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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

How the Caravan came to Greviriars,
TUMP!
Clattor !
ﬂlﬂug t
* What on earth's that row ? " mutlerad Harry Wharton.

He peered into the darkoess of the Friardale Road. It was
& dark night ; and Greyiriars school lay dim and silent. Only
from the mastors’ study windews lights still gleamed into tho
leafy Close. The junior studics and the junior dormitoriea
wore in darknesa; and the juniors ought all to have boon
aslecp.  But two of them, at least, were wide awake—and out
of doora,

Harry Wharton and Bob Chorry, of the Remove, had just
slitnhad the achool wall, in the den=se black shadow of the over-
hanging trees, and were sbout to drop outside into the road,
when the sudden clatter camo to their ears, and thov paused.

Clatter !

Clang !

* What on earth i

“ It'm some giddy cart or other coming along,"” muttered Bob
Ehcrr:,'m“ 8 market cart, 1 suppose, from the way i bumpa.

“t 1

Clang ! clink ! clang!
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" Bleased I T Lknow what that means,'” sald Dob. * Bobbor
keop up here in cover till it's gone by, whatovoer it ia,”

* Yoa, rather."”

Under the leafy branches, on top of tho school wall, the two
juniors remoimed as quist a8 mice, and peered down into tne road.
A glimmering light camo into view in the darkncss, evidently
carried by tho, as yet unacen, vehicle,

Clang ! elink ! clang!

“ T ghould say that chap had all hia family tins and hetlles
hanging round his cart,” mautterad Bob Cherry. * What a
ghastly row ! "

The noise ssomed preater in the dead silence of the night.
It echoed along the lonely road, and through the dim wood
en the other side. Wharton snd Cherry waitod impationtly.
They did not wish to show themselves to any paaser, for thoy
woro breaking bounds, and they eould not afford to run the
alightest risk of that fact bocoming known to the ** powers thab
ware "' at Greyfriars. Not that there waz any Larm in the
little excursion, as far as that wont. They were going to act
some night-dines in the Bark—or, rathor, Bob Cherry was going
to do so, and Harry was going with him to keop him company.
But it was againat tho rules ; and any master or profoct who had
discoverad thom at that moment might not have crodited that
their intention wad Bo lomocent. Not &0 loag belors, g boy
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in tho Roemove had beer compolled to leave Greyiriars for the
effenee known as "' pub-haunting.™

Clink ! clink ! ¢lang ! clink !

Boh Cherry uttered o suppressed exclametion.

“It's A caraven "

In the gliwmmer of the light, the vehicle had come into sight
at logt=—cim, but discernible. It was o gipsy caravan, drawnn
oy & single bony horse, with a man sitting on the ghaft, The
clanking and clinking came from a collection of pails, paus,
and kettles, slung wnder the carnvan. The horse was mosing
slowly and soleamly, and the heavy var rolled and bumped
in every rut of the road.

Harry Whartoin looked down at the earavan with interoat.
some time before he had had rough adventures with a pang
of outeast gipsies—and Nadesha, the old gipsy who had fled
from her people, was still living at Grewirizrs. The boys saw
little of her, but aometimes she was seen in the Head's garden,
or in the wood, and Harry always had a cheery emile for her.
He liked the old gipsy, though he did not guite understand her.
The sipht of the caravan brought his gipsy adventures back
freshly to hig mind. He watched the lumbering vehicle as it
rolled past,

" Hallo, halle, hallo ! " muttered Bob Cherry. ** The beastly
'E-I'ting’:-'. atopping ! "

"By Jove !

The clatter and the clinking came to an end. The caraven
halted, just outside the gates of Greviriars.

IThn gipsy slippod from the shaft, and his forn was seen
dmﬁﬁ approaching the gate, and he fummbled for the bell.

Wharton gave a low whistle.

“Look ! Ho's ringing ! What on esrth does it mcon 3

Bob Cherry shrugged %:is shoulders.

* Blessed if I know.”’

The juniors were keenly Interested now. They had o d
to see the caravan pass on, and them they wouhkd have slipped
down from the wall and gone on their way. 1t2 halting outside
the achool gates ﬂurpriﬂ.eg them ; the sight of the gipsy ringing
the porter's bell astounded them.

They crept further alony the wall to obtain s better view
of the gateway. The setting of the night-lines was a matter
of minor importance now. ':%'hat. on earth eould the gipsy want
at Groyfrinma college at hall.past ten at night 1

Ting-ting-ting !

In the quiet night, the juniors could hear the bell ringing in
the porter’s lodge. Bob Cherry chueklod as he pictured the
expression on Gosling’a faco when he heard it. QGosling, the
schwonl porter, didn't like being disturbed in the evening, even
by the Head himself. It was a point of honour with Gosling
to do as little ag possible for his wages, and he made it another
point to prumble at doing thet little. On the present cecasion,
e sliowedd the bell to ring three timea before he came out of his
lodge, and he came out in & towering temper,

" ¥ot I aaya is this "ere.” he growled, aa he eame down to the
gate. " Why can’t folka got in early, and allow an honest man
to reat arter his day's work 1"

The pmiors suppreased a chuckle. They were near snough
Lo Goshing to toas g atone upon his head, and thoy plainly heard
his muttered complaints. The porter did not suspect their
presence.  He went to the ﬁnta, and peercd betweon the upright
;l'jm bara into the voad. The sight of the gipay caravan made
oy Juige,

i ‘r'l'1'|1ﬂl-':3 there ¥ " he demanded angrily.

A dark bearded face looked through the bars, and a pair of
black oyes plittered at him.  Gosling started back o Little

* Tlus is Greyivars 7 " demanded a voice.

“Yes, it i3, grunted Gosling. “ "Ave you woke meo up Y—
the porter had not been in bed, but he was fond of making out
a4 hard & case as poszible—" "ave you woke mes up to ask tsm:rl'a
guestions T Wot I BaYS is this 'ere, you gt along.”

" Waodesha is hera

“Eh! Yes, tho old woman's heore, I suppose.
ghe was to-day, and T don’t ‘spuse she’s
Gosling sarcastically.

" Tl her Tawne wishes to apeak to her.™

* Yaos, ['m likely to po lmahmg for & gipay, to toll her another
pipsy wants to apeak to ‘er this time of night,” said Gosling,
with crushing irony. * Wouldn't you like to step in and "ave
o glasa of wine with the "Ead.”

" Opene the gatos 177

“Ho, ves; I don’t think !

“ Old Telengro is gone,”” said the gipsy, through the bars.
* Nadeaha waa his relatton, and ho has sent her the caravan.
He bade me bring it to her, Nadesha 15 here, and I have
brought her the van.™

* 1 don't care tuppence for hold Tolengro, whoever he may be,
or for Nadesha, or for you, neither,” said Gosling. " I ain't

oing to hopen the gates. You coen't bring your trash in ‘ere.
Vot T saya is this 'ere, you "ustle hoff.™

* I have brought the enravan to Nadeshas,'

* Well, I'm goin” to bed.’!

" Open the gates.™”

" Ho, ho, ho ! QGosling retreated towards his lodge, and
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the gipsy shook the bars of the gate. " Yes, you can shake,
my pipping ; but you won't get that gate open.™

I have broy the caravan ——"

* Better send 1t by parcels post,”’ said Goeling, still in the same
iremie vein ; ' or you can let er 'ave it on a pictcher posteards
Good-night 1 "

* Then I will wait.”

* Wait, then,” grinned Gosling, and he went Into his lodge
and slammed the Jdoor,

The .gipay muttered somothing in the Romany tongae. The
juniors h -him, and though they did not understand the
words, they knew that it was something very uncomplimentary
tn Gosling. Then he led the horse to the belt of grass ¢n the
obher side of tho road, and tethered him to & tree with o length
of rope, ecasting him loose from the harness. The juniors
watched him in wonder. It was evident that Tawno meant io
keep Lis word, and not to leave the spot. Was he going to
wait there all night ?

It certainly looked like it, for he climbed into the caraven,
closed the door after him, and waa not setn again.

" He's gone to bed,’”” muttered Bob Cherry.

! Fnkﬂ likﬁtit" walt till morning., Well, that desdn™

" 1 seppose ho ing to walt till m . oll, that d
bother ug. It's & ig*umm%uaineaa, Come mg:”

The juniors dropped into the road. They were absent half
an hour ; and when they came hack, eleven had struck from the
clock-tower of Greyfriars, and the g:‘tﬁy caravan was still by
the roadside. The van waa nilent, gi in it evidently
saleep ; the only sound in tho silence was the crop-crop of the
feeding horse.

Thoe junicrs climbed in, and, wondering what would come
of the affair on the morrow, made their way back to the Remove
dormitory and turned in. . There was @ yawn and o grunt from

Frank Nugent's bed.
“You've besn & jolly long time gone.™
* ¥os,"” said Harry., ** We had to delay—you gee, we—--"
enore | '

Nugent was asleep again, and Harry smiled, and postponed
the explanation till the morning. In & fow minutes he was
asleep himaslf.

Mcanwhile, the gipsy ven remained etationary in the road
opposite the gates of Greyiriars, while the dark hours rolled

aWaY.

Tga early light of the pummer morning glimmered at last on
the painted woodwork of the caravan, and the Eﬁpﬂy Tawno
came out, rubbing his eyes, and lighted his pipe. sat on the
sloping shafts to smoke, while the horso, waking, hn:igﬂ.n to crop
the grass again. Gna]i:fg came down and unlocked the gates,
ond cast & glance of disfavour out at the caravan. The gipsy
nodded and grinned at him ; a salute which the scheol porter
did not deign to acknowledge.

When he was gone about his duties, Tawno guiotly harncssed
the horse in the shafts, and led him in throngh the open gates,
Gosling came out of his lodge in wrath, and shouted at the

ipay.
5 wb’ﬂm can’t bring that in "ers, I t¢ll you.™

Tawno walked on steadily, ivﬂrdx;}g the horse. Gosling rushed
towards him, with the intéention of running hirm out ; but the
gipsy tapped a silver handls that protru from his sash, and
Gosling turned pale. Hpe was not of the stuff of which heroes
are made. Tawno grinned, and led the horsse on, till he was
on the grass plot in the centre of the old Close. There he halted,
unharnessed the horse, and led him awey, leaving the caravan
in the middle of the grass plot. '

Heo led the horse out of the gates of Greyiriara, and disappeared
the way he had come the previous night, leaving Gosling staring
helplesaly at the stranded caravan.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Nadesha's Property,
e BAY, vou fellows——"

Billy Bunter uttered the exclamation excitedly. He
waa looking out of the staircase window, having glanced
out a3 he was coming down from the donmitory thst

morning. What he saw rooted him to the spot with sanazerent.

* 1 say, you fellows—-="

“ Hallo ! what's the matter with you 1" mseked Bulstrods,
as he stopped. Wharton snd his choms were already down ;
Rilly Buntor was generally one of the last to leave the dormitory.
Bunter blinked round at the burly Remaovito.

“ T say, Bulstrode! Look thero! Somebody's driven the
hack on to the grass plot, and Joft it there.”

Bulatrode looked out of the window. e grioned at the
gight of the stranded wehicle. Billy Buntor wea remarkably
short-aighted, or he would never have mistaken o pipsy caravan
for the village hack evon at that distaence. -

“ A piddy ecaravan !’ exclaimed Bulstrode, in  wonder,
“ What on carth can it be doing there—how did it eome in,
too T There’s no horse to it. I'm going to see what this
means.”’

And he went downstairs three at a time. Harry Wharton
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was Tn the lowoer hall, talking to Nupent and Bob Cherry and
Hurrge Bingh. It was a Wednesday, and a hslf-holiday ot
Greyiriars, and the chums of the Remove were discussing tha
programma for the afternoon. A orjeket fixture had: been
eeratehed at the last moment by & team that had becn booked
to vimit the Greyiriars Juniors, and the chums were left with an
H-I'I'.I.E:i half-holiday to fill uﬂ. _

trode brushed past them and ran out inta the qund:’.&ngl&,
and Bob Cherry glanced after him in surprise,

** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! What's Bulatrode aftor, I'wonder 1™

I say, vou fallows i

“ Halio, hatlo, hallo ! What are you downstairs for, Bunty—

“{t’e nearly three minutes to breakfast.time. ™

** Oh, really, Cherry—1I say, you fellows, there's a gipay cara-
wvan in the Clese, I saw it first, and——"*

“TIn the Close!™ exclaimed Harry Wharton, in surprise.
" Then that ehap Tawno has got'it inside the gates.”

And the Famous Four ran out into the Close,

There was the caravan, sure encugh, in the middle of that
carefully-kept gra.aa:plut. which was iﬁm ride of the Greyfriars
gardoner’s heart.  Tawno, the gipsy, had been too considerate
to loave it on the drive, wherse it would be in the way ¢ hut it
was doubtful if either the Head or his gardener would thank
Lim for the consideration he had shown.

The big, heavy wheels of the caravan had sunk deep into the
grasay soil, and the horse's hoofs had kicked up the turf. There
were—already half a dozen fellows round 5-1(: caravan with
Bulstrode, wvery interested and curious, when Wharton and
hie friends arrived upon the spot.

* Well, this is a giddy curigsity,"” said Temple, of the Upper
Fourth. ‘' How omn earth did it got here ¢

‘ Bormebody dropped it from an seroplane during the night,

1 should think,” said Fry. ** There's no giddy horse attached
to the giddy show."

" There's o horse's tracks in the grass, though.”

* Oh, rather,” said Dabney,

* It's the same one, Harry,” Bob Cherry remarked, hoking
over the caravan. ™ I'd know those beautifully carved cornices
anywhere, Somebody ¢arved them with a pick-axe or a crow-
bar, I think." '

* Bo you've seen it before, kid ? ** exclaimed Temple.

' What de you think ? "' said Bob Cherry, addressing Tample
with that cheery air of rg&tmﬁaﬂa ganeratly ado by the
Iriars Remove towards the higher Form. * B{u know all

shout it. Belongs to a friend of ours—a very old friend.”

* Rata ! " gaid Temple & Co., with one voice.

" Let’s have a look in it,'" eaid Bulstrode. ' As it's stranded
here, 1 suppose we may Bquint in it.""

“The sguintfulness is terrifie,” romarked Hurres Jamset
Eom Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, in his Bhanipur
English, * The curicusness of my worthy self = also great.™

he door of the caravan at the back was unfastened, and the
juniors soon had it open, and they looked in. The morning
sunlight glimmered through the tiny windows, which wera
tightly closed. Gipsies do not a® a rule place much faith in
freah-air, at loaat, in their movable dwellings. Perhaps they get
enough outside their caravans. The interior of the van was
stufly, not to say mephitie, with the odours of stale bedding,
ancient cookery, fried fish, and onions. Bulstrode gave a sniff,
and then a snort, and jammed open the little windows.

+ hat! this is rather thick,” said Nugent. * Fancy
anybody sleeping in it1 What are those rags in the comer for,
Iwondex 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

* That's the bed, I imagine.”"

* My word ! Ishould want it disinfected bofors T elept In it.
But I say, if it were clean, it would be jolly to go on the rond
with a thing of this sort,"” asid Nugent, with a gleam of adventure
in his eye.. “ I've often envied those Pipﬁy chaps, going about in
caravans and mmping where they hke. Ripping in the fine
woather at all events,’

* I wonder what the Head will say when he sees it," murmured
Bob Cherry. * Right on his darling grass-plot too. That chap
Tawno was a beast.”

* We might as well go and tell Nadesha.”

