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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter 1s Pleased.

¥ yT8 comol”

I Billy Bunter, who was standing at the window of
No. 1 Btudy, turned round with a glaeful grin as ho
uttered that exclamation. Wharton, Beb Cherry, and

Nugent, who wero talking cricket, did net appear to hoar Lho
ramark, and Bunter Wl]ﬁ-&-t-ﬂfl it, crescendo, with an indignant
note in his wvoico.

“ I savy, you follows, it's coma ! ™

“ Hallo, halle, halle ! " oxclaimed Bob Cherry, Iooking round.
" Is that Bunty chirping *  As I was saying, Wharton, Carborry
wnd ount—right out b

“ I any, vou fellows——-"

* Dut, as sure a4 8 gun—aa cloor & enso of leg-before as ever
I saw. But—"

* Look hers, you fellows, I tell you its coms! I think you
might leave off jawing ericket for a minule on an important
occasion like this! " exclaimed Bunter, blinking indignnnu%
at the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. ™
don't get a camers overy day !

“Eh! Hava you got a cammera ? " askod Nugent.

* Oh, really, Nugent, haven’t I been telling you for days
past that I waa going to have a camera, 83 a prizo for selling
ten articles for the Tmperialist Foir Prading Co. 1"

“ But you didn't sell the articles,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. ** Moat of them were chucked into the fire, or into
e pond, if I remomber,”
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* yery likely, bod 23 o strictly honourabla fellow I had to
pay for them all the same, and a0 T got tho camers.”

“ Bloasad if I know where vou pot the tin then." romarkod
Bob Chorry, * I don’t romembor hooaring you ssk Wharton
for it."

“T howve othar friends, outaidn this .‘-iiml:..r," aaid the fat
jonior, with a greal desl of digaity. 1 am not dopondont
upon Wharton,  Bulstrode advenced me the Gfteen shillings.

* Phew ! Bulatrode 17 .

“ Yea, cortainly. Of course, T am going to repay him. I
expact to make a considerable weekly income out of my camera —
making enlarpementa for framing and solling then, and so
on. T 8 mueh bigger one than I really expectad, too™

“ You havan't acen it yet."

“ Thero's the carrier’s man bringing it in" said Bunter,
jerking a fat thumb towards the window. “You can 8o
him ! "I half-expocted a little hand-camera by parcola post,
you know —but they've sont mo & big atand-ramoers-—~lool 1

The churms of the Remove glanced out of the atudy window.
The carrier from Friardale was cerbainly bringing up to ’E-Ehﬂ-
houwae something which eould not be mistaken for snyihing
but the tripod of a stand-comers. Thoe juniors looked surc-
prised, and Bunter chinckled with satisfaction. .

“ Thia is what comes after your aniffing and snoering ot the
Fair Trading Co.'" he romarked. I only sent them fifteen
bob, and they've sent me a& camora worth perhapa ten of
fifteen guineas.”

“ Bata ! Whoro would their profik come in, asat™
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" Oh, thoy're really doing it for adverticement, you know.™

" More rats "

" ¥You don't know much about business,™ said Bunter, with
an aseumption of saperior knﬂwled’&.w which very nesrly arned
Limt a * thick"™ car. " Lotas of firms pmﬂtic!a.]l{ give awaey
their things for the sale of the advertisement. It pays them
in the long ron.”

"I suppose they live on the advertissments," suggested
Bob Cherry sarcastically. * So long ss they are sufficiently
ndvertiged, they don't want any grub™

* Oh, you don't underatand businesa! I've often thought
that if wo pooled the pocket-moncy in thia study, snd placed
thoe finances in my hands, we could make a business concern
ef it, instead of pegeing along from hand to mouth. Dut
T can't stop jawing——"

* 1 know you can't—you never can.”

“I mean I can'’t stop here jawing, Cherry—I'm going to
mect the carrier. They may possibly have sent st carringo
forward—It ism’t ]'i]l:rla.lj';r bt you might Iend mo soane tin,
Wharton, in cess I have to pay the cwricr. I've run out of
mcney, somehow—partly through being disappointed about a
poatal order.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Xou can see the carrior, Billy, and let me know exactly
how much it i first,” he seid.

* I you ¢an't trust money into my hands, Wharton—-—'

ﬂ'H Woll, T cen’t,” said Harry bluntly. * 8¢ you can burs
off !

* I'm not etrong enough to keep on rupning up and down-
etnirs,” #sicdd Bunter hurriedly, chonging the topic. * You'd
better lot o have it now.™

" You can call up to the window.'

* Oh, sll right ! It'a a curious thing that the more money
a ¢hap has the meaner ho geta with it,” Bunter remarked.

Wharton lsughed again, and Bunter hurried out of the study.
The chums of the Remove looked out of the windoew. Thoy
were rather interested in Bunter's cemere.  Buuter often took
up new hobbics, and the Remowe woere still grinning over hia
phyeical culture snd his hypnotism aond his aeroplane. Thoto-
greaphy was his latest wheeze, and e had become the terror
of all the amateur photographers in the school,

Bunter had very indistinet ideas on the subject of * meum
and tuum.” When he wanted a camcera to practise with,
he took ompe, if he could find it. Ogilvy of the Remove was
under the necessily of locking his up whepever he was not
using it, and even Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, had diseovared
that Bunter had borrowed his camera. Mr. Queleh’s camera
wos & valuable one, and Bunter had dro it—annd o very
painful oxplanation ensued, which cured Bunter of any desire
to borrow Mr. Quelch's camera again.  #till he was not wholly
dissatisflod with tho incident.

* You see, it peomna to dam uﬁe & camera to drop it on stones,'’
he confided to the juniors in No. 1 Etuﬂ% " Jelly lucky I had
Quelchy's camera to ’Praftise- with, or I might have dropped
my own, yvou koow !

" Elessed if I con make that ont,” said Bol Cherry, rubbing
his mose thoughtfully, * From whot we can see from hers,
that looks like an expepsive thing—the stand iz worth the
money Bunter paid. Blessed if T eateh on.  The Fair Trading
Co. isn't & firm of philaothropists—not by long chalks 1™

Wharton nodded-—ho waa puzzled, too. It was possible
that the Fair Trading Co. were sending a really excellent prize
to Bunter, because hio was at a public echool, and they might
hope thereby to obtain a host of custoiners, whence they would
cbtain their profit. It was possible—yet not probable. Buch
a firm wes vory unlikely to have any goods of really good quelity
to dispose of at sll.

They watched Bunter meet the earricr, who honded over
theo Is he waa carrying. EBunter blinked up at the study
windaw.

" Two shillinga ! " he bawlied,

" Cheok ! *" anid Bob Choerry.

Wharton extracted two shillings from hia pocket. Thers
was no earthly resson why Wharton should pay Buntcr's
expenses in this way—except that Bunter expoected him to do
A0, And it is a curiovs circumstance—curious but troe—
that the Buntera of this world frequently do get their expenasna
poudl by people they have ne claim upon, simply becausg they
seem to expect it. Wharton toased the two shillings dowa
to Bunter, who blinked round for them and picked them up,
and thoe chums of the Remove saw him poy the corrier and
reccivo some cheange. Then he bore the prize into the house
in t-rlu::np]:.

A minute later he was at tho door of the study. DBob Cherry
opened it, anel Bunter came trivmphantly in, with tho camern
under one arm, and the tripod under the other. He blinked
ngfuiIi; at his study-mates.

“ Jolly good prize, ¢ch 1" he asked.

" How much did you pay the carrvicr T asked Bob Cherry,

“Eh! The carrier 1’

" ¥ea, the carrior. Bharp 1"

* You heard me ssk Wharton for two ahillings.”
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u someé change,
o wad extremely short-

* Yes—and I saw the carvier give
Bunter’s fot face fell a little.
sighted himself, and he was continually forgetting that other

fellows could see further than he could.

“If Wharton is going to make a fusa about a matter of
threepence,” he bogan, with en aftempt at erushing dignily.

“ I'in not,” satd Harey, laughing. " Keep it 17

" Eets | "' snid Bob Cherey w&rmla;. “ It's the principle of
the thing. He ssid two shillings when it was only oné and
ninepence. Hand over that theee-d., Bunter.”

* Oh, really, Cherry ! EE

" Hand it over ! ¥ roared Bob.

Bunter handed it over,

* If Wharton dogen’t want i€ I'll put it into the poor-box,”
said Bob., ‘' I'm going to bring you up in the way vou should
go, Billy. I'm going to make an honest duffer of you if I
have to akin you doing it,"”

" Look here i

“OMNuff said ! Jf yvew want to unpack vour cemera on that
table, do it while we're gone to the tuck-shop; we wanb tea
when we ire. "
~ And Wharton, Chetey, and Nugent left the study, leaving
Billy Bunter ta unpack his camora.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hurree Singh's Idea Causes Trouble.
HAEEL’DEHE of the Remove looked into No. 1 Study

ten minutes later. He had a letter in his hand ond
a very pleased expression upon his faco. He looked
round the study, and ecemed disappointed at sceing
only Dunter. Dunter wa2 toeo busy even to turn his head.
He had unpacked the eamera, and was simply glonting over ir.
“ Hallo, Billy, where are the fellows t 7 asked Hazeldene,
“Eh! Don't know!”
* T want to speak to Wharlon.™ .
" He's out ! say, Vasaline, izn’t this a splendid camera ¥
Hazeldeme cams into the study, and loolked at tho camera
in surprise. It certainly was s splendid one, to a junior’s mind
et loast 3 ond besides the camera, there was a packet of plates
end the ‘I;ri[.:mi

* Good ! ™ said Hazeldene, * Whosa it T
&K Hinﬁ.ﬂi
“0Oh, come off, you know!” said Hazeldeno pleasantly.

“ T don't know much about camoras, but I'll wager that never
cost leas than fifteen guineas.” —,
* Yea, they'ro doing it for advertisement, you know,” aaid
Bunter, beaming. “ They loso fiftesn solid sovereigns on
tho transaction, but the advertisement pays them.”
" Bosh! Where did you get it 1"
“ From the Fair Trading Co. for selling ten articlea.”
“HRats! You've got hold of somebody else’s camera by
T el R hen I e it,”
1B ough oW Ny OWn CAmers when .
soid Eﬂlﬁ%t&rﬁﬁﬂh dignity, * Hallo, here aro the fellowa 1 7
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, snd Hurree Bingh entered the
etudy. Each of the four carried some contribution to ihe
tca-table. The table was lumbered h:g with Bunter's new
property and the many wrappings he hac taken off it.
““My hat,” said Nugent, “ thet's & ripping camera!
never sont you that for selling ten articles, Billy.™ -
“If you con't belisve the evidence of your own eyes, Nugent
Stufi ! There’s somn mistake :
“71 don't ses where the mistake ean come in. Here's the
camera. 1f they've sent me the wrong one, that’s their look-

cut.”
“Well, clear the table now-—tea,” said Bob Cherry. "rJﬂ“ﬁJ
warm dey for lighting the fire, but I don't see Low we'ro to

beil the kettle otherwise.” :
“ Pray do not hurry with the ignitefulness of the worthy
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%]T;'. ';njr ﬂal-eumhad :‘:l;Bum,” gaid Hﬂrrﬂ!-lﬂ- EhgngEh. Jh?'; H;.a.hnb of
nipur, in that plessing wvariety of t pelish languego
which is very much apoken by educated natives of India. * The
necesearyfulness ia amall, for it 38 ecasy to boil the honourabls
kettle atherwisefully.”

And the Nabob § Bhardpur lald on the table the little E’mf’]
he was ¢carrying with a beaming smile all over his dusky visage.
Bob Ehan'ialmkad st it curionsly as he opened it. Even &
fire of sticks for boiling the kettle was not pleasant on a hot
gammer's day, and all the juniors would have been glad to
avoid it. Hurree Singh turned out of its wrappings a little
mathgiat&d ppirit etove, and beamed at his chuma.

“That Ia the rippingfull idea that struck me heapfully,”
he said. * You can boil the kettle terrifically, and then blow
out stove, and the heat ia triflesome.”

" Good,” said Bob. "1 don't koow about the niff. Where's
the kettle T Woll, of all the duflers,” he added, aa the nabob
handed him the big iron kettle they used on the fire. ** How
long do you think tlis would take to boil on a methylated
spirit stove 17"

The nabob's dusky face fell a littles. He was just & trifln
absont-minded at times, and he had overlooked that roather

important point.
The forgetfulness is terrific,"” he said. " I should have
obtained the tinful kettle to ftfully suit the

Eﬂﬂf'u]];.l’
astove. 1 will buzz off to the esteemed Madam Mimble and
obtain the tinful receptacle."

And he hurried ont of the study. The grinning juniors pro-
ceeded to clear the table. Bunter carcfully removed the
camers, and Bob ﬂharrﬁecianmd off the wrappinga and out
eord with o sweep of the arm. Nugent laid the cloth, oad
the purchases from {the school shop were unpachked. Cold
ssusagea and ham end hard-boiled epgs made a repost which
en Bunter to forget hia camera for a moment.

“iNuff for a family circle,” said Bob Cherry. * You're stay-
ing to tea, Hazeldens t 7'

* I just looked in to toll you some news,™

“ Well, stay to tea,” said Harry Wharton.
Cliff House

* Yes,” sgid Hazeldene, with a grin; and the chums of the
Hemove wers eurtous at onee.

Hazeldene, as the brother of ons of the pupils of Cliff Houas,
was & person of some distinction in the Remove. It wasn't
everybody whe had a sister like Marjorie Hazeldeno ! And
through Marjorio the Removitea had boecome great chums with
the girls of Cliff House,

“You see,” went on Hazeldens, still grinning, * when the
girls were staying heve thoy were greatly taken with the idena of
having tes in the study, you koow ; and Marjorie and Clara
i!{f:em to think it would be & good wheeze to introduce at Clifi

ouse."

" But the girls don't have separate studies at CLff Houso,”
said Nugent.

“MNo; but they've worked up something of the sort,
apparently ; for they've sent us an invitntion to tea in the
study,” grinmed Hazeldene. “ Listen! It's writton by
Marjorie ; I needn’t read the beginning. ' Would you care to
comme over to tea in tho study, and bring a few frionds with

ut' It’a for to-morrow evening,” went on Hazeldene.
"What do you chaps say 1"

“We'll bo jolly glad to go, of course,” said Wharton. * We
always like going to Ciff House. But I den’t see what study
they're atamding the feed in, unless it's the Prineipala, I
beliove Misa Penelope Pritnrose has a study.”

“Ha, ha! She wouldn't be likely to lend it for a junior
tea-fight. Btill, it’s settlod ; we're going. Hallo, Inky ! got
the kettle

The nabob came In amiling, with & glittering now tin kettle
in hig hand. Xe laid it on Lthe table.

“ It ia here,” he said. ** The cateemed Mra. Mimble assured
ma that it would boil in three minutes on the exeeliont stove,™

“Good! Wesha'n't have long to wait,” said Bob. ** Wheroe's
the methylated epirit ? ™

“ The—tha—the methylated spirit 1™

* Yea, you dusky boauty ! Haven't you got any "

“1 am afraid I did not think of the worthy methylated
ppirit,” said the nabob. ** I will buzz off and obtain semo.”

“* Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“ Well, of all the giddy asses,”’ aaid Bob Cherry, 8a the Hindu
dashed out of the study, “ I think Inky takes the bun. Hun
gnd fill this kettle whiln he's gone, Bunty.™

“ I'm showing Nugent my camera.”

" Woll, you buzz off and fill it, Frank."

" I'm looking at Bunter's ¢amera."

" Here, Hazeldene 1

# I'm talking to Wharton."

# Here, Wharton——"

“I'm talking to Hazeldene."

Bob Cherry grunted.

