


No. 72.    June, 28th, 1909. 
THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

Bunter Is Pleased. 
“IT’S come !“ 
Billy Bunter, who was standing at the window of No. 1 Study, turned round with a gleeful as grin as he uttered that exclamation. Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Nugent, who were talking cricket, did not appear to hear the remark, and Bunter repeated it, crescendo, with an indignant note in his voice. 
“I say, you fellows, it’s come!”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  “ exclaimed Bob Cherry, looking round. Is that Bunty chirping ! As I was saying, Wharton, Carberry was out—right out—” 
“I say, you fellows—’ 
“Out, as sure as a gun—as clear a case of leg-before as ever I saw. But—” 
“Look here, you fellows, I tell you it’s come!  I think you might leave off jawing cricket for a minute on an important occasion like this “ exclaimed Bunter, blinking indignantly at the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. “I don’t got a camera every day!”
“Eh!  Have you got a camera?” asked Nugent. 
“Oh, really, Nugent, haven’t I been telling you for day past that I was going to have a camera, as a prize for selling ten articles for the Imperialist Fair Trading Co. 
“But you didn’t sell the articles,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Most of them were chucked into the fire, or into a pond, if I remember.” 
“ Very likely, but as strictly honorable fellow I had to pay for them all the same, and so I got the camera.” 
“Blessed if I  know where you got the tin, then.” remarked Bob Cherry. ‘ I don’t remember hearing you ask Wharton for it.” 
“I have other friends, outside this study,” said the fat junior, with a great deal of dignity. “ I am not dependent upon Wharton. Bulstrode advanced me the fifteen shillings.” 
“Phew! Bulstrode!
“Yes, certainly. Of course, I am going to repay him. I expect to make a considerable weekly income, out of my camera— making enlargements for framing and selling them, and so on.  It’s a much bigger one than I really expected, too.” 
“ You haven’t seen it yet.” 
“There’s the carrier’s man bringing it in.” said Bunter, jerking a fat thumb towards the window.  You can see him! I half-expected a little hand-camera by a Parcel Post, you know—but they’ve sent me a big stand- camera—look!”
The chums of the Remove glanced out of the study window. The carrier from Friardalp was certainly bringing up to the house something which could not be mistaken for anything but the tripod of a stand-camera. The juniors looked surprised, and Bunter chuckled with satisfaction. 
“This is what comes after your sniffing and sneering at the Fair Trading Co.” he remarked. “I only sent them fifteen bob, and they’ve seat me a camera worth perhaps ten or fifteen guineas.”
“Rats! Where would their profit come in, ass” 
 “Oh, they’re really doing it for advertisement, you know.”
“More rats!” 
“You don’t know much about business,” said Bunter, with an assumption of superior knowledge which very nearly earned him a “thick” ear. “Lots of firms practically give away their things for the sake of the advertisement. It pays them in the long run.” 
“I suppose they live on the advertisements,” suggested Bob Cherry sarcastically. “So long as they are sufficiently advertised, they don’t want any grub.” 
“Oh, you don’t understand business!  I’ve often thought that if we pooled the pocket-money in this study, and placed the finances in my hands, we could make a business concern of it, instead of pegging along from hand to mouth. But I can’t stop jawing—” 
“I know you can’t—you never can.” 
“I mean I can’t stop here jawing, Cherry—I’m going to meet the carrier. They may possibly have sent it carriage forward— it isn’t likely, but you might lend me some tin, Wharton, in case I have to pay the carrier. I’ve run out of money, somehow—partly through being disappointed about a postal order.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
You can see the carrier, Billy, and let me know exactly how much it is first,” he said. 
“If you can’t trust money into my hands, Wharton—-—” 
“Well, I can’t,” said Harry bluntly. “and you can buzz off!” 
“I’m not strong enough to keep on running up and downstairs,” said Bunter hurriedly, changing the topic. “ You’d better let me havp it now.” 
“You can call up to the window.” 
“Oh, all right! It’s a curious thing that the more money a chap has the meaner ho gets with it.” Bunter remarked. 
Wharton laughed again, and Bunter hurried out of the study. The chums of the Remove looked out of the window. They were rather interested in Bunter’s camera. Bunter often took up new hobbies, and the Remove were still grinning over his physical culture and his hypnotism and his aeroplane. Photography was his latest wheeze, and he had become the terror of all the amateur photographers in the school. 
Bunter had very indistinct ideas on the subject of “meum and tuum.” When he wanted a camera to practise with, he took one, if he could find it. Ogilvy of the Remove was under the necessity of locking his up whenever he was not using it, and even Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, had discovered that Bunter had borrowed his camera. Mr. Quelch‘s camera was a valuable one, and Bunter had dropped it—and a very painful exclamation ensued, which cured Bunter of any desire to borrow Mr. Quelch’s camera again. Still he was not wholly dissatisfied with the incident. 
“You see, it seems to damage a camera to drop it on stones.” he confided to the juniors in No, 1 Study. “Jolly lucky I had Quelchy’s camera to practice with, or I might have dropped my own, you know!’ 
“Blessed if I can make that out,” said Bob Cherry, rubbing his nose thoughtfully. “From what we can see from here, that looks like an expensive thing—the stand is worth the money Bunter paid. Blessed if I catch on. The Fair Trading Co. isn’t a firm of philanthropists—not by long chalk!  ” 
Wharton nodded—he was puzzled, too. It was possible that the Fair Trading Co. were sending a really excellent prize to Bunter, because he was at a public school, and they might hope thereby to obtain a host of customers, whence they would obtain their profit. It was possible—yet not probable. Such a firm was very unlikely to have any goods of really good quality to dispose of at all. 
They watched Bunter meet the carrier, who handed over the parcels he was carrying. Bunter blinked up at the study window.
“Two shillings! “ he bawled, 
“Cheek! “said Bob Cherry’. 
Wharton extracted two shillings from his pocket. There was no earthly reason why Wharton should pay Bunter’s expenses in this way—except that Bunter expected him to do so. And it is a curious circumstance—curious but true— that the Bunters of this world frequently do get their expenses paid by people they have no claim upon, simply because they seem to expect it. Wharton tossed the two shillings down to Bunter, who blinked round for them and picked them up, and the chums of the Remove saw him pay the carrier and receive some change. Then he bore the prize into the house in triumph. 
A minute later he was at the door of the study. Bob Cherry opened it, and Bunter came triumphantly in, with the camera under one arm, and the tripod under the other. He blinked gleefully at his study-nates. 
“Jolly good prize, eh?” he asked. 
“How much did you pay the carrier? “asked Bob Cherry.. 
“Eh ! The carrier?  ” 
“Yes, the carrier. Sharp!” 
“You heard me ask Wharton for two shillings.” 
“Yes—and I saw the carrier give you some change.” 
Bunter’s fat face fell a little. He was extremely short-sighted himself, and he was continually forgetting that other fellows could see further than he could. 
‘If Wharton is going to make a fuss about a matter of threepence” he began, with an attempt at crushing dignity. 
“I am not,” said Harry, laughing. “Keep it “ 
“Rats!  ” said Bob Cherry warmly. “It’s the principle of the thing. He said two shillings when it was only one and ninepence. Hand over that three-d., Bunter.” 
“Oh, really, Cherry!—” 
“Hand it over!” roared Bob. 
Bunter handed it over. 
“If Wharton doesn’t want it I’ll put it into the poor-box.” said Bob. “I’m going to bring you up in the way you should go, Billy. I’m going to make an honest duffer of you if I have to skin you doing it.” 
“Look here—” 
“‘Nuff said!  If you want to unpack your camera on that table, do it while we’re gone to the tuck-shop; we want tea when we get in.” 
And Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent left the study, leaving Billy Bunter to unpack his camera. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

Hurree Singh’s Idea Causes Trouble. 

