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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A Complete * Mess-Up.”
" ILL it rain?®"
The Lower Fourth at Greyfriars were busy. They
were in the Form-room, under the eye of Mr.
; Quelch, the Form-master; and they wero engaged
m & more or less intoresting excursion into early English
history. The Lower Fourth—otherwise called the i!\‘.ﬂmm*ﬂ—-
were not particularly thrilled by the names and dates of the
Saxon kings. But, as Nugent said, it was “form " to show
& cortain amount of interest in lessons; and, besides, Mr.
Quelch and his *' pointer " had to be considered. And so the
Remove were keeping up an admirable appearance of
mterest.

'fﬁttl thera were several juniors who showed signs ‘of
unrest.

Bob Cherry was the chief offender, and Mr. Quelch’s eye
had bacn upon him several times. Thrice, at least, Bob had
twisted his head round to get a look at the high class-room
windows. Apparently he was keenly interested in the

No. T4.

weather. The morning had been fine—very fine and dry.
But as last lesson commeneed, thore had come a drift of
cloud over the blus sammer sky. Now, a3 the afternoon
was & half-holiday, and some of the Removites had special
plans for that half-holiday, there was soma excuse for
anxiety. But tho glint in Mr. Quelch's eye showed that he
was growing, as Billy Bunter would have expressed it
very *' waxy."

“Will it rain

Bob Cherry murmured that remark, and Nugent answered
with & sympathetic grunt. Harry Wharton looked round
at the windows, caught the master’s eye fixed upon him,
and looked back to his desk agzin. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the Nahob of Bhanipur, looked round, too, and did
nok notice that Mr. Quelch was beginning to glare.

“ Hurree Singh!"

The dusky junior twisted round again.

** Yes, sir—the yeafulness iz terrifie,” he stammered.

“Will you oblige me by sitting atill 2"

“ Cortainly, respected sahib.”

“ Cherey I™
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# Yea, sir."

““If you stir in your place again I shall have something to
may to you.'

* Thank you, cir; I—I mean, yes, sir.”

And the lesson preceeded. Some of the Removites were

rinning. They. know the cause of the uneasiness of Harry

Vharton and his chums. If it rained that afterncon, one of

the finest excursions that had ever been planned in Ne. 1
Study would be ‘‘messed-up.’”” TFor five juniors of the
Remove were going ‘‘caravanning.”

They had planned it before. the previous Wednesday;
Liut, I.'thﬂllﬂ'h a really serviceable gipsy caravan and a good
horse hnd ecome into fheir hands, a =eries of misfortunes
had ecompletely knocked the caravanning on the head. Hut
gince then they had had time to mature their plans. The
CRravan b-l:—]unging to their old gipsvy friend, Nodesha, was
at Mr. Milsom's livery-stableas in the village, and the horse
was at their service, and all sorts of supplies had been laid in
—at Mr. Milsomn’s, Thore was no chance of a raid of the
Upper Fourth fellows spoiling the expedition this time.
The excursion was bound to come off—bound to be a success
—if only the weather held good.

They had a right to expect fine weather in the heart of
the summer; but, with the English elimate, yvou never can
tell! Henee the anxicty of the Hemovites who were of the
erew of the caravan.

The drift of cloud across the patch of sky that could be
seen from the Remove windows caused deep alarm and dis-
quietude. It was almost impossible for the juniors to think
or care whether William conquered Harold, or Harold con-
:;I:mregj William while there was a threatening of rain in

& Aair.

WAL i rain 7Y muttered Bob Cherry once more.

Mr. Queleh’s head waos lurned nway for o moment. Bob's
anxiety to look at the windows behind the class was keen,
hTeth :ﬁgudlmight have paszed over—or the first drops might

alling!
~ Beb sunply had to laok., Alter all, Quelch hadn't eves
in the back of his head. Bob twisted round once more and
looked at ithe windows.

The dark shadow was still over the blue. But Bob Cherry
ceased to think of that the next moment, as he heard the
voice of the Form-master. Mr. Quelch apparently had eyes
in the back of his head after all—at all events, he had
]”Gk{?.'il munﬂ at Bob Cherry, and caught him in the act.