“H'm! Then Isupposs it will have to wait till Tnky comes
hmk‘ﬂ

* Why can't you go and fill it yourself 1 demanded Nugoent.

“ How can I go and fill it when I'm sitting in the armchair,
and I've got my feot on the window-sill T* Bob demanded in
turn.
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No ons proffered an enswer to this conundrom, and they
waited for the return of the nsbob. Hurres Jamset Raom
Emcsz,h carne iy all smiles, with a bottlo of methylated spirit
under his arm. Bob Cherey jumped ap.

“ Fill the kettlo, old chap, while I gat it going.” Ho jerioed
off the tin top of the little cjpmaﬂ) stove, and po ouk the spivit.
Of course it gushed out in a Hood, and ren over the stove and
the tray and the tallecloth., Nugont gave a shout.

“ Hold on, you saa ! ™

Bob Cherry looked round.

" What'a the matter 1"

The methylated apirit was etill pouring from the bottle,
Hearry Wharton seized his wrist in a grip of iron, and forcibly
stop ed him. He took the bottle away snd corked it up.

* You've got enough there to burn the study down if a malch
got near it," he remarked. " I think we'll bar mathylated
apirits in the study alter this. It niffs too much,”

The room wuas indeed permeated with the amell of it. Inky
looked o hittle worried. E[B had meant to be useful and to save

trouble ; but his idea waa simply poisoning the atudy. But his
dusky face brightened up suddenly.
* Put it on the window-sill,” he su " There I8 very

little blewiunlnesa of the wind, and it will burn there terrifically.”

* It will burp terrifically il you put o mateh to it in ite present
atate,”” grinned Nugent, ss Bob Cherry lifted the littlo stove
towards the window, g)ﬂling a trail of methylated spirit on the
carpet. " Tuke care, Bob.”

"Oh, rata! Do you think I can't mansge a methylated
apirit atove ' grunted Bob Cherry, whe was getting a littls
irritated. " There ! that's all right, Gimmo a match.”

He sct the stove on the window-sill, and applied & match.
The apirit had overflowed from the stove to the aill, and thers
woa & roar ol flame as soon g3 the maich was applied. The
flame ross from stove and sill, and the roar of it attracted
attention from the Close below., Temple, Dabney & Co. of tho
Upper Fourth lopked up in smazement, and Temple gave a
shout of alarm.

“ Pire! Fimn!"”

“You nsseg ! shricked Bob Cherry.
There’s no firg ! ™

_But the Upper Fourth-Formers did not hear—or, at all events,
did not heed. They dashed into the house, shouting :

“Fire! Fira!"

Thero had boen a fire a short time before at Greviriars, and
tho Remove passage had been burnt to ashes. Naturally,
it wius gasy to spread an alarm.  Temple, Dabney & Co. rushod
upstairs to thoe roscus, with a crowd of juniors at their heols.

The methylatod spirit stove was atill roaring away chearfully
on the window-sill, and Bob Cherry was almost blacl in tha
face in his endeavours to blow it put.  The chums of the Removs
giggled alnost hysterically as Bob blow and blew, gasping like
o wheezy old pair of bellows. Bub they left off pigeling aa tho
door of the study was flung viclently open, and a crowd uf
excited juniors rushed into view,

“Fira! Firo!"

“ Hold on ! "’ roared Herry Wharton.
matter —ow—wo—ow ! 7

Stoosh—awish ! sloosh !

Temple, Dabney & Co. had armed themselves with the fice-
Luckets, which, since the late fire, had alwaya been kept fillod
with water at the end of the passage. If there had been a roal
fire in the study, Temple & Co.'s prompt measures would certainly
have put it out. As 1t was, it was the chums of the Remove who
were put out.

Bloosh—awish—aloosh !

Right and left the gallant rescuers hurled the wator, in groat
floods, and the Removites rosred oa they were drenched, and
nearly overything in the study was drenched round them.

“It's all rightl

* There's nothing tho

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Rescuoersl

o IRE! Fire!™
* Besous !
“ Wo'll save youl™

** You beastat ™

“Yah! eada!”

“ Got out ! "

# Gr-r-r-r-rooeh 1"

(1] Emp .i.tl ! EE]

The study was in & roar of wvoices. The rescuora—most of
whom were quite aware by this time. that there was no fiee—
did not slackon their efforts on that account. They redoublod
them. Waler was d in the red buckoets along the pasaags
by willing hands, and Hood after flood was soused into the study.

Often enough hed tho Upper Fourth come into collision with
the Remove, and had the worst of it. But the tables wars
turned now. It was a field day for Temple, Dabpney & Co.
They made the most of it. Harry Wharton and his chums
ataggored under tho floods of wator that were hurled into ;Im

Another School Tale of Wharton &k Co.
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study. Billy Bunter had squirmed under the table, and waa
crouching there, drenched. he Famons Four made a rush st
the rescuers, but the drenching flooda of water drove them back.

Nugont ast down—in & flood : Bob Cherry recled into the
firoplnes ; Hurree Singh dodged behind the bookease. Right
and left the flooda of water sousod.

EL] Fjrl:l-T Fim ! ]

Harry Wharton made o renewed and desperate rash st the
grinning Templo, the leader of the ontrageous ™ jape.”

Hight at him came the water—a bucketful, and then another—
one meeting him in the face, and the next on the chest. e
&:uggr}md, but did not fall. He rushed on, and elozed with

artple,

u f[em, hold on ! ** gaaped the captain of the Upper Fourth.
“ Jt'a all right ! We've saved you.™

" Ha, ha, ha'!" roarnd the Temcuers.

" Now gave yourself, then ! ¥ growled Harry, pripping Temple
Light, and rolling over with him. Harry eonld not possibly have
got much wetter than he already was; buot Temple, who waa
something of a dandy, and prided himself upon being the best-
dreszed fellow in the Upper Fourth, struggled desperately to
avoid the water. But it was of no avail. He went over with
& bump, and Harry rolled him on the soaking earpet.  And an
enthusinstic roscuer, rushing up with a fresh bucket of water,
hurled it blindly in, and it flooded equally over both of thom.

" Hallo ! what ig«all this foarful row about 17

Wingate of the Bixth came pushing his way angrily throvugh
the ¢rowd in the passage. Way was made by the grinning
juniors for the captain of the echool. The Sixth-Former
resched the door ef the study, and etood gazing in, in blank
AInnTament,

* What—what—what does this mean *' he gaaped.

Temple tore himself away from Harry Wharton and sat up.
He¢ was drenched and 1umpled and dirty ; his collar was a limp
rag. hia necltie hanging over one shoulder. It was very difficult
to recognise the dandy of the Upper Fourth.

“Ow!" he panted. " Yow—grooh! I'm wet.”

" Bo am I," said Harry, getting up.  ** One good turn deserves
another. You won't be so jolly quick to come to the reseue
next time.'’

" What does it all mean 17 demanded Wingaie.

" Thero wea ap alarm of fire,” said Fry meekly, ' We eame
to the reaene. We've saved the lives of theso voungsters.™

“Ratal"” paaped Bob Cherry. ™ You know there wasn't
any firg 1 ™

* The ratfulness is terrific.’? .

" There were flarmes and smoke soarin i

“ Oh, go oasy with tho soanng ! ™

" Soaring out of the window,” said Fry obatinately. " We
rushied to the resene.  You know these voungsters burnt down
this part of the school once.™

* It was only a methylated apirit stove going a little rocky,™
said Nugent. *° These Upper Fourth beests knew it jolly well,
tco.

Wingaie grinned.

" Thore seermna to have been a mistake,™ he gaid.

* If there was & mistake, we're sorry for it,” eaid Temple.
* We considered it our duty to come to the rescue, although
wo'ro not on the best of terms with the Remnove.”

* Oh, rather ! ™ said Dabnoy.

“¥You beasta! ™ growled Bob Cherry.
for this,"

“ Ungrateful rottera ! gaid Fry. *° This is what we get for
eaving their lives. Look here, Wingate. anybody will tell you
thnt flames and amole were soaring out of the study window.™

A geors of voices eagerly bore out Fry's astatement. Wingate
noddad.

“ Appearances are against vou any way,'” he =aid to the
Removites, " You'd better be more careful with your next
mathylated spirit stove. Boe off, vou voungsiers.”™

Wingate walked away, and the juniors lfollowed, prinning—
a!l except Temple. He was a litéle too wet and rompled to grir.

The oceupants of No. 1 ftudy looked at one enother, Newer
had & digaster {allen upon the study so suddenly and so com-
pletely. Billy Bunter crawled out from under the table and
whimpered.

T shall eateh my denth of cold through this,” he moaned.
“ I know I shall! T regard you fellows as responsible, I am
certain I shall expire.”

" Well, that's one comfort,” seid Bob Cherry heartlessly.
“ If you're gquite certain on that ’],:-oint, Bunter, it’s a sufficient
congolation for what’s happened.

* Oh, really, Cherr H

* My hst ! said Harry. ' This has been a time !
wo'll put off tea a little whilo we go and ?art cleaned up.
make those Upper Fourth rotters sit up for this, too ! ™

Hazeldene wiped the water out of hie eyes.

** You'd better come and have tea in my atudy,” he remarhed,
" You can bring the grub slong, but—Dbut not the methylated
epirit stove, I'd rathor have tho fire lighted and the kettle
boiled in the nsual “39"“

* Yea, just a few ! gaid Bob Cherry. * I've come across
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some rotten ideas in my time, but I must say that Inky's idcas
aro ahout the rottencst I havo ever encountered.”

“ But if the worthy stove had heen handled with the modicom
of ecommonplace gense, the occurfulnesa of the catnatrophe
woiild have been non-existent,”’ suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur
gently. To which Bob Cherry replied with an ancient and
expressive monosyllable—" Hatat ™

The jupiors had to chango their clothes from top to too.
Outer and inner garments alike were drenched.  After s Ttub
down and a change of clothea they felt better, and Hazeldene's
sugpestion of having tea in hig study was adopted. No. 1 wna
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, waa cortain to have plenty to de
in getting No. 1 to righte again.

Hazeldene shared hia study with Bulstrode. The latter wns
present when eix juniors preseated themaclves at the study
door, and Hazeldens usherad hiz guesta in.  Each of the guesta
earried a conbribution to the tea, but the methylated spirit
stove atill reposed on the window-sill of No. 1. Bulatrode was
gitting in the arm-chair, with hia feet on the table, reading.
when the juniora came in. He looked round, and Wharton'a
brows contracted o little. Heo wes on the worst of terins with
Bulstrode, ond though Hazeldene cerfainly had tho right to
ask anybody he chose into his study, Harry half rogrottod having
accopted the invitation. But, to his surprise, Buistrode greeted
the rather numerouns visitors with a genial nod, and rose from
his chair.

“ Hallo, I hear you've had a fine old timo,” he remarked,

“ I beliove I saw somebody about your size in the crowd,
chucking in the water,” said Bob Cherry suspiciously. The
burly Removite chuackled.

* Well, everybody has to lend a hand at tho alarm of fire,”
ho sajd. 1 did my little bit towards putting youn out. It wna
really a wery brigﬁt idea for Temple, Dabney & Co. They
don’t usaally hit on a thing like that. Have jou fellows come
in to tea b

* Yen, Hazsldene's asked us ; our study's drenched.”

“ That's all right; you're guite welecone. I'll light the
fire,”" soid Bulstrode.

And he proceeded to do so. The juniors could only etare.
It was 8¢ utterly uniike Bulstrode to aay or do anything of tho
gort that thoy were naturally a little bewildered.  True, only
a few days befors Harry had been the means of doing Bulstrodo
a great gerviee, snd elearing him of an unjest suepicion. But
ha had never expected that to make any preat change in the
“ manners and customs " of the Remove bully.

However, the fire was soon going, and the kettle singing
away cheerily, and the juniors—hungry enough for their very
late tea—sat down round the table. Bulstrode brought out
peveral pood things from the eupboard to grace the board, and
joined them. He could be very agreeablo when he liked—
and he liked now. During the tea, it crossed the minda of the
visitors geveral times that perhaps they had been a little rough
on Bulstrode.

Biilly Bunter madoe a rocord short atay ot the tes-table.
After pating only cnough for three, he rose to his feet.

** T ghall have to buzz off,” hoe romarked.

Bulstrode lookoed at him in amazement.

“ Buzz off 1" he repeated. " Why, there’s some more jam
—and more ham—and more cold beef.”

* Oh, really, Bulstrode 3

* Bit down, porpoise, and finish the jam, at lesal,” said
Buletrode good naturcedly,

“ 1 really don't seo why you fellows should imeginoe that T
eat a lot,” said Bunter, with an air of offended dignity. " I'm
of & delieate conatitution, and I require keeping up with eonstant
nourishment. Otherwise, I don't eare much for eating—T really
de it from a sense of duty.”

" Jolly dutiful chap, Bonter ! ™' remarked Bob Cherry.

* I'va pot to look after my camera now,” said Dunter. 1
only hope it hasn't been damaged by those asace ﬂmdin%t-he
study like that. Ti you fellows like to come out into the Closo
when you've finished and have your photos taken, T shall bo
very pleased to take you in & group. I am thinking of doing
ecloured enlargements at ten shillings each ; they would mako
a egplendid ornament for any fellow's atudy. Dlessed if I sce
what you're eackling at."”

And Bunter went out, leaving the chums of the Remove
glill eackling.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Greyiriars Photographer Recelves a Shock,

HE tea d off plesaantly enough, in spite of the some.
what incongruous elements in the party, snd a little later
the Famoue Four rose to go. Hazeldone rose, too.

“ Hold on & minnte, Vaseline,” said Bulstrode. "1

want to apesk to you."
Huzeldene nodded, and stayed behind when the othera left
tho study. He was looking & little uneasy. He did not know
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fuite what to make of Bulstrode's unusual pood temper, and
he waa afraid that thero was something behind it.
“You'vo had a letter from your sister 1" sald the burly

Homovite agreeably, but without looking at Hazeldene. Tha
lattor nodded.

" Well, can’t you tell a fellow if there™s any news 7"

" Oh, it'a n{:'thing! " gaid Haxeldens awkwﬂ.rdly. = Marjoria

and Clara want mo to take s few friends over to CHff House ta
tea to-marrow night.”

g timu%ht g.  Who are you going to take t ™

Y Only Noo 1 Study.”

“ You can't take your own study-mate, I suppose t " asked
Bulstrode, with an unpleasant glitter in his eyes.

Hazeldeno reddened, and was silent. He had half expectaed
that, and he did not know what to say. Wharton would hawve
saird ont plainly, ** No, I can't,” but Hazeldene was not much
likn Wharton. He was too weak by nature Lo say a direct
" No " to anybody, snd his weakness had got him into mora
than one acrious serape.

© Well, you see,” he began ab lsst—* Marjorie says——""
Ho hesitatad.

~ ©he saya s few friends,” said Bulstrode. “ I suppose I'm
& friend ¥ Hang it! I think I've steod your fricnd once or
twice.

* If you're referring to that money——"'

“I'm not. I suppose what you mean is, that your sistor
doean’t like me ? " Baid Bulstrode slowly.

" Well, she doean't, you know. It wasz chiefly the caddish
way you treated Linley's sister. T—I mcan———"

“ 1 know what you mean,” said Bulstrode grimly. “ I'm
not going to lick you., Blessed if I know what Marjorie can sza
in that factory cad ! "'

* He's a decent chap enough.”

“There's such a thing as keoping up one’s class,” said
Bulstrode loftily. " But I'm not going to talk about Linley.
You know I don't like him. Leok here, I—I want to come to
Clifi House.” He turned red. ** I'm not in the habit of going
sround begging for invitations. But I want to come,”

* I—I—I'll ask Wharton.”

" What's Wharton got to do with it ** hroke out Bulstrode
angrily. * Bince you were taken up by that study, you're
alwaya at the same old tune-—Wharton saya this, and Wharton
gays that. Hang Wharton ! "

© He's dong a lot for me,” aaid Haozeldene with some spirit.