HAZELDENE of the Remove looked into No. I Study ten minutes later. He had. a letter in his hand and a very pleased expression upon his face, He looked round the study, and seemed disappointed at seeing only Bunter. Bunter was too busy even to turn his head. He had unpacked the camera, and was simply gloating over it.. 
“Hallo, Billy, where are the fellows?” asked Hazeldene.
 “Eh!  Don’t know!” 
“I want to speak to Wharton.” 
“He’s out!  I say, Vaseline, isn’t this a splendid campra ?“ Hazeldene came into the study, and looked at the camera in surprise. It certainly was a splendid one, to a junior’s mind at least; and besides the camera, there was a packet of plates and the tripod. 
“Good !‘ said Hazeldene. “Whose is it. ?“
 “Mine.” 
“Oh, come off, you know!” said Hazeldene pleasantly. “I don’t know much about cameras, but I’ll wager that never cost less than fifteen guineas.” 
“Yes, they’re doing it for advertisement, you know.” said Bunter, beaming. “They lose fifteen solid sovereigns on the transaction, but the advertisement pays them.” 
“Bosh! Where did you get it?”
“From the Fair trading Co. for selling ten articles.” 
“Rats!  You’ve got hold of somebody else’s camera by mistake.” 
“I suppose I ought to know my own camera when I see it,” said Billy Bunter, with dignity. “Hello, here are the fellows!” 
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and Hurree Singh entered the study. Each of the four carried some contribution to the tea-table. The table was lumbered up with Bunter’s new property and the many wrappings he had taken off it. 
“My hat,” said Nugent. “that’s a ripping camera!  They never sent you that for selling ten articles, Billy.” 
“If you can’t believe the evidence of your own eyes, Nugent –“
“Stuff!  There’s some mistake! “ 
“I don’t see where the mistake come in. Here’s the camera. If they’ve sent me the wrong one, that’s their lookout.” 
“Well, clear the table now—tea,” said Bob Cherry. “Jolly warm day for lighting the fire, but I don’t see how we’re to boil the kettle otherwise.” 
“Pray do not hurry with the ignitefulness of the worthy fire, my esteemed chum.” said Hurree Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, in that pleasing variety of the English language which is very much spoken by educated natives of India, “The necessaryfulness is small, for it is easy to boil the hoourable kettle otherwisefully.” 
And the Nabob of Bhanipur laid on the table the little parcel he was carrying with a beaming smile all over his dusky visage. Bob Cherry looked at it curiously as he opened it. Even a fire of sticks for boiling the kettle was not pleasant on a hot summer’s day, and all the juniors would have been glad to avoid it. Hurree Singh turned out of its wrappings a little methylated spirit stove, and beamed at his chums. 
“That is the rippingfull idea that struck me heapfully,” he said. “You can the kettle terrifically and then blow out stove, and the heat is triflesome.” 
“Good,” said Bob. ‘ I don’t know about the niff. Where’s the kettle? Well, of all the duffers,” he added, as the nabob handed him the big iron kettle they used on the fire. “How long do you think this would take to boil on a methylated spirit stove?” 
The nabob’s dusky face fell a little. He was just a trifle absent-minded at times, and he had overlooked that rather important point. 
“The forgetfulness is terrific,” he said. “I should have perhapsfully obtained the tinful kettle to fitfully suit the stove. I will buzz off to the esteemed Madam Mimble, and obtain the tinful receptacle.” 
And he hurried out of the study. The grinning juniors proceeded to clear the table. Bunter carefully removed the camera, and Bob Cherry cleared off the wrappings and cut cord with a sweep of the arm. Nugent laid the cloth, and the purchases from the school shop were unpacked. Cold sausages and ham and hard-boiled eggs made a repast which caused Bunter to forget his camera for a a moment. 
‘Nuff for a family circle.” said Bob Cherry. “You’re staying to tea, Hazeldene ?” 
‘I just looked in to tell you some news.” 
‘Well, stay to tea,” said Harry Wharton. “Is it news from Cliff House?” 
“Yes,” said Hazeldene, with a grin; and the chums of the Remove were curious at once. 
Hazeldene, as the brother of one of the pupils of Cliff House, was a person of some distinction in the Remove. It wasn’t everybody who had a sister like Marjorie Hazeldene.  And through Marjorie the Removite had become great chums with the girls of Cliff House. 
“You see,” went on Hazeldene, still grinning, “when the girls were staying here they were greatly taken with the idea of having tea in the study, you know; and Marjorie and Clara seem to think it would be a good wheeze to introduce it Cliff House.” 
“But the girls don’t have separate studies at Cliff House.” said Nugent. 
“No; but they’ve worked up something of the sort, apparently; for they’ve sent us an invitation to tea in the study,” grinned Hazeldene. “ Listen ! It’s written by
Marjorie; I needn’t read the beginning. ‘Would you care to come over to tea in the study, and bring a few friends with you?  It’s for to-morrow evening,” went on Hazeldene. ‘What. do you chaps say ?” 
“We’ll be jolly glad to go, of course,” said Wharton. “ We aIways like going to Cliff House. But I don’t see what study they re standing the feed in, unless it’s the Principal’s. I believe Mis Penelope Primrose has a study.” 
“My hat!  She wouldn’t be likely to lend it for a junior tea-fight. Still, it’s settled ; we’re going. Hallo, Inky! Got the kettle ? “ 
The nabob came in smiling, with a glittering new tin kettle in his hand. He laid it on the table. 
“It is here,” he said. “The esteened Mrs. Mimble ansured me that it would boil in three minutes on the excellent stove.” 
“Good We shan’t have long to wait,” said Bob. “Where’s the methylated spirit ? 
“The – the - the methylated spirit ? 
“Yes, you dusky beauty! Haven’t you got any ?” 
“I am afraid I did not think of the worthy nethylated spirit,” said the nabob “I will buzz off and obtain some.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“Well, of all the giddy asses,”said Bob Cherry, as the Hindu dashed out of the study, “I think Inky takes the bun. Run and fill this kettle while he’s gone, bunty.” 
“I’m showing Nugent my camera.” 
“Well, you buzz off and fill it, Frank.” 
“I’m looking at Bunter’s Camera.” 
“Here, Hazeldene—” 
“I’m talking to Wharton.” 
“Here, Wharton—.” 
“I’m talking to Hazeldene.” 
Bob Cherry grunted. 
“Then I suppose it will have to wait till Inky comes back.
 “Why can’t you go and fill it yourself ? “demanded Nugent. 
“How can I go and fill it when I’m sitting in the armchair, and I’ve got my feet on the window-sill?” Bob demanded in turn. 
No one proffered an answer to this conundrum, and they waited for the return of the nabob. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came in all smiles, with a bottle of methylated spirit under his arm. Bob Cherry jumped up. 
“ Fill the kettle, old chap, while I get it going.” He jerked off the tin top of the little cheap stove, and poured out the spirit. Of course it, gushed out in a flood, and ran over the stove and the tray and the tablecloth.  Nugent gave a shout. 
“Hold on, you ass!  ” 
Bob Cherry looked round. 
“ What’s the matter?” 
The methylated spirit was still pouring from the bottle. Harry Wharton seized his wrist in a grip of iron, and forcibly stopped him. He took the bottle away and corked it up. 
You’ve got enough there to burn the study down if a match got near it,’ he remarked. “I think we’ll bar methylated spirits in the study after this. It niffs too much.” 
The room was indeed permeated with the smell of it. Inky looked a little worried. He had meant to be useful and to save trouble; but his idea was simply poisoning the study. But his dusky face brightened up suddenly. 
“Put it on the window-sill,” he suggested. “There is very little blowfulness of the wind, and it will burn there terrifically.” 
“It will burn terrifically if you put a match to it in its present state,” grinned Nugent, as Bob Cherry lifted the little stove towards the window, spilling a trail of methylated spirit on the carpet. “Take care, Bob.” 
“Oh, rats! Do you think I can’t manage a methylated spirit stove?” grunted Bob Cherry, who was getting a little irritated. “There!  That’s all right. Gimme a match.” 
He set the stove on the window-sill, and applied a match. The spirit had overflowed from the stove to the sill, and there was a roar of flame as soon as the match was applied. The flame rose from stove and sill, and the roar of it attracted attention from the Close below. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fourth looked up in amazement, and Temple gave a shout of alarm. 
“ Fire!  Fire !  “ 
“You asses!  ” shrieked Bob Cherry. “ It’s all right!  There’s no fire! 
But the Upper Fourth-Formers did not—or, at all events, did not heed.  They dashed into the house, shouting 
“ Fire ! Fire ! 
 There had been a fire a short time before at Greyfriars. and the Remove passage had been burnt to ashes. Naturally, it was easy to spread an alarm. Temple, Dabney & Co.  rushed upstairs to the rescue, with a crowd of juniors at their heels. 
The methylated spirit stove was still roaring away cheerfully on the window-sill, and Bob Cherry was almost black in the face in his endeavour to blow it out. The chums of the Remove giggled almost hysterically as Bob blew and blew, gasping like a wheezy old pair of bellows. But they left off giggling as the door of the study was flung violently open, and a crowd of excited juniors rushed into view, 
“ Fire!  Fire ! 
“Hold on!  “roared Harry Wharton. “There’s nothing the matter—ow—ow—ow!” 
Sloosh—swish! sloosh! 
Temple, Dabnpy & Co. had armed themselves with the buckets, which, since the late fire had always been kept filled with water at the end of the passage. Had there had been a real fire in the study, Temple & Co.’s prompt measures would certainly have put it out. As it was, it was the chums of the Remove who were put out. 
Sloosh—swish—sloosh! 
Right and left the gallant rescuers hurled the water, in great floods, and the Removites roared as they wpre drenched, and nearly everything in the study was drenched round them. 
THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
The Rescuers!
“ FIRE!  Fire! “ 
“Rescue!  ” 
“We’ll save you!  “ 
“You beasts!”
“Yah! cads!” 
“ Get out ! “ 
“Gr-r-r-r-rooh!  ” 
“Stop it!”
The study was in a roar of voices. The rescuers—most of whom were quite aware by this time, that there was no fire— did not slacken their efforts on that account. They redoubled them. Water was passed in the red bucket along the passage by willing hands, and flood after flood was soused into the study. 
Often enough had the Upper Fourth come into collision with the Remove, and had the worst of it. But the table were turned now. It was a field day for Temple, Dabney & Co. They made the most of it. Harry Wharton and his churns staggered under the floods of water that were hurled into the study. Billy Bunter had squirmed under the table, and was rrouching there, drenched. The Famous Fourc delete, made a rush at the rescuers, but the drenching floods of water drove them back. 
Nugent sat down—in a flood: Bob Cherry reeled into the fireplace; Hurree Singh dodged behind the bookcase. Right and left the floods of water soused. 
“Fire? Fire!” 
Harry Wharton made a renewed and desperate rush at the grinning Temple- the leader of the outrageous ” jape.” 
Right at him came the water—a bucketful, and then another— one meeting him in the face, and the next on the chest. He staggerpd, but did not fall. He rushed on, and closed with Temple. 
“Here, hold on!  ” gasped the captain of the Upper Fourth. 
“It’s all right! ‘We’ve saved you.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the rescuers. 
“Now save yourself, then! “growled Harry, gripping Temple tight, and rolling over with him. Harry could not possibly have got much wetter than he already was but Temple, who was something of a dandy, and prided himself upon being the best. dressed fellow in the Upper Fourth, struggled desperately to avoid the water. But it was of no avail.  He went over with a bump, and Harry rolled him in the soaking carpet. And an enthusiastic rescuer, rushing up with a fresh bucket of water, hurled it blindly in, and it flooded equally over both of then. 
“Hallo! what is all this fearful row about?’ 
Wingate of the Sixth came pushing his way angrily through the crowd in the passage. Way was made by the grinning juniors for the captain of the school. The Sixth-Former reached the door of the study, and stood gazing in, in blank amazement. 
“What—what—what does this mean ? he gasped. 
Temple tore himself away from Harry Wharton and sat up. He was drenched and rumpled and dirty; his collar was a limp rag, his necktie hanging over one shoulder. It was very difficult to recognise the dandy of the Upper Fourth. 
“Ow!” he panted. “Yow—grooh!  I’m wet.” 
“So am I,” said Harry, getting up. “One good turn deserves another. You won’t be so jolly quick to come to the rescue next time.”
“What does it all mean ? “ demanded Wingate. 
“There was an alarm of fire,” said Fry meekly. “We came to the rescue. We’ve saved the lives of these youngsters” 
“Rats!  ” gasped Bob Cherry. You know there wasn’t any fire!  ” 
“The ratfulness is terrific.” 
“There were flames and smoke soaring—” 
“Oh, go easy with the soaring!  ” 
“Soaring out of the window,” said Fry obstinately. “We rushed to the rescue. You know these youngsters burnt down this part of the school once.” 
“It was only a methylated spirit stove going a little rocky,” said Nugent. “These Upper Fourth beasts knew it jolly well, too.” 
Wingate grinned. 
“There seems to have been a mistake,” he said. 
“If there was a mistake, we’re sorry for it,” said Temple. “We considered it our duty to come to the rescue, although we are not on the best of terms with the Remove.” 
“Oh, rather!” said Dabney. 
“You beasts!” growled Bob Cherry. “We’ll pay you out for this.” 
“Ungrateful rotters 1” said Fry. “This is what we get for saving their lives. Look here, Wingate. anybody vill tell 
that flames and smoke were soaring out of the study window. 
A score of voices eageri bore out Fry’s statement. Wingate ucid tied. 
Appearances are against you any a a ,“ ho said to the Removites. “ You’d butter be more careful with your next nxth.ylated spirit stove. $o off, you youngsters.” 
Wingate walked away, and the juniors followed, grinning— all except Temple. He was a little too wet and rumpled to grin. 
‘rhe occupants cxl No. 1 Study looked at one another. Ne er bad a disaster fallen upon the study so suddenly and so coin. pletoly. Billy Bunter crawled out from under tho table and wiiiinpered. 
I shall catch my death of cold, through this,” he moaned. I know I shall! ‘I regard you follows as responsible. I sin certain I shall expire.” 
Well, that’s one comfort,” said Bob Cherry heartlessly. If you’re quite certain on that point, Bunter, it’s a sufficient consolation for what’s happened.” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“My hat!” said Harry. “This has been a time? I think we’ll put off tea a little while we go and get cleaned up. We’ll make those Upper Fourth rotters sit up for this, too!” 
Hazeldene wiped the water out of his eyes. 
You’d better come and have tea in my study,” he remarked. “You can bring the grub along, but—but not the methylated spirit stove.  I’d rather have the fire lighted and the kettle boiled in the usual way.” 
“Yes, just a few!  ” said Bob Cherry. “I’ve come across some rotten ideas in my time, but I must say that Inky’s ideas are about the rottenest I have ever encountered.” 
“But if the worthy stove had been handled with the modicum of commonplace sense, the occurfulness of the catastrophe would have been non-existent,” suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur gently. To which Bob Cherry replied with an ancient and expressive monosyllable—” Rats!  ” 
The juniors had to change their clothes from top to toe. Outer and inner garments alike were drenched. After a rub down and a change of clothes they felt better, and Hazeldene’s suggestion of having tea in his study was adopted. No, I was not likely to be fit for habitation for some time to come, and the boys’ maid, who had the pleasing duty of keeping clean the whole Remove passage, was certain to have plenty to do in getting No. 1 to rights again. 
Hazeldene shared his study with Bulstrode. The latter was present when six juniors presented themselves at the study door, and Hazeldene ushered his guests in. Each of the guests carried a contribution to the tea, but the methylated spirit stove still reposed on the window-sill of No. 1. Bulstrode was sitting in the arm-chair, with his feet on the table, reading, when the juniors came in. He looked round, and Wharton’s brows contracted a little. He was on the worst of t terms with Bulstrode, and though Hazeldene certainly had the right to ask anybody he chose into his study, Harry half regrettpd having accepted the invitation. But, to his surprise. Bulstrode greeted the rather numerous visitors with a genial nod, and rose from his chair. 
“Hallo, I hear you’ve had a fine old time,” he remarked. 
“I believe I saw somebody about your size in the crowd, chucking in the water,” said Bob Cherry auspiciously. The burly Rennovite chuckled. 
“Well, everybody has to lend a hand at the alarm of fire,” he said. “I did my little bit towards putting you out. It was really a very bright idea for Temple, Dabnpy & Co.. They don’t usually hit on a thing like that. Have you fellows come in to tea? 
“Yes, Hazeldene’s asked us; our study’s drenched.” 
“That’s all right ; you’re quite welcome. I’ll light the fire,” said Bulstrode. 
And he proceeded to do so. The juniors could only stare. It was so utterly unlike Bulstrode to say or do anything of the sort that they were naturally a little bewildered. True, only a few days before Harry had been the means of doing Bulstrodo a great service, and clearing him of an unjust suspicion. But he had never expected that to make any great change in the “manners and customs” of the Remove bully. 
However, the fire was soon going, and thp kettle singing away cheerily, and the juniors—hungry enough for their very late tea—sat down round the table. Bulstrode brought out several good things from the cupboard to grace the board, and joined them. He could be very agreeable when he hiked— and he hiked now. During the tea, it crossed the minds of the visitors several times that perhaps they had been a little rough on Bulstrode. 
Billy Bunter made a record short stay at the tea-table. After eating only enough for three, he rose to his feet. 
“I shall have to buzz off,” he remarked. 
Bulstrode looked at him in amazement. 
“Buzz off?” he repeated. “Why, there’s some more jam —and more ham—and more cold beef.” 
“ Oh, really, Bulstrode—” 
“ Sit down, porpoise, and finish, the jam, at least,” said Bulstrodp good naturedly. 
“I really don’t see why you fellows should imagine that I eat a lot,” said Bunter, with an air of offended dignity. “I’m of a delicate constitution, and I require keeping up with constant nourishment. Otherwise, I don’t care much for eating—I really do it from a sense of duty.” 
“Jolly dutiful chap, Bunter!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
“I’vp got to look alter my camera now,” said Bunter. “I only hope it hasn’t been damaged by those asses flooding the study like that. If you fellows like to come out into the Close when you’ve finished and have your photos taken, I shall be very pleased to take you in a group. I am thinking of doing coloured enlargements at ten shillings each; they would make a splendid ornament for any fellow’s study. Blessed if I see what you’re cackling at.” 
And Bunter went out,  leaving the chums of the Remove still cackling. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

The Greyfriars Photographer ReceIves a Shock. 