" Cherry U

Bob Cherry jumped.

" Yes, sir.”

“It appears that you cannot keep =till.”

Yo, sir. No, zir.  I—[ hope so, sir.”

“You will stay in ong hour this afternoon, Cherry, and
wrjte ouk one hundred times, * IE is necessary to keep order
in the Form-room.” "

Bob Cherry gasped.

“Blay in, sir 7’ he said faintly.

“Yes, Cherry. Lid you speak, Wkarton *

“1, sirt®

“Yes, you, Wharton. Did vou spesk?”

“I only said "My hat! sir,” stommered Harry.

“Ah! You may stavy in and keep Cherry company, and
write out fifty times, * [ must not utter cbhsurd ejaculations
in the Form-room.” "

“ ¥Yeoop-0-0s s

Harry Wharton uttered no more abeurd ejaculations. He
was stricken dumb. In a2 moment all had heen rained.

With himself and Bob Cherry detained, the expedition
would be a frost. They could start later, but all their plans
were thrown out of pear by this. It was a bolt from the
blue—more unexpacted ancf more disconcerting than bad
weather. They might have managed to caravan in the wet
—hut there was no geiting over a Foarm-master's detention.

Frank Nugent, Hazeldene, and Huarree Singh logked as
dismayed as Wharton and Cherry. Billy Bunter blinked
at them sympatheticslly through his big spectacles. Billy
Bunter was going with the caravanners—he had not been
included in the party, but with his usual cooclness he had
included himself. There were some of the Remove who
grinned. Bulirode and Encop and their friends were net
displeased by any disappointment that fell vpon Wharton.

Are. Queleh resumed the lesson with a stern and unre-
laxing brow. Me was a very severe master as a rule, and
the Hemove admitted—with pride—that they required a
tight hand. When they had had a weak Form-master, they
had ridden over him rough-shed. Quelech knew how to
handle them; and if he was a little too hard at times, they
had only themeelves to thank for it.

But the earavanners were in no mood to think about that
now. They were worried about the excursion.

“0f anll the rotten sells,” murmured Frank Nugent
E-mtin;uslf. 1 think this is about the rottenest, Quelch i= a

east 1"
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i YE-E'Q-E, Eil';“

“Who succeeded Edwy the Fair upon the throne of
England " )

*William the Congueror, sir.
Eighth—that is—"*

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“Your thoughts seem to be wandering, Nugent. The
thoughts of several boys here seem to be wandering this
morning. I should have thought that even the most gtupid
boy in the Remove would know that Edwy the Fair was
succecded by Edgar ihe Penceful You are not the most
stupid boy in the Remove, Nugent; and therefore I can onl
conclude that you are paying no attention to me., You will
stay in this afternoon and write out the names of the
E_axﬂnjl-:ings from Egbert to Edward the Confessor, fifty
times.’

“My only aunt Matilda ™

“* What d{d you say, Nupgent 1°?

Y Ye-g-g-g-e-e3, sir.’ .

Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh, much concerned for his
friends, rose in his place, his dusky face very earnest.

“If you please, honourable teacher sahib—"

“You may sit down, Hurree Singh.”

“DBut I have the respeetful and ludicrous remarks to
make to your honouruble and nrever.sufficiently-to-bo-os.
tecmpd-and-venerated self. My worthy chums have not
possessed the disgustful intention of {]ispilaym%r the unworthy
disrespect towards their instructor sahib—'

“ 8it down 1M )

““¥as, sir; but they were impressed with anxiousness
congerning the statefulness of the esteerned weather. That
is why—-"

S lenen 1M

“1 will be as silentful as the estesmed grave; but if the
honourable sahib will sllow me to cxplainfully point
O fimmm’

“¥ou will stay in two hours this afternoon !" thundered
Mr. Quelch. * And if you speak another word I will send
vou in to the Head. _ i

Mugent dragied the dismayed nabob down into his place.

Mr., Quelch’s face was very ruffled during the remainder
of the lesson., He dismizsed the Remove at last, much to
their relief.