S0 have 1—if you come to that. Look here, am I coming
to Clift House to.morrow or not ¥ 7

“Well, 1 suppose you can come if you wanb to," said
Hazeldenn weakly.

" That's settled then."

Hazeldene nodded, and left the study with a worried look on
his foco. He knew that the addition to the party would not
bo weleomne to No. 1 Study, snd he was very much afraid that
it would not be wolcome to Marjorie & Co. But there was no
help for it now. The Fanous Four were going down to the
cricket ground, and Hazoldeno joined them. Undor Wharton's
lead, Mazeldene waa becoming s very fair ericketor, and he
sdmitted that it was a great deal better than hanging about
the Cloisters smoking cheap cigavettes, as had boen his habit
nol a0 very. long ago.

“ Do you fellowa mind if Bulstrode comes to-morrow ! " he
ssked, a little shamefacadly.

Harry Wharton looked rather grim.

* That's for you to settle,” he said shortly.

“Well, he wanted to come, and—and I told him ho eould.
I expoct he will behave himsclf all right, you know, He can
be all right when ho chooses.””

The chuma of No, 1 Study wvouchsafed no reply to that
remark. As Wharton said, it was for Hazeldens to sottle
who he would take; but if they had known in advence that
Bulstrode was coming, they would have hesitated to join the
party. It was true enough that the Remove bully could Lo

“all right when he chose ™; the trouble was that he very
peldom chose to be all right. His impertinence to Mizas
Primrose had onco causod a scrious coclness between Cliff
House and Greyfriars, and the juniors had not forgotten it.

Without saying anything further on the matler, as it waa
seltled now and could not be helped, thay went out to the
cricket, The long sanuner evenings gave light enough for
cricket practice almost up to supper timo, o fact of which the
keen ericketers of the Remeove took full advantage. The
Upper Fourth were ot prastice on their ground, which adjoined
the Bomove pitch, and they greeted the Famous Four with
grins, and one or two cries of * Fire, fire t " Wharton & Co.
atudionsly toock no notice, though their faces were somwowhat

pink.
Harcy Wharlon donmed his batting gloves, affecting not to
hear the voico of Billy Bunter, who was calling to him to conie
and join a group to be pliotegraphed. Bunter had thoe camera
in dp-ar’-itiﬂn now. There wore a crowd of juinora round him,
and a fow geniors, all surprisod to sce Billy in posscssion of tho
stand camora. Billy Buntor'a romenees about his fnancial
resources wors well known all over Greyirines, and generally
discounted ; but the camera seemed to back them up [or once.
It was evidently an oxpenaive ong.
“ Look here,” said Blundell of the Fifth.
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your telling ua that you got that camera a3 a gift from the Fais

Trading Co. We can't swallow it, If it's & prosent from

somebody, why can't you say so 1V

. “Woll, if you don’t believe me, Blundell, I'm sinceroly sorry,
uk——7"

“Of course I don't.”

“ Well, there’s the camora.”

“ ¥ea, I see it is. Tt strikes me that you've boen borrowing
tin all this time on false pretences, and that you've got money,”™
said Blundell severaly.

Bunter was not blind to the advantage it might be to him
to ba supposed to * have money " ; 80 ho let it go at that. Hoe
turned his attention to the camera, leaving Blundell convineced
that he had secret resouress which he had drawn upon for tha
purchase of that valuable article.

The camera wa3s in position, and Bunter was all ready Lo
dodge under the black cloth. Ogilvy, the amateur photo-
grapher of the Remaove, had given him a few hints about using
it, and Bunter had slready had eomsiderable practice with
other people’s cameras,  Ogilvy offored to take the photograph
for him, and handle the whole matter, but this generous offer
wad declined,

* New you chaps who are going to have your photos taken,”
apid Bunter, in 8 businesa-like tone. ** Stand together. Try
to look pleasant, Blundell.”

* Why, you cheeky young bounder i

“ And don't talk, Keep your feet still, Micky Desmond.™

“ Faith, snd T—-

* ¥You can't jaw while I'm posing you. All of you ready t
I sny, Wharton—TI say, you fellows,” said Bunter, bawling to
the ericket pitch, * Do you want to come and join the group ?
]1' Ic'ﬂn’t- waste quarter-plates, but you can come in this lot if you
ke

©Oh, go and cat eoke !'™ ealled back Bob Cherry, who waa
bowling to Wharton, and tho Naliob of Bhanipur added that
the cokefulness waa terrific.

* I'd advise you to get a bit further off with that camora,”
called out Frank Nugent. ** There's no net up on this side.”

I you think I'm going to muck up all my srrangsmonts
for the sako of your rotten cricket, Nugent——"

Gl anit yoursoelf, Peckham!™

* All of you chaps ready 1"

* Faith, and it's ready for five minutes wo've been.
have to stand on the nti&r log intoirely."

© Keep still! " said Bunter, disappearing under the cloth.

* Righto—buck up 1"

And tho group stood very still, with that painful expression
upon their faces which o photographer's wictima gonerally
summoen up when they are told to look plessant. Click!?

The click camo from tho ericket-field, whore Wharton waa
playing Bob Choerry's bowling. A mighty swipe sont the ball
on, its travels, and for & moment the feldsmen did not know
where it was gone. But only for one moment. Then they
knew !

For Billy Bunter was seen to give a convulasive leap into the
air, his littlo fat legs kicking out spssmodicelly from undor the
black cloth ;: and then the camera wont over with a crash.

Lilly Bunter had stopped the ball—quite unintentionslly—
and there was a roar from tho crickelors :

“ Dravo | Well stopped ! ™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Splendid Glit.
g O'W " roared Bunter, clapping his hand to the apot

I ahall

whore the ball had struck him, snd dencing round
the fallen camera. “ Ow! Oh! Qooch!™
“Ha, ha, ha'!"”

Tho group wore no longer etill, thoy were rocking with
laughtor. Hilly Bunter danced and yelled, snd Nugont ran
up for the boll. He disentangled it from the black cloth.

“ Thanks!” ho said airily, ™ You stopped that beautifully,
Dunter.””

“Ow! on! DI'm hurt!”

Nugent ran back with the ball. The grinnieg erickoters
resumed their play, and Billy Bunter blinked savagely at the
group before him. They were yolling with merciment.

" Blessed if I can see anything to cacklo at,” growled Buntar.
“I'm hurt. Help me to get thiat beastly thing upright again,
some of you.  Ishouldn’t wonderif it's dmnsgodg: If it 18, somnn-
body will have to pay for it.  I'm not going to have my camoca
tdomagod.  Oh, do stop cackling like a farmyard full of rotton
hons !

" Ha, ha, hat™

Ogilvy and Desmond gave Bunter n hand up with the camora.
Ha Blin at the cricket.ground. Wharton was atill batting,
and Bunter considered it upon the whole advisable to get further
off. He carried the camera over towards the houas, and tho
group followed. They ware anxious to have their photographs
takon ; as Rusaall romarked, it wasn't every day you could get
it done for nothing.

5
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Bunter act up the tripad again, ot o zafo distance. Hoe was
almost under the windowa of his form-master’s study now, but
ho did not notice Mr. Queleh Iooking out of the window with
it wmazed expression upon hia faco,

Having formed the group to hia satisiaction, Dunter was
thout to disappest under the black cloth apgain, when there
vaune a sudden interraption,

" Banter "

It was the Hemove-master’s veles, in tonea so sharp that
Bunter gave & willd jump, aod nesrly knocked the stand over
BZai.

R LT R

" What are you doing with that comera 7™

* This camera, sir ¥ Taking photepraphs, sie. T haven't
token any wob, o8 I'vo been continunally interrupted by silly
asaea—ahem 1—I—I mean, I-———

" Whoso eatnera 13 that TV

* Mine, sir !’

* Take care what you say, Bunter. T waa expecting a now
stand camera to bo delivercd to me this afternoon. As it did
nat arrive, 1 sent down lo Frinrdale, and have just received
word that it wos taken in here by o boy, who signed the corcior’s
note for it.  Where did you get that camern * **

" Phis—thiz eamera swas acnt me, air, az—n3 a prize.”

" A prige ! A fifteensgninen comers a3 o. prize inoa comns
petition ¥ “Pake eare, Bunfer !

" Not in a competition, gir. It wos sent me by the Imperialist
Fair Trading Company, sir, a3 a prizo—a-—a bonus, sir—{or
selling ten articles.™

" What waa the value of the acticles 77

* Oh, they wero practicaily priceless, sir. Fvervihing of the
finest quality ; it wea practically impossible to catimate thejr
valpt——""

“ 1 mean, what did vou give for them #

" Fifteen shillings, sic”

“ 11 it possible, Bunter, thal you were stupid enongh to
cxpect n bones of fifteen guinens for solling articles to the value
of fifteen shillings " thundered the Remove.master,

" You-=vou don't understand, =ir,” anid Billy Bunter feobly.
“ They do it for—for the advertisement, sir."”

" Don't bo ridienlouws, Bunter. Did thiz csmera come Licro
mebdreaaed 1o you 7Y

I -1 nover looked at fle addresa, ajr. You asee, I sras
expecting & cuners, and so I took it for geantod——"

" You took a little tos mueh for granted, T think." said M.
Queleh. " That j2 cortainly my eamera.  You doamaged my
=t one, Bunter, whon you had the ineredible impertinenee to
take it from my roem, I you have damaged this one, vou will
fwar from me.  Ogilvy, pleuse toke that eamera into my study.”

* Certainly, siv.” i

Billy Bunter blinked after the dignppearing crmers in uttor
({ELITEATH

“ You—vou're not going to take it awaw, air? ™

“Iam not poing to lend you an expensive camera to play
with, if that i what you mean,” said the Removeanaster
Boverely. I will averlook vour mistake, Bunter, if I fipd
thet the camers i3 not damaged. 1 eannot, however, vefruin
frowm expressing the apinion that you are the most crassly stupid
bow b Greyivims"

Andl with this checring remark the Bemove-master turned
avegy and followed Opilvy.  Hoe dissppoared after the csanera,
ewving Bonter Dlinking ot the grimning {nees round  him.

V8o thot's the explanation,” grunted Blundell. T knew
1dly well you never got a camera like that from & swindling
compony.”’

*0Oh, really, DBlunedell—--""

" Foith, and now I come to Lhink of it, thera's n parcel

addreased to DBunter in the Lhall ' chockled Micky Deamord,
I shouldn't wonder if it's the cunera from the Fair Treding
Company, Bunty darling.”
. Bunter went slowly into the lownse. ITe was still ratler
inclined to think thut 1hio mistake was on Mr. Quelel's side,
and that tho comera really bolonged to him.  But, sure enongh,
it the hall waa a amall packet addressed to Willinm George
Bunter, Faq., Greyiriars,  Billy Bunter picked it up, nod turned
il c:]-"t:r, n:[nu:li Iu-:rfi{ﬂicl at it. There _I".ﬂ.'crrc m};‘vrt.iamuenh printed
on the outside of tho weapping, and v pood-stzed tvpo appeared
the worda * Imperinalist F.I'!.-il!‘ gE':'u{!irm; (E;pn." Ype appe

Thers was ne mistake about it, this was the camern,

Zurrounded by a crowd of grinning fellows, Bunter opened the
nacket. It contained o camern, and a grandiloquent note in-
forming the fortunate recipient that this was tho mapgnificent
Hawkseye Camers, which was awarded him for selling the
ten articles.  Tho camera cortainly was o camera ; but it was not
exactly up to Bunter's cxpectations, eapecially after handling
tho new camers of the Formemaster. It was o tiny thing,
roversd with black cloth, and contained =ix cheap tin dork-
tlidea. There wns no doubt that it would take photographs,
though what kind of plictographs it would toke remained to bo
proved by experience.

Bunter's face was a etudy s he exawmined it,
round him roared.
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* Hlest iff it was worlh while pestering fellows to death to buy
ten piddy articles to get o tldape like that," said TPrevaor,

“ O, it's a camera!™ said Bkinner.  You can’t buy "am
even like that under two-and-siz, I should say the cost-price
wia ninepence.”

“ Ha ha, ha! ™

“ And the ten articlez were worth ahbout threepence oach,”
remarked Lacy, with an air of caleulation. " That inakes half-
a-crown for the articlea and half-a-crown for the camera—~five
hob the lob—in return for Bunter’s fifteen bob—or somebody
clae's fiftrom bob, rather, as I suppose Bunty borrowed 16"

“Ha, ha, hat

* 1t's poswindle ! said Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha'™

" Everybody told vou that at tho start,” orinned Skinnee.
¥ But you knew such o precious lot, you frabjous dufier,”

“ I wish I had the fifteen bob now,” growlied Bunter.  * This
f2 what comes of being so beastly honest.  I'm alwaxs suffering
for my honesty. Blessed if it isn't enouvgh to make a chop
throw up hia principles,”

“ You wouldn’t have to oxert much strength to throw up
i‘jﬁ;:rﬁ;” anid Hussell drily, * Thoy’d go up like a ping-pong

all?

“Ha, ha, hal™

Bunter grunted, and wallked away with the eamora undor hia
arm. - He looked in at Bulstrode’s study. The big Removite
was writing o letter, and the envelope, already sddressed, lay
o the blotting-sheet. It was adedressod to * Misas Hazeldene,
Cliff House Szhool, near Friardale.”  Ronter, who novor foeiled
to #ne evervthing that did pot coneern him. notieed it at onee.
Bulstrodo looked up irrjmhl}, and pushed the envelope under
Lthe blothing-paper.

U What do you want 77 Le said angrily.
knock, you young pig ¥ *

" I'm sincerely sorry, Bulatrode. Of course, I didn’t know
yvon were writing to Marjoric Hazeldeno, or——""

“What do voun want ! roared Buldtrede,

“ It's pbout {hia eamern,  It'® g swindle.  Quelch Ling eollared
my now camera.  Ho says ib’a his, and 've got thisa thing.
That's all I've ot in roturn for the fifteen bob I send Lo Lhe
Fair Trading Cempany.”

*Berve you jolly well right ! Get out 1%

" But look here ; if wou had left it to me T shouldn't have
aent them the money ; not till wmy postal-order hiad come, angs
way.,  You really made mo lose that juency, DBulstpode.”

CWell, i owas oy money. Bhonl oup, and pet out.”

¢ Tt wasn't your money if you gave it to me," argaed Bunter.
© You ingsisted upon getting o postal-order, and crossing it, as
if you thought 1 should try to keep the mopey !

“T knew you'd keep it if you could, Bunk,™

*Oh, really, Bulstrode ! Under the ciremmstances, aa you've
caused mo a dead losa, T think you ought to hawve this cameras,
and refund me the Gfteer abillings,™

Bulstrode did not reply to thia decidedly cool sugpgestion.
He rose from his seat and picked up & dog-whip. DBuntor made
n wild rush for the deor, but he waa not quite quick enough,
The lash curled roungd his fat Jops, and he jumped about o foot
off the lnolewm, and then he went dovwn the passage as he eould
never hate gone down the cinder-patli, He kopt on st o wild
rush till the slam of the door informed hinn that Bulstrode was
nol pursuing, and then he stopped breathlesa,

“ The—ihe henst ! ho muttered. ** Fancy deliberately
doing # chap out of fifteen bob like that ! I—I've a jolly pood
mind to complain to the Head 1™

But on sceond thoughts Bunter decided not to mention the
matter to the Head.

“Why can’t you

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter in the Wars.
BAY, yon fellowa, what time are you starling this aftor
oo ¥
Billy Bunter asked the question the next morning, as
he bore down upon the chumw of the Remove in the Cloge
just beiore morning gchonl.

Harry Wharton locked al the fat junior in o very peculiar
WAY.