THE tea passed oft pleasantly enough, in spite of the somewhat incongruous elements in the party, and a little later the Famous Four rose to go.  Hazeldene rose, too. 
“Hold on a minute, Vaseline,” said Bulstrode. “I want to speak to you.” 
Hazeldene nodded, and stayed behind when the others left the study. He was looking a little uneasy. He did not know quite what to make of Bulstrodp’s unusual good temper, and he was afraid that there was something behind it. 
“You’ve had a letter front your sister ? “ said the burly Removite agreeably, but without looking at Hazeldene. The latter nodded. 
“Well, can’t you tell a fellow if there’s any news?” 
“Oh, it’s nothing!” said Hazeldene awkwardly. “Marjorie and Clara want me to take a few friends over to Cliff House to tea to-morrow night.” 
“I thought so. Who are you going to take?” 
“Only No. 1 Study.” 
“You can’t take your own study-mate, I suppose?” asked Bulstrode, with an unpleasant glitter in his eyes. 
Hazeldene reddened, and was silent. He had half expected that, and he did not know what to say. Wharton would have said out plainly, “ No, I can’t,” but Hazeldene was not much like Wharton. He was too weak by nature to say a direct No” to anybody, and his weakness had got him into more than one serious scrape. 
“Well, you see,” he began at last—” Marjorie says——” He hesitated. 
“She says a few friends,” said Bulstrode. “ I suppose I’m a friend? Hang it! I think I’ve stood your friend once or twice.” 
“If you’re referring to that money——” 
“I’m not. I suppose what you mean is that your sister doesn’t like me?” said Bulstrode slowly. 
“Well, she doesn’t, you know. It was chiefly the caddish way you treated Linley’s sister. I—I mean——” 
“I know what you mean,” said Bulstrode grimly. “ I’m not going to lick you, Blessed if I know what Marjorie can see in that factory cad !“ 
“He’s a decent chap enough.” 
“There’s such a thing as keeping up one’s class,” said Bulstrode loftily. “But I’m not going to talk about Linley. You know I don’t like him. Look here, I—I want to come to Cliff House.” He turned red. “I’m not in the habit of going around begging for invitations. But I want to come.” 
“I—I—I’ll ask Wharton.” 
“What’s Wharton got to do with it ? “ broke out Bulstrode angrily. “Since you were taken up by that study, you’re always at the same old tune—Wharton says this, and Wharton says that. Hang Wharton!”
“He’s done a lot for me,” said Hazeldene with some spirit. “So have 1—if you come to that. Look here, am I coming to Cliff House to-morrow or not?” 
“Well, I suppose you can come if you want to,” said Hazeldene weakly. 
“That’s settled then.” 
Hazeldene nodded, and left the study with a worried look on his face. He knew that the addition to the party would not be welcome to No. 1 Study, and he was very much afraid that it would not be welcome to Marjorie & Co. But there was no help for it now. The Famous Four were going down to the cricket ground, and Hazeldene joined them. Under Wharton’s lead, Hazeldene was becoming a very fair cricketer, and he admitted that it was a great deal better than hanging about the Cloisters smoking cheap cigarettes, as had been his habit not so very long ago. 
“Do you fellows mind if Bulstrode comes to-morrow?” he asked, a little shamefacedly. 
Harry Wharton looked rather grim. 
“That’s for you to settle,” he said shortly. 
“Well, he wanted to come, and—and I told him he could. I expect he will behave himself all right, you know, He can be all right when he chooses.” 
The chums of No. 1 Study vouchsafed no reply to that remark. As Wharton said, it was for Hazeldene to settle who he would take; but if they had known in advance that Bulstrode was coming, they would have hesitated to join the party. It was true enough that the Remove bully could be “all right when he chose” the trouble was that he very seldom chose to be all right. His impertinence to Miss Primrose had once caused a serious coolness between Cliff House and Greyfriars, and the juniors had not forgotten it. 
Without saying anything further on the matter, as it was settled now and could not be helped, they went out to the cricket. The long summer evenings gave light enough for cricket practice almost up to supper time, a fact of which the keen cricketers of the Remove took full advantage. The Upper Fourth were at practice on their ground, which adjoined the Remove pitch, and they greeted the Famous Four with grins, and one or two cries of “Fire, fire! ” Wharton & Co. studiously took no notice, though their faces were somewhat pink. 
Harry Wharton donned his batting gloves, affecting not to hear the voice of Billy Bunter, who was calling to him to come and join a group to be photographed. Bunter had the camera in position now. There were a crowd of juniors round him, and a few seniors, all surprised to see Billy in possession of the stand camera. Billy Bunter’s romances about his financial resources were well known all over Greyfriars, and generally discounted; but the camera seemed to back them up for once. It was evidently an expensive one. 
“Look here,” said Blundell of the Fifth. “It’s no good your telling us that you got that camera as a gift from the Fair Trading Co. We can’t swallow it. If it’s a present from somebody, why can’t you say so?” 
“Well, if you don’t believe me, Blundell, I’m sincerely sorry, but——” 
“Of course I don’t.” 
“Well, there’s the camera.” 
“Yes, I see it is. It strikes me that you’ve been borrowing tin all this time on false pretences, and that you’ve got money,” said Blundell severely. 
Bunter was not blind to the advantage it might be to him to be supposed to “have money”; so he let it go at that. He turned his attention to the camera, leaving Blundell convinced that he had secret resources which he had drawn upon for the purchase of that valuable article. 
The camera was in position, and Bunter was all ready to dodge under the black cloth. Ogilvy, the amateur photographer of the Remove, had given him a few hints about using it, and Bunter had already had considerable practice with other people’s cameras. Ogilvy offered to take the photograph for him, and handle the whole matter, but this generous offer was declined. 
“Now you chaps who are going to have your photos taken,” said Bunter, in a businesslike tone. ‘ Stand together. Try to look pleasant, Blundell.” 
“Why, you cheeky young bounder—” 
“And don’t talk, Keep your feet still, Micky Desmond.” 
“Faith, and I—” 
“You can’t jaw while I’m posing you. All of you ready? 

I say, Wharton—I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, bawling to the cricket pitch. “Do you want to come and join the group? I can’t waste quarter-plates, but you can come in this lot if you like.” 
“Oh, go and eat coke!  ” called back Bob Cherry, who was bowling to Wharton, and the Nabob of Bhanipur added that the cokefulness was terrific. 
“I’d advise you to get a bit further off with that camera.” called out Frank Nugent. “Thero’s no net up on this sido.” 
“If you think I’m going to muck up all my arrangement4 for the sake of 3’OtW rotten cricket, Nugent——” 
“Oh, suit yourself, Peckham!  ” 
“All of you chaps ready?” 
“Faith, and it’s ready for five minutes we’ve been. I shall have to stand on the other leg intoirely.” 
“Keep still!” said Bunter, disappearing under the cloth. “Righto—buck up !” 
And the group stood very still, with that painful expression upon their faces which a photographer’s victims generally summon up when they are told to look pleasant. Click! 
The click came from the cricket-field, where Wharton was playing Bob Cherry’s bowling. A mighty swipe sent the ball on its travels, and for a moment the fields men did not know where it was gone. But only for one moment. Then they knew!
For Billy Bunter was seen to give a convulsive leap into the air, his little fat legs kicking out spasmodically from under the black cloth and then the camera went over with a crash. 
Billy Bunter had stopped the ball—-quite unintentionally— and there was a roar from the cricketers: 
“Bravo!  Well stopped!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

The Splendid Gift. 