But the faces of the Famous Four were clouded as they
left the Form-room. After dinner they had to return there,
while the horso and the caravan were waiting for them at
Frinrdale.

“It's rotten!"” said Nugent. :

And his disconsolate chums agreed that it was.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.,
A Friend In Need.
H BLAZE of summer sunshine greeted the juniors as they

I—1 mean Henry the

eame out into the Close. The drift of cloud hed

passed on towards the sea, leaving the sky a spotless

bine. It wanz to be one of the finest afternoons of the
summer; and their anxiety had been without grounds. Bui
the weather mattered little now. They were detained, and
it. might have rained cats and dogs without making their
plight much worse. )

Cheerful juniors crowded down fo the ericket-field, and
the merry click of bat and ball rarz in the sunshine. The
Fumous Four did not join them. They were trying fo think
of a way out of the scrape, but they could not. ‘

“ Queleh thinks it was a jape,” said Harry Wharton, “If
he knew that we woere really worrying about the wealher,
I think bhe'd let us down o i’]ttle more bightly ; but it's no
poud trying to explsin o him. He wouldn't listen to a
word from uwa now.” :

“1 say, you fellows——-""

“ Oh, don't bother now, Dilly I
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¥ Dh, really, Cherry—""

" Buzz off I

“But look here; I think I might be gble to help you. T
don’t want the excursion to be messed-up this afternoon,
a8 I'm coming with you.”

“0Oh, you're coming, are you " aaid Bob Cherr grirﬂl;,n
_ "¥es, of course. I'd jolly well like to know what you'd
do for a cook without me,” said Bonter indignantly: ** and,
hesides, 1 shall be able to get some snapshots on the road.
Of course, I shsil take my camern. Speoaking of the camera,
will you lend me a few shillings to get new plates, Wharton?
I can got them in the village. I'll let you have it hback out
of my postal erder to-morrow.”

“(Go end eat coke!" ]

“ Lok here, I think I might use my influence for you,”
qudl Eunt?r. “ Perhaps if g! were to put it straight to

uele :

Bob Cherry inserted 'his knuckles into Dunter's collar,
twisted the fab junier round, and applied his boot to him.
Bunter ﬂﬂll]rmﬂl‘i and ran, rather unsteadily.

" Mow, vou buzz off V' said Dob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bob Cherry ran at him with his foot uplifted, and Bunter
promptly “ buzzed off.” He ran right into Mark Linley,
the lad from Lancashire, who was coming to speak to

;.:fhﬂrl:.un. Linley caught him by the shoulders and stopped
im.
“Ow ! Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

“ Mind where you aro going "' said Linley, laughing.

The fat junior blinked at hun.

* (Oh, ia that you, Linley ? Can you lend me five bob ¥

"Nﬂ, I l:'_':l;l.ﬂ.'t.” _

‘And Linley went on, leaving Bunter blinkin
for breath. The Lancashire lad nodded e
Famous Four.

“¥You're in hard lack,” he said. . ]

Mark Linley had been invited to join the caravanning
party, but ho had not been able to accept. The *' scholar-
ship boy " put in a great deal more time at work than an
other junior at Greyfriars. Some of the fellows sneeringly
apoke of him as a “swol ™ and a " sap,”” but Mark did not
garo. He knew that his scholarship at Greyfriars was
limited in time, and that when it had expired, his peopls
were too poor to dream of keeping kim there. Ie meant
to make hay while the sun sheone; and there were several
masters zr.nd:H prefects who were glad to lend a hand to the
lad who was =0 resolute to help himself. That afierncon
Mr. Quelch had promised him & couple of hours to help him
with hiz Greek, an “extra" subject at Greyfriars which
Mark could not afford te take up in the regylar way, And
even the prospect of a jolly afternocon in s caravan did not
tempt Mark from such a chanco as that.

“ Hard isn't ithe word,” growled Bob Cherr
as well that you decided to stick to your old
excursion’s messed-up anyway.”

“Couldn't you try to vyplain to Mr,

“0Oh, ho wouldn’t lisien to a word!
grin and bear il."”