* Hallo, here's Quelch—and, by Jove, the Head 1 ¥

Mr. @Qaeleh, the master of the Remove, was walking in the
Cloae with Dr. Lecke, and talking to him, when he caught sight
of the carnvan. For a moment he remained petrified, and then
he pointed it ont to the Head. The Hesd put up his glasses,

atared blankly at the caravan.

“ Doar me ! ™ said the Hoad, * This is most extraordinary 1
Thia ia & vehicle of some sort, My, Quelch.” -

':'IIt. cortainly looks like it,” agreed Mr. Quelch, concealing a
BImaLe.

* Yot there i3 no horse attached—how it can have come there
iz & mystary. Let ns get anearer view."”

And the two gentlomen walked towards the stranded caravan.
The boys reapectiully raised their caps and made way for them,.
Dr. Locke walked round the ceravan, examining it through his
glasses with an air of amazement that, a3 Bob Cherry said in &
whesper, " wouldn't come off.”

“ Doar me,"” said the Head again. ** This is—is most extra-
ordinary [ I should goeas this aehicle to be & caravan, Mr,

Quelch-—ono of those vohiclea in which itinerant merchants
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travel, gaining a livelihood by vending pans, kettles, clothos-
props, and articles of that nature.” Again Mre. Queleh
smiled asaent, *' But the amazing thing s, how did it got liere 7 **
said Dr. Locke, a8 much astounded by the caravan in the Closo
a5 Robinson Crusoe was by the footprint in the sand. *' Boys,
do you know anything about this T ™'

Harry Wharton colowred for & mement. He didn’t want
to teH the Head that hie bad witnessed the arrival of Tawno
with the caravan, from«the top of the school wall, at an hour
when all good juniors were asleep in bed.

' 1 think Gosling could tell you, eir,” he said.
call him, sir t

' Yes, certainly.”

Gosling came back withh Wharton in a few mioutes,
Head turned his glasses upon the porter.

“Do yvou know how this—er—this wechiclo came here,
G{:ﬂ:llirii‘! " he asked.

x ich it was brought here, sir,” said Goaling

o l——tr esged a3 much, certainly," said the Head.
by whom-—and why 1™

" A gipsy cove," said Closling.

“ Doar me! I asked you who brought the caravan here™
cxclaimed the Head, * and you answer me with a remark
coneerning m cove. 1 trust you have not been drinking, Gosling,
at this sarly hour."

Crosling snorted.

** Ieaid a gipey cove, #ir,” he said surlily,

“ A—a—a gipsy cove,'’ said the puzzled Doctor, ** & cove, 1
believe, is a—a sort of diminutive inlet on the sea-shore."

“ There iz another gort of a cove, I think, sir,” aaid Mv. Quelch,
hughmg. “* (tosling means & person.'

“Dearme ! Do vou mean a pergon, Gosling 1"

Y Yes, sir," prunted Gosling. " A gipsy pusson, sir. Ho
brought this "ere thing nto the %1{}&&, gir, t -nugﬁll hordered him
nat to do nothing of the kind. He aajs it belongs to Mrs.
Nadesha, sir, and he was to leave it 'oro.”

" Extraordinary ! "'

" Wot Laavs i this "ere, siv——"

¥ That will do, Gcﬂling‘ Whartpn, will yuu—ﬂr—inf::-rm
Mrs. Nadesha that her—ah—oproperty s here, and raquest hor
to take immediate steps to have it removed 1"

* Cortaindy, sir.”

And the Head walked away with Mr. Quelch. As heentered
the 8chool House, he cast o Bnal glance back at the caravan,
and aaid once more :

“ Dear me ! Extraordinary ! "™

———

“Shall I

The

“ Bub

THE THIRDP CHAPTER.

Shifiing the Caravan.

ADESHA, the old pipsy, was at her door, looking out In.o
the fresh, morning sunshine. Nadesha occupied a little
cottage within the grounds of Greyiriars, but separated
by the Head's garden from the broad Close. In her littls

cottage Nadesha sometimes received visita from the boya,
and ospecially she liked the visits Harry Wharton sometimes
paid her, It was stranpge the deep attachment the old gipay
ghowead for the lad, who had first met her while he was on the
worst of terms with her ple. The old brown face lighted
up, a8 Nadesha cought sight of the hero of the Remove coming
up the little path to the cottage. Nadesha made s picturcaque
figure at the cottage door, in her scarlet shawl, with her swarthy
face and black eyes. Wharton lifted his cap as he came up.

It is good of you to come and seo the old gipsy, my pratly
chal," gaid Nadesha, * What have vou to tell me * ' she added
aa she noted the junior’s smile.

* News of a]ogacy Nadezha"

YA legacy 17 Tha gipsy locked puzzled.
M}r ! F¥

* Do you know & man nemed Tawno—a man of your raco ™
Nadesha nodded. “° And had you o relation named Telengro t "
Wharton's face gréw grave as he remembered what Tawne had
gaid, that the former owner of the caravan was * gone."
Exactly what Tawno had meant to imply by * gono ' Wharton
did not know, but it might mean that the man was dead.

* (Hd Telmngro 1 Yes—what of im 7"

Wharton repeated what he had heard Tawno say to Gosling.
Fadesha emiled.

* He is in prison again,”’ she said.

“In prisen 7™

“ Yes, He has bean thero before, for taking the chickens
from the house-dwellers,' zaid Nadesha. * The caravan was
ming, but I did not want it, and I loft it with him. Now he
13 gone off the road he has sent it to me—Tawno is & fool. 1
would have given it to hirn rather than hawvo it sent hero, But
—how did you come to hear all this said, my chal, at such an
Ieour lrst night

Harry Wharton langhed.

“ Heep it dark, Nadesha—I was out of bounde.” Ter face
grow graye, and he went on hastily, ** Only to go with ];ul.l

“ What do you

Ey FRANK RICHARDS.
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Cherry to zel sorse night-lines ; you don't think T ehould de
anything blackguardly, do you 1"

" T know you would not,’” said Nadesha, saltly.

“ Bul what are yeu going to do with the caravan, Nadesha i
Can we help you it any way ¥ That ass Tawno has shoved it in
the middle of the Close, and taken the horse away. 1 suppose
the horse belonged to himy, and he was satisficd with deliwring
your property lLere,” said Wharton, langhing, " The Hea
wanta it EE'I'HL'E{L [t doesn’t look pretty where it 18,

“ Tawne & o lool,” said Nadesha,
taken away. I donot know what to do %ith it. I cannot keep
it here—1Y do net want it.  Gosling might have let him put it in
the stable-yard-- it could be taken there new, for the present,”

“Good ! Pl eee to it for ven. Tf we can’t puil it I'll tip
Gosling a couple of bob to put a horse to it."

" Thank you, my bonny chal,” said the old gipsy. And Whar.
ton raised his cap, with a5 much respect to the old gipsy woman
gr he wonld have shown 1o a !:pr'in-:‘:E'.r-;H, and bhurried AWRY.
crowd of juniq}rﬁ were atill walting round the caravan.

“ Well, what says the giddy heiress 7 demanded Bob Chergy.

“ It's to be shifted round to the stables for the present.  Gos-
Ling ought to have put it there, only Gosling's a beast,””

" Wt I says is this 'ere——"

** Halla, you there, Gosling !
of you,” said Wharton caolly.
wanlk this van away 7"

* Which T can't, Master Wharton.™

“ Get in the shafts yourself — g donkoy will do," said
Hezeldens.

Gosling stalked away without making any reply to this remark.
Hearry Wharton lifted the heavy shafts from the ground, and
gave a pull, but the earavan did not even budge.

* Line up, you chap=,” he said, * about a dozen of us can do
if, if we put our beef into it."

A dowen Removites crammed themschees cheerily round the
shalis, and graspel them,

* Bome n% yoil eliove behind 1 called out Wharton, and Bul-
strotde, Stott, Skinner, Snoop, and scveral others rushed to
the rear of the caravan.

" Now, altogether !

“ The altogetherfulness fa terrifie.” )

Harry Wharton & Co, dragged at the caravan with all their
strongth.  But it refoscd to budge. .

“ Put vour beef into it!” gasped Bob Cherry, with the
perapiration running down his face. ** Bhe’s bound to come !

Y Go it 1™

“ Another tug—all together, now ! *

They tugged—they pulled—they hauled ! Sll the caravan
Cdid pot move. Harry Wharton was  astonished.  Betwoen
those pulling and those shoving behind, the wvehicle, heavy
e4 it was, ought to have rolled along easily enough. A cackle
of langhicor fron the fellows who were looking on roused Harry's
suspicions.  He left his place at the shafts, and stepped back
ta look behind the caravan. _

Instead of shoving belind, Bulstrode & Co. were hanging
or sitting on thd caravan, and chuckling away for all they
were waorth. .

It was nob eurprising that the van had refuscd to move,
;mder the eircwinstanees,  Wharton glaved at the jokers wrath-

ully.

A}r water-can, which Gosling had brought out for early use,
was standing, filled, beside the fountain at the end of the prass-
plot.  Wharton did not apeak, but he made & ¢luteh at the
waler-can.  In & moment he turoed a sweeping spray of water
over the back of the enravan and the practical jekers clinging
te it

Thera was a roar.

“'he ecaravan must bo

No oxtra charge for my f:-pi'n{{‘.lﬂ
" Can you lend us a horse to

! What's that "
" Olueke it P
“"Oh! Ow! Qronl®

“ Mmemememn ! I'mowet 17 :

" Ha, ha, ha 1" roaved Bl Clierey, a8 the practical jokors
dropped frow their hold sl seattered frantieally from the
shower of water, ™ Ha, La, ha ! Ko extra charge for a shower-
bath, Dulstrace ! ™

" Ow—you beastg——"?

* Hew, b, a1 77 .

Whartan threw down the empty water.can with a lacgh.
The prastical jokers had scattercd far and wide, and ot the
next cssay to move the van, Wharton shoved behind himsedf,
anl willing hands basked him up.

The big, heavy veliele moved at last.

With a4 bumping and a grosning it lurehed away, and the
tin pots and pans slung from the axle clanked amd elinked
vheerily. :

" My hat ! pasped Bob Cherry. ' That's a jolly sort of
marzling music, and no mistake. T should like to travel to
that all day lonpg-—1 don’t think 1"

Matter ! oelatter ! bump ! clank ! elink !

Swaying and lurching and bumping, the caravan rolled on
it way. It went in o series of tacks, like a sailing-vessel beating
up & river pprinst the wind, Hrest in one direction and then
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in another. Bometimesa it had a great deal of way on it, and
went with a rush—then it would slacken snd almost refuse
to move. PBut the juniors stuck to it. It wasn't their 'EIHI]B
if the van insisted upon taking in all the flower-beda possible
en route, and if it bumped into a fenee and broke it down,
and ¢rashed against s treo and deprived it of a couple of branchea,
The juniors were pretty well exhavated by the time the vehicle
rolled clanking over the stonea of the stableysrd.

Harry Wharton let go, and gasped for breath.

“My hat! Thank goodncss that's done! How on earth
does one horse contrive to dra%: thing like that about 1 ™

* Blessed if T know,” said Bob Cherry. “ L shouldn’'t care
to be the horse. Hallo, hallo, hello ! That’s the breakinal
bell 1

And the juniors rushed off.

—_— e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Wharton's Great Idea.

HE great idea came to Harry Wharton firat of all,
He was in the Form-room at the time.
Mr. Queleh and the Remove were enjoying—more or
leas—a thrilling execursion inte tho realms of Latin verbs,
when the idea occurrad to Wharton. ;

It was such & ripping iden that it made him start, and he
involuntarily uttered a slight exclamation,

“ By Jovel ™ 1

It wag only a slight exclamation, but it caught the keen
ears of the Form.master. Mr. Quelch was trying to mako
Billy Bunter understand that although ** hortor ' was pasaive
in form it was active in meaning, and Billy Buntor, the least
promising pupil in the Remove, had apparently madoe up his
mind not to understand anything that morning. Thus the
interruption did not find Mr. Quelch in an amiable mood.
He turned round towsrds Wharton, whose face went scatlet
at onca. -

“ Did you speak, Wharton 1™

* N.n-no, not exvctly, sir.”’

* ¥ thought I heard you apeak, Wharton.™

" =1 didn't mean to, gir.™

“Ah! You were so much Interested by the lesson, that
you could not possibly remain silent while T was explaining
to the stupidest boy in the clasa,” aoid Mr. Quclﬁh. :

“ W.not exactly, sir,” stammerad YWharton. 1t—it was an
idea that camo into my head, air.” :

“ Indeed ! Some new light to be thrown on the subject
of deponent verba, no doubt ' ] :

* N-n-no, sir. I—I was thinking of semething clge.”

“ Well, vou are frank, at all events, Wharton, aaid the
Form-master, & lttle taken aback. ' You will take fifty
lines for thinlking of something clse in class.”

“ Ye.e.ea, sir.” i

And Wharton breathed more freely, He had been afraid
that ho might be detained in the afternoon, which would havo
knocked on the head, so to apeak, the brilliant ides that had
flashed into his brain. )

The lipes could be dope in the evening. The Idea could ba
carried out in the afterncon.  And it was such a ripping idea
that Wharton could not help thinking of it still, although the
eve of the Remove-master was turned suspiciously in his direction
maore than once. :

Onee or twice Wharton glanced out of the window. The
wrather was porfect—hardly @ clowd in the blue June sky.
%o chance of rain—nat present, at all cvents, to spoil the beat
wheeze he had ever thought of. .

He was anxious for the class to be dismissed.  Scldom had
warning lessona seemed so long.  He was tempted to whisper
lis idea to Bob Cherry, or to Nugent, or Hurree Singh; but
M. Quelels was too watehful, Tt was sufor to keep it to himseli
till after school, and run no risks, An aftornoon's detention
would have been a crashing blow.
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The waleome word of dismissal came at last, and Wharton
jumped up like & jack-in-the-box. Thoe Remove left the Forme.
room, B.Ill:P Whorton was immediately surrounded in the passage
by curious inguirers.

“ What the dickens wag the matter with you In class t"
gsked Nugent. ™ You nearly caught it | DBunter was worrying
Quelch into a fearful wax with his stupidity ! "

* Oh, really, Nupent——""

“It's a wheezo,' said Harry, his eyes glistening, * & ripping
wheeze for this afternoon.”

“Good! Go ahead!™

* We've got tho afterncon free. What price a journey in
the caravan 1"

His chums stared at him for a moment, taken by surprise.

* Don't you ace how ripping it ia 1" said Wharton eagerly.
* Old Nadesha would lend us the caravan like s shot. Wo
could hire & horse in the village. Tt would be a ripping adven-
ture. We might gat a long way on the road, and not get in
till locking-up—Wingate would give ua o permit to cut carly
call.over, "Ir'rﬁmt do you think 1

“ Jolly good,” said Bob Cherry. * 1'd drive, and——"

* Ahom," snid Nugent, * I'd drive, and——"

* We could take some grub, and make a sort of pienie of it,”’
said Billy Bunter eagerly., " If vou fellows place tho funda
in my hands, I'li look aiter the grub department, with pleasure.”

“1 dare say jou would,” grinned Nugent. * We'll look
after the funds ourselves. It'as a ripping wheeze, Harry, if
Nadesha will lend us the caravan.”

“I'm sure she will—1'll eut off and ssk her, anyway. Aa
a matter of fnct, she'd be glad to get it taken out of the atablo-
{m‘d, and stowed away somewhere. When we go to got tho

wree ot Milsom's we'll arrange for him to house the van when
we've done with it—for the present, and save Nadesha bothering
Elgmut it. You chapa be ready to come out immediately after
mner.”