“ OW ! “ roared Bunter, clapping his hand to the spot where the ball had struck him, and dancing round the fallen camera. “ Ow!  Oh!  Ooooh!” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The group were no longer still, they were rocking with laughter. Billy Bunter danced and yelled, and Nugent ran up for the ball.  He disentangled it from the black cloth. 
“ Thanks!  ” he said airily. “ You stopped that beautifully, Bunter.” 
“ Ow!  Ow!  I’m hurt ! “ 
Nugent ran back with the ball. The grinning cricketers resumed their play, and Billy Bunter blinked savagely at thp group before him. They were yelling with merriment. 
“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at.” growled Bunter. “ I’m hurt. Help me to get that beastly thing upright again, some of you. I shouldn’t wonder if it’s damaged. If it is, somebody will have to pay for it. I’m not going to have my camera damaged. Oh, do stop like a farmyard full of rotten of hens! “ 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Ogilvy and Desmond gave Bunter a hand up with the camera. He blinked at the cricket-ground. Wharton was still batting, and Bunter considered it upon the whole advisable to get further off. He carried the camera over towards the house, and the group followed. They were anxious to have their photographs taken; as Russell remarked, it wasn’t every day you could get it done for nothing. 
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“Look here,” said Blundell of the Fifth. “It’s no good your telling us that you got that camera as a gift from the Fair Trading Co. We can’t swallow it. If it’s a present from somebody, why can’t you say so?” 
“Well, if you don’t believe me, Blundell, I’m sincerely sorry, but——” 
“Of course I don’t.” 
“Well, there’s the camera.” 
“Yes, I see it is. It strikes me that you’ve been borrowing tin all this time on false pretences, and that you’ve got money,” said Blundell severely. 
Bunter was not blind to the advantage it might be to him to be supposed to “have money”; so he let it go at that. He turned his attention to the camera, leaving Blundell convinced that he had secret resources which he had drawn upon for the purchase of that valuable article. 
The camera was in position, and Bunter was all ready to dodge under the black cloth. Ogilvy, the amateur photographer of the Remove, had given him a few hints about using it, and Bunter had already had considerable practice with other people’s cameras. Ogilvy offered to take the photograph for him, and handle the whole matter, but this generous offer was declined. 
“Now you chaps who are going to have your photos taken,” said Bunter, in a businesslike tone. ‘ Stand together. Try to look pleasant, Blundell.” 
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“Faith, and it’s ready for five minutes we’ve been. I shall have to stand on the other leg intoirely.” 
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And the group stood very still, with that painful expression upon their faces which a photographer’s victims generally summon up when they are told to look pleasant. Click! 
The click came from the cricket-field, where Wharton was playing Bob Cherry’s bowling. A mighty swipe sent the ball on its travels, and for a moment the fields men did not know where it was gone. But only for one moment. Then they knew!
For Billy Bunter was seen to give a convulsive leap into the air, his little fat legs kicking out spasmodically from under the black cloth and then the camera went over with a crash. 
Billy Bunter had stopped the ball—-quite unintentionally— and there was a roar from the cricketers: 
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“ OW ! “ roared Bunter, clapping his hand to the spot where the ball had struck him, and dancing round the fallen camera. “ Ow!  Oh!  Ooooh!” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The group were no longer still, they were rocking with laughter. Billy Bunter danced and yelled, and Nugent ran up for the ball.  He disentangled it from the black cloth. 
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Nugent ran back with the ball. The grinning cricketers resumed their play, and Billy Bunter blinked savagely at thp group before him. They were yelling with merriment. 
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
Ogilvy and Desmond gave Bunter a hand up with the camera. He blinked at the cricket-ground. Wharton was still batting, and Bunter considered it upon the whole advisable to get further off. He carried the camera over towards the house, and the group followed. They were anxious to have their photographs taken; as Russell remarked, it wasn’t every day you could get it done for nothing. 
Bunter set up the tripod again, at a safe distance. He was up almost under the windows of his form-master’s study now, but he did not notice Mr. Quelch looking out of the window with an amazed expression upon his face. 
Having formed the group to his satisfaction, Bunter was about to disappear under the black cloth again, when there came a sudden interruption. 
“ Bunter!”
It was the form master’s voice, in tones so sharp that Bunter gave a wild jump, and nearly knocked the stand over again.
“Y-e-e-e-s, sir.” 
“What are you doing with that camera?” 
“This camera, sir ? Taking photographs, sir. I haven’t taken any yet, as I’ve been continually interrupted by silly asses—ahem!—I—I mean, I——” 
“Whose camera is that ?
“Mine, sir!” 
“Take care what you say, Bunter. I was expecting a new stand camera to ho delivered to me this afternoon. As it did not arrive, I sent down to Friardale, and have just received word that it was taken in here by a boy, who signed the carriers note for it. Where did you get that camera ? “ 
“This—this camera was sent me, sir, as—as a prize.” 
“A prize!  A fifteen guinea camera as a prize in a competition? Take care, Bunter !”
“Not in a competition, sir. It was a sent me by the Imperialist Fair Trading Company, sir, as a prize—a—a bonus, sir—for selling ten articles.”
“What was the value of the articles ?” 
“Oh, they were practically priceless, sir. Everything of the finest quality; it was practically impossible to estimate their value———” 
“I mean, what ou give for them ?” 
“Fifteen shillings, sir.” 
“Is it possible, Bunter, that you were stupid enough to expect a bonus of fifteen guineas for selling articles to the value of fifteen shillings ? ‘‘ thundered the Remove-master. 
“You—you don’t understand, sir,” said Billy Bunter feebly. 
“They do it for—for the advertisement, sir.” 
“Don’t be ridiculous, Bunter. Did this camera come here addressed to you ? 
I --I never looked at the address, sir. You see, I was expecting a camera, and so I took it for granted———’’ 
“You took a little too much for granted, I think,” said Mr. Quelch. ‘ That is certainly my camera You damaged my last one, Bunter, when you had the incredible impertinence to take it from my room. If you have damaged this one, you will hear from me. Ogilvy, please take that camera into my study.” 
“Certainly, sir.” 
Billy Bunter blinked after the disappearing camera in utter dismay. 
“You—you’re not going to take it away, sir?” 
“I am not going to lend you an expensive camera to play with, if that is what you mean,” said the Remove-master severely. “ I will overlook your mistake, Bunter, if I find that the camera is not damaged. I cannot, however, refrain from expressing the opinion that you are the most crassly stupid boy at Greyfriars.” 
And with this cheering remark the Remove-master turned away and followed OgiIvy. He disappeared after the camera, leaving Bunter blinking at the grinning faces round him. 
“So that’s the explanation,” grunted Blundell. “ I knew jolly well you never got a camera like that from a swindling company.’’ 
“Oh, really, Blundell———” 
“Faith, and now I come to think of it., there’s a parcel addressed to Bunter in the hall” chuckled Micky Desmond. 
“I shouldn’t wonder if it’s the camera from the Fair Trading Company, Bunty darling.” 
Bunter went slowly into the house.  He was still rather inclined to think that tlp mistake was on Mr. Quelch’s side, and that the camera really belonged to him. But, sure enough, in the hall was a small packet addressed to William George Bunter, Esq., Greyfriars. Billy Bunter picked it up, and turned it over, and looked at it. There were advertisements printed on the outside of the wrapping, and in good sized type appeared the words “ Imperialist. Fair Trading Co.” 
There was no mistake about it, this was the camera. 
Surrounded by a crowd of grinning fellows, Bunter opened the packet. It contained a camera, and a grandiloquent note informing the fortunate recipient that this was the magnificent Hawkseye Camera, which was awarded him for selling the ten articles. The camera certainly was a camera ; but it was not exactly up to Bunter’s expectations, especially after handling the new camera of the Form-master. It was a tiny thing, covered with black cloth, and contained six cheap tin dark-slides. There was no doubt that it would take photographs, though what kind of photographs it would take remained to be proved by experience. 
Bunter’s face was a study as he examined it, The crowd round him roared. 
“ Blest if it was worth while pestering fellows to death to buy ten giddy articles to get a thing like that,” said Trevor. 
“ Oh, it’s a camera !“ said Skinner. “ You can’t buy ‘em even like that under two-and-six. I should say the cost-price was ninepence.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
And the ten articles were worth about threepence each,” remarked Lacy, with an air of calculation. “That makes half-a-crown for the articles and half-a-crown for the camera—five bob the lot—in return for Bunter’s fifteen bob—or somebody else’s fifteen bob, rather, as I suppose Bunty borrowed it.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It’s a swindle!” said Bunter. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Everybody told you that at the start,” grinned Skinner. 
“But you knew such a precious lot, you frabjous duffer.” 
“I wish I had the fifteen bob, now,” growled Bunter. “This is what comes of being so beastly honest.. I’m always suffering for my honesty. Blessed if it isn’t enough to make a chap throw up his principles.” 
“You wouldn’t have to exert much strength to throw up yours,” said Russell drily. ‘ They’d go up like a ping-pong ball.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Bunter grunted, and walked away with the camera under his arm.  He looked in at Bulstrode’s study. The big Removite was writing a letter, and the envelope, already addressed, lay on the blotting-sheet. It was addressed to “ Miss Hazeldene, Cliff House School, near Friardale.” Bunter, who never failed to see everything that did not concern him, noticed it at once. Bulstrode looked up irritably, and pushed the envelope under the blotting-paper. 
“What do you want ? “ he said angrily. “ Why can’t you knock, you young pig ? “ 
“I'm sincerely sorry, Bulstrode, of course., I didn’t know you were writing to Marjorie Hazeldene, or——” 
“What do you want ? “ roared Bulstrote. 
“It’s about this camera. It’s a swindle. Quelch has collared my new camera, He says it’s his, and I’ve got this thing. That’s all I’ve got in return for the fifteen bob I sent to the Fair Trading Company.” 
“Serve you jolly well right! Gct out!” 
“But, look here ; if you had left it to me I shouldn’t have sent them the money ; not till my postal-order had come, anyway, You really made me lose the money, Bulstrode.” 
“Well it was my money. Shut up, and get out.” 
“It wasn’t your money if you gave it to me,” argued Bunter. You insisted upon getting a postal-order, and crossing it, as if you thought I should try to keep the money ! “ 
“I knew you’d keep it, if you could. Bunk.” 
“Oh, really, Bulstrode!  Under the circumstances, as you’ve caused me a dead loss, I think you ought to have this camera, and refund me the fifteen shillings.” 
Bulstrode did not reply to this decidedly cool suggestion. He rose from his seat and picked up a dog-whip. Bunter made a wild rush for the door, but he was not quite quick enough. The lash curled round his fat legs, undo he jumped about a foot off the linoleum, and then he went down the passage as he could never have gone down the cinder-path. He kept on at a wild rush till the slam of the door informed him that Bulstrode was not pursuing, and hen he stopped breathless. 
“The—the beast!  “ he muttered. “ Fancy deliberately doing a chap out of fifteen bob like that!  I—I’ve a jolly good mind to complain to the Head!”
But on second thoughts Bunter decided not to mention the matter to the Head. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter In the Wars. 