“ What do you want to know for ? ' he asked in his turn.

“Well,” said Bunter, blinking at himn, " I supposa I'd botter
got ready, hadn't It I shall have to put on 8 clean collar,
and—and——"

* Wash vour necl,” sugpeated Bob Cherry.

" Ok, really, Cherry——-""

“ No need,” gaid Nupgent., " Dunler ian’t coming, so he can
leave his clean collar in the box, and let the present one pet s
shado darkor—if it can.”

“ Oh, yea, I'm coming, Nugent 1"

* ¥Your mistake.?

" Look here, il you think you're going to leave me behind,
vou're jolly well mistaken,” said Billy DBunter wrathfully.
“* Besidea, what would Marjoria say : 2

* Bhe won’t notice whether you'ro there or not.”

Another School Tale of Harry Wharion & Co.
and the Pupils of CHIF House.



“ Won't zhe.
to sny abaut the matter)” said Bunter.
if I don't come Marjorie Hazeldens will bo protéy croas,
Beo."

* Look here, you worm,"” sald Bob Cherry, taking Bunter by
one fat ear. *' It's becanse you're such o fat, eonceited, nasty
little pig thot we're not poing to take you. You aren’t fit to
talk to o pirl.  You're going to stay here, aud if voun say ancther
word on the subject I'H—I'"{l squash vou like a fat beetla !

And Boh Cherry strode away. Ilia companions wont with
him, evidently in full approval of Bob's decision, and Bunter
wad left Dblinking with wrath,

He stood blinking for a minute, and then he ran after thom.
l}lﬁi waan't pgoing to be left out of that tea-party if he could

alp it.

" Hold on a minunte, Wharton ! ™ he panted. “ Look here,
it Marjorie & Co. aro going {0 have tea in tho study they'll
want somshody to help them with the cooking. You know
what a jolly good cook I am.”

“Get off ! You're not coming, and that's flat |

*You—you beasta! I'll-=I'll write to Marjorio myaelf. I
wish I had asked Bulstrode to put in & word for me now. ™

If 8 chap's wilfully blind I've nothing more
“ But I tell you that
You'll

“Eh? What'a that about Bulatrods ¥V

*Ohy you didn't know ho was writing to Marjorie last night,
did you ¥ Weall—."

Bob Cherry looked angry for & momont, and then he gave

Bunter a push that made bhim sit dewn with a bump on tho grasa,

¥ Bome more of your yarns, I expect,” he said savagely, and
the junims walked away, and Bunter, guite out of breath, was
unable to assoverate that it was not & yarn this times

Indeed, it was some minutes before he was able to rise to his
feet. and then the Removites were pone,

Billy Bunter looked decidedly morose when he came into the
Femove-room with the reat that mmorning. He particularly
wanted to go to fea at Chiff House, and he attributed his oxcelusion
to jealousy on the part of Wharton & Co.

The evident high spirits of the comrades added fo Bunter's
displeasure.  They wero looking forward to fea at Cliff House,
espocially © tea in the study,” though how it waa to bo arropped
wad a mystery.

During morning lezssons Dunter soveral times obsorved the
chyums whispering to one another, and ho knew thoy were talking
over Lheir plans for the wvistt.

* I—I wish I could muck it up for them, and then thev'd
know hotter than to leave mo out,” muttered Bunter. * I've
o jolly good mind to try."

Billy Bunter romembered that he was a ventriloguist, and that
hio had already coused trouble in the Hemove with his powers
m that line,

Ho turned it over in his mind. and blinked doubtfully at 3,
Gueleh, the Formemeater, but did not ventoure.  Ie inapht havo
embroiled the choms of the Remowe, or ho might have
been bowled out, amd the way Me. Queleh would have punisliod
any * fooling ™ in tho ¢lasa-room was well known 10 Bunter, and
it made him shiver in enticipation.

Aftor morning school Buater approached the chwina of the
Romove on the subject agnin ; but they went on to the cerielet
yrar:tim. apparently not even hearing hia insistent romarka.

In sought out Hazeldeno, snd found him tolking to Mark
Linloy under tho elma.

Bunter heard what they were saving 03 he eamo up, and hia
indignation knew no bouncds when ho learnod that Haseldenn
wes arranging to take the Lencashire lad to ChLff Ilouse to
ton.

“ Ay word ! " murmured Billy Bunter. * That chap 73 &
ﬂl*!tﬂlﬂ.mhip kidd, a chap who has worked in o mifl, and Vaasline s
froing to teae him and leavo me out ! What on earth is the
world coming to, I wonder 1t

Billy Bunter did not reflect that the ™ mill boy ™ was a lad
whomn anybody might have been proud to own as o fricnd, and
that Marjorie liked him unconacicusly becanso hoe hoad that
inborn respect for women which is the merk of & brave and manly
nature.

Hilly Bunter was probably incapable of feeling respect for
anything, unless it were something to ent, and if a pirl wera at
all kind to him he immediately began to plume himsclf and
reflect upon his powera as o lady-killer.

“ I sa3, Vaschne,' he said, poking Hazeldene in the vibs in
the unplonsant way he had—" I say, old fellow—.—"

* Hallo ! " gaid Hazeldene, * How long have I been old
fellow 2 I haven't had o rewittanco to-day, and l'm not ox-
poecting one, 80 you necdn't work off that o me.”

“Oh, really, Hazeldeno—-—-"

“Buzz off ! Ll'm toalking to Linloy."

“* Yea, I know you are,” smd Bunter indignantiy, " I lweard
what you weroe saying, and really, I must say I am shocked,
If wou're looking out for an addition to the party you might
teko 8 gentleman—mysclf, for instance. Linloy's afl right,”
added Bunten hastily, remombering that the Lancashire lad wias
& hard hitter. * Dut it’s no good blinking facts. DBettor talie a
gentleman while you've got the chance,'

Hazeldene looked from one to he oither—From the well.sct.up,
athletic Lancashire lud, to the fat, gready owl of the IRemovo,
and burst into a laugl.

Mark Linley lnughed, too. Buntor was too ridieulous to excito
BIZOT.
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“Bleaged if T seo what you'ro easkling at,” aaid Buntos
seevishly. ' You kuow Jolly well that Lirley cughtn't to have
en dent to o school like this, My people wore shocked when I
told them.  They said I mustn't associate with him; but I'm
8o good-natered.  D've always taken notice of him, haven't I 1"

“ Thank vou," said Mark.

“ Well, it's nice to see a fellow properly geatelul,’” said Bunter
fatwously., °° But to come back to our mutton, Vascline. Ll
come with you to Clitf Houso thia afternoon, if you like.”

“I don™ like," said Hazeldene.

* Oh, really—you sec, I ought to come. I ean holp with tho
cooking, And then, there’s myv comera. Ogilvy Las some
platea that will just 1t it that helonged to an old camers of his,
and haven't beon wsed.  Iahall bo able to take photog——""

* Like the last lot,” grinned Hazcldene. ' Would you
anin:: g?‘i’t’lg and talking somewhere also, where I can't hear you,

unky

** Look here, if you won't take me——"

“Wall, I won't, and that actiles it anid Hazeldene, who
did not consicder tho fat junior worth wasting politoness upon.
“ My aster doean’t like yvou™

“htuft | That's all you know.  Sisters don’t tell their Lrothors
sveryilung,  If you only knew-—ow-wow ! ™
Thuinp !

Dunter stagoered against a tren, rubbing his nose, which folt
a8 if it had swollen to twice ita natural sizo on the apur of the
moment.

0w ! he pasped. ** You beast ! I'm hurt !t

Hazeldena was clanng at him.

* Got any more to gay 1" he demanded.

“ Ow.wow ! No. L-=I was only joling.”

© You'd better find another subject for jukea,”” said Hazeldons,
“T'Il give you a licking you'il remember pext time."”

And he strode awny wilh Linley.

Billy Bunter roebbed hia red and swelling nose ruefully, and
dabbed it with his handkerchicf, a8 he discovered that the
“*clarat *" was flowing.

" Beaat ! he  mwuwrmured. * Thes'ra all beasta! I'm
thrown away at this school. There's nohody here who's fit to
b my chwm. Faney that beast punching my nogo iike that,
just beeavas his siator’s fond of meo.  Ow ! it hurts.”  And
Billy Bunter drifted awoy disconsolately,

- P

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Detalned.

o ALLG! lwllo! hallo ! " mormurcd Bob Cherry, as they
came inle the clasg-room thet afterncon.  Whera
did Buntor get that nose 7
“ Phew ! gaid Nugent. ** Loolm asif he hod jammed
it agninst something—aomebody 's fist, very likely.”

“The jamiulness must havo boen great,” romarked tho Nabob
of Bhanipur, * for the crimsonfulness and the swollonfulnesa
of tho honourable Bunter's esteemned proboscia are terrific”

Billy Bunter went salkily to his seat.

He was feeling injured —in his nose and in his feelings. Hea
waa annoyed with everybody, and especially with Hazeldeno.

Wher M. Charpentier came in to take the Fropeh class Buyter's
eyos glitterad bn;ﬁmi his spoctacles.

He bl net vontored upon any *fooling ™ while Mr. Queleh
was there, but with the Jronch-mostor it was different. AL

Sharpentior was a weak man in dealing with boya, eapecially
tho followa in tho most unruly Form at Greyfriars.

Wharton & Co.. of course, were on their beat bohaviour.
ML Cherpenticr had an aversion to punislunent, and bo waas
not nearly 80 free with the taps from the pointer as Mr. Quelch.
But he was more free than the Formomaster with impota, and
that afterroon the chums would rather have been eaned to any
oxtent than detained nfter half-pnat four.

Deotention was M. Charpentier’s almost invariable punishmont
for all offences, and detention was just what thoy dreaded fuat
then, with the invitation to Cliff Houso before their minda.

And 80 the Famous Four werse vory pood, and Hazeldens waa
very poodd, and even Bulstrode, wlho often found amusemont
in giving the French-anastor a8 inuch trouble as possible, was
very good as well

AMperk Linley, who knew the value of learning inr too woll
to evar wasts tline in clpss, was the samo a8 1|m1l:|.i—q'|.li"&t-, respect -
ful, and attentive, snd so keen to gain knowledgo that the
t{:m::!:i;utq:'r always turned to him with a sonse of relict aiter the othor
vllowa,

There wore many fellows in the Romove who charactorised
Linley ns a “awobt ™ and & " sap ™ ; but Mark's early trouuing
haid been oo hard for him to havo any inclination to waste his
chances,

As the Removites, ag a rule, followed the example of ailher
W harton or Bulstrade, the wholo clasa was on good behaviear, and
M. Charpontier, whoe alwaya entered the Hemeve-room with an
uncasy fooling, was preatly relieved.

Lt there was trouble to come. .

har School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
feHR and the Puplis of CUE House.
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Bunter Waa on the warpath.

He bided his time until M, Charpenticr weos telking ic Hazel.
dene, and then he began.

“ Ve vill take ze vairb penser,” said M. Charpentier.
Hazcldene——"

" Yes, s

“ You vill tell me—ch, vab you say ¢

‘* Excuse me, sir. There's a s{;ﬂt- of ink on your nose.”

It was a voice exactly resembling Hazeldene’s, and it came
from the back of the class where Hazeldens was.

" Ciel ! 7 snid M. Chorpentier. * Zat iz no mattair.”

He drew out o big handkerchief and wiped his little fat nose
with it.

“ Iz it gone now ¥

“Eh, sir 1 I didn't speak.™

* You tell me zat I have spot on ze noge.™

" No, I didn't, sir,” said Hazeldene, who had been mentally
preparing to answer the French-master’s questions, and had no
care for Bunter's ventriloguism.

“ I zink yeu wvonder in your mind, Hazeldene,” said M.
Charpenticr, looking puzzled, * However, to continue. Fe
present indicative of penser”™

* Je pong, tu pong, il pong,” 2aid Hazeldene cheerfully.

17 ‘kl"uul

“My word ! murmured Bob Cherry. " Why don't yeu
make it je ping-pong while you're about 1t 17
*Go up.]i{nzelglnne.”

* Exeuse mo, sir——"

YEh? Who apeak 17

" ¥You've aapot of ink on your nose, sir.™

" Mon Diea ! Zat is no business of any poy in zis class,” aaid
M. Charpentier irrjtahi;}n He rubbed his nose again till it
ghone like a poppy. * Zere! Nowgoon !

" Excuse moe, sir 5

It was a voice from the end of the clase, and M. Charpentier
turned in that dircetion somewhat axeitedly,

Y Who sprak viz me T " he exclaimed.

“ There's & spot of ink on vour nose, eir.””

M. Charpentier breathed hewd. He rushed to the little glass
Behind his deslk, and looked at the reflection of his nose. hat
organ was growing red from the rubbings he had given it, but
there wag no trace of ink upon it.

He eame out again with koitted brows. It was ovidently a
* rag,” to his mind—a concerted picce of impertinence such as
the Kemove sometimes indulged in when they were on the war-
path. It was natursl that M. Charpontier should think so, for
every time he heard the ™ Excuse me ™ it was in o different
voice.

“Mon Lleu ! " eaid M. Charpentior. ‘I zink zat vun poy in
gie lasg start & ghoke and zat ozzer poys take it up, I zink zey
are foolish and sheeky., Ve vill po on viz ze lesson, and I hope zere
be no more interruptions.™

“ Excuso mo, sir——" " Tt was a voiee from the back row,
osond M. Charpenticr stered fixedly across the class,

“ Vat you say 77

" You've pot a HEK}L of Ink on your nose, si0.”

" 1t ig not true,” shouted M. Charpentier. " I ordair you to
tland out beforo ze class, you garecon who speak.”

But the garcon who spoke did not accept the mvitation, M.
Charpentier was grmring a8 red a3 & turkey-cock.

?Iﬁ vou please, sir—."

M. Charpentier whirled round.

" There's a spot of ink on your noso, sir.”

The French-master simply gasped.

He could not ** place ™ the speaker, or be certain of the veiee,
and all the boys were looking smazed, and their faccs gave no
tlue, Buch an unheard-of length of impertinence was a:nuzirzg
even to M. Charpentier, who had had some troublous times wi
the Greyiriars Remowve.

Ha looked staring at the class at a lees whet o do, and in the
painful silence that ensued the velece was heard again from a
different direction.

“ Excuse me, Mossop—=—"

" Mon Dieu !

** There's a spot of ink on vour nose.”

“Ah! I not bear zis ! "’ shricked the French-master. “ Tt cesa
trick—a plot ! It ees vat you call a rag ] I not bear eet, I detain
re whole class for an hour after ze achool.”

_ " Oh, sir,” exclaimed Billy Bunter, * that wouldn't be fair,
BiT.
* Bilenre, Buntairl®
“* Yen, sir, hut-——"*
There was a deep murmur of disapproval from the Remove,
Tt eertainly wasn’t [air to ponish the whole class because of o few
ragpera and their little jokes,

M. Charpentier hesitated as he heard the murmur.
an cxcitable little man, but he tricd to be just.

* T have beon badly treated viz you,” he said, ' Tirytodo my
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, gir——"

" Al ! Zerois ze shoker again |

Tue Macxer—T72.

He wos

Who ppeak 17

“ There's & spot of ink on your nose, sir.™

“ Mon Dica! Zat i3 too mooch. Hazeldene, it vasz you who
rtart dis shoke, and I detain vou until six o'clock zis evening.
zere is vun moro shoke I detain ze whole class! I mean zat.”

* But, =ir,” said the diamayed Hazeldene, " [——"

* Bilence | '

" But I didn"t——""

“ Anozzer word,"” shouted M. Char
with rape—** anozzer vord, garesn, and 1 send you in to zo Head.

Hazeldene waz silent. He hadn't any udea why A
Charpentier had picked upon him, Lut it was clearly woras
then vseless to argue with the little Fronchman in hs present
stote of mird.