“ I aay, Wharton, you'd better let me pot——.*

1 Oh, zo and eat coke | "

And Harry Wharton hurried away to old Nadesha's cotiage.
He roturned in five minutes, with & cheery face, and announced
that the gipay had gladly given him loave to do a8 he liked
with the caravan.

" Bravo ! " exclaimed Bob Chorry gleciully. *° Wo'll buzz
off to Friardale on our hikes after dinner, and get the horae,
end then——"

‘** Hurrah for the road ! ** said Nugent.

And immediately the juniors’ midday dinner had been
deapatched, they were whirling awsy on their bicyeles to the
village—in search of a horse.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Does the Bareback Act.

HE more the chums of the Removo thought about Wharton's
proat ides, the better they liked it. To spend a long
summer’s afterncon on the road, jogging along in a
pipey caravan, campng-out for their mesls, was an

attractive proapect. Thero waa & spice of real adventure
in it very aitractive fo healthy boys. They were eager to
gtart + and azs Wharton had received a romittanes that Iorning
from & gencrous unecle, they would not boe hampered by want
of funds. Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh, too, was overflowing
with weslth, The Nabelr had more pocket-money than any
four othor juniors st Greyiriars, and he would have ' hined *
it all on his friends if they would have allowed him. They
wouldn't ; but in the case of a spoecial ocession like this, the
dualky junior's funde were availabla.

Br. Milaomy, in Frisdale, kept a livery atablle, and he let
out all sorts of things om hire, He called them horses—and,
indead, anatomically thoy, dounbtless, were horaea. There was,
in fact, o great deal to be scon of their anatomy, and people
in Friardale said their bones eould be counted from outside,
bono by bone. This was a calumny ; but no” one hed ever
acenzed Mr. Milsom of keeping his ateeds in toe good condition.
Ha had two or thres pood onca for knowing eustomers ; bub
the preater part would have moved the dizdain even of an
officer of the Remount Depertment. Mr. Milsom peceived
the juniors from Greyirismrs with a pgroacious smile, and led
themn into the vard to show them his atock.

Y We want s good strong beast,” anid Wharton, " He's

t to pull & gipay earavan with helf & dozen chaps in it, up

ill and down dale. He needn’t bo fast, hut he muat be strong
and steady.'

“L'vo pot just the animal you want,™ said Me. Milaom,
chewing a atraw. " Come and look in this stall, and zay if
you don't think -him a beauty.”

The boya lacked into the stall. An ancient horse blinked
sleepily at them, and the juniors atared ot it. Haod it been
five or six years younger, it might have pullad & cab sbout
n level street, provided there wos no one in the eab, Wharton
amiled.

“ I said o horse ! ' he explained.

Mr. Milsom nearly swallowed the straw he was chowing.

* Well, ain’t that & horse T " he demanded.

Wharton looked at the animal a3 he might have looked ab
Boma r:u;.ioaitry in & zoelogieal show, and shook his head.
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“ It may have been a horse oncoe,” he remarked. “ I'm not
easting reflections on its pazt, and T can't remember moro than
ten or twolve years ago, so I don't know what horsos were like
in thoso daya. That may be a specimasn of what horaea wore
like in the reign of George thoe Third, or it mayn't, What X
want is a horse."

Mr. Milsom grinned feably.

* Come and look at this critter,” he said.

In another stall was another steod, a listle Letter than the
ancient specimen the juniors had first seen. Wharton, who
had ridden all kinds of horseBesh at lis unele’s house, waa a
good judge of an animal, and probably kpew as mnch on the
Hu.h-]iect- as Mc. Milsom did. Ho smiled as ho looked into the
stall.

“Is that a horse too " he askod.

The other juniors chuekled, and Mr. Milsom turned red.

* Look "ers,” he said, ** that's a good "orse. That "orae ain'
mora'n four years old, and he's in lovely condition.”

Wharton langhed, end drew the animal’s head to him, patti
it gently io ]mﬂp it quies. It was a quiet old animal, and allows
its mouth to be opened without troubde, A glinee at the testh
wias cnough fo refute Mr Mibom's atalemnent. The stable
master's face was o study. 3

“* You ses, I know the game.'” explained Wharton, ™ If tHus
cld chap was only four years old, the corer incisor teeth would
be still milk-teeth,"

* Hem," said Mr. Milsom, coughing.

“* As a matter of faet,”’ went on Wharkton eoolly, ** the chap's
got all his permanont teeth, which makes him out over five.
And as there isn't & mark left on the teeth, he's over eight. I
should say shout ten or twolve myself.”

Mr. Milsomn chuckled.

* Comea this way, young gonts," he aaid.
you know anyvthing about "orses " .

He crossed the cobblestoned yord, and showed them into
ancther door, and a horse that was feeding at a eack turned its
head to look at them.

It waa & powerful animal this time. and although by no means
over-fed, it was in good condition for work, and fully ablo to
nogotiate the caravan. Harry Wharton nodded.

“ What ho,' he said,  * He'll do”

“ You can tele him," said Mo Milzom with a sigh. 1 don'k
let ovorybody hLawve that 'orse, He's a bute, he is. He's pot
n playful temper of hiz own, but he ain’t wicious—not he.
Nothin' like it. You can takoe him, Master Wharton,”

" Good—he's all right”

Rl you want any harmaas 7"

"' No: that was lefe with the caravan ; we can make it do, T
think. Just put o bridlo on him, and we'll cide him to the school ;
never mind a saddle.’

And in o fow minutea Harry wos leading the homse out throngh
the village street. Wharton was o pood rider, and he could
ride almost anything barebacked, The horse walliad with him
guistly enough, yet thers waz a latent gloam in lia eyes which
bore out Mr. Milsom’s statement that Lie had a playfuol tmp .

“ I'll ride him, if you like, and you can wheel my jigger,” said
Bolk Cherry.

“1 was just thinking-—"" began Nugent.

“ Al rigl!nt-; vou cnn go on thinking, and I'll take tho jjoss.
Hold him & minute, while I moont, Harry, T Suppose he 1En't
& riding horse, but 1t's no good wasting o chanee.

* Bottor have a saddle then.'” said Harry dubicusly.

“ Rata; I don't want a saddle. He's got o back big enough
for anybedy to sit on, I suppose.”™

“ Yeo-o8, but he may jib when somebody’z on his back. He's
not nzad to boeing ridden, for one thing.”

* (h, give ug a hand on ; I'm all right.”’

Bob Cherry sat astride of the hovss, nnd grasped the reina
The snimal stood stoek still, and refused to budge, DBob
Chorry urgod him with voice and heels, but ho did not move.
Nugont chuckled,

“ Shall I push behind, Bob ¥ ™ ho asled.

“ Oh, rats,”” grunted Dob. ** It's you chaps hanging round
that stops him. Duozz off.”

Harry laughed, and mounted his machine, taking Bol's by
the handlebars, The juniors rode off, keepang to the side of the
road in ease the hoerse should suddenly bolt with Iob, 80 83 to
give himn room to pass )

“* Wow, then, old hoss,” said Bob Cherry porsuasively, “ go
ahead ! Get on! You horrid beast, why don't you start!
Get on, old hoss—go it, beanty ¢ You pig. get o move on you, or
I'll larrup you."

And still the horse stood like o statue. Some village young-
sters gathered round, and offered adviee and assistance. Thoy
advised Bob to pet out and walk, or to earry his ateed himself,
a3 ha would not move otherwise. They offered to push tho
horse bohind, or to pull him along by his cors, and suggosted tho
propriety of giving him o feed. Bob Cherry grew scarlet with
annoyanco, and he gave the horse at last a sharp spank with his
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That raoved the stoed ?

He shot forward dike an acrow from o how, so suddenly that
Bob nearly rolled off hiz back, He reeled back, and then reeled
forward, and fownd limsclf cluteling ot the horse’s mane for
dear Tifs,

The horse pocded no aeging now,
with & terrifie elatier of heels,
flash.

* (o it shrweled Nogent.
Tz whiskers [V

“The hangonfalne:szs s terrifie.”

“ Ha, ha, ho! !

Clatter, elplter, olobter?

The horse dashod onpward, with Bob {_"!h-:.‘rr:,,r (:Iinging franti-
cally Lo hiz neek.

Thero was a sudden oxclamation from the roedsids, aml two
j?l'l?'ﬂe:f girls stopped in alarm ond sweprise.  Bob Chorry eould
wive kicked himgell o3 he vecopgnized Marjorie Hazeldene apd
her friend Clara, from CUHA IMouse School. They wove the last
persond in the world e wouald have wanrted to see him in this
ahanrd and hmniiinting position.

* My gracious ! exelaiined Miss Clara.
ninge wwny with him "

Mavjorie ran quickly into the road and threw op her hoand.

Tl horse clattered to o stop, but he did not remain still.  He
starbedd o seres of T oeavaortings " worthy of A half-tamed
mustang on & Texan prarie,  He reared, and bhe clatiered, and
he twisted and turmed, sometimes on his forelegs, sometimes
trying, ab fae as Dob could jndpe, to execute s sort of hornpipe
on his hisd legs.  The junior cleng desperately to his neck,

The girls could not help smiling.

VOMym—my hat 1" gaspod Bob Cherry. ™ T—exeuse me, Aliza
Maorjorie ! I--T'm riding him to the school, you know, and
he's-—he's o Little frosh™

™ Yea, e looks it =aid Marjovie,
you jump off ¥

' Not a bit of it—1I'll Lo all right in 2 minute !
hat 1**

The hovee widsked round Marjorie and dashed on, and the
tweo girls looked after the flying horsoman in dismes.

Right on towards the school doshed the unfortunate Bob, and
Iy elisappeared in the distanee,  Thers wos o buzz of cyele bells
w2 Che juniorz came scorching on.  Marjorie woved her hasel
ta thoem from the grassy roadside, snd Hoaery Wharton sinekenod

o morent o raise hiz cap.
" Don't stop ! eried Muarjorie.  * Look after Dob.*?
seorched on. He waa getling

Ancd Wharton nodded  and

anxious about his elhon,. The horse was et vicious, corteinly
bt there wos no doebt dhat ho was playinl—terribly playiul,
The eyelists were quite as fost s the horse, and they qguiclkly
eame i sipht of him apain, near e sehool gotos, which stood
widdy ppen. Jiely Choerry waos veinly tryving to stop his steed.

Woarton snapped his teeth,  If the ymunaway dashed on past
the gates, the choase might he almost endless, and take up tho
greator park of the afternoon, TFortonately, down the road,
past the gates, o group of Greyirises fellows appearod in sight.
They wore Blundell and Blaad, and several more ¥ifth-Formers,
poing to the river.  Wharton rang his bell furicusly and yelled
Loy them :

* Htop the howe I Stop it 1™

Fhe Vifth-Formors heard the sheuting and the clattering of
hoofs, wid turned their heads.  They lined up quickly agross the
rongd, shouting to the hore and waving their enps, end the
runawny elattered to o stop. He secmed inclined to turn and
nwke o brealk back to the village, it the cyelists were in the
wiy,  Ileowhisked rourndd in the road several times, but a high
Beniger shut him ofi from the fields,  Only the open gateway of
Greyinams offorsd o way of escape, and in o fow moment= the
Lo mnde up hisg mand.  He claadered ia throngh the gatoway,
ared the juanors followed him with great relief.

* Thoanles, Blundell,?” ealled out Wharton, and he jumped off
ki muzehing in the gateway.  You stick here, Inky, will you,
and stop him if he tries to get out again 17

* The stopfulness will be terrifie.”

And leaving the nabob on puard at the gate, Wharton and
Nugent rushed in pursuit of the refrictory hosse,

He went along the road
Huo was pust the cyclists in a

“ Hold on, Bob! Hang on to

" Tha horse 8 run-

“EBhall I hold Bing whils

Ch, my

e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Getling Ready.
OB CHERRY was having an oxeiting timae,

His mount having been driven into the gates of rey-
friws, slill found plenty of roon to disport himself, He
went wlong the drive with a clutter of hoofs, and there

wid a seattering of fellows ont of his way., They scattered, and
they yoled witle lapghter ot the sight of Bob Cherry clinging to
thie horse's mane. Dol did not feol very muach like langhing.
" My hat ! " exclaimed Wingate of the Sixth.  * What's that
young begpar deing 7 (et off that hwrse at oneo, Chorey |7
Y Hay lee ha 17 roared Temple. ™ He would if he uuui":;'l -
Bob would cladly havo vheyod, but he could seo ne other way
Tae Macxer, Mo, 73,
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of getting off the horse than Ly leliing go his hold and rolling on
a heap on the ground—and thot way waes too dangerons snd too
painiul for him to aleopt. So ke sab tight.

" Btop the horse 1" shouted Harry Wharton,

A erowd of fellows rushed to =ton him, but the horme swerved
mey and escaped them, oand clattered off towards the crickot

il

A match was in progress there, Letween two scnior clovens
belonging to the Fifth and the Sixth.

Their feelings whene the excited horse and iz helplesa rider
bore down upon them may be inmgined.

* Reep ofi 1" roared Carberry, whe wag at the wicket, © (et
away, you voung idot.”

“I—J— T g-g-g-can't !

* Fuith, apd UM pulverise yex,” roared Burke of the Sixth,
¥ Xe're medsing up the game ntirely.”

" I gegecun’t help it

The horse's hoots thudded over the pitch, and the fieldamen
geattessd. Two or three of them rushed to seeurs him, but
e avoided them oasily, and cattled on.  They drove him off
the ericket-field withshouts and vells, sud he galloped off in the
direction of the Hewd’s garden.

* Ol my only hat ! zasped Wharton.
gnd——"

* Phow 1"

The horse dashed through the gate, and the juniors were abnost
petrified with horror a he trampled over the flower-beds.

There was an exclamation of amuarement from the garden,

*Dlezs my soul ! Who—what i this § 7

It was the Head !

Hob Cherry would have given whole worlda and solar systems
to stop the exadperating Foast then, but he conld net. And
the ammal was not in the least awed by the Head, He praneed
on geeily,

“ Boy ! gasped thoe dostor. ' Boy!”

Mr. Queleh, who was chatting with the Head in the garden, ran
quickly towards the horse, The master of the Remove wad an
active man, end ho zueceeded in prasping the rein, snd brought
the horse to o standstill. Bob Cherry, gasping for breath,
streaming with perspiration, and as red as & poppy, slid to the
aroundd.

* Th-th-thank yvou, =ir,” he pasped.

“*What does this mean, Cherry " said the Remove-master
slernly. " How dwm yon 3

" Yes," suid the Hond sternly,
dlare you, Cherry 77 ;

11 ecouldn’t help it, sir! You—you surcly don't think I
wad deing 18 for fun ¥ pasped tho junior,

Itr, Locke smiled slightly,

* Did the horse run awey with you 2

** Yer, gir; the—the horrid beast 17"

* You should nob have rought g horse within the precinels
of Greyfriam."

“ I—I didn’t, sir.  He brought me ™

* Look ot my fower.hoeda, ™ ) i

* TeeD'pn gorrey, sir. LI dig them up for you if you like, sir,
and put sgme new sveds in, and set it all right again,  m awfully
sorTy 1

The Head could not help smiling, as he thought of the im.
proveinent an amatenr gardener of the Remove would Le likely
to make in his well-kepl garden.

* You see, gir,” snid Boh, * we were bringing the horse to take
that earaven wway, and—and—-—"

* O, in dhat case I exease you.  Take him away !

* Certainly, sir,” sabl Bob Cherry, glud to cseape go cheaply.

Y Can you manage hiny now 77

“ Oh, ves, sir ; 5o long 65 I'm leading hin. I wouldn’t have
got on his back if I'd known what a savupe beast he wan, "

And Bob Cherry led the now quict horse liom the garden.