“I SAY, you fellows, what timc are you starting this afternoon?”
Billy Bunter asked the question the next morning, has he bore down upon the chums of the Remove in the Close just before morning school. 
Harry Wharton looked at the fat junior in a very peculiar way. 
“What do you want to know for ? “ he asked in his turn. 
“Well,” said Bunter, blinking at him, “ I suppose I’d better got ready, hadn’t I ? I shall have to put on a clean collar, and—and——” 
“Wash your neck,” suggested Bob Cherry. 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“No need,” said Nugent. “ Bunter isn’t coming, so he can leave his clean collar in the box, and let the present one get a shade darker—if it can.” 
“Oh, yes, I’m coming, Nugent!  ” 
“Your mistake.” 
“Look here, if you think you’re going to leave me behind, you’re jolly well mistaken,” said Billy Bunter wrathfully. “Besides, what would Marjorie say?” 
“She won’t notice whether you’re there or not.” 
 “Won’t she. If a chap’s wilfully blind I’ve nothing more to say about thc matter,” said Bunter. “ But I tell you that if I don’t come Marjorie Hazeldene will be pretty cross, You’ll see.” 
‘Look here, you worm.” said Bob Cherry, taking Bunter by one fat ear. “It’s because you’re such a fat, conceited, nasty little pig that we’re not going to take you. You aren’t fit to talk to a girl. You’re going to stay here, and if you say another word on the subject I’ll—I’ll squash you like a fat beetle!”
And Bob Cherry strode away. His companions went with him, evidently in full approval of Bob’s decision, and Bunter was left blinking with wrath. 
He stood blinking for a minute, and then he ran after them. He wasn’t going to be left out of that tea-party if he could help it. 
“ Hold on a minute, Wharton ! “ he panted. “ Look here, if Marjorie & Co. are going to have tea in the study they’ll want somebody to help them with the cooking. You know what a jolly good cook I am.” 
“Get off ! You’re not coning, and that’s flat!”
“You—you beasts!  I’ll- -I’ll write to Marjorie myself. I wish I had asked Bulstrodp to put in a word for me now.” 
“Eh!  What’s that about Bulstrode ?” 
“Oh, you didn’t know he was writing to Marjorie last night, did you ?  Well——” 
Bob Cherry looked angry for a moment, and then he gave Bunter a push that made him sit down with a bump on the grass. 
“Some more of you’re yarns. I expect,” he said savagely, and the juniors walked away, and Bunter, quite out of breath, was unable to asseverate that it was not a yarn this time. 
Indeed, it was some minutes before he was able to rise to his feet, and then the Removites were gone. 
Billy Bunter looked decidedly morose when he came into the Remove-rom with the rest that morning. He particularly wanted to go to tea at Cliff House, and he attributed his exclusion to jealousy on the part of Wharton & Co. 
The evident high spirits of the comrades added to Bunter’s displeasure. They were looking forward to tea at Cliff House, especially tea in the study, though how it was to be arranged was a mystery. 
During morning lessons Bunter several times observed the chums whispering to one another, and he knew they were talking over their plans for the visit. 
“I—I wish I could muck it up for them, and then they’d know better than to leave me out,” muttered Bunter. “ I’ve a jolly good mind to try.” 
Billy Bunter remembered that he was a ventriloquist, and that he had already caused trouble in the Remove with his powers in that line, 
He turned it over in his mind, and blinked doubtfully at Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, but did not venture.  He might have embroiled the chums of the Remove, or he might have been bowled out, and the way Mr. Quelch would have punished any “ fooling “ in the class-room was well known to Bunter, and it made him shiver in anticipation. 
After morning school Bunter approached the chums of the Remove on the subject again ; but they went on to the cricket practice, apparently not even hearing his insistent remarks. 
He sought out Hazeldene, and found him, talking to Mark Linley under the elms. 
Bunter what they were saying in he came up, and his indignation knew no bounds when he learned that Hazeldene was arranging to take the Lancashire lad to Cliff House to tea. 
“My word ! “murmured Billy Bunter. “That chap is a scholarship kid, a chap who has worked in a mill, and Vaseline’s going to take him and leave me out!  What on earth is the world coning to, I wonder t “ 
Billy Bunter did not reflect that the “ mill boy” was a lad whom anybody might have been proud to own as a friend, and that Marjorie liked hinunconsciously because he had that inborn respect for women which is the mark of a brave and manly nature. 
Billy Bunter was probably incapable of feeling respect for anything, unless it were something to eat, and if a girl were at all kind to hin he immediately began to plume himself and reflect upon his powers as a lady-killer. 
“I say, Vaseline,” he said, poking Hazeldene in the ribs in the unpleasant way he had—” I say, old fellow— “ 
“Hallo!” said Hazeldene. “How long have I been old fellow press?  I haven’t had a remittance today, and I’m not expecting one, so you needn’t work off that on me.” 
“Oh, really, Hazeldene——” 
“Buzz off!  I’m talking to Linley.” 
“Yes, 1 know you are,” said Bunter indignantly. “ I heard what you were saying, and really, I must say I am shocked. If you’re looking out for an addition to the party you might take a gentleman—myself, for instance. Linley’s all right.” added Buntet hastily, remembering that the Lancashire lad was a hard hitter. “But it’s no good blinking facts. Better take a gentleman while you’ve got the chance.” 
Hazeldene looked from one to the other—from the well set-up, athletic Lancashire lad, to the fat, greedy owl of the Remove, and burst into a laugh. 
Mark Linley laughed, too. Bunter was too ridiculous to excite anger. 
“Blessed if I see what you’re cackling at,” said Bunter peevishly. “ You know jolly well that Linley oughtn’t to have been sent to a school like this, My people were shocked when I told them. They said I mustn’t associate with him ; but I’m so good-natured, I’ve always taken notice of him, haven’t I?” 
“Thank you,” said Mark. 
Well, it’s nice to see a fellow properly grateful.” said Bunter fatuously. “But to come back to our mutton, Vaseline, I’ll come with you to Cliff House this afternoon, if you like.” 
“I don’t like,” said Hazeldene. 
“Oh, really—you see, I ought to come. I can help with the cooking. And then, there’s my camera. Ogilvy has some plates that will just fit it, that belonged to an old camera of his, and haven’t been used. I shall be able to take photos——” 
“Like the last lot,” grinned Hazeldene. “Would you mind going and talking somewhere else, where I can’t hear you, Bunty?”
“Look here, if you won’t take me——” 
“Well, I won’t, and that settles it,” said Hazeldene, who did not consider the fat junior worth wasting politeness upon.  My sister doesn’t like you.” 
“‘Stuff !  That’s all you know. Sisters don’t tell their brothers everything. If you only knew—ow-wow!”
Thump!
Bunter staggered against a tree, rubbing his nose, which felt as if it had swollen to twice its natural size on the spur of the moment. 
“Ow! “ he gasped. “ You beast! I’m hurt!” Hazeldene was glaring at him. 
“Got any more to say?” he demanded. 
“ Ow-wow! No. I—I was only joking.” 
“You’d better find another subject for jokes,” said Hazeldene. 
“I’ll give you a licking you’ll remember next time.” 
And he strode away with Linley. 
Billy Bunter rubbed his red and swelling nose ruefully, and dabbed it with his handkerchief, as he discovered that the “claret” was flowing. 
“Beast “ he murmured. They’re all beasts!  I’m thrown away at this school. There’s nobody here who’s fit to be my chum. Fancy that beast punching my nose like that, just because his sister’s fond of ne. Ow!  it hurts.” And Billy Bunter drifted away disconsolately. 
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Detained, 
“HALLO ! hallo ! hallo!” murmured Bob Cherry, as he came into the class-room that afternoon. “ Where did Bunter get that nose ?I” 
“Phew! “said Nugent. “ Looks as if he had jammed it against something—somebody‘s fist, very likely.” 
The jamfulness must have been great.” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. “ for the crimsonfulness and the swollpnfulness of the honourable Bunter’s esteemed proboscis are terrific.” 
Billy Bunter went sulkily to his seat. 
He was feeling injured — in his nose and in his feelings. He was annoyed with everybody, and especially with Hazeldene.
When M. Charpentier came in to take the French class Bunter’s eyes glittered behind his spectacles. 
He had not ventured upon any “fooling” while Mr. Quelch was there, but with the French master it was different. M. Charpentier was a weak man in dealing with boys, especially the fellows in the most unruly Form at Greyfriars. 
Wharton & Co., of course, were on their best behaviour. 
M. Charpentier had an aversion to punishment, and he was not nearly so free with the taps from the pointer as Mr. Quelch. But he was more free than the Form-master with impots, and that afternoon the chums would rather have been caned to any extent than detained after half-past four. 
Detention was M. Charpentier’s almost in a variable punishment for all of offences, and detention was just what they dreaded just then, with the invitation to Cliff House before their minds. 
And so the Famous Four were very good, and Hazeldene was very good, and even Bulstrode, who of often found amusement in giving the French master as much trouble as possible, was very good as well. 
Mark of Linley, who knew the value of learning far too well to ever waste time in class, was the same as usual—quiet, respectful, and attentive, and so keen to gain knowledge that the master always turned to him with a sense of relief after the other fellows. 
There were many fellows in the Remove who characterized Linley as a “ swot “ and a “ sap “; but Mark’s early training had been too hard for him to have any inclination to waste his chances. 
As the Removites, as a rule, followed the example of of either Wharton or Bulstrode, the wholp class was on good behaviour, and M. Charpentier, who always entered the Remove-room with an uneasy feeling, was greatly relieved. 
But there was trouble to come. 
Bunter was on the warpath. 
He bided his time until M. Charpentier was talking to Hazeldene, and then he began. 
“Ve vill take ze vairb penser,” said M. Chareentier. “ You, Hazeldene—” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“You vill tell me—eh, vat you say ?” 
“Excuse me, sir. There’s a spot of ink on your nose.” 
It was a voice exactly resembling Hazeldene’s, and it came from the back of the class where Hazeldene was. 
“Ciel ! “said M. Charpentier. Zat is no mattair.” 
He drew out a big handkerchief and wiped his little fat nose with it. 
“ Is it gone now!”
“Eh, sir? I didn’t speak.” 
“You tell me at I have spot on ze nose.” 
“No, I didn’t, sir,” said Hazeldene, who had been mentally preparing to answer the French-master’s questions, and had no ears for Bunter’s ventriloquism. 
“I zink you vander in your mind, Hazeldene.” said M. Charpentier, looking puzzled.  However, to continue.  Ze present indicative of penser.” 
“Je pong, tu pong, il pong,” said Hazeldene cheerfully. 
“My word!” murmured Bob Cherry. “Why don’t you make it Je ping-pong while you’re about it?” 
“Go on, Hazeldene.” 
“Excuse me, sir——” 
“ Eh ? Who speak?” 
“You’ve a spot of ink on your nose, sir.” 
“Mon Dieu ! Zat is no business of any poy in zis class,” said M. Charpentier irritably. He rubbed his nose again till it shone like a poppy. “Zere!  Now go on!” 
“ Excuse me, sir—” 
It was a voice from the end of the class, and N. Charpentier turned in that direction somewhat excitedly, 
“Who speak viz me?  “he exclaimed. 
“There’s a spot of ink on your nose, sir.” 
M. Charpentier breathed hard. He rushed to the little glass behind his desk, and looked at the reflection of his nose. That organ was growing red from the rubbings he had given it, but there was no trace of ink upon it. 
He came out again with knitted brows. It was evidently a “rag” to his mind—a concerted piece of impertinence such as the Remove sometimes indulged in when they were on the warpath. It was natural that N. Charpentier should think so, for every time he heard the “Excuse me!  ” it was in a different voice. 
“ Mon bleu!  ” said M. Charpentier. “I zink vun poy in zis class start a shoke and zat ozzer poys take it up. I zink zey are foolish and sheeky. Ve vill go on viz ze lesson, and I hope zere be no more interruptions.” 
“Excuse me, sir——” “It was a voice from the back row, and M. Charpentier stared fixedly across the class. 
“Vat you say?” 
“You’ve got a spot of ink on your nose, sir,” 
“It is not true,’ shouted M. Charpentier. “I ordair you to stand out before ze class, you garcon who speak.” 
But the garcon who spoke did not accept the invitation. M. Charpentier was growing as red as a turkey-cock. 
“If you please, sir—. 
M. Charpentier whirled round. 
“There’s a spot of ink on your nose, sir.” 
The French-master simply gasped.  
He could not “ place “ the speaker, or be certain of the voice, and all the boys were looking amazed, and their faces gave no clue. Such an unheard of length of impertinence was amazing even to capital M. Charpentier, who had had some troublous times with the Greyfriars Remove. 
He looked staring at the class at a loss what to do, and in the painful silence that ensued the voice was heard again from a different direction, 
“Excuse me, Mossoo——” 
“Mon Dieu!  ” 
“There’s a spot of ink on your nose.” 
“Ah! I not bear zis!” shrieked the French-master. “It ees a trick—a plot! It ees vat you call a rag ! I not bear eet, I detain ze whole class for an hour after ze school.” 
“Oh. sir,” exclaimed Billy Bunter, “that wouldn’t be fair, sir.” 
“ Silence, Buntair!  ” 
“ Yes, sir, but—” 
There was a deep murmur of disapproval from the Remove. It certainly wasn’t fair to punish the whole class because of a few raggers and their little jokes. 
M. Charpentier hesitated as he heard the murmur. He was an excitable little man, but he tried to be just. 
“I have been badly treated viz you,” he said. “I try to do ny duty, and I am stop and prevent all ze time, I call upon the shokers to stand forth.” 
But the jokers did not stand forth. 
“Excuse me, sir—” 
“Ah!  Zere is ze shoker again!  Who speak!  ” 
“There’s a spot of ink on your nose, sir.” 
“Mon Dieu! Zat is too mooch. Hazeldene, it vas you who start dis slhkc, and I detain you until six o’clock zis evening.  If cere is vun more shoke I detain ze whole class ! I mean zat.” 
“But, sir,” said the dismayed Hazeldene, “ I—” 
“Silence!  ” 
“But I didn’t——” 
“Anozzer word,” shouted “M. Charpentier, almost dancing with rage—” anozzer vord, garcon, and I send you in to ze Head.’ 
Hazeldene was silent. He hadn’t any idea why M. Charpentier had picked upon him, but it was clearly worse than useless to argue with the little Frenchman in his present state of mind. 
There were no more jokes during the lesson, and M. Charpentier congratulated himself that the threat of detaining the whole class had had its effect. As a matter of fact, the ventriloquist had effected his purpose. 
French was the last lesson that afternoon, and when it was over—to the equal relief of master and pupils—the Lower Fourth was dismissed from the Form-room. As they went out, Hazeldene was the recipient of many sympathetic glances.  He remained sitting at his desk. 
The Remove went their way. M. Charpentier closed down the lid of his desk with a bang. 
“You vill remain until six o’clock, Hazeldene,” he said. “You vill occupy ze time writing out ze irregular vairbs. Bring zpm to me at six o’clock in my study.” 
And he quitted the Form-room. 
And Hazeldene, with a heavy heart, began to write. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter Uses His Influence, 