Thera were no more jokes during the lesgson, and M. Chars
pentier congratulated himself that the threat of detaining the
whole clags had had its effect. As a matter of foct, the
ventriloguist had effected his purpose.

French was the last lesson that afterncon, and when i was
over—to the equal relief of master and pupils—the Lower Fourth
wwre  dismissed from  the Forme-room.  Aa they went  ouf,
Hazeldeno was the reciplent of many sympathetic glances.  He
remained sitting at his desk.

The Remove went their way.
the lid ol his desk with a bang.

“You will remain until six o'clock, Hazcldene,”™ he said.
Tring

tier, almost dn-ncin.q

M. Charpenticr closed down

“ You vill ceenpy ze time writing ont ze irregular vairba,
zein to e 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.

ILLY BUNTER looked into the Farm-room five minutes
B later. Hazeldene's wad scratching away wearily ;
he had written sbout three lines.  He looked up as Buntor
cautiouvsly opened the door and popped in, closing it
behind him.

* What do yvou want 7 " aaid Hazeldens curtly.

“ Hush ! I'm running a lot of risk by coming here and speaking
to you, Vazoline,' said Bunter, " There would be a row if Moseoo
came in.’’

' Buazz off them '™

“Well, I must say you're ungrateful, Vaseline.
hera to do vou o favour., I ean get vou off if I like.™

“* Oh, don't tatk Tot 1 * said Hazeldene irritably,

* Oh, reslly, Vageline | I you don't want to go over to CLff
Iouse, ell right. I thought you'd hike to get off the detention.”

“What do you mean ! " said Hazeldene with a gleam ol hope.
Bunter secmed to be very much in earnest. * You can’t got
me off the dentention.’”

*“ T think I cen, and I'll tay if you Jike,™

" How 1" demanded Hazeldene,

" That’s my busziness. I'll try if you like.”

“ Of couree I should hike. Don't be an nas™

“*And if 1 can get you off, y:}u'd like me to come to Clif Houss
with you ? ' gaid the fat junior blandly.

Hazeldene hesitated, He could see Bunter's drift now, and
he did not believe that the junior had eny means of getting him
pet ot liberty., DBut if he could manage it, it was only fair Lo
inko him to the tes-party. Billy Bunter blinked at him anxiously.

“ Well, what do you say, Vaseline T IE I con get you off, will
vou invite me to tea at Cliff House ¥ You're taking Bulatrode
and Mark Linley, as well aa the chaps in my study, 8¢ youn
might as well-——""

“ Yes, confound you ! prowled Hazeldens, "I know you're
only gossing as usual, but if you ean get me oft I'll take you.”

* Right vou are, wait o minute.”

And Billy Bunter disappeared, leaving Hazeldene in & state
of aurprise and anxiety. The fat junior almost ran into the
chums of No, 1 Study as he Jeft the class.room. They were
coming to speak to Hazeldeno, Bob Cherry caught Bunter by
the shoulder, but tho fat junior twisted himsell loose.

“Tion't stop me,” he said, “ I'm going to see Charpenticr
about letting Veschine off. I think it will be all right if T usc
my influenes,™

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. Thoe little Parisian was sitting by the
sunny open window reading a Paris paper, which he laid on
hit knee a3 Dunter camse in.

" Vat you vent, Buntair ? ™ he asked.

“ If you please, sir, I—1’d like to explaln about Hazeldene,
It wasn't he who checked you in class this sfternoon, sir.”

" Buntair ! I gink——"

"“ It wes snother chap imitating his voice, #ir," 8aid Bunter
hurriedly, ' I can tell you who it was, sir.”

*“ Ciel! Is it possible zat I have been unjust,” said M. Char.
pentier, greatly distressed, '* Undair ze circonstances, Buntair,
you should certainly tell me ze name of zo vieked poy who did
imitate ze voice of ze ozzer, Yat is his name !

I'va come
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P Now jruu chaps who are gﬂing'm have your photos taken,” said Bunter In a business-like tone, * stand |

Tilly Bunter hosjtatod.

* You see, sir, [—I—I'm afraid——'

* Fere i3 nozzing to bo afraid of,* said Mossoo kindly., * I vill
protect you from ze poy, if it is he zat you are afreid of.”

* It's—it’s not, sir. I—I1 hopoe you won't punish e, sir—
you might think I had done wrong in—in 2

“ Wot at all, parcon. Tt is Terry right and good of you Lo tell
ma ga troot,? said M. Charpentier., " I not regard it 09 2o sneck.
You tell me all, and I seo zat you are not hurt.™

" Then you won’t punish o, sir } ™

“ Certainly not.™

“ Thank you, gsir.  The-—the fellow wag——wag——"

“ YWeos, Buntair, who was it 77"

" Myself, sir."”

Monsienr Charpentier looked at Bunter dumbly for a full
minute. The fat junior stood wajling in uneasy gilenee. He
did not himeclf fully realisn how colossal hig nerve was in catching
the master like this. Twice M. Charpenticr opened his lips to
apeak ; onco ho streiched out his hand towards the cane, But
e restrained himself. He had given his word.

“ Buntair,” he said at Iast, " zis i3 » trick—an impertinent

trick—but the vord of & Frenchman 15 his bond. You may go.”’
“ Thank you, sir.”
“ 1 vill epeak viz Hazeldene mysoll, Get out of my sight, or
I ahall forget my parole and giff you zo trazhin’.”

Bunter got out of his sight willingly enough. He looked in
breathlesaly at the Formi-room door o few moments later. The
Tar MaicNET—T2,

together. Try to look pleasant, Blundell! Keep your feet still, Micky Desmond 1™

chuma of No. 1 Study were in the room chatting with Hozeldene,
digcussing pros ol cons,

“ Better clear,” callod out Bunter, * Charpeatler’s coming
here,

And he venished. The junicrs promptly ' elerred,” and
when the little Fremehman arvivod in the Formroom, only
Hazeldens was there, his pen industriounlsy working away over
the toalscap.

* Hazeldene,” said the French-master, " T lave been oen-
lightened on zis mattair—1 am sorry zat I punizh you ven you
do nozzing.  You may go."

“ Thank you, sir! " snid Haeeldene, in wonder, ** Thank you
very much i

“ T g sorry zat you liave been detain at all.”

“ Ok, that® nothing, zic! T don’t mind.”

And Hameldeno gladly put his Looks away, and joincd the
chume of the Remove, who were waiting for hitn in the Close.
They wore glad, and decidedly surprised, to see him, Bunter
who wag with them gave a chuckle of trinnph.

“ What did I tell vou, you follows ¥ " he demanded,

A ot of lies,” suid Bob Cherry. * Don’t talk to me about
influence with a master, Don’t I know you t"

* Charpentier’s lot me off,” said Hazeldeno,  Ho eaye ho
knows it wasn't ¥ chipping him in the Porm-room, though I'm
blessed if T see how he kerows it.”

# T pave him the tip,” a#id Bupter, “ 1 needn’t go inte
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detaila, but I've cleared the matber up.
with Charpentier——"

“Ohy ring off 1M said Dob Cherry irritably. * Look hero,
s it true, Hazoldene, what thix fat worm snys— that you've
promised to talke him to Cliff Houwae if you got off 7

“YWog; DI'mogorry. Bub it eally seems to be hunter who zot
me off, and it'a only fuic to take him,” said Hozeldene, ¢ I
can't understand bhow ho worked it ; the enly thing that'a
cortain is that be haan't told us the truth about it

' Oh, really, Vaselinp-——"

“ Oh, shut up! You're coming ; but don't jaw.”

Many fellows, however thick-skinned, wuu{d have declined
{»ermiuﬂinn. to accompany the tea-porty on terms lile thoso :
wit Billy Bunter was not perticular. o buzzed off to get o
clean collar and bis camera, snd Bob Cherry ealled after him
to waal Lis hands—a performasnee Bunter was notb fond of.

Tha chuma of the Koemove were o little more eareful than
usual in thetr attire as thoy dressed to go out.  They donned
thoir niceat clothes and silk hata—a secrifice on the altar of
appoarances, aa they would greatly have preterred caps or atrawa,
As they came dowmstairs Bulstrode joined them. Bulstrode
was also very nicely dreased, with a ailk hat on, and a very gay
watitcoat. The usual domincering manner of the bully of the
Remove was condpicuous by its absence. He nodded awk-
wardly to Wharton and hia friends, without speaking. The
othera felt awkward. They did not want Bulstrode in the
party, snd they had no intention of bLeing hypocritical about
it. At the same fime, he wos Hoazcldone's puest, and entitled
to civility., Mark Linloy joined them in the hsll. Ho, too,
was sporting a topper—hia Bunday topper—the weekday one
being decidedly the worse for the wear and tear of the torm.

I used my influonce

“What nice boya we look !" seid Nugent, prinning. ** My
hat, how comfy those chaps look in flannels over there ! ™
“ T say, you fellows——"
ratively., * And

" Bhut I.T}'l. Billy ! " said Dol Cherry im
look here, if you open your moulh onee ab Chil Houao, I j_m.l.
my knuckles into it !

“ Oh, reslly, Cherry, low om L to have my tea without
opening my mouth

“ Well, except fo oat, then,” said Bob, with & grin.  “ Thal's
excopt opening it about fifty thousand times, T H‘ir'f)p{:m."

Bulstrode drew IHozeldense o little aside. w big, burly
Reanoyite was looking curicusly awkward and conscioua.

* Look here,” he said, in o Tow tone, " il you don’t want mo
to como, say ao, and Il get back ! ™"

“ O, it's all right,” said Hazeldens shortly.

“ I wrote Lo your gister last night,"” said Bulstrode abruptly.

“ The dickens you did !

“Ypea, I told her 1 was sorcv about—about some Lthinga
that—that happened onee,” said Bulstrode. ™ Bleased if [
know why 1 care about her opinion, but I seem to somchow, I
ton't think she'll mind my ¢oming."

** Oh, that's all right ! " said Ioezeldene, in wonder. ™ Marjoric
never bears malice en her own, account ; but—Dbut you did
troat Linley's sister in a caddish way, you Lknow. I-—I say,
Bulatradoe, you're not ill, are yon 1

Thn big Homovite glared ab him.

“Il! No. Why "™

“ Oh, nothing; but-—but you sesm diffcrent somehow,™
stammered Hazeldeno, I thought you might be il

Bulstrode relapsed into ailepce, ond did not speak again during
the walk te Cliff House, while the rest of the party chatted away
l}l&!&.ﬂ-ﬂll“}" -E'ru:}ll:gh.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Great Preparations,

v ARJORIE ™
M " Via, dear 77

“Huck up!* said Clara Troviyn, looking in at

tho closs-room door st CLff  House—DMisa Penelope
Primrose’a School for Girls.

biarjorie Hazeldene laughed as she camo out. She had

lingerod bshind 8 moment to spoak to Misg Locke, the second
mistress of Cliff Houwse., There were three or four girls pathered
round Mies Clara in the passage, and they were all looking very
animated and excited.

Marjorie Hageldene was the acknowledged chicf. She was
not as lively aa Misa Clars by any means, but her head was mush
the steadier of the two. 1t hoad heen Clara's ides in the first
ace to ask the Greyiriara boys to tes in the ' study,” and

arjorie had sasented, the other pirly agreeing with enthusiasm,

Dharing their short stay ot Greyiriars tho Chff Housa girls had
been able to obsorve the manncra and customs of that curious
animal, the Humen Boy. At least, that was how Misa Clara

tit.  Misa Clara’s settled opinion, upon the whole, wes that

¥a were horrid, but that they Lhad their good points, and really
vught to be encouraged,

And thore were some Greyliriars’ customs that appealed to her
vory much. Tea in the study wa2 one of them., They had no
poparate studies at Clifi House, and that wad a grievance with
Miss Clara. They wero allowed to ask their hoy-friends to tea,
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corkainly ; but where was the fun of having frienda Lo ton ab
s long table, prosided over by Mise IPrimrowe T Toa then
beecame simply 8 meal—merely that and nothing more. The
adventurouaneas of tea in the study, of liphting their -:n'r*nﬁri‘ﬂ
and boiling their own kettle, maling their own tes, and so forth
—all that was leat. But Miss Clars inlended to take a leaf out
of the Creyiriara book, and sho had brought Mavjovie round
to heor way of thinking. !

Tea in tho study was an institution af CGroyfriars ; and why
nob at CHE House ¢ The girla put their heads togelher over it
Heneo vast and seerot preparations, and the invitation to the
Femovitea, :

v Qome, Marjorie,” said Clara reprovingly, as she linked lLer
arm in her friend’s.  ** You can chatter about painting to hMisa
Locke another time."

“ ¥ was only saying——- _ ;

“Ohk, I know—tho Coreggiosity of Corcgpio!" snid M
Clara, lasughing. * Never mind that now. We've gob Lo et
ready Tor Haeel and his friends. We munstee't lose {ane, In Coe
anybhing goes wrong with the srrangements,”

And afier s ecautious look round, to make sure that they
wore not ohserved, tho girla guitted the schoolhovse, and
followed a path through the treos to n distance of about twenty
vardsa from the bouge. Here stood the gardener’s ahecd, whora
Mr, Mecllvaine, the genial Seottish geedener of CLff House,
kopt all hiz paraphernadia.  3MMr Mellvaing was awny just now,
and not 1i]-:a?*_-,r to appear on the apot, and the girla wore taling
advanlapge of hia absence, .

During the day they had paid sevoral visita to the shed, and
added muelh in the way of furnishing and adornment {0 improve
PLE T8 I AEELE T4 T

The floor of the shed was of bare planka, buat they had covered
it with o square of carpet, snd the gardening implements lad
all been stacked away out of sight.  Bonmwe neat chairs had beex
amuggled inte the shed, and o box conlaining tools, which
was too heavy to be moved, had boen covered with o countoer-
pape and several cushions to tranaform it into a soia. .

The grato had been earefully cleaned up, and o fire Inid,  As
a five was very seldom lighted in the shed—and never during
Lhe suminer— it waa o little doubtful how the chimnoy woul
draw, But that could not bo helpad. Ib might draw all
right, but, aa Misa Clara said very sensibly, it wai no good
mesting troubles halfway.

Chintz had boen hung over the walls to conceal the rourh
wood and such implements as could not be romoved.  Marporie
& Co. had apept a considerable amount of peckeb-monny on Lear
purchases for the adornment of the gardencr’s shed, but thet
would not he wasted, for Miss Clare, who waa full of ideas,
pointed out that all the materials could be worked up into some-
thing or other to be given to the poor,

* By Jove,” said Misy Clara, who had picked up that exprea.
sion—and many more—from the boys of Greyiriars—-"" by
Jove, doesn’t it look ripping ! **

* Oh, Clarat "’

Y Etuff 1" said Misz Clara cheerfully.
Clara !’ now. Tue bounderge——""

Y0k, Clara! ™

“ The boundera," repeated Miss Clara obatinately—" the
boupders may come along any thme., We've got to get rondy.
L'l light the fire,  Milly, did you get the—the grub 2 7

“ T'vo got the provisions here, Clara,' said Milly Brown, with
& slight emphasiz on the word provisions.

Misa Clara laughed the laugh of superior knowledgo.

“ The fellows in the Remove call it grub when they have it
In the study,” she exvlaimed. * Or *tommy '—sometimes
*turk ' ; nover provisions., Anybody got o match T

Nobody had.

“ Cut off and get o box of matehes, Milly," said Clara. ™ You
gt ont the grub, Wilthelmina.,  Don’t stort on it, though."

The German girl smiled, not to any prinned.