Harry Wharton and Nugent met him at the gate, and Harry
took the horse.

YT oean lesd ham all right,” said Bob.

* Thet's aill very well, old chap ; but if you lead him as you
ride him there will Lo trouble,” said Wharton., " I'll take
charge of him. You've given the chaps o circus as it 18"

And Harry led the horse away o the stable-yard., He wos
like a lamb now, and Bob Cherry thought he even saw o twinkle
in hir aoyes,

“ The rotter I " gaid Bob wrathfaliy.
he was such a beast to locok at him 7
hied 80 miaeh go in him et all.

* 1 say, you fellows——"

“ (h, buzz off, Bunter ! " snid Harey, backing Dodper, a8 Bob
had alvcady named the horae, towasrnds the caravan., * Held
up the shafta, you chaps ! ™

“ But I say, Wharton, we shall want some grab "

¥ You won't,” grinned Nupgent.

“ Look here, I'm coming with you, I suppose. T could have
pone to Ol House to tea if I had liked, and I gut it off to come
with you in the caravan,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at him,

* Liar ! ™ gaid Bob Cherry, cheerfully,

* Oh, really, Cherry—""

" The gate’s open,

“Bleas iy soul! How

X ]

" Who'd have thought
Ha docan't lonk as if e
e’z an artiul dodger,”
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T Shove that harness on,” sald Marcy. " The collar fits hlm
like o charm. This ia & better horse than that chap Tawno had,
Shut up, Bunter. You can come with us if yon like, but we'll
look after the grab ourselves.™

“ If you can't trust me with a few shillings, Wharton o3

“ Well, 1 can'’t ; 8o shat up 1 ™

YT go and get iy camers, then," said Billy Bunter, 1
may be able Lo get some vhotographs on the road. T might
got aseries of pictures insome illusteated paper, ealled * Pieturea
of Caravan Life," or something of the sort. Thore’s a great
demand for good photogrephs in the illustrated Press. I'm
expecting to zet a lob of money out of it. AL present I'm rathor
short,  TI you could lend me half-a-crown, Wharton——""

* Oh, ring off !

“ I you could lend me half-n-crown, Nupent——**

“ Clear out!™ yelled Nugent, picking up a atrap.
Jove——"" DBunter did not wait to hear the rest, but cloared
outb promptly.

The juniors harnessed the horso to the caravan. He aub-
mitted to the gperation with perfect quictness. The harness
wad in very pood condition, though greatly in want of cleaning.
Bob Cherry remarked that they would set Bunter cleaning it at
the first halt. Hurree Singh, having put the bieycles sway in
the shed, rejoined his shuins and lent them a hand., Scveral
juniors eaine to the yard to look on, amoeng them Hazeldene,
Marjorie's brother.

* You're poing out in that giddy show " asked Hazeldene,

Harry Wharton noddod.

** ¥es; will you come 1V

" Yea, rather,” said Hazeldens, willingly enough. And hLe
joined the party, and lent & hand cheerfully in the work., The
juniora received gevoral offers of assirtance and company from
the other lookers-on, but Wharton declined thom all with thanlks,

** The carzvan wont hokl more,” he snid. * Not with
comfort, anyway., We can’t take the whole giddy school.”

* You can make room for me,” said Skinner, persnasively.
M I know alot of dodpges about camping-out,”

" Borry: can't he did"!

“Oh, ratz] 1 wouldn't come in the rattling old turnout,
anywoy.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Good ; then we're both satisfied.”

He threw open the door of the caravan, amd the juniors
tuthed out most of the contents. The fuui' old bodding was
diseardecd, 1t was dicty, and it looked very much aa if ib might
be the abode of insects,  Everything in the caravan was dreagged
out to air, and the windows were forced open, and left open.
The stableman Ient the juniors a pail of hot water and o mop,
with which they gave the interior of the van a cleaning auch ns it
had long stood in need of.  With their sleeves rollod up, and
stable aprons tucked round them, the boys sct to wark, moppipg,
gluicing, serubbing, and seraping, and the chango they wroonght
in the mtecior of the carnvan was wonderful,

L Iﬁf_:.: hat 1" zaul Bohb Chorry, o fler lwlf-gn-hour's gtoady
wﬂs!"k} *oyon'd Iim‘c“}* know the thing now. What I:rri.::v[‘r giri:]g
it & name ' he went on thoughtfally,  *"The Sauey Suapn’
would look ripping, and I ecould epsily shove it on in white

int.'"

“ Good ! eaid Harry, laughing. ** * The Baney Suzsan * lot it
k&, by all mean=.  Tt's a ripping name.  We zhall want & ngse-
bag and some grub for tﬁu horse, You can let us have it,
Milga ¥

The stableman nodded assent.  Supplies for the horse Tiaving
been nogotiated for, suppliss for the juniors thomselves were
the next item. Those had to bo gbtained at the school shop,
and thither the juniori—after a wash and brosh dewn in the
stable—ropaired. They left the horse and van standing in the
yard, all ready for departure, while they went to the shop ; and
then Harry Wharton proceeded to make extensive purchases,
which dolighted the heart of Mr3, Mimble, and made DBilly
Buntor's mouth wator,

EL H}r

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rald of the Upper Fourth.

ILLY BUNTER looked on at the rapidly-increasing pile
of pood things on the eounter, with his little mung ey
glistening Bbehind hia big spectacles. Wharton was
laying in & good supply. They were going to have their

tea on the read, and thoy would probably want an extea meal,
too ; and anyway, what was left over would come in for the
study eupboard. While Harry was giving his orders, Hurree
Bingh went up to No. 1 Study for the utensils that wounld be

wired -—kettle and teapot and cmcker;?r and methylated
spirit stove. Ho mhurmag with them packed in a bag, and
Harry borrowoed a baskoet of Mra, Mimble to pacl the provisions

The juniors had boen too buay to notice particularly that
during the purchasea the number of fellowa in the school shop
had increased.  Their trip in the caraven was attracting a great
deal of attention, 8o there was nothing remarkable in it, But
what was curipnz was that most of the fellows in the shop
belonged to the Upper Fourth. And the way they grinned at
one another indicated that something waa afoot, if the Re-
movitez had noticed it.
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Wharton, having packed his goods into the basket, slung it on
his arm, and the chums turned to leave the shop, A erowd of
Upper Fourth fellows filledd the doorway, and did nol semn
dxapwm:i to It them pass,

“ Lot’s pass through,” said Wharton good-naturedly,

“ Bay ¢ please,” pretty, said Mills, with a grin

“Oh, don't be an ass.  Cet out of the way {7

“ Not to-day, thank vou."

“Will you ok us pasa T

¥ Some other time, dear oy 1 ™

And tho Upper Fourth fellows drew eloser together, grinning.
Wharton frowned. 1t was a jape af the rival Form, of courae
but the Removites woren'™ hmllzing for & Form row just thon,
The afternoon was wearing on, and they wanted to ped gono in
the caravan

# Oh, ehuek it! " asid Wharton, impatiently. ' Therc's ne
sensa in a jape like this, Wo don't want a serap now.™

“ That's all yon know,™ grinned Mills, " Thero may be mora
im it than moeta the eve.  Ha, ha, ha § "

“ Ha, ka, ha | " cackled his comrades.

Clank | Clatter ! Clink !

The spund from the Clese eams clearly in at the tuek-shop.
Wharton started. It was thescund that had broken the silenes
of the night, whoen the two choms were on the school wall, and
Tawno the gipay had brought the earavan along to the gates of
Greyiviars,  Wharton knew it again at once. It was the spund
of the caravan in motion.

In an instant he knew what the Upper Fourth weze planning.
Theee fellows had been told off to blockade the Bemovites in
the tuck-shop, while Temple, Dabney & Co. were raiding the
CATAVAN,

Clanl ! elink ! clank !

' Halla, halle, hallot? exelninied DBob Cherry execitedly.
They've pot our van-—they're driving off the Saucy Busan ! "'
* Gret out of the way ! ' roared Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Will you lot us pass ¢ "

"Ha, ha, ha ! "'

Wharton wasted no more time in words., He dropped the
basket and made s furious rush at the deorway., Tho Upper
Fourth fellows met the attacl: manfully, and Harry®s chumns
backed him up with sgual deterinination.

If Temple and Dabney cacaped with the van mto the roed, nmul
drove off, the alternoon’s onting would e *° mossed ap ™ with
a vengeancs,  Alter the Removites had fetched tire horse from
Frisrdale, and cloanad out the carnvan, to have both of them
collared by their rivals was too bad.,  The lough would be up
againgt the Famous Four with o vengennce.

They [ought desperntely for o passage from the tuck-=shop.
Even Hazeldens, who was not o fighting-man as a rale, backesd
up the ecomrades with og much determination ss themselves.
Billy Bunter was pushed out of the way at the stort-——and he wna
quite content o he pushed out of the way.

The odds wers oreatly in Livvour of the Upper Foarth, lut
Whartor & Co. wore desperate. They sbooggled and puneled,
and hib out right and left, carcless of the knocks they reccived
in return, and fairly foughs their way through,

With a rush they came out into the open, the enemy still
L'-mwdinj_; round them. Harry looked gnickly towsrds the
gnat.gs, The caravan was just swinging out of sight into the
Torbt.

* Run for it ! ** yolled Harry,

He broke into a spurt for the gates, Hiz comrades followed
fast, leaving the Upper Fourth fcllows roaring with laughter.
They had ecarcied out Temple’s instructiona, and stop tho
Famous Four till the caravan was ont in the road. oat of
them had had hard knocks, and weren't inclined for a foot raco
after the fight. They Blood cutaide the tuck-shop yelling with
laughter after the running Removites, who were pelting desper-
ately down to the pates.  And a sudden thought struck Mills,
which made him roar the louder,

* Ia, la, ha ! The grub ! "™

He rushed back into the shop.  The basket of provisions had
heen left there by Wharten, forgotten in the excitement. Dilly
Bunter had just picked it up, with the idcea of conveying it fo a
rafer place. To sling Bunter out of the way and open tho
basket was the work of a moement.

' To the victor, the speils,” grinned Mills,

* Ha, ha, ha !

And the good things were handed out right and left, and
the Upper Fourth, nearly ehoking between lauglter end rapid
ealing, onjoyed themsclvea bmmensely. Meanwhiic Harry
Wharton & Co. were tearing on in desperate pursait of the
CATAVAI.

Temple, who knew how to drive, was at the reins, sud Dedger
was F—tﬂlier away gaily. Dabney, Fry, and Jones woere inmde
the wvan, looking back for pursuors, and they saw the five
Romovitea whirl out of the schwol gatee and come pelting
along the road.

“ Hore they come ! velled Dalney.

By FHANK RICHARDS.
NEXT WEEHK,
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" Put it on, Templo!™ excleimed Fry, “ Male the old
brute run ! ™

* What ho ! " said Temple, cracking the whip,

Nodger broke into a swifter trot. The caravan, which was
nover intended to travel ot sueh a speed, rocked and swayed
from side to side. The tins and pang and kettles slung wnder-
neath elanked about merrily, making a din that could be Leard
far and wide over the countrysido.

** Mueiz hath charms,” grinned Fry.
They're running well,”

" Oh, rather,’’ suid Dabney.

“ But they won't catch us. Ha, ha, hat"

* Ha, ha, ha !

Haorry Wharton & Co. certainly were running well. Hazeldeno
had dropped a little behind in the race ; but Wharton and Cherry,
Nugent, and Hurree Singh were getting over the ground in
splendid style. Dodger waa going very nearly at a gallop now,
much to the danger of the caravan when it oncountered a rut
in the road. But the speed of the heavy van neturally could
not bo equal to that of a good runner—if the juniors could
stay the paee long enough to make up for the long atart of

" My hat, what a row |

the van. And they did. They eame up steadily, gaining at
evary atride.

“Whip him wup, Tempiel? sghouted Jones. " They're
gaining !’

“ Ho's going top speed now, I reckon,” called back Teraple.
" Hew far baczk arc they 17

" Twenty vards now.”

" And paining T 7

* ¥es, hand over hand.™

" Then you'll have to keep them ofi.”

Apnd Temple gave all his attention to the driving, leaving
tho defence of the caravan to hisn comrades. The driving,
indeed, necded all his care, for the horse was2 going at a perilous
gpecd, and the rocking of the caravan threatened every moment
to whirl it into tho ditch.

* Bteady, kids,”” said Dabney. ' They'll e on us sood ;
knock 'em ofi as fast as they come up I

" Yeg, rather! ™

With a final burat of speed the pursuers came up. Harry
Wharton made o desperate spring for the open door. Dabney
Jeaned forward and gave him a push on the chest, and Wharton
fell baelk into the road. He went dowsn with a bump that
made him ache in eévery bene, and raised a cloud of dust
round hin.

TORT

Hizs chums stopped, and the caravan increased its distance.
From the van came back a yell of mocking merriment from tho
heroea of the Upper Feurth.

" We're off ; good-bye !

PE— ]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Dlsappearance of the Saucy Susan.

ARRY WHARTON stagpered to hia feet. He was aching
a little from the fall, but as resolute a9 ever. He gosped
for breath, and wiped the stream of perspiration from
his brow.

" Come on ! he sald.

And ho darted forward again. Hia chums followed him
fast. From thoe door of tho caravan the Upper Fourth fellows
waved their caps. )

“Come on!"™ sang out Fry. * Take another little run )
We'll knock you down as often as you like, dear boyal

“ 0Oh, rather ! " chuckled Dabney.

The Removites made no reply. They gained steadily on
the lumbering vehicls, and Harry Wharton came within touch
of the rear of the van. The defenders steod ready tn hnock
him back a3 soon as he jumped. But he was not to be caught
a second time in the same way.

He swerved a little to the left. and pasged the van, and
ran on abrenst, gmdua.}_li‘,r forging ahead. Bob Cherry followed
him, and Nugent and Hurree Singh swerved to the right, and
passed the earavan on the other side.

The Upper Fourth fellowa looked a little dismayed. The
ohjcrt of the Removites waa evidently to pet ahead snd stop
the horse, and the reiders did not quile see how they were to
be provenled.

arry Wharton esme level with the horse and cost @

plance up at the driver. Temple caught up the whip.

Y Keoep off | " hoe shouted.

* Oh, rats ! ™ gasped Harry,

* Mind the whip, then.”

The lash curled round the junier. It was a selinging cut,
but he did not care if he was hurt.  He forged on and grasped
the bit, and the pealfoping horse slackened down.

Slacker—slacker—with that jron grip at his head, till he
dropped into a walk, and Temple could not make him go
faster,

Bob Cherry was on the step by this time, and Nugent on the
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shaft on the other aide.
doubt.

“You ¢an come down feet firat or head first,” said Dob
Cherry breathlesaly ; * but you're coming down, ROy WaY. 4 i

Temple burst into o laugh. Heo dide’t want to risk brealing
hia neek, so he allowed the horge to stop, and descended fron
the driver's scat.

Fry, Dabney, and Jones jumped out of the caravar, and
rushed to support their leader. The Upper Fourth did not
mean to give up the caravan without a struggle.

“ Well, you've caught up,” grinned Dabney, * and now what
are you going to do ¥ If you like te cut off at once we won't
lick you.™

Harry Wharton laughed. "

" We've a jolly good mind to lick you, anyway, for giving
us thiz run,” he said ; ' but wa'll et you off if you bunk at
once,'”

"' Teata, and many of 'em ! ™

“ This ia onr caravan ; we've borrowed it for the efternoon,”

* 80 have wo,” grinned Temple, and hia comrades chuckled,
" You youngstors can bunk ! }i'f you set g foot on that van,
Wharton, I'll bave you off in a jiffy."”