BILLY BUNTER looked into the Form-room five minutes later.  Hazeldene’s pen was scratching away wearily; he had written about three lines. He looked up as Bunter cautiously opened the door and popped in, closing it behind him. 
“What do you want? “said Hazeldene curtly. 
“Hush! I’m running a lot of risk by coming here and speaking to you. Vaseline,” said Bunter. “There would be a row if Mossoo came in.” 
“Buzz off then !“ 
“Well, I must say you’re ungrateful, Vaseline. I’ve come here to do you a favour. I can got you off if I like.” 
“ Oh, don’t talk rot!  “said Hazeldene irritably. 
“Oh, really, Vaseline! If you don’t want to go over to Cliff House, all right. I thought you’d like to get off the detention.” 
“What do you mean?” said Hazeldene with a gleam of hope. Bunter seemed to be very much in earnest. “You can’t get me off the dentention.” 
“ I think I can, and I’ll try if you hike.” 
“How? “demanded Hazeldene. 
“That’s my business. I’ll try if you like.” 
“Of course I should like. Don’t be an ass.” 
“And if 1 can get you off, you’d like me to come to Cliff House with you ?” said the fat junior blandly. 
Hazeldene hesitated. He could see Bunter’s drift now, and he did not believe that the junior had any means of getting him set at liberty. But if he could manage it, it was only fair to take him to the tea-party. Billy Bunter blinked at him anxiously. 
“Well, what do you say, Vaseline? If I can get you off, will you invite me to tea at Cliff House? You’re taking Bulstrode and Mark Linley, as well as the chaps in my study, so you might as well——” 
“Yes, confound you!” growled Hazeldene. “I know you’re only gassing as usual, but if you can get me off I’ll take you.” 
“Right you are, wait a minute.” 
And Billy Bunter disappeared, leaving Hazeldene in a state of surprise and anxiety. The fat junior almost ran into the chums of No. 1 Study as he left the class-room. They were coming to speak to Hazeldene. Bob Cherry caught Bunter by the shoulder, but the fat junior twisted himself loose. 
“Don’t stop me.” he said. “I’m going to see Charpentier about letting Vaseline off. I think it will be all right if I use my influence.” 
And he ran off, leaving the chums astonished. A minute later he was tapping at M. Charpentier’s door, and the French master bade him enter. The little Parisian was sitting by the sunny open window reading a Paris paper, which he laid on his knee as Bunter came in. 
“Vat you vant, Buntair ?” he asked. 
“If you please, sir, I—I’d like to explain about Hazeldene, It wasn’t he who cheeked you in class this afternoon, sir.” 
“Buntair!  I zink——” 
“It was another chap imitating “voice, sir,” said Bunter hurriedly. “I can tell you who it was, sir.” 
“Ciel! Is it possible zat I have been unjust,” said M. Charpentier, greatly distressed, “Undair ze circonstanees, Buntair, you should certainly tell me ze name of ze vicked poy who did imitate ze voice of ze ozzer. Vat is his name?” Billy Bunter hesitated. 
“You see, sir, I—I——I’m afraid——” 
“Zerp is nozzing to be afraid of,” said Mossoo kindly. “ I vill protect you from ze poy, if it is him you are afraid of.” 
“It’s—it’s not, Sir. I—I hope you won’t punish me, sir— you might think I had done wrong in—in—” 
“Not at all, garcon. It is ferry right and good of you to tell me ze troot,” said M. Charpentier. “I not regard it as ze sneek. You tell me all, and I see zrat you are not hurt.” 
“Then you won’t punish me, sir ? “ 
“Certainly not.” 
“Thank you sir. The—the fellow was——was———”
“Yes, Buntair, who was it?”
“Myself, sir.” 
Monsieur Charpentier looked at Bunter dumbly for a full minute. The fat junior stood waiting in uneasy silence. He did not himself fully realise how colossal his nerve was in catching thc master like this. Twice M. Charpentier opened his lips to speak; once he stretched out his hand towards the cane. But he restrained himself. He had given his word. 
“Buntair,” he said at last, “zis is a trick—an impertinent trick—but the vord of a Frenchman is his bond. You may go.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 
“I vill speak viz Hazeldene myself. Get out of my sight, or I shall forget my parole and giff you ze trashin’.” 
Bunter got out of his sight willingly enough.  He looked in breathlessly at the Form-room door a few moments later. The chums of No.1 Study were in the room chatting with Hazeldene, discussing pros and cons. 
“Better clear,” called out Bunter, “ Charpentier’s coming here.” 
And he vanished. The juniors promptly cleared, and when the little Frenchman arrived in the Form-room, only Hazeldene was there, his pen industriously working away over the foolscap. 
“Hazeldene,” said the French-master, “ I have been enlightened on zis nattair—I an sorry zat I punish you ven you do nozzing. You may go.” 
“Thank you, sir!” said Hazeldene, in wonder. “ Thank you very much!”
“I am sorry zat you have been detain at all.” 
“Oh, that’s nothing, sir!  I don’t mind.” 
And hazeldene gladly put his books away, and joined the chums of the Remove, who were waiting for him in the Close. They were glad, and decidedly surprised, to see him. Bunter who was with them gave a chuckle of triumph. 
“What did I tell you, you fellows?  “ he demanded. 
“A lot of lies,” said Bob Cherry. “ Don’t talk to me about influence with a master, Don’t I know you!
Charpentier’s let me off,” said Hazeldene. “ Hp says he knows it. wasn’t I chipping him in the Form-room, though I’m blessed if I see how he knows it.” 
“I gave him the tip,” said Bunter. “ I needn’t go into 

details, but I’ve cleared the matter up. I used my insurance with Charpentier— —“ 
“Oh, ring off!  ” said Bob Cherry irritably. “Look here, is it true, hazeldene, what this  fat worm says— that you’ve promised to take him to Cliff House if you got off ? 
“ Yes ; I’m sorry. But it really seems to be Bunter who got me off, and it’s only fair to take him,” said Hazeldene. “I can’t understand how to he worked it ; the only thing that’s certain is that he hasn’t told us the truth about it.” 
“Oh, really, Vaseline”—” 
“Oh, shut up! You’re coming: but don’t jaw.” 
Many fellows, however, would have declined permission to accompany the tea-party on terms like those: but Billy Bunter was not particular. Ho buzzed off to get a clean collar and his camera, and Bob Cherry called after him to wash his hands—a performance Bunter was not fond of. 
The chums of the Remove were a little more careful than usual in their attire as they dressed to go out. They donned their nicest clothes and silk hats—a sacrifice on the altar of appearances, as they would greatly have preferred caps or straws. As they came downstairs Bulstrode joined them. Bulstrodp was also very nicely dressed, with a silk hat on, and a very gay waistcoat. The usual domineering manner of the bully of the Remove was conspicuous by its absence. He nodded awkwardly to Wharton and his friends, without speaking. The others felt awkward. They did not want Bulstrode in the party, and they had no intention of being hypocritical about it. At the same time, he was Hazeldene’s guest, and entitled to civility. Mark Linley joined them in the hall. He, too, was sporting a topper—his Sunday topper—the weekday one being decidedly the worse for the wear and tear of the term. 
“What nice boys we look” said Nugent, grinning. “My hat, how comfy those chaps look in flannels over there!” 
“I say, you fellows ——” 
Shut up, Billy ! “ said Bob Cherry imperatively. And look here, if you open your mouth once at Cliff House, I’ll jump my knuckles into it!” 
“Oh, really, Cherry, how am I to have my tea without opening my mouth?” 
“Well, except to oat, then,” said Bob, with a grin. “that’s except opening it about fifty thousand times, I suppose.” 
Bulstrode drew Hazeldene a little aside. The big, burly Removite was looking curiously awkward and conscious. 
“Look here,” he said, in a low tone, “If you don’t want me to come, say so, and I’ll get back!”
“ Oh, it’s all right,” said Hazeldene shortly. 
“I wrote to your sister last night,” said Bulstrode abruptly. 
“The dickens you did!” 
“Yes. I told her I was sorry about—about some things that—that happened once.” said Bulstrode. ‘ Blessed if I know why I care about her opinion, but I seem to somehow. I don’t think she’ll mind my coning.” 
“Oh, that’s all right !” said Hazeldene, in wonder. “ Marjorie never bears malice on her own account; but—but you did treat Linley’s sister in a caddish way, you know. I—I say, Bulstrode, you’re not ill, are you?”
The big Removite glared at him. 
“Ill! No. Why? 
“Oh”, nothing; but—but you seem different somehow,” stammered hazeldene. “I thought you might be ill.” 
Bulstrode relapsed into silence, and did not speak again during the walk to Cliff House, while the rest of the party chatted away pleasantly enough. 
THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Great Preparations. 
“MARJORIE!” 
“Yes, dear?
“Buck up’” said Clara Trevlyn, looking in at the class-room door at Cliff House—Miss Penelope Primrose’s School for Girls. 
Marjorie Hazeldene laughed as she came out. She had lingered behind a moment to speak to Miss Locke, the second mistress of Cliff House. There were three or four girls gathered round Miss Clara in the passage, and they were all looking very animated and excited. 
Marjorie Hazeldene was the acknowledged chief. She was not as lively as Miss Clara by any means, but her head was much the steadier of the two. It had been Clara’s idea in the first “to ask the Greyfriars boys to tea in the “study,” and Marjorie had assented, the other girls agreeing with enthusiasm. 
During their short stay at Greyfriars the Cliff Rouse girls had been able to observe the manners and customs of that curious animal, the Human Boy. At least, that was how Miss Clara put it. Miss Clara’s settled opinion, upon the whole, was that boys were horrid, but that they had their good points, and really ought to be encouraged. 
And there were some Greyfriars’ customs that appealed to her very much. Tea in the study was one of them. They had no separate studies at Cliff House, and that was a grievance with Miss Clara They were allowed to ask their boy,friends to tea, certainly; but where was the fun of having friends to tea at a long table, presided over by Miss Primrose ? Tea then became simply a meal—merely that and nothing more. The adventurousness of tea in the study, of lighting their own fires and boiling their own kettle, making their own tea, and so forth 
—all that was lost. But Miss Clara intended to take a leaf out of the Greyfriars book, and she had brought Marjorie round to her way of thinking. 
Tea in the study was an institution at Greyfriars ; and why not at Cliff House ? The girls put their heads together over it. Hence vast and secret preparations, and the invitation to the Removites. 
“Come, Marjorie,” said Clara reprovingly, as site linked her aria In her friend’s. “ You can chatter about painting to Miss Locke another time.” 
“I was only saying—” 
“Oh, I know—the Coreggiosity of Coregio!” said Miss Clara, laughing. “Never mind that now. We’ve got to get ready for Hazel and his friends. We mustn’t lose time, in case anything goes wrong with the arrangements” 
And after a cautious look round, to make sure that they were not observed, of the girls quitted the schoolhouse, and followed a path through the trees to a distance of about twenty yards from the house. Here stood the gardener’s shed, whoere Mr. McIlvaine, the genial Scottish gardener of Cliff House, kept all his paraphernalia. Mr. McIlvaine was away just now, and not likely to appear on the spot, and the girls were taking advantage of his absence. 
Daring the day they had paid several visits to the shed, and added much in the way of furnishing and adornment to improve its appearance. 
The floor of the shed was of bare planks, but they had covered it with a square of carpet, and the gardening implements had all been stacked away out of sight Some neat chairs had been smuggled into the shed, and a box containing tools, which was too heavy to be moved, had been covered with a counterpane and several cushions to transform it into a sofa 
The grate had been carefully cleaned up, and a fire laid. As a fire was verv seldom lighted in the shed—and never during the summer— it was a little doubtful how the chimney would draw. But that could not be helped. It might draw all right, but, as Miss Clara said very sensibly, it was no good meeting troubles halfway. 
Chintz had been hung over the walls to conceal the rough wood and such implements as could not be removed. Marjorie & Co. had spent a considerable amount of pocket money on their purchases for the adornment of the gardener’s shed, but that would not be wasted, for Miss Clara, who was full of ideas, pointed out that all the materials could be worked up into something or other to be given to the poor. 
“By Jove,” said Miss Clara, who had picked up that expression—and many more—from the boys of Greyfriars ——“by Jove, doesn’t It look ripping !”
“Oh, Clara!” 
“Stuff!  ” said Miss Clara cheerfully. “ No time for ‘ Oh, Clara! ‘now. The bounder’s——” 
“Oh, Clara !“ 
“The bounders,” repeated Miss Clara obstinately—” the bounders may come along any time. We’ve get to get ready. I’ll light the fire. Milly, did you get the—the grub?”
“I’ve got the provisions here, Clara,” said Milly Brown, with a slight emphasis on the word provisions. 
Miss Clara laughed the laugh of superior knowledge. 
“The fellows in the Remove call it grub when they have it in the study.” She explained. “Or ‘tommy ‘—sometimes talk of ‘; never provisions. Anybody got a match ? “ 
Nobody had. 
“Cut off and get a box of matches, Milly,” said Clara. “ You get out the grub,Wilhelmina.  Don’t start on it, though.” 
The German girl smiled, not to say grinned. 
“ It is ferry goot.” she said. “ Milly did buy in der village der goot sausage and bacon, and der lufly eggs and cake. Goot —ferry goot cake!” 
“Where’s that frying—pan ?”
“Dear me,” said Marjorie. “where’s the frying-pan ?” 
“I—I forgot it,” stammered Alice Lake. 
“My goodness, that chap forgets everything “ said Miss Clara. “ Buzz off and get the frying pan, you duffer!”
“ Oh, Clara! 
“ Buzz off ! “ cried Miss Clara. “ Don’t stand looking at me ! Buzz off and get the frying-pan, you—you ass!”  
Quite overcome, Alice hurried off for the frying-pan. 
“What price something to drink ! “ said Miss Clara. “Did you bring the ginger-beer, Norah ?” 
“Faith, and I forgot it intoirely!  “said Norah Flynn 
“Go and get it then ! My goodness, you’ll turn my hair grey among you!  ” 
Milly Brown dashed breathlessly in with a box of much use.  Miss Clara gingerly drew a pair of housemaid’s gloves upon her hands, and proceeded to light the fire.  The fire lighted—and smoked ! Apparently, there was no draught up the chimney ; at all events, the smoke poured into the shed. 
“Br-r-gr-r-r-r-br-r-gr-gr ! “ said Miss Clara, coughing. 
“Oh dear ! “ said Marjorie. “ Wave something before it, Clara, and make the smoke go up the chimney !“ 
“There isn’t anything to wave,” said Clara helplessly. “ My goodness ! How annoying of the fire to smoke like this ! ‘I—I —give me a spade ! 
Marjorie found a spade. and handed it to her, and Miss Clara began to wave it before the fire to fan the flame. The other girls crowded back in time to avoid being brained with the spade. Clara kept it up for several minutes, till she was nearly suffocated with the smoke, and had to run out of the shed to get a breath. 
“Py Chorge “ said Miss Wilhelmina. “ Dat is pad--ferry pad ! I tinks tat ve all be choked mit ourselves pefore, aint it.” 
“Groo—groo—groooh “ was Miss Clara’s reply. 
“I’ve seen somebody make a fire draw by fastening up a sheet of paper before the grate,” said Marjorie. “ Is there a newspaper ? “ 
“I’ll go and find one,” gasped Clara. 
She was five minutes finding the newspaper.  When she returned the site was thick and hazy with smoke, and nobody liked to venture into it. Miss Clara looked into the dimness of it doubtfully. 
“It will suffocate you, dear,” said Milly Brown. 
“Wait till it clears off,” suggested Alice, who had returned with the frying-pan, “ it may clear off presently.” 
Miss Clara sniffed. 
“The guests may be here at any moment. I’m going in.”
And she dashed gallantly into the smoky shed and jammed newspaper up before the fire. She had no time to secure it, having to retreat to the open air for breath, and the paper fell in the flames and ignited. 
There was a roar as the flame went up. 
“My goodness ! “ gasped Clara. “I—I hope the shed won’t catch fire! “ 
The girls looked on in dismay. Thick smoke rolled from the door of the shed, and dispersed among the foliage above ; but very little was coming out of the chimney.  Thc village clock chimed out. 
“Oh dear,” said Milly Brown, “ the boys may be here any minute now!”
“ Someone must meet them on the road,” said Marjorie hastily, ‘‘ or they will come up to the gate, and then—” 
“All the fat will be in the, fire,” said Clara. “ You cut off, Nilly, while I get this—this beastly fire in order.” 
Milly Brown hurried away. The smoke was a little less thick in a few minutes, probably because the fire was going out. Soon the girls ventured into the shed again. Miss Clara poked the fire, and a fresh smoke rose from the smoldering wood. 
“My goodness ! It’s out !”
“Oh dear !”
“Can I help you ? 
Marjorie & Co. started and looked round. Harry Wharton was looking in at the door with a smile on his face. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