“It's hard cheese!l"

“ Boastly hard! Last tine the caravanning was messed-
up, through those Upper Fourth rotters, and now— Oh,
it won't bear talking of! Let's go and pot some cricket,
kids, or I shall got into a bad temper.”

Thore was evidently nothing better to be done.  Mark
Linley was locking thoughtful as he wadsched Lthe chums of
the Romove go down to the ericket ground. Ile would
gladly have helped them if he cculd. )

The cricket put the detarned juniors inte o little better
humour, They came in to dinoper with rosy cheeks, and
less clouded brows,  After dinner they had to repair to the
elass-room, Instead of cyvcling down to the village, as they
had intended. i

“1t's rough on you, too, Vascline,” Dob Cherry remarked
to IHazeldene, who wallked with them to the Form-room.
#1 suppose you can't po alone—ch 7

Hazeldeno loughed ruefully.

“ Wo, not very well, I think I'll have a spin over fo Cliff
House, and get some tea with Marjorie and tho girls "

H“ You lucky bargee! I wish I were in your shoes ! said
ugent.

;Lgml the defained juniors went glwnly to their desks
Hazeldone sirolled away, and passed Mark Linley, who was

ing towards the Form-master's study with his books undor

iz arm. Ilazeldene glanced at him, and made &8 wry face.

“My word?® bho snid. “ What have you got there?
Xenophon's ' Anabasis,” ‘ Liddell and Scott’! Phew! You
must like work "

“ Mr. ‘%uﬂlch 13 going to help mo this alternoon,” ex-
plained Marck.

Hazaldene yawned.

“ Rathor you than I! Pity yon can't be detained instead
of Wharton; you wouldn't mind 15, So long !”

Mark smileci as ho walked on. He tapped at Mr. Queleh's
door, and the Form-master bade him enier. Mr. Quelch
gmﬁdeEHn with a amile and & nod. Like many a master

0. .

and gasping
erily to the

. "It"s just
rreck, as tho

uelech——"
Ye shall have to
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of frnat attainments, he was gratified o have a pupil who
understood the reel value of knowledge, and was anxious
to learn. He had some good pupils in tho Remove—
eapecially Wharton and Nugent—but the rest, though b
no means dull, hed not that keen thirst for knowledge whinﬂ
a master 18 always glad to sco in a pupil. They had too
meany other interests.

Mark put his books down, and instead of accepting Mr.
Quﬂlch’u kind invitation fo bo seated, he remained standing,
irresolute, with the colour despening in his checka.

The Form-master looked a little surprised.

“If you please, sir, I—I should like to speak to you a
moment,"’ stammerad Mark. *I1 hope you won't think it
impertinence on my part, sir.”

* I have never found you impertinent, Linley.”

“It's about Wharton, sir, and the others.'”

““Ah, thoy have been detained! Surely they have not
sked jmu to speak to me for them " said Mr. Quelch, his

n
brow darkening.

“Oh, no, sir, nothing of the sort! DBut—I thought you
mightn't mind my telling you—that—they had a special
oxcursion planned for this afterncon.”

“I am sorry for that.”

“They didn't mean to be japing—I—I mean, to lnﬁwr-
tinent in the Form-room this morning, sir,” said arle
ﬂﬂgl}l‘]if. “ They wers anxioua about the weather. It camo
over cloudy, sir, and that was the renson”

Mr, {Juelch’s face relaxed. :

“Ahom! They ought not to have been thinking about
the weather in lesson time. Still, what you heve told me
alters the matter a great deal. You cam take them a
mossage from me. Tell them thab they ean do a hundred
lines each instead of being detained this alternoon,

“Oh, thank you, airl”

And Mark hurried away with the good nows. Needlesa
to say, it was groeted with joy in the Form-room, Bob
Cherry gave & cheor that made the old room ring, and
hogped the Lancashire lad round the nech.

“Come Lo my arms, my giddy preserver ™ he exclaimed.
“ Heore you are, Nugent; fold him to your bosom and weep.”
Mark Linley laughed.

“It's & hundred lines
“You're getting off cheaply.
time. Good-byeo ! ] .

“ And thanks, nwfully!" said Harry Wharlon,
vory much obliged to you, Linley."