* 0Oh, go and eat coke § ¥

Wharton set a foot on the van, and Temple was 23 good a9
his word., He grasped the captain of the Remove, and whirled
him off. They ¢losed in a second, end struggled fiercoly,
In a twinkling the rest were engaged in combat. It waa four
to four, for Harzeldene waa still at & considerable distance,
coming on breathlessly. The Upper Fourth were somewhat
older fellows, and should ':‘].-El.f-'llTEl?ljF have had the advantage.
But the Famous Four were tho pick of the Remove, as hard
as naila and tough customers for anybody to tackle.

The combat waa what Hurree S8inch would have justly termea
terrifie,. The prestige of the rival Formse weas at stake, and
nobody meant to give in while he had an cunece of wind or
strength left, While the combat raged, Dodger walked to the
roadside to crop the grass there, and finding that hoe was un.
controlled, he walked on further, and them the spirit of misehiel
seized him, and he broke into & trot. The caravan went jingling
away down the road, but in the excitement of the raging combat,
the juniors were deaf to it. _ .

How the strugple would have terminated it ja impossible
to say, had not the arrival of Hazeldens turned the sacale in
fevour of the Remove. Hazeldene slipped into the fight ab
onee, collaring Temple and dragging him away Irom Wharton.
Temple was too exhausted to resist. He was rolled over to
the ditch, snd rolled into it, and he yelled as he splashed inte
the muddy =limy waler,

Harry Wharton sprang to hie feet. In a moment he was
helping his comrades, and between the five Removitea the
threo Tpper Fourth fellows swere knocked right and loft. Th
wore driven back towards Temple, who had dragged himself
out of the ditch, with all the fight takon out of him by the
ducking. .

“Yah1* prowled Fry. “ Five to four! Yah, [air play!™

“ What about & dozen to four in the tuck shop 1" gasped
Wharton.

And Fry had no more to say on that head. As a matter of
foct, ha had very little broath left to say anything. The fight
had besn & hard one, and all the juniora were in the last stage
of fap.

"Eﬁm you had encugh * ** domanded Wharton.

“ Oh, we're done,” grinned Temple. “ Of course we could
go on, bub—-"

“ Hallo, halle, hallo f Where's the caravan "'

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Temple. “ 1t's gone ! 7"

The juniors stared along the deserted road in dismay. The
Sancy Susan hod vanighed. Faintly from afar camo the sound
of a clink-clank-clink—afar and feint. Dodger was travelling
at & pood speed. The Bancy Busan waa gono !

“ M-m-my only hat !~ gasped Wharton.

The Upper Fourth fellows gaﬂ.!l with laughter, H.r}ﬂ walleed
sway. They were quite satisfied. Thoy had beon licked, but
it was by odds, and the bone of contention had disappeared.
The five Removites remained in the road, staring in blank
dismay at the place whers the gipsy caravan had been.

“ Great Seott ! seid Nugent. * Of all the gorgeous sells |
Phia is what wa've been fghting for ! "

“ Lota got after it,” sad Bob Cherry,

* No pood,” said Wharton. " Blessed if I counld put up
anything like o run now. We counld never cateh that brute
on foot.  We shall have to eut back to Greyiriars for the bikes."

“ Phow ! We're nearly a mile from Groyfriara !

* Can’t be helped.” o

It was pretty clear that Wharton was right. The juniors
were so pumped by the hard run end tho harder tussle that it
waa quite enough effort to walk back to the school. Chasing
the caravon on foot was not to be thought of. Putiing their
dishovelled attire a little in order as they went, they retraced
their atepa towards the school. )

Billy Bunter was standing in the gateway. blinking lugubri.
ously down the road in searth of thom. Temple & Co. had

Temple looked at them alternately, M
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“ Dear me ! " sald the Head. " This Is—Is most extraordinary! 1 should guess this vehicle to be a Eﬂravnn.

Mr. Quelch—one of those vehicles In which ltinerant merchants travel.”

just gone in, and thoy had playiully sat Billy down In
the dﬁgt. Ho gave o gasp of relief as the Remowvites coamo
in sight,”

"I say, yvou fellows—don't shove past A chap like that,
Nugent—I say, those rottors have boned all the grub.”

" Oh, blow the grub ! " said Bob Cherry.

** Oh, really, F‘Imrr}r—aﬂl tha grob--the gru‘b Y™ paid Bunter.
" And they're making cockehies of the crockery that Inky
left there in tho bag.™

" Blow the erockery "

"' Look hers, vou follows——

But tho juniors did not stop to listen. They hurried towards
ihe bicycle shed. There was a sound of amashing from a corner
of the Cloze, where & crowd of Upper Fourth fellowa were
gathored,

Bunter's Information was corraet. Having demolished the
substantial luneh laid in by Wharton, the Upper Fourth had
noxt fallen upon the bag of keltles and erockery, and they
wore uging tho articles for cockshics, amid yells of lapghter.

The Hemowites heard their property going crash om erash,
hut evon that did not make them pause. The Sauney Susan
had to be recaptured, and wll reckonings with the Upper Fourth
could he postponed to a later date.

In five minutes the chums of the Remove had thelr cyclea
out, snd were pedalling sway down the road in chase of tho
caravan. They left Billy Bunter standing at tho gete, Dlinking
after them, hardly knowing what was happening, and only
certain of one thing—that the “ feed ™ waa off.

No. 3.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Chase of the Caravan,
DEZ! Ting-a-ling!

Five cyelista swept down tho wido eountry road af fop
apeed.  Thore was roason for hosto, and excuse for seoveh-
ing, What troubles the Dedger might get inte with the

Saucy Suvzan the juniors hardly ventured to think. Daodper
was 8¢ very plavful, and the curavan was not the steadiest of
vehicles.  Where was it now ?

The ¢hanees were that it waa overturned in a ditch, and
thal was one of the things lonst to be dreaded. It vuaght have
run over somebody, or it might be jammed in a shop-window
in the next village, or Tdodger might have taken it into hiz head
to follow one of the paths which led down io the seashore, and
in that case it was as likely ns not that the earavan would bo
enught in the tide.

My only hat!" murmured Bob Cherry, a3 they swept on
up the dusty rond. * What o day we're having 1"

* Rather,” grunted Nugent ; and the Nabob of Bhanipur said
that the ratherfulneas waa terrifie.

They certainly wore having a day of it ! They had intended
to spend the afternoon caravanning.  They wers Jomg it—in a
way—but not in the way they had intended. The trouble with
the horsa had taken up saome time, and then the tranble with the
Uppor Fourth ! The chase of the earavan seemed likely 1o take
up most of what was leit of their half-holidey-—even if it were
succesaful,



10 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2% THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY. "gk"

“ Waover mind,’ saul Wharton, chearily, “It'sfunt™

“ Ahemi!" said Bob. *I've no donbt that it ia fon—{from
the point of view of the Upper Fourth, and of gur friend Dodgor.
Rlaszad if I soe whera the fun comea in for wa, though, But I'll
talke your word for it. I asy, vou chaps, this is fun!”

Bot the chaps did not reply.  They were saving their breath
for their work.

The juniors were fatigued with walking and running, but the
cyeling eame easily envugh, and they covered the ground in
pood slyle.

There was o long steeteh of solitary country road to the next
villago, and tha juniora rode over it, keeping their oyos open for
the caravan.

Dodger, artful as he wos, could scarcely have takene to tho
ficlds, even hia powera stopping short of climbing fences and
satting over stiles. But there were soeveral turnings he might
lave taken. some leading inland, some down towards the sea.
Still, the chances were that he had kept to the rosd, and the
juniorsz went straipht on to the next village. There they jumped
down to inguire for Uw missing earavan, The main road ran
straight through the village, and the Sauey Susan could searcal
have passod tﬁmugh the atreet without being stopped, or at a
events seen. A merchant of ice-cream was doing seme businesa
nt the end of the street, and the thirsty juniors patronised hia
little cart goncrously. Wharlton asked gi.m. about the caravan,
but he shook his head. He hedo’t seen it, and he was quita
mure that nothing of the sort had passed within the past two
hours, for which time he had been sslling ice-cream tharo.

The bovs rermounted, and rode slowly back towards Greylrines.
. " Waell, we know the radips wo've pot to look for him in™
Wharton remarked. ** I suppose someone tried to stop him on

the main road, or he may hove been seared off by a motor.  He'a
taken ane of the turnings between here and Creyiriors.”™

“ Lemie goo @ thero's about six,” said Beb Cherry.

“ yas—we shall have to explore therm all in turn, I suppose.”

“ Potter set aside the rest of the hali-holidays for the term
to do it in,”" Nugent remerked.. ** It will take about that tima.”

“ We'd better separats,” said Wharton quietly. " I'm afraid
it'z all up with the outing for this afternoon, but that doesn’t
matter 50 long a9 we get the horse and the van back. I daresay
Nadesha wouldn't be sorey for the van to be loat, but the horse
belongs to Mr. Milsom, and is worth a great deal more mondg
than wo could possibly pay. So long as weo recapture lim,
think wo can bo snt.is-l.finr.}.“

“Oh, that's all right; we ecan have tho exeursion next
Wednesday, for that matter,” said Hazoldene, * Let's take
one turning cach, ng we come to them."

“ And if we Hod the carnvan 7' said Tob,

* Fake it back to Greyfriam, or to the village. We're going
to gt BIr. Xilkom to put it up. Whethor we find it or not,
we're to meot outside the school-gates at gix.  That agreed T

* Right you are”

And the chums separated one Ly one. Tt was the only chancs
they had of successfuily hunting down the loat earaven. Dob
Cherry took the fiest turning they came to, and Nugoni the next
ona.  Harry Wharton toolc the third, the least inviting of all.
It wos & rough eountry lune that lod to a wide moor where,
some timo before, Wharton had had a dangorous adventure with
u gang of gipaica.  Over the moor, the path ran on to thoe coasl,
The moor was frequently camped upon by more or less dis.
roputable choraeters, and, if tha ecaravan arrived there un-
guarded, the chances wore groat that it would speedily find a
new owner. The thought of that was in Harry's mind 83 he
rode down the lane, and he put on speed as he thought of it.

Thoe ground was roggh, and he felt very keenly the chzmgg
from the turnpike road.  Deep ruts were in the lane ; ruts ma
in mud in the wet senson, and bakoed hard as iron by the summer
sun. Lt was not eusy to po at o good E'pead withont danger of
sliidding in the ruts, snd Wharton zoon found that it was bebter
io ride coutiously. As he went, he kept his eyves upon the
ground. It was mors than likely thot the dusty mud ridges
would be ernshed in places by such a heavy vehicle as the pipay
earavan, and he would very likely find some track of the Saucy
Susan. Ho uattered an exclamstion suddenly, and sprang off
his machine.

At a spot where the ground was more clayey, thero wore whoel-
mits to be spon—rata not yet effnced by the dust of tho Tl —
froch ruts, evidontly those of a u:eipity vehicle, Wharton
ehadad hiz eyes with his hand and looked wp the lane. The
overhuanging troes lid the view shead. He listened intently,
but 1o sound came of the clanking of the caravan.

It might be some hoavy (aemor’s waggon that had made the
ruts ; or it might bo the Saucy Susan,  Whaston, encouraged,
rempounted Lis machine and rodo on.

Az le rode the trees grew scantier along the lane, and the
fielda on cithor side gove place to long, semi-barren rolling
expanses of pasture-land. This merged into the moor in the
distance.  As the view beeano clearer of trees, Wharton kept
his oyes ahead. He hod covered the distance pretty quickly,
and if the Saucy Susan was really before him, it could not be far
B,
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“By Jove!" _ :

The boy uttered the exclamation suddenly, with groat antis-
faction.

“By Jove! There she isl"

Right out on the moor, axle-deep in tho fern and heathor—
thers she was—the Saucy Susan, with Dodger sbill bolween
the shafks.

There was a path over the mocr, and the caravan was upon it,
though from the distance she looked as if in the hoather iteell.
Wharton strained his cyes to ses whether the vehicle waos still
masteriess, He could hardly betieve that Dodger, playful os he
was, had wandered so great a distance of hiz own eccord.

In the oloar sunlight he cought sight of o patch of smoke rising
from beyond the caravan. Ile knew what that meant. Bome-
one was in the driver's soat, ond he was smoking a3 ho drove
the caravan.

Wherton st his teeth, and deove on with the hieyele, The
driver might be aimply some rustic who had found the caravan
aztray and taken charge of it; though, in that cose, he aliould
hava been driving towsrda Friardule instead of away from it
It was more probable that the Saucy Susan had dellen into the
hands of some tramper on the road. t

Wharton did not ring; he rode a3 guictly as possible. I
the carsvan left the path, and plunged into the rough meor,
it would be extremely diffieult for him to follow on his bicycle,

He turned inte the moorland path, and Taced on sfter the
Saney Susan, his tyres making hardly a sound on the seft goil.
Hoe overtook the earavan rapidly. As he drew nearer bo at, ha
heard the flicking of & whip, and ths sound ef voices. Thare
ware Lwo men at %E::.L"Cit-, in the froat of the caravan ; but Wharton
did not hesitate. _ )

He rode right on till ha was close to the rear of the vehicls,
and thon jumped off his machine, Throwing the bicyele asida
into the heather, he ran on past the daravon and turned at the
horses’ head, gripping it fest.

The two men on the earavan—one in the driver’s seat and
the other cn the shaft, stared at the boy blankly.

* Let go!" shouted the driver.

Wharton looked at them steadily.

** T will not let go. Btop!”

“ Why, you—you youn :

i caravan docs not belong to you,' gaid Wharton ealmly.
“ It belongs to mo,—L mean, 1 was in charge of it when the
horse ran away., You found it wandering.™ -

The twe rough-looking fellows cxchanged gquick glances.
They were tranips, if not worse, as a glance at thom was sufficient
to show. It was clear that they had discovered the earavan
masterless, and had takon possossion of it with the intention of
getting it away 8s quickly as possiblo into another distriet, for
thuir own beonofit.

“It's a lie,” =aid tho driver, surlily. * This hore is my
caravan ; that thare is my nume painted on the door.”’

* Polengro is a gipay name, snd you are not a gipay.”

The man muttersd an cath,

“ Let go that hoss!'™

“ T will not. (live the caravan up to me, and no more shall be
aaid about the matter. If you doubt my claim, come with me to
Friardale, and I'll prove it. If you try to keep the van, you am
a thief.”

; Will you let go " said the man, hoarsely.

d I"-Irﬁ ! L]

“ The whip, T
voice. * The whip."

The whip went whirling aloft.

“ You young hound, lot go, or—=""

“*T won't !’

The whip descended, and Wharton gave a sharp cry. Hs
reeled back from the horse's head; tho whip was rising for
another savage blow., Tadger, 08 the man's comrade ealled him,
jerked at the reins, and gave the homse a cut, and the caravan
lumbered on. . :

W harton atood in the grassy path on the moor, hiseyes blazing,
his breath coming thick and fast. His shoulder ‘was achin
from the aavage cut, but he did not care for the pan. But
the anger and obstinacy in hia nature were aroused. Ho watched
the van lumbering on; then glanced towards his bicyele, hall-
hidden in the heathes. But he did not pick it up. It was #afe
encugh there, a3 far as that went—and he cowld pursus the
caravan hetter on foot, If the thieves turned it across the moor
the bicyele would be a disadvantage. )

The junior stopped for only & minuts to think what he would
do. Then he tan swiitly after the earavan, swiltly but silently,
snd caught hold of it bohind, He lodged himzelf on the atep at
the back, and Bs the caravan swung on through the deopening
gunset, it carried Harry Wharton with ik,

r, zaid the man on the shait, in o lower
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Run Down,

ARRY WHARTON made no sound—it was peeless to
proveks socontest with the fwo roffians, He meant to
stick to the eqravan ; to keep it-in sight wherever it went,
If it pazsed throngh a village or o town, it would be

ensy for him to call for luﬁp, ard get it stopped for inguiry-—-
wiich would be enough for him. He waos getting further and
illrlllqr awnay fromn Grewiriars, nnd it was doubtful if he wonld be
back 1n time for evening call-over: but he hardly gove that a
thought. The Head would probably exewse him when he
learned the s=inte of the ecase,—but at nll events, whatever
happened, Harry did not mean to allogr Nadesha's caravan and
the hovse to be token by the two impudent thieves.

