoax; and
yet thero was no doubting the printed facts.

Ronald Chonys, for all the world knew—or even cared,
perhaps—was dead and done with, and the only one of hia
kith and %in to follow him to the grave was lan, his step-
brother. Oh, the irony of it! .

There was so much

What does it all

itterness in the laugh which escaped
from Ronald's lips that Rough broke into an uneasy whine,
watching his master with anxious, inquiring eyes.

“Dead and done with!” achosd Reonald. * By Joval
lan onght to be satisfied! Yet I wonder what his feslings
really are, now, in his hour of triumph. I 13 one thing to
steal a brother's honour, but surely it is another thing to be
blood-guilty of his life?" D .

He sat silently for a few moments, his cnin buried upon
his hands. He was thinking of all this would mean at home
—the sorrow and the shame of it. The harsh grim lines
gradually faded from his
mouth, and a moisture had
come into his eyes

“ Poor old dad! Poor
[an ! he murmured at last,
and rose to his feet.

What was to be donel
That was the question.

“ Anyhow, the {irst thing ia

k at me! I'm not down- . % to & thi bii t.” h

! it " LIbrary, enr this Cubiing out, &
hearted !’ : Eff,.g. %‘ﬂ:ﬁ:’ﬂ& E‘{'ﬂﬁ;m Street, thought. I can’t stand the
Hﬂl‘!ald seamed to E-ELEF!h his London,will be glad to hear front you. idea of thiz shameful sbory
mau.mni;, for he burst into a e . Ilving here, in staring type,
nhFE&H'ta“Eh.ht o e FRIARS for any man to read. Be-

" uite rigot, o ay ! i “YFRI sideg, when one comes to
Eﬁd t;I toﬂu htL tﬁ knm‘; THE GRE think of it, there is not too
oetter than ¢ talking ro HER." much  difference  between
liko this. What's the use of PHOTOGRAP R Itenald Chenys and Ronald

sing, anyway? Hallo.
what the dickens was that?
A prehistortc  wasp, or
what "'

Zomething had HAutterad
againgt his chesk as he had
leant his back against the
wall. An open window was
immediately above his head.
Jt. belonged to some barracl-
room evidently, for on the
edge were arranged freshly
pipeclayed belts, drying in
the draught.

These had been spread on

a conscience,

depicted a

R
Billy Bunter, the junior without

recelves a camera,
and—a good deal happens!

Billy may be more .or less of a
fathead, bul he makes fine fum, and
& good laugh is not to be despised.

By the way, you will notice om
our next cover that the Artlst has
very amusing

Chester. I was a [ool not to
have enlisted under the namao
of Jack DRobinzon, while I
was about if. If old Duffy at
the depot lets out the fact
that I have been at Sand-
hurst, somehody will be put.
ting two and iwo together, and
making five of it for a ecer
tainty."" He had already
caught hold of the news-
paper, when he heard [oot-
stepa  eche suddenly  behind
him, and he drew back; buk
not in time to escapo detec-

little

an open nawspaper, and it
wa3d this which had lifted in
the breeze and touched his
checl;.

He looked up at it idly,
and a headline in bold black
typo caught his eye. It read
a3 followa:

tion.

f Another long énstahnent of this
pplendid Arawy slory wext Tresday,
FPlease ovder your comy of “The
Maguet™ Lilvary 'n adoance. Prica
One Halfpenny)
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