And the Lencashire lad returned to the Form-master's
study. The Famous Four hurried out joyfully. As [Turree
Jamset Ram Singh said, the joyfulness was terrific. They
found Hazeldene wheeling out his bigyele, and imparted to
him the good nows. : .

Billy Buniler was sianding disconsolately watching tha
ericketers, when Bob Cherry, in the fullness of his heart,
gave him a mighty smite on the shoulder that mado him
stoggaor.

“Tt's all right, Dunter!” . .

“Ts it all right?’ shricked Dunter, recovering himself,
and grasping at his glasses.  “You uwiter maniac! You
noarly knocked my glassca off, and if they had got broken
vou'd have had to ]I';EJ.:.-’ for them. ¥You—you—you—"

“Put it's all right: we're going corsvanning, and you
can corme. '’ . et

“Oh, really, Cherry, that alters the case! Wait o minute
“hiELE [ got my camera. Are you sure you have enough

rub #"

E F1 ]‘I“upﬁ- !!I‘ ] , i

“ otter moke guite sure, you kvew. T shouldn't mind
doing some shopping for you—in fact, it would be a plea-
aure. Mrs. Mimble has some nice fresh pics-——  Uh, really,
Chorry, I wish you wouldn’t walk away while 1I'm talking I

“How are we going to get tho porpoise to Friardale?”
asked Hazcldone, as Duonter joined the juniors, * He hasn't
s machine,” : :

“ 7 could ride any of thom, Vaseline, if one of you fellows
wouldn't mind walking."

“ Vas that's extremely likely!”

“71 don’t think yvou ought to be sclfish. I—"

“ Bunty can stand on my machine,” said Dob. * Hr can

ut his hoofs on the foot-rests, and his paws on my shoulders.

t’s not a long run. Luckily, I've just had a new back tyre.
Come on 1" .

And the juniors, In a merry mood, set out for Friardalo

THE THIRD CHAPTER,.
The Start.

o ¥ —I—1 say, you fellows!” gasped Billy Dunter.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exelaimed Dob Cherry, look-
ing n‘:-unlsl at the fat junior, perched behind him on
~ the bicyele. ** What's the matter with you! Is it
Iying on your conscience becauso you'ro having such an casy

time, and not doing any of the worl?"

3
A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
- g.nd the Puplls of (ﬁlﬁ‘ House

cach insterd,” he remarked.
I hope vou'll have a good

“We're
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Lo TwT'm not having an easy time, Cherry. I—I—I'm
awiully uncomfortable, and I—I—I don't feel safe.”

“My dear Dunty, there’s too much of the first peraon,
singular number about you. There always is.  Shuat up
and hang on"

“ [--E=]—"

There was a fout-rest on either side of Dob Cherry's rear
wheel, and so the fat junior ought to have been able {o
stand there easily enough, halding to Bob’s shoulders behind.
But Billy DBunier was not noted for activity., He swaved
from side to side in a way that threatened to drag the
bicvele over, and hurl himself gnd Dob Cherry into the
ditch, and the machine as well

The only way Bob could eounteract that swaying was by
pulting on speed, and hoe did so; and the bin:.-cfa rushad
along at a rate that made Billy DBunter’s head swim.
_"1--I—1 say, Cherry, stop—please stop! Ow! I'm fall-
ing "

“ Ok, hold on, old chap !" said Dob Cherry encouragingly.
“TF vou fall you'll brenk something, and the other chaps
will pile on you.™

“Ow, ow, ow "

“ Here, hold on, Bob " called out Harry Wharton, * Let
the young ass get down. He ean walk the rest of the
distunce, while we're petting the caravan out”™

Bob Cherry jammed his brake on,

The machine stopped, and Booler sat down in the read,
sending up a cloud of dust, and without any clear idea as
to how he got theve. IHe pave a gasp like escaping steam.

“Well, of all the duffers "' ejaculated Bob Cherry. * You,
a chap who took up physical culture, too! You're only fit
to browse in o field., Scat "

H0Oh really, Cherrg—="

“ Come on to Milsom's, Billy '™ said Wharton, laughing;
and the juniors rode on, leaving Billy Bunter to pick him-
pelf up and dust himself, which he did very slowly. He
was not looking pleased.