* It s ferey goot,” she said,  *° Milly did buy in der villagy
der goot sausage and pacon, and der lnfly ogga and coke.  Gouot
—ferry poot cako ! ;

Y Whera's that feying-pan 77

* Tear me,"” said Marjorie, ** where's the Irying-pen 7"

# I—T forgnl it,”" stammered Alice Lake,

“ My goodness, thot ehap forgets everything ! " said DMisa
Clara.  * Buzz off and get the frymg-pan, you duffor [ 7

* Oh, Clara ! ™ .

“DBuze off '™ cricd Misa Clara. * Don't stoaud looking at
me ! Buzz off and get the frying-pan, you—you asa 1"

Quita overcome, Alice hurried off for the frving-pan.

T

HNo Lmo for ' Oh,

“ What price something to drink 17" said Mizs Clara. " Did
you bring the ginger-heer, Norah 17
* Iaith, and I forgot it intoirely ! " said Norah Flynn
—
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“Go oaned pet it then !
groy among you !l

Milly Tirown dashed in breathlesaly with n box of nntehes,
Miss Clora gingerly drew 2 pair of houseniaid's gloves upon her
hands, and procceded to light the fiee. The fire lighted—and
smoked ! Apparently, there was no dravght up the chimney ;
ot all eventa, T,Ilm smoke poured into the shed.

" Brevegrererersbreregregr 7 said Miss Clara, coughing,

“Oh dear! ™ said Marjorie. " Wave something before it,
Clara, and make the amoko go up the chimney 'Y

" There mn't anything to wave,” said Clars hedplesaly. ™ My
pooddness ! How annoying of the fire to smoke lile this 1 T—T
—pri v A e spade |

Marjorie found o spade, and handed it to her, and Miss
Clara began to wavo it before the fire to fan the flame. e
other pivla erowded back in timo to avoid being brained with
ithe spade.  Clara kopt it up for several minutes, till she was
nearly suffocated with the smoke, and bad to run out of the
ghed to got o breath.

“ Py Chorge ! " said Miss Wilholmina.
paud 1
it-."

" Grop-—proo—pgraoooh 'Y was Miss Clara’s reply.

* I've seen romehody make o fire draw by fostening up &
sheet of paper before the grate,” ssid Marjorie. ™ Is there
o nowspaper 17

* Tl go and find ane,” gasped Clara,

She waa five minutes findding the newspaper.  When sho
returned the alicd wos thick aned hagy with smoke;, and nohody
Hiked to venture into it.  Allss Clara looked into ihe dimness
of 1t doubtfully.,

* It will suffocate youw, dear,” said A0y Brown.

" Wait till it elears off," sepgested Aliee, whoe had returned
with the feying-pan. It may clear off presently.”

Mies Clara sniffed.

" The guests may he here at anv moment. T going in."

Antd she daeshod gallantly into tho sinoloy shed, nod j:nnmml
the newapaper up boefore the fire,
having to retreat to the open air for breath, and the paper fcil
an the flomes ard ignited.

Thera waa a roar a2 tho flame wend up.

* My poodneaa ! ppaped Clara, " I—T hope the shed won't
¢cateh Hree £

The girls looked on fn di=may.  Thick sieke rolled from the
door of the shed, aned dispersed among the folinge abave ;. but
very libtle was coming out of the chinuwy. Thoe villego el
chimmed out.

* (Ol dear,” =aid Milly Brown, * the boyz may be hicre any
ninute now 17

" Bomeone must mect them on the rond,” said Maorjorie
hastily, *' or they will comae up te the gate, and thepe——="

AN the fat will be in the fre) said Clara. ' You cpt off,
Milly, while T get. this—this henstly fire in order.”

Mitly Brown hurried oawsy,  The smoke was o lildle Joss
thick in a Few minutes, probably beeause the fire was geing ont.
Soon the girls ventured into the shed again.  Miss Clara poked
the fire, and o fresh smoke rose from the smouldering wood.

“ My poadness ! lt's out 27

* Oh dear ! ™

“Can 1 help you 1

Marjorie & Cn. started and looked round. Harry Wharten
wad Jooking in at the deor with o smile on bis face.

My goodness, you'll turn my hair

: “ Trab §8 pod—Flerry
I tinks tot ve all be choked mit ourselves pefore, ain't

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Miss Clara Cooks the Sausages.

ARTORIE coloured sz she met Harry's glance, and then
laughed. Miss Clara was looking exazperated, but
she lsughed, too. The guests had arrived-—not at the
maat opportansg moment.

* Tan't it dremd{ul 1 7" said Marjorie, shaking handas with Harry
in the smoke. I am gorry it is so smoky™

" Pha smolefulness i3 certainly terrific,” murmured Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh.

* Perhapa I can help you,” anid Harry.
of firca, vou know.™

Marjorie lookoed dubiouvsly at Harry's nice clothes and silk
hat. Me did not look in trim for wrestling with an ohstinate
fire. But he did not seem to esre for that,  He took bis Lnt
sod jocket off, and handed them to Nugent to take carc of,
and slipped inte the work.

It waas o strong belicd of Misa Clara’s that girls could do any-
thing quite as well as boya ; but sho had to admit Lhal Wharton
handled that obstinate firo well.

In two minutes it was going ngain, the chimney was drawing,
and the fira burnt cloar. The haze clearved out of the open
door and windows of the shed, The Chiff House girls and their
guceta breathed again.

" (h, thank you so much ! " said Marjorie gratefully.

Harry Wharton laughed.

* It'a nothing.”

" You heve made your hands dreadfully black,” aaid Miss
Clora. " We are ever 8o much obliged to you.”

“ Indeed we are,” esidd Marjorie. ** There is a sink in the
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room next to this where you can wash your hands.,  The gardener
keops his soap and things there ™

Y*'Thank you,” said Whartan, looking ol lds hands, wlieh
wore indeed black and horribly conly apd sooly ;" thel’s just
what T want,"”

Thoe smoke having cleaved off, the pucsts came in,  Thero
were ample seats for all of them, tho shed having that ad-
vantage aver o juoior study ot Greyiviara, which coubd seldom
seat s party if it nnmbered more than five or six

Hazeldene looked round the shed with a grin.

“You've fixed this up sall right, Marjoric,” he remarked.
“* Ta this the study 17

Maorporo langhed.

" Yen, this is the study—onr study, vou knosw,
any studics indeors, g0 wo're arranged this as ope. ™

“And & ripping one it aaakes, too,t sail Bob Cherry ad-
!]1I5I‘iu;.,:l_1r'. “It’a tops better thon a Hemove aludy ot Grey-
ELE b

* The betterfulness is terrifie,” =

Y Weaneant to have tea rendy when you eame,” said Marjoria
confidingly ¢ ** hut wo have heen delayed. That fire was such
o dreetful bather.™

" Too baul,™ anid Nugent sympathetioally.

Rilly Dunter blinked fowards the basket of provisions,

“If there's any ecooking to do you ecan eount on me,’ he
remarked. Y Td be only too willing 1o oblige. Of coursg,
cirla ran't cook,™

*Can't they ¥ sald Miss Clara indipnantly. ™ You shall
see. 1 am cook Whia time, and I rather think T shall turn the
pro—the grab out all right.”

Bunter shook his head.

“ Better let e handle the prab,’’ he gald. " Tt's a serioua
malter, yourr know, if the grab were to pet spodled.”

* YWear shall see,” auid Miss Clore fivmly,

Marjorie looked a little doubiful, but she did not arpure
with her frimpul,  After all, b was not exactly the thing 1o let &
vizitor cool his own tea.

Misg Clara eviidently knew all about it, for she took the
[rying-pan, and rubbed it out, and then eailed for dripping to
e it,

* Dere lsn’t any dripping,” said Mizs Wihelmina.,

“ Then butter,” said Clara. " It's awlully extravagant to
nee butter, but T ahall have to vae it thiz time, ™

* I—1 forgot the hutier,” stammered Milly,

Misa Clara gave her a freezing plance.

* You'll be forpetting vour own head next,” she said,
cut off and get the butter, and be guiek 1Y

A wait of several minutes ensued while Miss Brown cut off
and fctched the butter. The Greyiriars juniord maintained s
perfect gravity, with the exeeption of Lilly Bunter, whe was,
of eourse, hungry.

He wanted to sugpest beginping with the cake, but there was
a look in Harry Wharton's ¢ye that reatrained him.  He ahifted
unensily, and renecked that it wos hungry weather, and then
gmq;m] aa Bob Cherry pinched him, neasly taking w hunp out of
hiz tat leg.

Milly i%rnwn returned with the Duticr, and Miss Clara took
it, and epencd it on the toble, Tnder the eyes of the Grey-
friara juniors she did not wish {o hestiate, bot, na o matter f'I
fast, cooking was not one of Clara’s accomplishments,  Biiiy
Bunter could have piven her points, and beaten her casly ot
Lhoat gamo.

She had nover fried savsnges before, and hagw much butter
to put in the pan to start with was a geeal myatery to e

The junicrs would willingly have offered adviee, but ander
the circumstances they could not very well do go withoot being
asked, go they assumed an air of chbornte oneonsconsness,

AMiss Clara hesitated only 8 momnent, then she cut off aboeot
half a pound of butter, and jammed it into the feying-pan. Then
shie pat the frying-pan on the glowing five,

Billy Bunter started up.

* T sav, Misa Clara——" )

Balb Clierry dragged him down again.  He had made up hia
mind that Billy Bunter was not o be allowed to epeak at ally
and he was keoping to it

* Lemme alone, Cherry !

* Bhut up ! " whispored Bob fercely.

“ Did you epeak 77 asked Miss Clura, looking round with s
glowing I:;..?:e from the fire.

Y Mene-n-n—it's nothing

The butter waos sizzling in the pan now. It mclled quickly
enough, and the {rying-pan swam in liquid geease, being nearly
half-full of the melted Lutter.

Miza Clara detached the ssusages, and plunged some of
them inlo the sex of grease, and there were some splaahes over
the edpe of Lthe fire,

Bizzle—sizzle—aizzle !

Miss Clara started back an the spilt butter gizeled and sput-
iered, and unfortunately pave the hendle of the frying-pon a
push in doing so.  Marjuric sprang furward—too late ! T
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A soa of groman swooped over the side of the pan into the
firo, and thero was & roar and & burst of flame, L

Mark Linley dragged Miss Clara back, and only just in time,
or her dress might have caught fire.

. oodnesa ! 7 gasped Clars.

o DI?: 1§EE.I"! " apid Marjorie,

The fire blazed and roared away furiously, fed by the melted
grease, and in the inidst of the flames the sausages sizsled and
scorched, and a amell of burning filled the shod, :

“ My ward ! " gasped Bilty Bunter, © They'il he spoiled !
Oh dear—and I'm 8o hungry ! The sausages will bo spoiled ! ™

“ I—-I'm afraid they will,"” said Miss Clara. " Dearme, how
warm it i3 in hern ! The smell of burning is unpleasant, too.”

* (h, not at all," said Bob Cherry, with great politeness.
Y I—=1I rather like it."

“ (b, it's ripping.”” said Hazeldene. " You'd do better to let
Buanter cook, E?nra-. He'a s jolly good cook.”
** ¥ea, rather, I'd bo very pleased.”

Y Stufi b said Mias Clara decidodly.
not make a summer. Accidents will alwaya happen.

“ When you are cooking,” murmured Misa Flynu.

“ 1 will cook the bacon now.™

“ I'mn Blesaed if I con atay here and see good food messed up
like this,” murmured Billy Bunter.

“ Did youn speak, Bunter ¥ " :

“ T anid 1'd go and take some photos in the garden while you
wera cooking:'”

* Yes, that’s a good ides.”

And Bunter wont out with his camera under his arm, and the
juniors, feeling that Miss Clara would eock more at her easo if
no strange eyes wero uiwn her, accompaniod him. As they
left the “atudy " Miss Clava flopped the bacon into the frying-
pan, and there waa a formidable siz.siz-sizzle,

“ Onoe awallow doea

i

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER
Tea in the *Study.”

ILLY BUNTER had been disappointed with his camera
at firgt. In comparison with the handsome stand-
camera of Mr. Queleh, of which Billy had ecoolly takon
possession till he wase forced to give it up, hia own one was

indecd & wretched thing. DBut on trial it turned out that it
would really talke photapraphs. O ih‘g: had some platea that
would fit it, and he had good-naturedly shown Bunter what to do.
It was a wvery simple econtrivance. The enmera was worth
ahout hatf-n-crown, but properly handled there was no reason
why it should not take photoprapha. Ogilvy had given
Bunter half a dozon plates, and threatoned him with immediate
massacra if ho ventured to take any more without permission.
But Billy had botched those half-dozen in practice, and as he
knew where Ogilvy kept his platea, he had taken the liberty of
helping himsell to half a dozen more.

a intendad, when he had had a little practice, sending photo-

prapha to the illustrated newspapers for publication, as he had
loarnod that amateur pliotographers sometimes made & groat

HOW ON
SALE.

deal of momey that way. Then, out of his first cheque, he
intended to pay for the platea he had taken out of Ogilvy's
stock. Ho waa likely to pay for them in. another way when
Qgilvy discovered his loss.  The Seottish junior wes nol mean,
bt he had a natural dialike to having hig stock of photographic
materiala raided without permission being asked.

Bunters camora held six plates, and tho previous evening
he had fillad it by the aid of Ogilvy’s red lamp with Ogilvy's

lates, IIe had left the camera in tho study atter that, ready
E_ﬂ' use on the following day. Ho intended to take six picturea
while he was at Clifi House, and he had learned snough about
photography now to konow that he must not epen the eamera
in the daylight to see if the plates were all right. Mo had done
that sort of Lhing at first. ; :

“ Lot mo sce,” asid Bunter thonghtfully.,  It'a a good idea
to tako the photos before tes, as the light is & good deal better.
Would any of vou fellows eare to have an enlargement of a
photograph to hang up in the study ¥ E

¥ Let's see the photograph firat,” said Bob Cherry, nﬁp@mnlly,

“ Oh, reslly, Cherry, you can depend upon that being all
right. I've studied the art as an art, and I'm practically an
expert photographer now. I should like to enrn a little money
with the camera, too, as I want to buy some plates; I can’t
depend upon Ogilvy alwaya leaving his cubpoard unlocked. I
eould do you sorme aplendid enlargements at ten-snd-six each.”

“Go hon !

Y rihat's below the market pries of the hest guality and
superior finish. I shall hava to learn how to do the enlarge-
menta, too ; I don't know vot. Yoo would have to pay i
advance, of course, as the process may bs expensive.”

“ Ha, ha, hat "™

“* Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at in that. ¥allo,
here's Misa Primrose coming ! I'll anap her ! '’

“* It isn't Miss Primrose, ass—it’a Miss Locke 1™

 Dear me, so 1t 8.

The juniors tool off their hats to Miss Locke.

Aas s mistresa at CLHT Houas, and a8 the younger sister of their
own Headmaster, she had a double title to respect, and tho boys
likad her very well, in apito of hor strong views on the subject
of votes for women. 8She seemed o little surprised to find the
boya from Greyfriars in the school gerden.

Marjorie came up to explain. s :

“* Misa DPrimrose gave me permission to ask my fricnds to
tea, Misa Locke,” ahe aaid.

* Very good,” said Miss Locke.
think."

Marjorie coloured.

“ If—if you don't mind, Misa Locke, wo're poing to—to hawa
tea in the study,” she said.,  ** I'm auro Misa Primrose wouldn't
meind."

" Tea in the what 1™

“ In tho study. Would you like to seo jb 1"

“ Certainly.” #aid the amazed Miss Locke, and she followed
Marjorie to the shed. Misa Clara had just succeeded in burning
all the bacon into an uncatable condition, and the smell that

“ Ton is almost ready, I
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proceeded from the shed wad what the MNabeb® of Bhenipur
would have accurately described as ** torrific.”

Miss Locke breathed hard.

* Dear me ! Are you going to eat that "

Marjorie looked a little diamayed.