Miss Clara Cooks the Sausages. 

MARJORIE coloured as she met Harry’s glance, and then laughed. Miss Clara was looking exasperated, but she laughed, too. The guests had arrived—not at the most opportune moment 
“Isn’t it dreadful!  “ said Marjorie, shaking hands with Harry in the smoke. “ I am sorry it is so smoky.” 
The smokefulness is certainly terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Perhaps I can help you,” said Harry. “I’ve lighted lots of fires, you know.” 
Marjorie looked dubiously at Harry’s nice clothes and silk hat. He did not look in trim for wrestling with an obstinate fire, but he did not seem to care for that. He took his hat and jacket off, and handed them to Nugent to take care of, and slipped into the work. 
It was a strong belief of Miss Clara’s that girls could do anything quite as well as boys, but she had to admit that Wharton handled that obstinate fire well. 
In two minutes it was going again, the chimney was drawing, and the fire burnt clear. The haze cleared out of the open door and windows of the shed, The Cliff House girls and their guests breathed again. 
“Oh, thank you so much ! “ said Marjorie gratefully. 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“ It’s nothing.” 
“You have made your hand dreadfully black,” said Miss Clara. “ We are ever so much obliged to you.” 
“Indeed we are,” said Marjorie. “There is a sink in the room next to this where you can wash your hands. The gardener keeps his soap and things there.” 
“Thank you,” said Wharton, looking at his hands, which were indeed black and horribly coaly and sooty ; ‘‘that’s just what I want.” 
The smoke having cleared off, the guests came in. There were ample seats for all of them, the shed having that advantage over a junior study at. Greyfriars, which could seldom seat a party if it numbered more than five or six. 
Hazeldene looked round the shed with a grin. 
“You’ve fixed this all right, Marjorie,” he remarked. “ Is this the study ? “ 
Marjorie laughed. 
“Yes, this is the study—our study, you know. We haven’t any studies indoors, so we’ve arranged this as one.” 
And a ripping one it makes, too,’’ said Bob Cherry admiringly. “ It’s tons better than a Remove study at Greyfriars.” 
“The betterfulness is terrific.” 
“We meant to have tea ready when you came,” said Marjorie confidingly; “ but we have been delayed. This nire was such a dreadful bother.” 
“Too bad,” said Nugent sympathetically. 
Billy Bunter blinked towards the basket of provisions. 
“If there’s any cooking to do you can count on me,” he remarked, “ I’d be only too willing to oblige. Of course, girls can’t cook.” 
“Can’t they ? “ said Miss Clara indignantly. “ You shall see. I am cook this time, and I rather think I shall turn the pro— the grub out all right,’’ 
Bunter shook his head. 
“Better let me handle the grub,” he said. ‘ It’s a serious matter, you know, if the grub were to get spoiled.’’ 
“You shall see,” said Miss Clara firmly. 
Marjorie looked a little doubtful, but she did not argue with her friend. After all, it was not exactly the thing to let a visitor cook his own tea. 
Miss Clara evidently knew all about it, for she took the fryiug-pan, and rubbed it out, and then called for dripping to grease it, 
“Dere Isn’t any dripping,” said Miss Wilhelmina. 
“Then butter,” said Clara. “ It’s awfully extravagant to use butter, but I shall have to use it this time.” 
“I—I forgot the butter,” stammered Milly. 
Miss Clara gave her a freezing glance. 
“You’ll be forgetting your own head next,” she said. “Do cut off and get the butter, and be quick!” 
A wait of several minutes ensued while Miss Brown cut off and fetched the butter. The Greyfriars juniors maintained a perfect gravity, with the exception of Billy Bunter, who was, of course, hungry. 
He wanted to suggest beginning with the cake, but there was a look in Harry Wharton’s eye that restrained him. He shifted uneasily, and remarked that it was hungry weather, and then gasped as Bob Cherry pinched him, nearly taking a lump out of his fat leg. 
Milly Brown returned with the butter, and Miss Clara took it and opened it on the table. Under the eyes of the Greyfriars juniors she did not wish to hesitate, but, as a matter of fact, cooking was not one of Clara’s accomplishments.  Billy Bunter could have given her points, and beaten her easily at that game. 
She had never fried sausages before, and how much butter to put in the pan to start with was a great mystery to her. 
The juniors would willingly have offered advice, but under the circumstances they could not very well do so up without being asked, so they assumed an air of elaborate unconsciousness. 
Miss Clara hesitated only a moment, then she cut off about half a pound of butter, and jammed it into the frying-pan. Then she put the frying-pan on the glowing of fire. 
Billy Bunter started up. 
“I say, Miss Clara——” 
Bob Cherry dragged him down again. He had made up his mind that Billy Bunter was not to be allowed to speak at all, and he was keeping to it, 
“Lemme alone, Cherry! I———” 
“Shut up! “ whispered Bob fiercely. 
“Did you speak? “ asked Miss Clara, looking round with a glowing face from the fire. 
“N-n-n-n—it’s nothing! “ 
Thu butter was sizzling in the pan now. It melted quickly enough, and the frying-pan swam in liquid grease, being nearly half full of the melted butter. 
Miss Clara detached the sausages, and plunged some of them into this sea of grease, and there were some splashes over the edge of the fire. 
Sizzle—sizzle—sizzle! 
Miss Clara started back as the spilt butter sizzled and sputtered, and unfortunately gave the handle of the frying-pan a push in doing so. Marjorie sprang forward—too late! 
A sea of grease swooped over the side of the pan into the a fire, and there was a roar and a burst of flame. 
Mark Linley dragged Miss Clara back, and only just in time, or her dress might have caught up the fire. 
“My goodness!  ” gasped Clara. 
“Oh dear! “said Marjorie. 
The fire blazed and roared away furiously, fed by the melted grease and in the midst of the flames the sausages sizzled and scorched, and a smell of burning filled the shed. 
“My word “ gasped Billy Bunter. ‘ They’ll be spoiled!  Oh dear—and I’m so hungry!  The sausages will be spoiled!”
“I—I‘m afraid they will,” said Miss Clara. “Dear me, how warm it is in here! The smell of burning is unpleasant, too.” 
“ Oh, not at all,” said Bob Cherry, with great politeness. “ I—I rather like it.’ 
“ Oh, it’s ripping.’ said Hazeldone. “ You’d be bettpr to let Bunter cook, Clara. He’s a jolly good cook.” 
“Yes, rather. I’d be very pleased.” 
“Stuff!  ” said Miss Clara decidedly. “One swallow up does not makp a summer. Accidents will always happen.” 
“When you are cooking,” murmured Miss Flynn. 
“I will cook the bacon now.” 
“I'm blessed if I can stay here and see good food messed up like this,” murmured Billy Bunter. 
“Did you speak, Bunter?  ” 
“I said I’d go and take some photos in the garden while you were cooking.” 
“Yes, that’s a good idea.” 
And Bunter went out with his camera under his wm, and the juniors, feeling that Miss Clara would cook more at her ease if no strange eyes were upon her, accompanied him. As they left the “study “ Miss Clara flopped the bacon into the frying pan, and there was a formidable  siz-siz-sizzle. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER 

Tea In the “Study.” 