Tho earavan lombered on, Jarry heard snatches of talk
from the front, and once he heard the sound of clambering, as
if gne of the rascals weore getting up to take o view hackward
along the path. The junior amiled slightly. He could not
be secn unless the razeals came round the van, and if they were
Ekiug back, they would imagine that he had given up the

aae,

* I can’t see *im, Tadger,”

Harry heard the wordz clearly, and smiled again,

* It's all right, Duffy, The whip was enough for "m "
growled the man with the reina, " We sha'n’t see “im ap'in,™

" Won't yvou 1" murmured Harry,

Wilder and lenclicr grew the moor a8 the earavan Litsebered
on. The horse was showing 2igns of weariness, and the pace
was very slow, The sunsct was decpening towards dusk,

Harey knew the way pretty well ; he had eveled an most of
the paths and lanes within twenty miles of Greyiriars, By
keeping on across the moor the caravan wauld reach the coast,
:m.;} the thieves had the choice of two turnings off the routo-—
o leading to the fishing village of Peppg, near Clf House
Behool, and the other towards a market town at a considerable
distance. LI they kept on to either place, and Harey remained
with the ¢avavan, there was ne doubt that he would soon be
able to turn the tables upon Measrs, Tadper and Duffy.,

But if thev knew enourh of the country te avoeid the tewns
was doubtful.  And tﬁere wos o thivd possibility 3 they
might camp for the night upon the moor. ‘I{‘haf, a% & matter
of fact, was what the thieves intended doine., The caravan
swung suddenly away from the path, and plunged axle-deep
ito the heather. ]':Flarr}' remained where he was. For a
eouple of hundred yards the caravan thudded on, and then she
stopped. Dufly jumped off the shaft,

“This "ere’s a pood place,” he =said.

It was a gond place for a camp. Two or three big trees rose
from the level of the moor, and a apring rippled and sang about
their roots.

The horse plunged him muzale immediately into the water,
and Tadger descended from his seat,

Harry Wherton slipped fromm the earavan.

He knew what to do new. The rascals were poing to cionp
here, in this lonely spot ; and if he could et back Lo Friardale
and pgive information thers, the police eould be on the seene
before they broke camp in the morning.

But it was not to be!

As Wharton glided swiftly away into the heather, thers was
& sudden shout from Bufly.

“Look! My heye!™

" What's the matter 7 prowled the other,

“That kidi™

* What }

Tho next moment both ile footpads were running as hard
as they could go after Harry Wharton,

The boy heard them coming, and he j;-ut on his best zpeed ;
but he was not in his best form. He had had & tiring day.
And Dufiy was a licht-built man, and had doabtless had on moro
than one occasion to use his lege to éave his freedom. He ran
his hardest, and gained on Harry.

" Btop, you young hound!” ho panted.
the time, was yer 1 (Goin' to fetch the coppers, Ley t
Itell yet®

Harry ren swiftly om,
band upon his shoukler,

He wrenched himsell away and faced round, his fists clenched,
his flashing.

“ Keep off, you cad, or——""

Duaffy grinned, and rushed on. He did not think that a boy
of fifteen would be able to give himn mueh trouble.

But the grin vaniahed from his stubbly face the next second,

Hearry koocked aside his outstretched hend, and delivered
& right-hander which caught Mr. Duifly full upon the point of
hir unshaven chin.

“Ow 1" gasped Mr., Dufly.

And he went staggering k, to fall and dizappear in the
heather with a thud. But tho other ruffian was on the acene
by this time, and be ran straight at Harry Wharton, hitting
out savagely.

Wharton guarded his clumsy blows, and put in an upper cut
that made Tadger see stars—myriads more than were coming
out in the dusky sky, Tadger stagpiered, and sat down with
& bump.
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But now Dulfy wasz on his foot, springing at the boy, and hia
gragp Closed upon him.  Wharten strupoled fiercely, and—
boy against men as it was—he would vet have given a good
account of himself, Duat Tedger came to his comrade’s aul,
amd in o couple of minutie: Harry was overpowered.

Ercathless and bruized—for ihe ruffians had not used him
gently—he lay in the ieather, pinned down by the fwo roftians,;

* My heye ! " gasped Mr. Duffy. *° Wot a young spitfire ! ™

* Ieep still,” growled Tadger, taking out a clasp-knife and
opening it with a flourish. * Look ‘ere | "

ITarry's lip curled.

* Balh ! ou dare not use it,"" Le exclaimoed
frighten me with childizh threats, Put it away ™

Mr. Duffy chuckled a little. Tadger scowled savagely, and
closed the knife. He had, of eourse, only intended to scare
the boy with the sight of it, but Wharton was not so casily
searcd,

“You've got too much to say, my kid!" said Tadger
venomously, ** Mavbe T weuldn't ure the sticker. 1hat 1Yl
use the buckle end of my belt fast encagh, i I have any moere
of your lip, #0 look out.  Bring him back, Duiiy.

They hostled the boy back to the caravan., He made no
further resistance ; it was uvseless, and would only havoe caused
turther brutality.” Tadeer eyed him with o spitefnl Jook,

* Wo shall have to keep the young whelp safe till morning,
Dufiy," he said. “ Then wo can be clear away afore he won
wulk home and peach to the coppers,”

* That's z0,"" said Dudle,

“ Berve ‘I right to konock ‘im on the 'ead,” said Tadger,
Yolkving us all this trouble for nothing.™

* You have steolen my earoven,' soid Wharton.

T4 sin't your wan,'' said Duffy—" it’s ours. Finding’s
keapings—and we found it.  Tt's ours now, anyway."”

“If you toke it back to Frinrdale, you will be rowarded.

0w nuch 1Y aneered Duaily,

“ 1 could mansge asgyereign,” said Wharton, aficr & momént's
thourht.

The two rufians Inughed snecringly.

* And the 'orse alone is worth thiviy," said Tadger.

** The horse is not mine."

“ Haw, haw ! No, it ain’t, it’s onrs,” chuckled Tadger. 1
know where we can ecll it afore ton o'cloek in the mornisg,
anyway. We've got to keep this yvoung shaver safe, Duiiy.
It's just ps well that he follered us—anfer for us, Cel a rope
or gomcthing out of the caravan, and tie lim vup.”?

" Right you arce, Tadgor.”

Duffy struek & mateh, and groped in the carovan,
ount again with a eoil of rope in Ina hand.

Tadper nodded with a grin, He had kept tight hold of
Harry.

" That's all right. Rope him up 1" :

Wharton gritted his teeth ; but it was useless to resist, }Itﬂ
hands were bound, and then hiz ankles., Then Dufly coiled
the rope round him, round awd vound, with & grin on Lis face,
till Wharton looked like a mass of coiled rope.

* That'll do,’” grinned Tadger,

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

* You scoundrels—you shall pay for this 1"

" Bhall T shove him in che caravan, Tadger 1"

“ Yes; and shut the door”

“Kim on ! " said Dofiy.

Wharton wias bundled into the caravan, bumped on the floor,
and left there. The door was ¢losed wpon him, and e was
slimost piteh darkness,

The last gliinmer of the sun was disappearing in the wost.
Tn the rilence of the wide moor Wharton leard the ruffiana
eamping, aud the crop-crop of the horze feeding beeide the spring.

He lay there, with cramped Hmbs, and deep anger and
impatience in his heart. There was one hope in his breast—
unknown to the bwo thieves. Ilis cemrades would bo certam
to search for him. Would they fAnd him @ 1 they did, the
tables mipght yet be turned on Meases, Tadger and Dpfiy,

* You cannot

Hea comd

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER
YWharton Missing.

" ALLO, hallp, hallp 1
That wus Bob Cherry's preeting as he came up to
the rendezvous outside the schpol gates. A quurl.fr
past gix had atruck, and he was Inle.  Hurree Singh,
Nugent, and Hazeldence were there, and Billy Bunter hed
sighted them, and come out to speak a word m season.  Bub
Bob Cherry looked ronnd for Wharton in vain.
* No luek 1" he asked.
“ No, said Nugent. “ No sign of the caravon the way I
went—and the same with these chaps ™' .
* The samefulness was terrifie,”
* What price vou, ob 1" asked Hazeldene,
“ Nothing ! No sign of the van, or of the artiul Dodgor,
Terhaps Wharton’s had nere luck, as he hasn’t turned up.™
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® T zay, you fillpwa——""

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Bunty * ™

Y Yes, I did, Cherry,” said Billy Buanter, with an indignant
Llink., * There isn't any tea in the study. What sre we
going to doe ¥

“1a that a conundram * "'

* Oy, really, Clcrry ——""

“ I know what U going to do," said Bob cheerfully. " D'm
going to kick vou throuph the pates if you bother e while
'm bothered about Wharton, T wish he'd turn up, you chaps.
Kot in sight yet ! "

They looked down the road. ‘There was no sign of thelr
vomrade, and they wore vaguely uneasy.

“ He may be following the caravan o jolly long way,” Bob
Cherry remarked. " Oc he may have got into trouble.”

1 was just thinking,” said Nugent slowly—" if somebody
found the caravan and studk to it, why-—="

" That'a it. Harry may have run right into troubls. He
went the lonely way, over the moor, loo. Look here, if he
=0t in sight by half past, wo'd better go and look for him,
Wo'rp all hore, lnckily, and wo know the way he went, L Lie's
coming back, we shall meet him on the read.””

“Qood ddeat!™

“ The goodfulness is terrific.™

“T say, vou fellows, you can’ po without fea, von know,
and [—I'm hungry. 1 am petting inte & low state already,
from want of suiliciont nourishment.  Wharton has  Beon
keeping me awfully short Jately. Buppose you come in and
have tea, flrst, and then go and look for Whartone—— QOw !
What are yvou up to, Cherry 1"

Baol Cherry had taken s tight pgrip on one of the fat junior’s
it cars.

* 1'm pulling your cor,’ he snid calmly.

0w ! Owowow ! Lepgo!"

“You yvoung rotter,” snid Bob wrathfully., 1 beliove
vou'd enly zay it was tea-time if the acheol was on Bre, or if
the Germanz were landmg in Pogg Bay., Go amd have your
toa—or pob drowned.,  Bozz off 1"

“ But I oy, you fellows— —""

“Be off ! roared Bob Cherry, In such a formidable volea
that the fat junior geaped, and broke into 8 run.

* That chap makes me tived,” zaid Bob Cherry, calming down,
“ I knew 1 shall knocle him on the head with a cricket bat one
of these days., I fecl it!™

“ He will feel it, too, if you do,'" grinned Nugent.

“ All the samea, we shall got jolly bungry if we have a long
hont for Wharton,"" #aid Hazeldene, ™ What price getiing
somo sandwiches at Mes, Minble's to shove i our pocketa T

“ Weil, that’s not a bad idea”

Bob Cherry felt in his pocket, and discovered o hali-crown.

“Good ! I buze off and get some,’” he said. * You chaps
wait here, in case Harry turns up.”

Amd Bob Clerry cot off.  He entered the school shop in hot
haster, hut spent only a few minules there, coming out again
with & bundle of sandwichea undor hia urm.  He neacly ran
into Mark Linlay.

Linlay stopped.

* Anything wrong *" he asked, locking at Bob's excited
fure,  Bulstrods, who was going into the tuck-shop, paused to
look at them.

* Blesgad if I kpow,” anid Bol. Y The carnvan did a bunk,
you know, after thoze Upper Fourth rottors collared it, and
we've beon hunting for it; and Harry hasn't come ine. We'ro
going to look for lum. Like to como 7"

" Yes, certainly; but"—D>Mark glanced at Beob's Norfolk
ket and knickers—* you are eyeling 7"

“ Yes, rather."

“1 havon't & bike, you know. Never mind, I hope you'll
find Wharton all right,” said bMark.

" You can have my bike, if yon like™

Both the juniors stared. It was Bulatrode who spoks, and
he turnsd o little red as he did so. Bulstrode, the bully of the
Eamovo, ardd alwaya the hatter enemy of the Lancashire lad !

“ Halla, hallo, halle ! said Boh, in his feank way, ' Ts that
a little joke, Bulstrode, or are you ill § 7

DBulstrode flushad r\n%rily,

" It's not a joke '™ he oxclaimed.
Linley my bike, if T Iiko 1

“ Wo renson at all but—hbpt——"

“Will you take it Linlay &

“Thank you very much, byt " bepan Maric slowly.

“ But yon don't want to accept favours from me " said
Bulstrode, with one of his old sneers. “ Don't then! You
wore the only chap who treated me decontly at the timme the
whole Form were down on me. That's all. Dut please
yoursell"”

“ Tl take it, and thank you very much,” said Mack.
“ Ol that's all right.”

BEulatrode went on into the shop, and Bob Cherry gave a low
whistle.
Tue Macxer, No. T3
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“ Well, they say a poreupine can't change his quilli—f mean,
a leopard ean’t change his apots, or an Ethiopian his blacking,"
he romarked ; * but Bulstrode is turning over a now leaf,
anyway. (Got the biks, my 8on, and come on ; wo're glarti
at half-past. We shall be glad of your knucklea aleng wi
uz if there's a fight—and there may be.”

Mark amiled, and hurried away to the bicyelo shed. Ho was
fond of eycling. but ho got very little of it, for the funda of the
* acholarship boy,” would not run to a bicyele, He joined the
chums of the RBemove in the road, wheeling Bulstrode’s machine,
a firat-rate and very expensive one.

* Here ho i3," said Bob Cherry. " Have aome of theaa sand.
wichea. You ean chaw them as you ride. Let's be off ! Hall
past's sLriking."’

And the five eyclists dashed down the road.

They reached the turning Harry had taken, and followed
it in the sunset, till the purple 1aoor lay wide and lonely bofore
them. Thera Mark Linley jumped down and examined the

round.

“ Thera's the irack of a tyre hors,” ho said.  * There's been
a cyalist over this path not long age.”

Y Good 'Y zaid Nument., " 1f Harry's taken the path over
the mooer, wo're bound to run him down if we keop on. Duzs
on!™

Thoey rode on swiftly on the moorland path. The dusk was
creeping over the wide expanse and objecls became indistinot
te the wview. Suddenly b Cherry stopped  with & sharp
exclamation.

“ Hold on!"

* What js it ¥

* A bicycle I ™

The juniors jumped down in amazement. The bieycle was

almost hidden, but Bob's keen eyes had scen it.  He dragged it
out to view.

" Ii's Hurry's jigger,” he said 08 he locked at the well-known
machine. ** What on earth has he lcit it here on tho path

fort "

The juniors looked at the machine blankly.

It was Wharton's machine, but whers was Harry Wharton 1

Bob Cherry cast o nervous, troubled glunce round upon the
darkening moor. Where was his chhum ¥ What terrible mishap
might have happened ¥

' Bettor leck for him," said Hazeldene, in & low voiceo,

Bob nodded without speaking. With a strange and heavy
foar tugging at their hearts, the juniors searched tho vicinity,
No trace was found of Wharton, of course. The last glimmer
of dn}'liyht- wAS Eolng.