* Tt doesn’t loolk very nice, does it * ™ sha zaid.

" Mo, aearcely. Why not throw that stuff away, and makes
a ten of bread-and-butter and jam and eake T 7 suggestod Miss
Locke. ' I should think that would be nicer.”

* Yo-g.ca, perhops 80" sald Misa Clarn donbtfully. *I—I
haven't had much practice in cooking yet. You don't thinlk
the bBoya wounld like thia boeon * ¥

"1 feel qluita sure they would not.”™

“* Then I'll thvow it sway.”

" And the sausages, too,” said Milly Drown; * what’s left
of them.”

“Ach '™ anid Wilhelmina Limburger sadly. * Dey was
goot sansnges, ferry goot ; but I not eate dem in dat stete—I
could not.”

Baron and ssusages wore deposited in the gerden. The
amoll of burning pradually dissolved away, and Misa Clara
washod the blacks off hor feve and the grease off her fair hands.

* Do stay and have tes with wus, dear Miss Locke,” said
Marjorie,

Misa Locko hesitatod. She was afraad of pla;,ring the part of &
wek blanket at & vouthful feativity, but her pupils persuaded her.

She helped to lay the table, and cut the bread-and-butter and
enke, and the " study "' soon presented a feative and apgrecable
Gppostanco.

ugr of bright flowers added to the adornment of the table,
and the fire boing allowed to go down, the temperature of the
“atudy V" hecame a little more tolerable.  Milly went to eall
tho juniors Lo tea.

Bhe found the photographer of the Remowve busy with his
eamers.  Bunter had just taken Bulstrade, the burly Romovite
having agreed to buy him & dozen new plates if the photograph
turned out a suceess,  Buntoer snapped the eamers with the air
of a prat-master of the art of photography, and listened for the
fall of the plate which would tell that the next was in pomtion
for use. Ho heard the bump in the camers, and was satisfied.

“What'a that row 1 " psked Hazeldene, whe knew little of
CATNCTAN,

Billy Bunter amiled.

* Thot's the dark slide with the plate In It falling out of
place,” he explained. * It leaves a naw plate in position."

“ Oh, I see ! Have vou finished 7 ™

" Ko, I haven't. I've got five mora plates,
te be photographed, Miss Browvn ? ™

“No; L've eome to tell you ten'a ready.™

Hawve you como

“(ood. I'Nl lesve the other fivo till after tes,” said@ Bunter
promptly. _
And t adjourned to the * stody.” Tt locked wvery bright

and cheerful, and the table was well spread and wonderfully
clean and nest, with its spotless cloth and dazzling crockery ;
bat the ** grub ** brought a shade to the brow of William George
Lunter.

" Whero'a the bacon T ™" he asked bluntly.

" Burnt ! " aaid Miss Clara.

“0Ohl And the sausages ™

“RBurmt 1 "
* And the epga t ™
* Burnt ! **

Before Dilly Bunter could ask any more questions, DBob
Cherry pinched him, sand he geaped with pein and collapsaed
into & soat,

Bunter was dissafisficd, but tho rest of the jusiors from
Greyiriars were delighted with the tea ; and, o3 & matter of fact,
they were greatly relieved not to be put to & terrible test of
politeness by having Miss Clara'’s cookery placed before them.

The tos was delicious, perhaps owing to the fact that it was
made by Miss Locke, and not by any amatour maker of tea.
Miss Locke poured it out, too, and brend-and-butter and water-
ercss wero paszed, and the juniors began an enjoyable tea.

Miss Locke had looked a little severe when she saw Bulatrode
firat ; she was far from expecting to ses him in & party invited
by Maorjorie & Co. But Bulstrode wag on his best behaviour.
He waa so quict and subdued that thoe others hardly knew him,
and he waa painfully respectful to Misa Loeke,

It waa cvident that the bully of the Remove was turning over
o new leaf ; though why, and how long it would last, were
great myvsteries to his companions.

But they did not trouble their heads shout that now. All
was poing off well, even Billy Bunter behsaving himself, and
finding the cake so wice that he ceased to regrat the sausages.

“I way, you fellows—I mean you gicls,” said Billy Bunter,
as ho accepted his tenth helping of cake, * 1 should like to take
you in & group after tes, you know."’

" You tock ws in & group before,” said Miss Clara.
nover heard how the photograph turned out.™

Billy Bunter turned pink as his comrades chuckled.

“ You—you see, there was an accident te the platea,”™ he
explained. " Tho Jight got at them and apoiled them. TPhat
can't happen this time--—I put the plates in last night by the
red lamp.™”

" Wa will be taken, with pleasurs,” said Marjorie sweetly ;
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but the dimple in her cheek seemed to indicate that she had not
much feith in tho powers of the amateur photographer.

And when tea was over, and Bunter had crammed in a8 much
cako na even he could poesibly hold, the party adjowrned to the
garden to be ' taken.”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
One Thing Needful.

HERE waa plenty of light for the camera; if the photo.

T grapha did not turn out a success it would not be the faunlt

of the sun. Billy Bunter ana off the five in a very

short time, and the bump of the last falling slide warned

himi that he had come to the end. He put his cAMETE undor

his arm with the air of one whe hes descrved well of his acquaind-
STLLa,

The Cliff House girls walked with the junfors aa far as the
turn of the road, and then they parted, with meany thanks on
the side of Harry Wharton & Co. for the enjoyable " téa in the
gtudy. "

; am glad vou think it o succesa,” said Marjorie dermurely.

“ Why, it was ripping ! " said the juniors in chorus.

" Woe won't have any cooking noxt time,’” said Milly Brown.

And Marjorie In.ulghed. <

Bulatrode lingered for a moment behind the juniors. Marjorie,
secing that he wanted to speek, stopped, too, wondering at the
crimson flugh in the barly Removite’s faca. .

“I—I wanted to epeak to you, Miss Hazeldene,” said
Bulatrode. ** I—I'm sorry for-—for that little row the other
tlay .’

Marjorfe nodded cheerily.

“ Bo you anid in your letter,”’ she snid.
all vight. I had alinest forgotten it

* And you don't owe me any grodge ¥ 7

* Why, of course not.™

“Thonk you, Miss ‘Hazeldeno. It's awlully good of you to
say B0,

And Bulstrode raised his het ond walked after the others.
Murjorie’s face wore a thoughtiul expression sa she walked home
to Chff House. S8he did not guite understand Bulstrode, bul
it seemed to her that & change for the better woea coming over
the burly Removite, and she was glad to ses it.  Bhe was far
from imagining that that change might be duo to her own
unsonseioug influonce.

“ About those enlargements,” Bunter was saying, as Bulstrode
jnined them agnin. I suppose you fellova would like &
souvenir of the happy occasion.
ot apecially well™

" Beeing i3 believing,” said Bolh Cherry oracu'ln.r]{-

" Oh, it's oll right. If Marjorie comea out well, I shall repro-
duce a Jot of them, and scll them to the fellowa at a tanner
each i

“ You won't sell my sister’s phutugmph," anid Hazeldene.

“ (Oh, really Hazeldene—— :

** Not unless you want the cemera and the negatives amuoshed
on your fat head, my son,” seid Bob Cherry impressively.

* (h, really, Cherry Y

* Oh, shut ap ! ™

And Billy Bunter relapsed into injured silence.

Phe juniors walked home to Greyfriars in & cheerful maod,
discussing the tea ot Cliff House, and some lans for returning
the hospitelity of Marjorie & Ce. Ogilvy, the amateur photo-
grapher of the Remove, met them at the gates.  He seemed to
be waiting there for them, and he grinned s they came up.

“ Mol o good tirme 1" he asked,

* (h, ripping!™

* Taken o lot of photoprapla, Billy 1" .

* Only eix,”” said Bunter. ** The camern only holds six
plates, you know. 1 think there will be about half & dozen
successiul out of them, you know. I practised with the platce
you gave me yesterday, and——""

“Oh! And where did you get these then 1"

* 'Well, you ses, I—I—I o

“ You young ass ! ” said Ogilvy, grinning.  “* T knew you had
taken them out af my cupboard ; I went there five minutea
afterwards.”’

" (Oh, really, Ogilvy, then you don't mind——"

“ Ha, ha, ho! Not at all!™ _

" Nlessed if I can seo anything to cackle at,” said Bunter
peevishly., T 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 pive you one of the pictures.”

Ogilvy grinnad as the amateur photographer walked ﬂwaﬁ#-

* What's the little game 7 7 demended Bob Cherry. " Anp-
thing wrong with the plates 2V

“ Not at all, The plates were all vight. Ha, ha, hal”

And Ogilvy, chuckling, followed Bunter. The chuma of the
FRemove, considerably puzzled, followed: him into the house.

Bunter hed pone to Ogilvy's study. There wos a Glﬂg;]j’-

“1 am glad. It s

think Marjoria will come
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fitting blind for the window, which torned it into a8 temporary

dack-room, and this was already up, a8 Ogilvy had been doing

gome devoloping himself, and Bunter gave & gront of aatisfaction
a8 ho saw it. e was an enbthusiaatic hobbyist, but he did not
like anything In the form of work. He closed the door, ot fall
the curtain over it to keop oub sny gleam of daylight, and
lighted the red lamp. There came a tap af the door.

** Daveloped them yot ' askod Ogilvy throwgh the kevhole.

* No ; I'm just going to take them out of the camera.”

 Ha, bhw, ha t "

' What are you cackling at t "

* Hea, ba, hat!"

* What's the blessed joke 'V demanded fﬁgmt' a3 D%T
leansd the wall of the passagse apnd cackled saway like &
trinmphant hen,  ** Look here, what imit 1 ™

‘“* Ha, ha, ha ! ¥ roared Ogilvy.

Bolr Chetry seized him by the throat and jammed him against
the wall, and brandished a fist in his face.

“ What's the joke T " he roared. *° What are yon understody-
!:15 & bleased farmyard for ¥ Expound, you ase ™

"Hold on!"™ gasped Ogilvy. “ You'll—you'll dee in a
minute. Oh, my only hat ! Wait till you hear from DBunter !

“*Hsa, ha, hat™

Ogilvy went off mto & Iresh soream, and the chuma of the
Ramove loocked at him, and st one another, and waited.

They did not have to wait long.

The door of the study was suddenly flung open and Billy

Bunter appeared, with & camera in one hand and two or three
empty black tin slides in the other. The fab junior waa
apluitering with rage.

* Raask ! ** he roared.

**Ha, ha, ha!'

“ Pig! DBeast!
word !

* Rotter ! **

Yaoh ! You—you—you—oh, there ain't a
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A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, & cadet inm his last term at Sandhurst, is
falsely accnsed of chepting in an exam., 30 oune might,

cking ap a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
E(‘?Q Rongh. He walksto London, enlists in the Royval North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, and 1s sent
down as one of a draft of recrults for that regiment to
Woolchester, Arrived there, the rookies are taken charge of
%3' two old soldiers, known as Mouoldy Milla and Hookey

alker, who are deputed to explain their new duties.
Ronald unofortunately menages to fall feoul of Bagot, a
bullying H‘ll_'lu:nnh and Foxey Williams, a private, on the
firast day. He 15 sitting in the corner of the barrack-yard
playing with Raui!ah. when he notices a8 headline of a
newapaper on which some belts are laid out to dry, and to
his astonishment reads of the discovery of his own dead
body In the Thames, Romald has just caught hold of the
paper when, hearing footateps he draws back.

{Now go on with the astory.)

Foxey Willlams' Find,

Bergeant Bagot had turned the corner, rolling a red-
nrlnnmd eye in search of something on which to vent his
spleon,

He bad not Icmg since been up to a chum's lobby for a
moxning tot of whisky from a private bottle to keep him
going until the mess opened. To his disgust, however, his
iotonded host was out, and his tongue was now ten times
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® What's the matter 1 ** demanded Harry Wharton
* Mattor ! Oh, the rotter ! "

** Anything wrong with the platea "
:‘ Platea I " yelled Bunter, ** There weren't any plates!®
‘* What ! ™

“ Thero weren't any plates ! That—that unspsakable villain
must havo gone to the camera, when I loft it in the study last
night, and taken them out again I "

*" Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Qpgilvy.

“ But didn't we henr the plates dropping in the camera after
¢ach photo you took ¥ "' said Hazeldens, purzeled.

* It was only the slides that fell," said the unhappy photo-

apher. ' The slidea were empty—there weren't any plates
in them."

* Then the photographa s

¥ There weren't any photographs, asa! 1 was only exposing
the dark slides all the time ! ”* yolled Bunter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* You cackling assep | ™

“* Oh, my sides|" gasped Ogilvy., * Perhaps you won't
collar another fellow's plates next time without asking por.
roigsion. '’

* You—you—you——""

*“Ha, ha, hat™

Billy Bunter blinked at the yelling juniors, and strode away
in high dudgeon. The yell of laughter followed him. And as
soon A8 tho story of Bunter's great essay in photography sprosd,
the whole Femowve roared, too ; and for days afterwards, if any-
body wanted to raise a laugh, he had only to mention the
Greyiriars' photographer.

pom
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rustier for the dizappointment than befors. The sight of
the hated gentloman-ranker came as balm to his injured
feelings,

“Hi, you!" he roared swooping down on Ronald.
your hands out of there, d'you hear ¥

Ronald tarned, tingling with passion.

“Yeas, I hoar,” ho anawered harshly; “and now I would
like to know what you insinuate by that order "

Hookey's sdvice was not forgotton, but he felt that he
could ne more “ keep a foco like a turnip " under thia gross
provocation than fy.

“YWhat do T mean to insinuats, you cheeky roung swab?''
roared Sergeant Bagot. **I mean Lo insinuate that if you
don't keop your fingers off of other people’s property in this
place, you'll get 'em burned, you blessed area sneak! ¥ou
lat those belts slone, d'ye hear? And cut back to your
room. Sharp! March!”

For five seconds it really looked as though Ronald was
going to forget all he had ever learnt of discipline, and fell
his cowardly persecutor with & straight drive between the
eyes. .

Iﬁargmnt Bagot, indeed, was eo alive to this danger that
he skipped back out of distance, and opened his mouth

ready to yell for aid.
.ﬂ.tfthatjinatnnt. fortunately, tha barrack clock struck noon.
The sharp command ' Dismiss!" rang out over the square,

ther School Tala of Harry Wharton & Co
i and the Puplls of House.

“ heap



end the squada dizssclved at the command, the men hastening
off to their quarters.

In the clatter of feet Ronald returned to his zenses.
Calling 10 Rough he turned on his heels and strode away.

The sergeant, once his victim's back was turned, broke
into an evil grin,

“ I thought thet would feteh you on the raw, you stuck-up,
ata.rchﬁ yaunjg upstart I'' he chuckled. * ¥ou're 2 bit of &
nob, eh? I'll give yor *nob’ afore I've finished with you, or
mgr name isn't Bob Bagot I

here were many witnesses of the encounter between
Bagot and the new recruit; but only one bothered his head
to wonder what it might all be about,

Privato Foxey Williams, from hir place in the front rank
of B company, had been watching Ronald's movements out
of the corners of hia narrow eyes. Fe had seen him start as
his eyes lit on the Auttering newspaper, and his ¢rafty brain
waa all agn% to know what it could contain to produce such
s remarkable effect. .

Foxey was by habit » snapporoup of unconzidered
trifles, Experience taught him that there were few scraps
of information thus acguired tl'gnt did m:t‘ manage, at some
time or another to pay for their storage in the cells of his
busy bram.

As soon as the drill was dismissad, therefore, he hung
about the open window until the owner of the belts re-
moved them from the ladge.

“ You don't 'appen to want this any more, do you, chum?”
he asked ingratiatingly, picking up the paper, and the man,
nodding a surly consent, he tocked it under his tanie and
icined the stream of thirsty comrades now heading for the
canteen. L

Foxey passod the bar by, and, seeking out a quiet corner,
spread the pages out before him on the table, .