BILLY BUNTER had been disappointed with his camera at first. In comparison with the handsome stand-camera of Mr. Quelch, of which Billy had coolly taken possession till he was forced to give it up, his own one was indeed a wretched thing. But on trial it turned out that it would really take photographs. Ogilvy had some plates that would fit it, and he had good-naturedly shown Bunter what to do. It was a very simple contrivance. The camera was worth about half-a-crown, but properly handled there was no reason why it should not take photographs. Ogilvy had given Bunter half a dozen plates, and threatened him with immediate massacre if he ventured to take any more without permission. But Billy had botched those half-dozen in practice, and as he knew where Ogilvy kept his plates, he had taken the liberty of helping himself to half a dozen more. 
He intended, when he had had a little practice, sending photographs to the illustrated newspapers for publication, as he had learned that amateur photographers sometimes made a great deal of money that way. Then, out of his first cheque, he intended to pay for the plates he had taken out of Ogilvy‘s  stock. He  was likely to pay for them in another way when Ogilvy discovered his loss. The Scottish junior was not mean, but he had a natural dislike to having his stock of photographic materials raided without a permission being asked. 
Bunter’s camera held six plates, and the previous evening he had filled it by the aid of Ogilvy’s red lamp wth Ogilvy’s plates. He had left the camera in the study after that, ready for use on the following day. He intended to take six pictures while he was at Cliff House, and he had learned enough about photography now to know that he must not open the camera in the daylight to see if the plates were all right.  He had done that sort of thing at first. 
“Let me see, said Bunter thoughtfully. “ It’s a good idea to take the photos before too, as the light is a good deal better. Would any of you fellows care to have an enlargement of a photograph to hang up in the study?” 
“Let’s see the photograph first,” said Bob Cherry, skeptically. 
 “Oh, really, Cherry, you can depend upon that being all right. I’ve studied the art as an art, and I am practically an expert photographer now. I should like to earn a little money with the camera, too, as I want to buy some plates: I can’t depend upon Ogilvy always leaving his cupboard unlocked. I could do you some splendid enlargements at ten-and-six each.” 
“ Go hon!
“That’s below the market price of the best quality and superior finish. I shall have to learn how to do the enlargements, too; I don’t know yet. You would have to pay in advance, of course, as the process may be expensive.” 
“ Ha, ha, ha! ‘ 
“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at in that. Hallo, here’s Miss Primrose coming!  I’ll snap her!
“It isn’t, Miss Primrose, ass—It’s Miss Locke!  ” 
“Dear me, so it is.” 
The juniors took off their hats to Miss Locke. 
As a mistress at Cliff House, and as the younger sister of their own Headmaster, she had a double title to respect, and the boys liked her very well, in spite of her strong views on this subject of votes for women. She seemed a little surprised to find the boys from Greyfriars in the school garden. 
Marjorie came up to explain. 
“Miss Primrose gave me permission to ask my friends to tea, Miss Locke,” she said. 
“Very good,” said Miss Locke. “Tea is almost ready. I think.” 
Marjorie coloured, 
“If—if you don’t mind, Miss Looks, we’re going to—to have tea in the study,” she said. “ I’m sure Miss Primrose wouldn’t mind.” 
“Tea in the what?  ” 
“In the study. Would you like to see it 7” 
“Certainly.” said the amazed Miss Locke, and she followed Marjorie to the shed. Miss Clara had just succeeded in burning all the bacon into an uneatable condition, and the smell that proceeded from the shed was what the Nabob of Bhanipur would have accurately described as ‘terrific.” 
Miss Locke breathed hard. 
“Dear me!  Are you going to eat that ?“ 
Marjorie looked a little dismayed. 
“It doesn’t look very nice, does it? “ she said. 
“No, scarcely. Why not throw that stuff away, and make a tea of bread-and-butter ant jam and cake?” suggested Miss Locke. “I should think that would be nicer.” 
“Ye-e-es- perhaps so,” saId Miss Clara doubtfully. “I—I haven’t had much practice in cooking yet. You don’t think the boys would like this bacon ?”
“I feel quite sure they would not.”
“Then I’ll throw it away.” 
“And the sausages, too,’ said Milly Brown; “what’s left of them.” 
“Ach!” said Wilhelmina Limburger sadly. “Dey was goot sausages, ferry goot but I not eats dem in dat state—I could not.” 
Bacon and sausages were deposited in the garden. The smell of burning gradually dissolved away, and Miss Clara washed the blacks off her face and the grease off her fair hands. 
“Do stay and have tea with us, dear Miss Locke,” said Marjorie. 
Miss Locke hesitated. She was afraid of playing the part of a wet blanket at a youthful festivity, but her pupils persuaded her. 
She helped to lay the table, and cut the bread-and-butter and cake, and the study soon presented a festive and agreeable appearance. 
Jugs of bright flowers added to the adornment of the table, and the fire being allowed to go down, the temperature of the “study” became a little more tolerable. Milly went to call the juniors to tea. 
She found the photographer of the Remove busy with his camera. Bunter had just taken Bulstrode, the burly Removite having agreed to buy him a dozen new plates if the photograph turned out a success. Bunter snapped the camera with the air of a past-master of the art of photography, and listened for the fall of the plate which would tell that the next was in position for use. He heard the bump in the camera, and was satisfied. 
“What’s that row? “asked Hazeldene, who knew little of cameras. 
Billy Bunter smiled. 
“That’s the dark slide with the plate in it falling out of place,” he explained. “It leaves a new plate in position.” 
“Oh, I see! Have you finished?” 
“No, I haven’t. I’ve got five more plates. Have you come to be photographed, Niss Brown?” 
“No; I’ve come to tell you tea’s ready.” 
“I’ll leave the other five till after tea,” said Bunter promptly. 
And they adjourned to the “study.” It looked very bright and cheerful, and th table was well spread and wonderfully clean and neat, with its spotless cloth and dazzling crockery; but the “grub “ brought a shade to the brow of William George Bunter. 
“Where’s the bacon ?” he asked bluntly. 
“Burnt! “said Miss Clara. 
“Oh!  And the sausages?” 
“ Burnt!”
“And the eggs?” 
“ Burnt!”
Before Billy Bunter could ask any more questions, Bob Cherry pinched him, and he gasped with pain and collapsed into a seat. 
Bunter was dissatisfied, but the rest of the juniors from Greyfriars were delighted with the tea; and, as a matter of fact, they were greatly relieved not to be put to a terrible test of politeness by having Miss Clara’s cookery placed before them. 
The tea was delicious, perhaps owing to the fact that it was made by Miss Locke, and not by any amateur maker of tea. Miss Locke poured it out, too, and bread-and-butter and watercress were passed, and the juniors began an enjoyable and tea. 
Miss Locke had looked a little severe when she saw Bulstrode first; she was far from expecting to see him in a party invited by Marjorie & Co.  But Bulstrode was on his best behaviour. He was so quiet and subdued that the others hardly knew him, and he was painfully respectful to Miss Locke. 
It was evident that the bully of the Remove was turning over a new leaf; though why, and how long it would last, were great mysteries to his companions. 
But they did not trouble their heads about that now. All was going off well, even Billy Bunter behaving himself, and finding the cake so nice that he ceased to regret the sausages. 
“I say, you fellows—I mean you girls,” said Billy Bunter, as he accepted his tenth helping of cake, “1 should like to take you in a group after tea, you know.” 
“You took us in a group before,” said Miss Clara. “We never heard how tIme photograph turned out.” 
Billy Bunter turned pink as his comrades chuckled. 
“You—you see, there was an accident to the plates,” he explained. “The light got at them and spoiled them. That can’t happen this time—I put the plates in last night by the red lamp.” 
“We will be taken, with pleasure,” said Marjorie sweetly; but the dimple in her cheek seemed to indicate that she had not much faith in the powers of the amateur photographer. 
And when tea was over, and Bunter had crammed in as much take as even he could possibly hold, the party adjourned to the garden to be  
” taken.” 
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER 
One Thing Needful. 
THERE was plenty of light for the camera; if the photographs did not turn out a success it would not be the fault of the sun. Billy Bunter snapped off the five in a very short time, and. the bump of the last falling slide warned him that he had come to the end. He put his camera under his arn with the air of one who has deserved well of his acquaintance. 
The Cliff House girls walked with the juniors as far as the turn of the road, and then they parted, with many thanks on the side of Harry Wharton & Co. for the enjoyable “ tea in the study.” 
“I am glad you think it a success,” said Marjorie demurely. 
“Why, it was ripping! “ said the juniors In chorus. 
“We won’t have any cooking next time,” said Milly Brown. 
And Marjorie laughed. 
Bulstrode lingered for a moment behind the juniors. Marjorie, seeing that he wanted to speak, stopped, too, wondering at the crimson flush in the burly Removite’s face. 
“I—I wanted to speak to you, Miss Hazeldene,” said Bulstrode. ‘ I—I’m sorry for—for that little row the other day.” 
Marjorie nodded cheerily. 
“ So you said In your letter,” she said. “I am glad. It is all right. I had almost forgotten it.” 
“And you don’t owe me any grudge ?” 
“Why, of course not.” 
“Thank you, Miss Hazeldene. It’s awfully good of you to say so.” 
And Bulstrode raised his hat and walked after the others. Marjorie’s face wore a thoughtful expression as she walked home to Cliff House. She did not quite understand Bulstrode, but it seemed to her that a change for the better was coming over the burly Removite, and she was glad ton see it. She was far from imagining that that change might be duo to her owft unconscious influence. 
“About those enlargements,” Bunter was saying, as Bulstrode joined them again. “I suppose you fellows would like a souvenir of the happy occasion. I think Marjorie will come out specially well.” 
“Seeing is believing,” said Bob Cherry oracularly. 
“Oh, it’s all right. If Marjorie comes out well, I shall reproduce a lot of them, and sell them to the fellows at a tanner each—” 
“You won’t sell my sister’s photograph,” said Hazeldene. 
“Oh, really, Hazeldene——’ 
“Not unless you want the camera and the negatives smashed on your fat head, my son,” said Bob Cherry impressively. 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Oh, shut up exclamation mark ” 
And Billy Bunter relapsed into injured silence. 
The juniors walked home to Greyfriars in a cheerful mood, discussing the tea at Cliff House, and some plans for returnmg the hospitality of Marjorie & Co. Ogilvy, the amateur photographer of the Remove, met them at the gates. He seemed to be waiting there for them, and he grinned as they came up. 
“Had a good time ? “ he asked. 
“Oh, ripping!  ” 
“Taken a lot of photographs, Billy? “ 
“Only six,” said Bunter. ‘ The camera only holds six plates, you know. i think there will be about half a dozen successful out of them, you know. I practised with the plates you gave me yesterday, and——” 
“Oh! And where did you get these then ?” 
“Well, you see, I—I—I-——” 
“You young ass I “said Ogilvy, grinning. “I knew you had taken them out of my cupboard; I went there five minutes afterwards.” 
“Oh, really, Ogilvy, then you don’t mind—” 
“Ha, ha, ha! Not at all!”
“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at,” said Bunter peevishly. “I say, Ogilvy, can I have your red lamp to develop them by?” 
Certainly. You can go in my study and do it, if you like.”
 “Thanks awfully. I’ll give you one of the pictures.” 
Ogilvy grinned as the amateur photographer walked away. 
“What’s the little game? “demanded Bob Cherry. “Anything wrong with the plates ?” 
“Not at all. The plates were all right. Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
And Ogilvy, chuckling, followed Bunter. The chums of the Remove, considerably puzzled, followed him into the house.
Bunter had gone to Ogilvy’s study. There was a closely fitting blind for the window, which turned it of into a temporary dark-room, and this was already up, as Ogilvy had been doing some developing himself, and Bunter gave a grunt of satisfaction as he saw it.  He was an enthusiastic hobbyist, but he did not like anything in the form of work. He closed the door, let fall the curtain over it to keep out any gleam of daylight, and lighted the red lamp. There came a tap at the door. 
“Developed them yet ?” asked Ogilvy through the keyhole. 
“No; I’m just going to take them out of the camera.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“What are you cackling at?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“What’s the blessed joke ?” demanded Nugent, as Ogilvy leaned against the wall of the passage and cackled away like a triumphant hen. “Look here, what is it?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  “roared Ogilvy. 
Bob Cheery seized him by the throat and jammed him against the wall, and brandished a fist in his face. 
“What’s the joke ? “he roared. “What are you a blessed farmyard for ? Expound, you ass!  ” 
“Hold on!  ” gasped Ogilvy. “You’ll—you’ll see in a minute!  Oh, my only hat! Wait till you hoar from Bunter!
“Ha, ha, hat’ 
Ogilvy went off into a fresh scream, and the chums of the Remove looked at him, and at one another, and waited. 
They did not have to wait long. 
The door of of the study was suddenly flung open and Billy Bunter appeared, with a camera in one hand and two or three empty black tin slides in the other. The fat junior was spluttering with rage. 
“ Beast! “ he roared. “ Rotter! “ 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Pig!  Beast! Yah!  You—you—you.—oh, there ain’t a word!”
 “What’s the matter? “demanded Harry Wharton.
 “Matter! Oh, the rotter!” 
“Anything wrong with the plates?” 
“Plates !‘ yelled Bunter, “There weren’t any plates!” 
“What! “ 
“There weren’t any plates! That—that unspeakable villain must have gone to the camera, when I left it in the study last night, and taken them out again!” 
“Ha, ha, ha! “ roared Ogilvy. 
“ But didn’t we hear the plates dropping in the camera after each photo you took? “said Hazeldene, puzzled. 
“It was only the slides that fell,” said the unhappy photographer. “The slides were empty—there weren’t any plates in them.” 
“Then the photographs—” 
“There weren’t any photographs, ass! I was only pxposing the dark slides all the time!  “yelled Bunter, 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“You cackling asses I” 
“Oh, my sides!  ” gasped Ogilvy. “Perhaps you won’t collar another fellow’s plates next time without asking permission.” 
“You—you—you——” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
Billy Bunter blinked at the yelling juniors, and strode away in high dudgeon. The yell of laughter followed him. And as seen as the story of Bunter’s great essay in photography spread, the whole Remove roared, too; and for days afterwards, if anybody wanted to raise a laugh, he had only to mention the Greyfriars’ photographer. 
THE END.
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