“ We'd better go on,"” said Bob Chorry, in & Tow voics,
“ Harry muat have gone on—on foot for some reason.”

“ He may have been closs behind tho carnvan,” said Mark,
* and he mayn't have wisked whoever was driving it to sge him,
Somebody was certainly driving it. The horse would never
have wandered as far as thiz of his own accord.”

Bob Cherry 'I.'nri;iv,hteuad.

“ Yea, very likely. ¥o may Lo just tracking the thief down ¢
wo may come on him any minute.  Don't light the lamps, though
—and keop 03 quict 83 you can.  'We don't know what we may
run into any minute now."

In the deepening gloom they résumed their ride, the lamps
unlighted. Their hearts wero full of & vogue uneasiness. They
knew that tho earavan might have left the path, and plunged
into the boundless moor, and every turn of their wheels might
be taking them further away from it.  Dut thers was no help for
that. T kept on, their glances sceking eagorly to right and
left in the g]nﬂm,

“Stop!'" Mark Linley muttered the word.

“What s it 7"

“ Look yonder—a light!
moor !

Someone is camping oo the

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Finisgh!

HE juniors with beating hearts sprang off their machines.
T They stared intently in the direction pointod out by
Mark Linley. )
Thers certainly waz o glimmer of light in the gloom
of the meor. What was it ¥ . ‘ .

It was not large enongh for a fira, but it certainly was a light,
and they knew well enough that there was no habitation in the
vicinity. Was it the Sancy Susen ? . . .

* Quiet ! " eaid Bob Cherry, in & low veice. * It's a light of
some sort, so it must be somebody camping. Home trampe,
ua lils as not—or gipsies, If the caravan's not there, we needan't
disturb thom. We don’t want a row on our hands for nothing.”

“That's jolly sensible for you, Bob,” said Nugent.

“Tho sensefulness is torrifie.”

“ Oh, cheeso it! Let's leave the jiggers here, and go and
see what's yonder.”

“ Good wheeze,"

“Take ofl the pumps,” added Bob, ** If there's going to be a
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rtew, we may wanb something to bash with—and you chapd
never thought of bringing a stick or two."

" You dido’t think yourself, old man."

* Oh, never mind that now. Come on”

The five juniors, srmed with bieyele pum flimay weapons
for an encounter, but bettor than nothing—left the machines in
I!;hg,!;l path in a group, and crept across the moor towards the
ht _

There was a glimmor of stars in the sky, and se they ad-
vanced in the dim light a towering object became dimiy vigible.

“The earaven ! " muttered Nugent.

“"The Baucy SBussn—or another,” agreod Bobe
Boon e,

They could hear now the crop.crop of the feeding horse,

An they drew nearor, they discerned thoe light to be that of &
large lantern, swinging on the shaft of the caravan,

" Look ! " muttered Bob,

Two rough-looking men were seated on the shafts eating
bread and choese, and talking in muttering tones. But what
Fob was looking at waa the painted name zftha caravan, show-
ing up in the glimmer of ﬁ lantern. He had painted that
name Jemself—-" SAucy Susan,”
bayond a douht.

The juniors halted in the shadows, looking at the scene with
scarching ayes, The two men eating their supper wore the only
persons visible. There waz no sign of Harry W harton.

“Well, it's our carsvan,” ssid Bob Cherry, in s whisper.
“They've either found it, or stolon it. In sither case we're
going to have it. We'rs five to two, if they make any fuass,
Come on !

" The come-onfulness is terrifie.”

And the juniors boldly advaneed into the glimmer of the
lantero,

" My heye! Look there, Tadger!™

The two ruffinns sprang to their feet. Eoch of them caught
up & cudgel, and eyed the approaching juniors doubtfully.

Bob Cherry wavea his hand,

“Tt's all right 1" ho called gut.
this caravan, It's oura”

The ruffians exchanged glances,

“Its o lie!™ growled Tadger—"it's ours!
fave it !

“Rota!" said Bob Cherry cheerfully. * Bettor not cut u
rusty, old son ; wo don’t mean to stund any nonsense ! Loo
hers, we're looking for a friend of ours as well as the caravan,
Huve vou seen him ¥

* Hark ! cried Nugent.

Thero woa a sudden shout from within the caravan,

“Help! helpt™

It woa Wharton's voice! He had heard the voice of his
chum outside, and had not been slow to make his presonce
known.

“It's Harry '™ shouted Nugent. *° He's in the caravan!™

In 1 moment he wua tearing open the door. Within, all was
darkness, and he stumblad over an unseon object on the floor,
There wua an expreasive grunt from, the object,

"Ow! Groo!"

“ Hallo ! T that you Harmy 77

* Yes, rather! Thanlk poodness you've come !
out for thosp scoundrels ; they're dangerous !™

“ Right-ho 1™

‘Huglcnt dragged Wharton out of the caravan into the stardight,
and slashed ot the repe with iz pocket-knife. Tadger and
Dufly were looking sulky and savage, but uncertain, Thoy wers
not nclined to give up the stolen property, but, at the same
time, the boys were evidently in earnest, there were five
of them.

“We shall

It was Noadesha's caravan,

* We'voe beon looking for

You ean't

But look

_master, though severe, was just.
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" Look "ere ' said Tadger, ** we found this "ere caravan, You
say it's yours——"'
' Yes, rather!™

*The ratherfulnesa is great, my esteemed rotten thief™

“ Well, we've took care of it for you,” said Tadger. “H
you can make it five guid, we'll give it to yeu.”

" And earty,"” said Mr. Dufiy,

Bob Cherry chuckled.

" Why don't vou say five hundred #* he asked. * Or you

might make it five thousand ? They're bigger sums, and you're
just as likely to get them."

* Look ‘ers, make it a quid !

* Don't give them a penny, Bob ! " called out Harry, siruppling
with the ropes which Nugent was cutting through. * Not a
farthing ! }.Innﬂared them & pound, and they refused if. They
were going to steal the horse and van! Don't give thewn
anything—umnless it's a hiding ! "

" Good wheeze | exelaimed Bob Cherry.
chaps & hiding! I don't want you to go with nothing !
on, kids; let’s give them a hiding 1"

The juniors were nothing loth. They rushad to the attack.
Mesars, Tadger and Dufiy had been in doubt wlhether the
would atteck or not. When they found themselves attacked,
their doubls vanished. They bolted !

But they did not balt quite quickly enough! The active
juniors wera close behind, and Bob Cherry’'s boot—a larpge size
in hoots too-—came behind Mr. Duffy with o thuad, end Dufiy
volled over and over with o wild yelp. Both Nugent and
Hazeldensa hestowed the same attention upon Tadpger oy he
started running, end he rolled over his eomrade,

* Qive "am another ! ™ roprd Bob.

But the two rascals were up in a twinkling, and scouring
away into the darkness. They vaniched fromn the sight of the
Greyfriars juniors, followed by o roar of laughter from the
victorions Removites.

" Well done,” said Horry Wharton, stretehing his eramged
limba, " Jolly lucky thing you eame along in time, kids. I
wag gotting eramped. The rotters were going 1o leave me here
in the morning, and take away the ceravan and horse and sell

“We'lll pive vou
Lo

them. We'd hetter harnesa Dodger, and pet the Saucy
Spsan home a2 Soom a3 we eans Thero will o o row ab
Greyfrigrs"

Now that the excitement was over, the junioers were thinking
of that, too. It was alrendy long past locking up. They
harnessed Dodpger. and the hieycles wero rhmnd‘inmlin the
caravan, It wae a long journey to the village of Friordale,
and Mr, Milsom wans gone to bed when the earavan arrived,
but he was cheeriully knocked up hy the juniors to take m the
Baucy Susan snd the artful Dodger. Mr. Milkom wae not s
cheerful about it. However, the caravan and the horre were
gafely houzed, and the juniors cyeled home to the school.

(oaling’s face was portentous when he let them in,  So was
Mr. Quelch’s a3 he called them into his study.  But ihe Remove-
When he had heard Whrton's
explanation, his stern [ace relaxed.

“You may go to bed,” he said.

And they went—willingly enough !

“ What & day we've bad ™ murmured Bob Cherry, as he
dived into bed, * All the same, it was fun—great fun ! But
we'll have a really ripping time with the Saucy Busan next
Wednesday—what oh | °

THE WD,

F | <alw> | <uB> |- Emnd | Eln | camn> an | cann | calw> | <calmo )

k= 1

LI

Next Tuaesday :

“THE UGREYFRIARS CAMP.”

Another 3plendid, Complete School Tale of %
A
ﬁ;

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Please order your copy of “THE MAGNET” Library in advance.

:
!\ HARRY WHARTON & CO.
i

ST ST TR ISR LIRSS R RS SR S S L LA L I
&



1 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D&% THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 8" LIBRARY. "gs"

. T M

=

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS,

Ronald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, i3
falsely accused of cheating in an exam., 50 one nigi'.ut.
packing up & few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Rough. He walks to London, ¢nlists in the Royal North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down as one of a dratt of recruits for that regiment to
Woolchester. Arrived there, the rookics are taken charge of
by two old soldiers, knowt as Mouldy Mills and Hockey
Walker, who are deputed te explain their new duties.
One of the recrults, Augustns Smythe, s gulleless that
one day Mouldy and Hookey, having stuffed him ap with
extraordinary Tables, get him trossed up to a form in the
barrack -room. Presently Hookey rushes in yelling that
the Colonel's pet i:lu;i_hant, Bunny, with its ¢lcctro-plated
hide, has tm‘:ulpzd. he occupants of the barrack-room
all rush out, leaving Gussy helpless and in darkness,

(Now go on with the story.)

A Dattle Royal—The Capture of Ronald—A Barrack-Room
Court-Martial.

Gussy could hear stentorian words of command, and the
scurrying of feet, and then his hair began to rise. For on
the iron staircase ountside nderous footsteps thudded;
eomething of awful bulk was ]Er‘j:uring its way upwards, mark-
m% its progress with prodigious snorts and snutflings.

‘hat 13 this? Was Bunny scenting out the trnﬁ of his
enemy Mouldy? Pursuing him to wreak vengeance for his
eloctro-plated hide? And Mouldy having fled, what might
not the furious beast do to Gussy, trussed helpless as a
lark upon a spit?

Gussy's heart stood still. The mighty feet had halted on
the stone landing outside the barrack-reom door. The
snuffling was changed to a shrill trumpeting of anger, and
the door shook fill it threatened to fﬂlll? to pieces plank by

plank.
Gussy gave & yell of terror. He tugged frenziedly at the
lashing which held his wrists, but the knot held fast, and

the broomsticlk beneath his elbows hampered his efforts.

Crash! The door had hurst open under some awful
impact, and something bulky and buge blocked up the
opening. o ‘
h{}uss}' ceased his unavailing efforts, and sat frozen with

arror.

It was Bunny, right encugh. There were his gleaming
tusks, the evil, piggy eyes, the mighty head and flapping
ears, the ponderous legs like tree-trunks.

He could distinguish all these features in the dim light
flung upwards into the room from the gas-lamps in the
Bquare. _

With swinging stride the elephant ranged along the row
of beds, tossing his trunk Wither and thither in search of

rey, uttering strange sounds of anger. Nearer ho came.

ear was choking Gussy, and he felt that he was going to
faint. The groat brute spied him at lase, and with a sﬁrill
squaa.! o f ’trll,ll'l‘:]‘lii made o rush. G’IJ,E-H.:," let oul a 3'431] of
terror, and Aung himself recklessly forward on the neck of
the brute.

Down came Gussy—broomstiel, forms and all—on the
elephant, hurling it to the zround and breaking it into
three large chunks.

The shock had burst Gusasv's bondsz, and with the fronzied
astrength of one who has already abandoned hope of lifz, he
sat about the nearest fragment, which happened to be the
head and front legs.
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The first six punches taught him nothing. Then hs
suddenly realised that the hide, far from boing steel-plated,
had the woolly softness of blankets; that the tusks were
nothing more formidable than broomsticks, and the eyes
the lids of blacking-tins.

Then the gas went up, and Gussy awoke to the fact that
he had been sold again. He might have realised it earlier
had he only listened to the yells of laughter coming from
the hinder end. This had already dismembered itssif,
reveaking the figures of Tony Truseott snd Mouldy Mills,
each with a leg wrapped round with blankets to makes it
look like the ponderous limb of an elophant. Bide by aide,
draped with the same brown Army blankets, they had
formed the back and hind-quarters of the beast.

In the doorway Ronald was standing, holding his sides
with laughter, But Gussy's blood was up. Bunny's fore
guarters were still at his mercy. Inside the tangle of
blankets and tusks lay Hookey somewhere, though all that
could be seen of him were his padded elephantine legs
waving helplessly in the air.

_ Gussy gave a tentative punch at the place where ha
imagined his tormentor’s nose might be, and scored a bulls-
eyc with tho first shot,

“ Thunder and blazes!" yelled Hookey, in anguish.
““That was my boke you hit then! Let me up, ye fire
eating cat! Can't you 3ee it's a joke? OQuch!™

Gussy, however, had other views on that point. Havin
found a vulnerable point in Hookey's anatomy, he intendé
sticking to it, and, with many a vicious grunt, he belaboured
his blanketed enemy until he howled a.ng howled again.

Mouldy and Tony howled, too, but with laughter. It was
Eonald who had to go to Hookey's rescue.  Picking u
(Gussy by the collar and one leg, he dragged him to a
and there dumped him down and sat-upon him.

At that instant a number of men burst into the room,
and, heading for Ronald with a rush, overpowered him
before he guite realised what was happening.

In spite of his struggles, his wrists were hauled round
behind his back and pinloned a belt. Homebody's
knuckles were being ground cruelly inte his throat, almost
choking him.

Once he was secured he was hauled to his feet and driven
back against the wall. The man who was savaging him
with such unnecessary viclence was Foxey Williams.

“That's right, chums!” gasped TFoxey. “ Ilang on to
him! Now let the beast give us any of his old buck, and
wa'll show him! Do you hear, you long, u;_.ﬂir rookis ™™
he added, mauling Ronald’s neck unél he was almost black
in the face.

If his victim®s hands wers tied, his feet were not. Crook-
ing his toe behind the Cockney's heel, Ronald suddenly
wrenched his shoulder round, and sent him staggering
acroas the overturned forms,

Foxey's head amote the Aoor with a resounding thwack,
which must have startled the occupants of the roam bancath,
for in a trice the doorway was hlied with strango faces.

“ Now, then, porhaps you fellows will explain the mean-
ing of all thiz?" demanded Ronald, strugpling hard to koep
his temper.

Foxey had risen to his feet, and stood swaving on heels
and toes, dazed by his fall. That he swvas ringleader in tho
aftack was evident, for no one else offered to answer their
prrisoners guestion.

There was something in Ronald's eve, and a ring in his

FRANK RICHARDS,
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voice, which made the men nearest him. give ground,. and
th::-afh who 12:]1151 _him relﬁx theni, r:;:i,] Sd W T

‘Don’t im go, the hog " yelle oxey, seeing this,
*“ Held him while I pay him for that. I‘llymaeh lfim to
In; his c]g;v{n on me, sea if I don't!”

JIn the blindness of his rage Fozey was going to assault
his helpless enemy tooth and nail, only Mouldy caught him
by the arm and gwong him roond.