" Ain't nothing fresh this merning I suppose, Foxey?" in-
quired a pal, who came upon him & few moments later,

“ Not a blessed thing, Ginger!” replied Foxey; but there
was a ely smile of satisfaction about his peeky face all the
same, a3 he folded up the pages carefully and returned
them to his open shirt bosom.

Ginger, having offered to stand the price of a pot, Foxey
\\ila.u. i]]-aft alone for a few minutes while his host laid siege fo
the bar.

“ Now, I wonder if there’s anything in that idea after
all ¥ he murmured to himself, * Slanev's at Fendhiurst.
He'd be the bloke ter write ter; only, if ‘e got 'nlf a smell
that there was anything "anging to it, he'd want to wangle
everything for ‘imself, and leave nuthing fer anybody else.
No, Foxey, my boy, vou want to play vour game quietly on
FOUr OWNS0Me. If it turns out wrong, there ain't no "arm
done ; but if it's right, 9welp me if there didn't ought to be
some juicy pickings in it! Your very good health, Ginger,
gld pal " he added rmloud, nnd fteek a long swig at the
profiered pot. * And now, what say to a barrack-room
court-martial to-night, with that long lop-eared, ugly
recruit of oura for prisoner i

The Elephant Hussars—Gussy, the Guileless, Comes to
Grlef Again,

“ But if this 15 & cavalry regiment whore are the horsez?
That's what T want to know."

Augustus 3mythe was beginning to get anxions. His one
idea 1n jJoining the Army was to ride a horse and display
his pipe-shank legs in tight overalls and spurs. e had
bean keeping & watchful eve for some signs of these edorn-
menta, but without sueenss.

S0 far, he was blissfully ignorant of the fact that, through
the wile of the recruiting-sergeant, he had been enlisted into
a “ mud-crushing " regiment.

At last he resolved to broach the question to Mouldy Mills,
hia mentor.

Mouldy apparently had forgotten the grudge he bore
Augustus for capsizing him into the coal-box that morning.

o the new recruit’s intense relief, there had been no more
talk of duels with fixed bayonets; in fact, Mouldy had boen
surprisingly genial all the afterncon, drinking Aueustus’s
Leer, and making free with his tobacco-pouch, with the easy
assurance of o life-long friend.

The day's work was over. With the excention of Mouldy
and Hookey, the old soldiers of the room had drifted off to
the canteen.

“* Horses, Gussy, my lad!” responded Mouldy, filling his
pipe afresh and tipping o knowing nod at Honald who lay
stretched upon his bed-cot.

“ Why, they sent "em all away to the "Orse Marinea at
Walmer for bathing-machine exercize, to strengthen their
poor ankles arter the manceuvres. Btill, we won't see 'em
NG more, now the_:f'v:: turned us inte the Roval Wessex
Elephant Hussars.’

Augustue glared blankly at Mouldy., Ile had o sort of
idea somewhere ‘n his head that the l-{-.‘:-rsﬁ Marines were an
entirely mythical corps. This, however, did not bother him
mTTuEh l;n t}‘i{?_ rﬂif&::ianc-a to elﬁphﬂ.nts.

& old soldier’s face, on the side turned to his wicti
Mo 2 ca, victim,
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was as solemn as the Sphinx: but the other cheel was com-
torted by an elaborate wink for Hookey's benefit, as much
a3 to sav, ‘" Keep the ball a-rolling 1"

“ Here, Mouldy, you’re letting yourself run over youreelf,
ain't you " aaiqi; cokey, catching up his cue. ** What's
the good of the War Office marking them dispatches
‘ Private and confidential,’ if you go blabbing the secret
about like thiz? Now, if Gussy was the sort of chap to go
gassing about what you've told him in confidence, he could
et you court-martialled and shot for a cert!”

“ Not me,” simpered Gussy, highly fattered. “I’'m not
that sort, I can tell you "

“ Gussy, I knew it, or wild horses wouldn’t have tempted
me to say what I have sard,” replied Mouldy, with emotion.
“ Hookey and me, and the colonel, is the only ones to which
the secret of the new change has been divulged as vel.
They're keeping dark "oos of the Germans—a sort of sur-
prise packet for the next Euwropean war, in fact. DBut
you're of the true, old trusty sort, I know. Lend me your
!pﬂuch again, old pal. This pipe of mine won't draw some-
oW’

Whenever Mouldy succeeded in horrowing a fill of tobaceo
from an unwary comrade, 1t was a curious fact that the
pipe never did draw, for the aimple reason that he alway:
took the ::rp}wrtunif:y to pack a treble allowance at least
into the bowl. ] :

Pipe number one heing thus put out of action, it wae
pocketed to be excawvated at leisure, while a second cutty
was produced and filled, also at the victim’s expense,

Au%'ustuﬁ scarcely knew what to make of it

“ Elephant hussars [ he blurted at last.

““Yea, it sounds rammy, don’t t7”" agreed Mouldy.
*And it'l] look a sight rummier still when the whole regi-
ment's mounted, if all the brutes are as ugly as the War
Office "sealed pattern’® one that the colonel has got stabled
on the @ T in his washhouse. Awful-lookin® animal, ain't
it, Hookey ! Hookey's the elephant's ostler, ye know,” he
explained for Guasy's benefit.

“ Horful, ain’t the word,” said Hookey, laying aside the
belt he was pipe-claying. * An ordinary elephant’'s ugly
ecnough: but now they've this new process of tanning
their hides while they are still alive, the efiect’s encugh to
send a blind cat into convulsions.™

“ Tanning their hides!"” gasped Gussy. * Why, what's
that for?” ]

“To make 'em bullet-proof, of course,”” said Mouldy,
“ First they dip "em in extra strong acid till they begin to
seratch themselves uneasy like, then they scrub ‘em with
earbolie, whitew®sh them, and Ieave them like that for
three months, The efoct of that is to make their skins as
thick az an inch and & half deal board, but soft like. After
that ;fﬂu’ve. got to soak 'em in elum, paint ‘em over with
blacklead, and electro-plate 'em with cold steel.”

‘" YVes, 1t's the steel as doss the trick. That was Mouldy's
idea,” continued Hookey admiringly. * Mouldy lockz a
fool perhaps, but he's got some brains hidden somewhere or
another in that ugly head of his. Do you remember when
we shot at this ona, the first time arter they'd topped him
off accordin' to your plani” ]

“Don't T just!" chuckled Mouldy. " Why, we aimed
point-blank at him with the Maxim at five yards, and ke
juet lifted his blessed trunk and trumpeted that {ﬂyful vl
could see that he liked the tickling of them bullets bettcr
than anything he had had in his Iife !

“¥es; and the shot bounded back off him as if he was
an  indiarabber moanfam. Wonnerful,” said  Hookey--
Heimply wonnerful 1"

There was silence after this, broken only by a gurgle
from Tony Truscott. :

Ronald could hardly belisve that any man could be simple
enough to swallow so obvious a fable, yet thers was no
doubt that Augustus Smythe was more than half rmpressed.

“*The one thing agninst the steel-plating business,” con-
tinued Mounldy regretfully, * 12 that it makes the poor crea-
ture so irritable, particularly with me. They're wonderful
knowing animals iz elephants, and I expect that he spotted
somehows or another that that process was mine."”

“ Bhouldn’t be surprised, lguu]dy, old chum,” agreed
Hookey sympathetically. “Ii's my belief that Bunny—wa
calls him Bunny, affectionate like—as Bunny will do you
mjury some day, Mouldy., Often 1 goes into the wash-
house and find him sitting there a-scratching himself, and
meditating Itke, 8s 1f he was saving 1 up for somebody.
Some day some silly juggins’ll leave the key in the door,
and Bunny will shove his head out of the window and turn
14 with hia trunk, and come rampagin’ after you, and then—
well, yon ean’t expect to go electrvic-plating an elephant
without hurting his feelings somehow.”

“ Ah, and if 1t did so happen, Hookey, I shanuldn't ke tha
first poor bloke as sacrificed Ins life in the noble cause of
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science,’” snid Mouldy, with mouarnful resignation  * What
I'm looking forward to iz the day they sends the noo re-
mounts down from Woelwich Arsenal, and sofs the regiment
un for the riding drill. It's & bit different to ardinary
h&rafl:;ﬁk, I can tell you. I suppose you can ride, Gusay,
my iad?"’

“ Well, not much. That is, I haven't tried yet; but I've
read a book of directions,” responded Gussy, in a flutter,

. “Then you've won half the battle,"” said Mouldy. * Now,
if I was to give you a fow Jrr&ﬁt.mzul finishing touches hore,
I don't mind i'.:n?:t.i.'.l.':35_!,I oa'd be all right straight away.
What say, Hookey? It'd be a bit of & score for him if he
took the hurdles firsk go off, wouldn't iti"

It would that,” sanswered his cBum. * They’d most
likely promote him flance’ on the spot; and who knows,
with hiz fine figure, they might make him roagh-riding
sergeant m a month? How would ye like that?”

ussy giggled. He had his doubts about the elsphant;
but the prospect of early promotion, he felt, was guite on
the cards.

“ Well, the best way as you can learn is to do what us
and the colonel has been doing every day for the last month
in hig back yard,” said Mouldy, plé‘ixng up & form and lift-
ing it on to the table. ;

*You see, an elephant’s back 13 broad,” he explaired,
*and jolly f‘:a.rd, too, after the noo process to which it has
been subjected. Afore you can hope to sttain that grace
and slegance which is the pride and joy of every cavalry
soldier, you've got to get used to the corners. So’ws and
the colonel, after long experiment, have come to the com-
clusion that the only way to pick up the seat is to practise
sitting across the forms, like so.”

Mouldy lifted a second form upon the table, and set it
beside the first, Tl

“ Now come here, and I will give you & leg up, and show
you how to hold your hands. A eouple of hours like this
will save E'nu months arterwsrds in the riding-school, to say
nothing of your surprising the colonel with your uncommon
display of unnaturat aptitude,”

ussy, still somewhat bewildered, but not liking fo spurn
such kindly mterest 1n hia welfare, prepared to mount his
strange steed, while Ilcokey, 1n response to a wink from his
pal, ranged hirrself on the other side. )

“MNow catch hold of the forms where you think the
elephant’s mana ought to be and give ua a hold of vour
foot, That's right now. Frepare to mount. One, two,
three! Up you go!” i .

Gussy had not time to consider what portion of a deal
form corresponded with the mane of an elephant, or oven
if the elephant possessed such an adornment.

Mouldy's upward hoist was
8o vigorous that his pupil was
shot  spreadeagle ashion
across tho two forms, which
promptly collapsed, and
threw him into Hookey's out-
stretched arma.

Hookey, not being able fo

men go through lifs, and never know they possess. Now,
don't be quits 3o sager this time.”

Ronald, like Tony, had long ago succumbed to interna]
spasms of mirth, which Guasy, if he had been less engrossed
in his task, could not have failed to notice.

The absolute sclemnity of the two old willaina, and the
guileless simplicity of their victim, proved altogether too
much for their risible faculties. Aided by Hookey on the
one side and Mouldy on the other, the recruit was hoisted
on to his precarious perch.

"“"Now, overything that this ’ere exercise teaches,” aaid
Mpuld]lr, “ iz militring style, and the only way to learn that
—just hold out vour wrists a2 minute whila T tis 'em loosely
with a handkerchiaf, and, Hookey, you hand up that broom
—13 to keep your hands tight tegether, and have a broom-
stick stuck through your elbows, gahin{i vour back, so '

he pinioning process had been performed so rapidly that
Guesy found himself trussed like a chicken before he had
realised quite what had happened.

[Iookey, tumbling to the joke, had meantime noosed his
ankles and lashed them togather under the forms, so that ho
wasd powerless to dismount from his fearsome steed without
tumbling the whele structure with him.

‘" Heore, what's your game!” demanded Gussy, not liking
the turn things were taking.

“*(Game " dnguired Mmﬁd}r, in injured surprise. * Well,
if that ain’t an ungrateful insinuation to make, when Ilookay
and me has been to all this trouble! Hallo! What bugle
wa}: that, H{:cgkg}r E‘;' he Iilr!quired, EE n{arm. 1

n innocent bugle, calling on orderly corporals to parads,
had sounded across the darkening ba.rrgci-:-m]uare. 3

“The alert!" snswered Hookey. * Tumble out, you
chaps, and fall in! Something must be wrong. I only
hnpﬁ_'_:r:-

“Hope what!” asked Mouldy excitedly, reaching for his

¥

CH[r.
l:!‘rI hope it ain't ould Bunny who has broken out of the

wash-house, and got running amok around the barricks,
that's all. If he has, just look out for yourselves, vou
fe%i:-wg.” Y i

vorey streaked for the door as he shouted this advice,
and Mouldy followed, hustiing Roneld and Tony beforo
him. Gussy, in the sudden panic, was forgotten, and laft
lashed helpless on his strange steed, & prey to a thousand
ﬁui:i}lctm r'}r:m’fmnaci —_—

t 51" he hear ookey yell, in a vol el i
h:.fﬂffri{‘:'a._llll aig.l;ma > volee cracking with

3 what?” demanded Mouldy, grabbi
blankets as he rushed out. "8 GNP & peck:ol

“it's Banny chewing the head off the sergeant-drummar.

Now ho's heading this way.
Bun, Mouldy, or he'll havy
you next!"

Then the door slammed,
and, to Gussy's horror, the
gasjets began to ficker and
turn blue, and then die down

“rrm-ad his i flight entirely, one by one, plunging the bar-
tripped, and landed into a e : rack-room inta dark
i A 3 = " ALY, . sy,
sitting posture on Gussy's Tne, Edlter HAHIE%WHL J:'i?lrrat:{, Five minutes passed
anguished countenance. i f.”'&’ hﬂﬁﬁegﬁmﬁetrtmm YOt and still Gussw P EWAY
“Hallo, that was unfortnit. ; ok o b : ussy sal, quaking
No _I:rm:!ﬂa ?dmkieéa, I hope?" \ w"iih nﬂ-melesarfturs and stiff
inguire ouldy, peering Wit ¢ramp. by craning his
nva]rl the table with asym- “THE GREYFRIARS neck  till his bﬂﬂkgbﬂrn‘:a
pathetic  surprise, “ That T eracked :
comes of not grasping the CARAVAN, tltrﬂmum}dm:d th13+ forms
mane firmly with the left @ O capsize and

hand as soon as you spring.”

“I didn't spring”
epluttered Gussy, as soon as

ookey had stopped using his
l&e&ﬁ_uz a seat. " You shoved

o'

“Ne, did T1? Well, perhaps

wa2 & bit anxious like.
atill, you dldr it remarkably
well for & novice. T remem-
ber it was hours before us
and tho colonel could get so
far as that even, wasn't it
Hooley

““Days before the ecolonel
did, anyway. But up ve get,
Guﬂ,!j',” old h&v. and fry
again,” urged Hookey. * Vou
mount from the off.side this
time, 'cos it may happen that

'{."“p“ﬁ laft-legged, a pecoo-
1arity whioch lots of cavalry-

made,

~— BB
A most npexpected discovery ls

Harry Wharton & Co. take full
advantage of It, and have as good
a thme with *“The Saucy Susan™
as I hope you will enjoy when
you get next week's

#MAGNET " LIBRARY.

pitch him headlong to the
floor, ho could almost sea the
barrack-square, but not quite.

The more he thought over
the amazing stalements of tho
two old soldiers, the more
convineed was he that they
bore distinet traces of ex.
aggoration. Yet, to  his
fevered mind, it really seemed
to him as if thores wore unp-
wonted stir and excitement
en the parade-ground below.

fAnother long inglalment of this
aplendid Army story next Tuesday,
FPlegse order your copy of “The
Hagnel™ Library in advance. Prics
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