* Here, stow if, Foxey! No hitting & chap as can’t hit
back. What's guur game? Come!™

“"Gama! What's that got to do with you?' snarled
Foxey. “¥ou just keep your ugly nose out of this, or
{m‘l geb it burnt, Mouldy! This ain’t no game, particu-
arly arter this. We're goin’ to give that fool a barrack-
room court-martial. Goin' to show him as we ain’t the chaps
to put up with no drorin”-reom airs from him, or nobody
else, or have him: toadying up to the Flag and gattinq behind
the backs of his betters, cither. What aay, chumsi”

“ Hear, hear!” shouted half a dozen, including Alf and
George. The majority, however, were beginning to look a
bit diagusted and shee ish, now that men of ¢ther rooms
bad entered the room, having been attracted by the din.

Bection Four had been lured from the canteen by the
attraction of a little rough hc-raailn at someone else's
expense. For the most part, they ng no grudgoe against
Ronald, except that, as & new recruit, he mtﬁd be none the
worse for having his comb eut. '

* Well, now, look here, chummies,” said Ronald, resalising
that the best way out of it was to submit with an easy grace,

you've heard what that whipper-snapper has got to say.
According to him I am nothing but a sneak and a snob. f
either charge is true, I deserve a court-martisl, and I'm
going to stand my trial.”

" Bravo, Chester ! Can’t say no better than that,’’ shouted
flkl_nui&!r, anxious to give & lead in favour of his young
riend.

“Only remember this, that ¥ want a fsir field and no
favour,” continued Foneld. “Tf there's any punching to
be done, T want to be able to punch back. I don’t want
to be set upon again like this while my hands are tied.
Give me a sporting chance, and I'll warrant you you sha'n't
be disappointed. Now, then, I'm ready "

—tr———rn

A Topsy=Turvy Trial —Tossed In a Binnket— Foxey Gets
His O0wn Back.

Ronald's straight-from-the-shoulder appeal found a ready
answer from all except Foxey and his immediete backing.

The ringleader of the attack was quick to notice 41155.55_
and fearing to lose his grip of the crowd sltogether, he
swallowed down his rage, pnd called for the constitution
of & court.

A barrack-room court-martial may scrve two ends. Tt
may be set going to while away a dull hour in barmless
tomfoolery when pockets are empty, or it may be brought
into play as a rough-and-ready court of justice to deal with
some offender against barrack-room etiquette.

_In any case, it ia conducted, mors or lese strictly, on the
lines of a proper “court-martial.

There is the president,” who, to add dignity to his exalted
rank, may elect to wear a tin saucepan on his head, robe
himgelf in a blanket, and hang 2 string of blacking-tin lids
round his neck as a chain of office.

Spud Murphy, a big, good-natured Irishman, was, to
Foxoy's ill-concealed disgust, clected to preside.

It being a general court-martial, thore were nine members,
all decked out in the most ludicrous uniforms they ecould
devise on the spur of the moment.

Foxey was the prosecutor. Mouldy was made prisoner’s
friend, to conduet the defence. Jarvis acted as sergeant-
major in charge of the escort and prisoner, and
minor offices were quickly filled,

Renald was pl between the two men acting as escort,
They wore helmets, turned the wrong way round, tunics
turned inside out, and wers armed with brooms.

“ Escort and pris'ner—t'chun ! roared Jarvis, who had
orly too good reason for being familiar with the routine
of court-martial,

Bpud Murphy, arrayed in all the panoply of justice, took
his seat at the head of the table, and the nine members of
the court ranged themselves on either hand.

“Escort and prisoncer—aquick march ' bawled Jarvis.
“Halt! Left turn! Prisoner, two paces step forward!
March! Stand at oase!”

“ Now, then, prig'ner,” szaid Bpud, drawing a long breath,
it's me dﬂ-c-tﬁ,' to mform you that if ye’ve anny objection
to anny or all av the members constituting this coort, ye
had better be airfter kaping that same lo yuresclf. That
being so, we had betier pass on to the next turn on the
programme, which is—vour name and number ?*'

* Na. 3445, Private Chester,” answered Ronald promptly.

“Ah, Private Chestprotector!” echoed President Spud
solemnly, and made an elaborate note of the fact with a bit
of fircwood on the botbom of a meat-tin which did duty for
s desk.  “ Now, the charge is—— Bure, I misremember
ptHatTléhr: charge is ag'n; but perhaps our esteemed friend
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me bhoy, they tell me that ye've got it all set ﬁawn migl]t,rl
purt;];;; on a bit of paper somewhere, so I bids ye rise n::g
spout.

Fﬂx?jf scowled sulkily at the humorous tura which things
were inclined to take. That eame’ of putting an irrespon
sible wag like Spud in the chair. One never knew on which
side the sharp edge of his tongue might be used.

He found himself fumbling for the scrap of paper on
which the charge was written in correct rigmarole. ﬁe had
& distinct recollection of setting it on the table before him
& second or two ago, and now it had vanished.

Mouldy, the prizoner’s friend, was meantime lighting his
pipe with a screw of paper, and shooting a wink af hia
pels in the crowd.

“ Now, then, Captain Foxey, pull up your socks, and git
on wid it!"” said Bpud. * Bure, we're all waiting here to
know phwat this court-martial’s all about.”

Foxey muttered something wunder his breath, and started
to scarch through his pockets again.

“ The charge is that Privit Chester is a—— H:Eg it, I'd
ﬁc-t 1t somewhere, and some cha.ﬁ has gone and pinched it !"

e exclaimed, gnashing his teeth.

“ Then I'll give ya ten seconds, and if ye can't remember
what crime it is ye're laying agin the pris'ner, why, T'll
have to skip that unimportant defail, and ax him to plead,”
said Hpud, taking out a four-and-sixpenny watch and laying
it on the table.

“ Mister President,"” sang out Mouldy, seeing his chance
as prisoner's advocate, I rise to a pint of order,’”

“¥e'll rise to the point of my boot if vez don't shut up,
my friend,” said Spud darkly. * Sure, it's Captain Foxe
! il]iagnn has the flure till the ten seconds are up, wh
i

At this Foxey sbandoned his search for the Spre-::iaup docu-
ment on which it was all so prettily put, as Spud said, and
decided to rely on his memory. : <

“Tha ocharge is,”” he cried, *that No. thingummy, Privit
Chester, 2nd Battal—"" : ;

“Time " shouted Spud.. * The ten. seconds iz up., ¥Ye'rs
too late now Foxey, acushla. Ye should have thought of
that before. It’s now me jooty as president av this coort-
martial, to ax the pris'ner to plead. Privit Chestprotactor,

ubt yure heele together and luk me in the white av me eye.
};’a {mm hoord the meousation which the prosecutor haa
brought agin ou—-or, rather, which he would have brought
agin yez, if only he could have remimbered it. Tell me now,
as man to mean, are yez guilty or not guilty?

“ Not guilty I answered Ronald promptly. —

“Not guilty of phwat?” asked the president, lighting
up a very short and dirty clay pipe.

“(f tha charge,” answered Ronald.

“ Rut there is no charge, ye loon! Thunder and turf!
But it's o gross contempt of coort to be pleadin’ whin va
don’t know phwat yo are pleadin’ to! It's outrageous
perjury, that's phwat it is, and I foine ye two screws of
"hacea for mesilf for that same,” said Epu&. Y And phwat's
more, if yo are not guilty whin ye don't know what the
crime is agin yoz, the chences are that ye are guilty whin
ve do. So it's guilty ye are by the rulin’ of the coort, and
T'll enter that same in me washin’-book. .

“ Now, Captain Foxey, me jool, wé'll have yure witncsses,
and sharp about it, or the canteen will be closed before I've
tima to sentence ye to drinks anll round for landin® us
the most rotten, outrageous waste of toime I have ever
heerd tell of in the whnl%e history av barrack-room law.”’

“ Hear, hear 1" yelled half the crowd. . ,

Foxey, whose pasty features had been turning pink and
groy alternately with chagrin, had furncd sulky, however,
and even the shouts of * Buek up, Foxey!" from his pala
could not get him on his legs. Bpud, with his unwelcome
Irish tongue, had made a fool of him.

It was easily seen, by the way hce had rattled through
the business of the court, that Spud had little sympathy
with his attack on a raw recruit, whose only fault was that
he was a cut above the rest of them in birth and breeding.

“Thin, gentlemen,’” said Bpud, turning to the mnine
members of the eourt, **ye have heered the cvidence that
should have bern brought before yez, but wasn't, in m{i);,;ﬂrl;
of a charge which nobody seems to know anything abous
It is yure solemn dooty now to consider yure verdict. The
prig'ner, with the consummate hnpudence of an ignorant
reeririt, who doesn™ know what he's talkin' about, has
pleaded not gutlty. Such levity, T need hardly say. is an
insult to the dignity av the coort, and I ax you to signify
the same in the usual way.™

Nine hands went up at this, and Bpud turned to the
prizsoner. :

" Privit Chestprofector,” he said. ““ye have been found
guilty of good ordher an’ milingiary discipline, and Itﬁhﬁ
v FRANK RICHARDS,
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sentence av this coort is that yez be tossed in the blanket
until ye touches the ceiling three toimes. March off the
prig'ner, eergeant-major, and prepare for his immediate
execution.’

Having drawn the sting of Foxey's attack, and stemmed
the tide of popular disfavour which the wicious little
Cockney was striving to turn against his foe, Spud Murphy
had capped the performance with s sentence which might,
or might not, be severe, according to the temper of the
erowd. For blanket-tosging may be made a pastime or a
punishment, although there is a danger in it always.

Az soon as President Spud had pronounced sentence the
court broke up, and a ring was formed in a clear space
at the end of the room. A blanket was stretched, and
gripped by as many men as could lay hold of the edges,
and Ronald, whose hands had been freed, was hustled
forward by his escort, and pushed on to it

He met his fate with a laugh. Tossing in a blanket had
been & common feature in Sandhurst * rags,” and he hed
bumped a higher ceiling than the vne above him many a
score of times.

“Take the strain!” commaeanded Spud. And every man
gripped 'lfi’u!d of the edge of the blanket.  All togethar now

ave !

JEvery back straightened at the word, the blanket
tightoned like a drumhead, and Ropald was shot into the
air a few foet.

A mnovice would have gone up spreadeagle fashion, with
arms and legs sproad out, 1o be sprained and bruised:; but
Ronald was too old a hand at the game. He rose and fell
::ln EI-: -:::]:-mpant ball-—arms folded, heels drawn up, and head

ucked.

. He landed in the tautened blanket with a thud, and
mstantly rebounded to a greater height. Up and down he
flew until, with a thud which jarred every bone in his
body, he struck the ceiling.

:' Ono ! roared Spud. * Bteady, now! Not too hard !

S*Not hard enough "’ yelled Foxey, tearing at the blanket
with all his strength. “Hang it! You're only playing
with him 1"

Once again Ronald rose, and a sccond time thudded
against the mllinﬁ:

“ Jove! But he's a good-plucked ’un!” grunted
Mouldy, with painful memories of his own recruit days.

Twa-thirds of the penalty had now been paid. But Foxey
did not intend to be thus easily baulked of his vengeance.
Ho wriggled from his place in the ring, and withdrew a
couple of paces, .

For the third and last time Ronald was sent crashing
againgt the ceiling, and then, as ho desconded on the ton-
faaflr] 1;ﬂ-lll‘vl::tp-, Foxe {-}mrg'vz:d like
B intc the ring from
behind. B

Thosa in his path were flung
forward, the blanket was
slackened at the wvery instant
when it should have been most
taut. Honald plunged back
into 1f, it sagged instantly
under his weight, and he
struck the floor with a thud
which made every heart stand
still. He lay huddled up as if
he were asleep,

“By the powers, but ve've
done it now, wan av yez !" said
Spud, with a face as white as
a sheot. “Phwat murderin’
villain was that that ocame
blunderin’ into the back of us
just thin "

London,wi

The New Subaltern of B,

*Waell, if this doesn't look
a little bit of orlright for
yourz trooly, I don’t know
what does. But half & mo!
We'll jest read what Slaney
Boz again !’

Frivate Foxey Williars,
who had been staring fixedly
at the whitewashed celling for
the last five minufes, creasing
up his narrow eyes, openin
and aht:lt.tmg his thin lips, an
scratching his elipper-cropped
head, suddenly leaned forward
again on his seat, and spread
out & letter on the table for
re-examinstion,
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The notepaper bore the crest and inscriptien of the Royal
Military College, SBandhurst, but the writing was the scrawl
of an untutored fiat.

_Foxey recommenced from the very beginning, spelling
silently to himself the Latin motto, the address, and the
&at? ;a if they all had an important bearing on the
contents ;

““*Dere Foxey,—This from me to show you I am still
alive, and hope you and the old battalion are the same, and
top-notch as uswal., There ia a noo officer comin' to you
from here—Mr. Tan Chenys. I have jest seen hiz name in
'The Gazatte.” I was his servant here in the college, and
done voery well out of him. I hope to do some more, too,
bafore I am finishod.

*“¢Meantime I am writing to put you on a good thinE—
meaning that you and me are to go in co. with the profits,
of course. I happened to tumble aerorst something abouk
Mr. Chenys lately which he can't afford to let out.” But [
will tell you more about it when [ see tﬁgu.
""" He will be wanting a servant, ugh, so you put in
for the job.  You can work that with Bagot—how ia tha
old gasbag?—and if Mr. Chenys dossn't like the look of
you firet go off, which 18 only nacheral, just tell him who
recommended you, That will stop his musie. If it don't,
talk about his brother. He is dead, poor chap! Drowned
hisself over a little matier of iﬂt&in chucked out of hare
for cheating—what they said he'd done, only they don't
know all I knows about it. That will stop his music, ses if
it don't, and he will part up all you want if you work it
properly. It’s a dead enip, and I know I nesdn't say no
mora to you. Only fair doos, or look out fer yourself. Bo
ne more l?r{:m your old pal, JAMES SLANEY.

"t P.3.—Burn this’

“Old pal, James Slaney!" echoed Foxey, with a sniff.
“Ah, you're a cunning sweep, Jim! But you navarlﬂ'nu
no picking away yet that you didn't have to!  3till, a
turn’s a turn, and this looks like something in my line. I'll
Bee Bala’nt at once, and put in for the job. 8o, Mr
Chenye's poor brother is dead, i3 he? Well, wo'll see.
P'r'aPa I'm right, and p'r'aps I'm wrong, but either way
thera’s splosh hanging to it, or I'm a Dutchie 1"

Foxey picked up his piga. lit it, snd applied the match
carel‘ulfy to the blackmailer'as letter. It flared up, and
erumpled into a heap of feathery ash, which fell on to the
Hoor, and Foxey scattered it with his boot.

Sergeant Bagot was on guard that night,
Ronald. )

Three months had passed since the new draft had marched
ints Woolchester Barracks—three arduous months of grind-
ing drill, made all the harder
for Ronald by the patty
tyraony and malice of his
sergeant, and the und{lmg
feud which  Foxey a
declared against the gentle-
men rankar.

But Ronald had borne sll
the drudgery and persecution
g+ With a brave heart, and won
more friends than he knew by
hia unruffled good-natures and
N{53%:, indomitable pluck,

On the night of the blanket-
tossing E?iaﬂda, after he had
recovered his senses from the
erusl fall, he had persisted in
treating the matter as & mere
joke, and accepted Foxey's
explanation, wrung from him
in & moment of ﬁ-amc, with
epparent good faith.

Foxey's version wae that ke
had slipped up and stumbled
into the back of the crowd,
but when he saw how little
Ronald had been hurt, and
how lightly he treated it all,
he felt like kicking himsell
for apologising at all.

-E;I'Hif B WAI

i

fAnother long indalment of this
plendid Ariny story nex! Tuesday,
Please order your copy of ' The
Magnet™ Library in advancd. Prics
Oune Halfpanng).
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