“ Belfish rotters ™ he murmuarved. * Fancy leaving me to
wallk—and I'm such a ,jﬂ-I]y bad walker! I suppose I'd
better got on. Dr-r-r-r!"

And the fat junior got on. The cyelists were only & few
more minutes 1 reaching Mr. Milsom’s, That gentleman
greeted them very ecivilly, and announced that the caravan
and the horsn were quite ready.  The Artful Dodger, as
Xob Cherry had named the horse, on aecount of his many
wiles, looked at the juniors over the edge of his stall, and
Bob said there was a twinkle in his eye.  Perhaps he romem-
bered the time when he had earried the helpless Bob carecr-
ing round the Close at Groyiriars, and trampled over the
doctor's flower-beds. Dob Cherry had expressed the rather

cont=adietory opinion that that horse was almost human, he
W is EU'I] it heash,

Still, there was no doubt that the Dadger waz o powerful
and aclive animal, quite eqgual fo the task of pulling the
Soucy Busan caravan up hill and down dale; and that was
what the young caravanners wanted.

s glad to see you,” said Mr. Milsom affably. “°E’s a
wonderful "oss, he is. MNever forgets o faco.”

Harry patted the horse’s head. The Artful Dodger
whinnicd ; bat when Ilob Cherry was about to bestow tho
seme atlenlion upon him, he put his cars back. It was
evident that the Dodger had his likes and dislikes.

-The Saucy Busan stood ready in the vard. The pipsy
curavan had been washed down, and the interior touched
up with fresh paint, ot the expense of the Greyfriars chums,

o windows had been made to open, and the interior was
well aired—a change from the stuffy state it had been nccus-
tomed to in the hands of old Telengro. The horse waa
harnessed, and Mr. Milsom's man led it out of the yard.
Aps 1t rumbled into the street, Billy Bunier arrived, very
red and breathless. There was ne clatter of pots and pans
hanging to the van now; they had been removed, and only
the utensils necessary to the juniors for camping purposcs
were left in the van, and sccured so that they would not
glaticr and clang with every movement.

“I—I say, you fellows, I've had a walk !” gasped Bunter.
“It’s hot! Almost wish it had rained, after all. Are you
ready to start?”

“Yer; Jump in’

“Good! By the way, T ehould like to get some new plates
for my ecamera. I've only six T borrowed of Ogilvy, and
thore'll very likely be a row when he misses them. I ean't
help that, of eourse. T mast take some photographs when
I go on an excursion, or what's the good of having a
cam%rari:‘ Will some of vou lend me ten shillings 3"

No!

“The nofulness s terrific.”

“Well, & bob would de,” said Bunler, who could always
come from big sums down to little ones, if necessary, with
surprising suddenncss, “ Make it a bob, Wharton. We
shall pass the shop. Il give wvou an enlargement of the
best picture fo hang up in the study—I will really, I think

Tne Macser Lixrary—Nao. T4,
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you might do the decent thing, as it was my influence that
got vou off your detention this afterncon.’

~ Harry Wharton leughed, and tossed a shilling to the fat
unior.

! “There you are! Don’t kEEA:v us waiting."”

And Billy Bunter darted off. Harery Wharton mounted
into the driver's seat, and tock the reins. A number of
the curious yvoulh of Friardale collected round to see them
start, and some derisive ejaculations were heard. One youth
doemanded to know wh{-*tJher they had any clotheslinea or
clothes-propz to sell, and another whether they mended
kcttles and saucepans. Taking no notice of these frivelous
inguiries, the Greyiriars juniors drove off. .

he caravan lumbered down the old High Strcet of
Friardale, and many were the glarces cast fownrds it. But
however curious 1t looked to see the juniors in charge of the
gipsy vehicle, there was no doubt that Wharton handled the
horse well, and some of the glances were admiring, The old
High Street was narrow in places. and though there was
little traffic what there was was froquent!y congested. In
a strait, with a butcher’s cart and o dray n opposition,
Wharton brought off the caravan in triumph. .

Billy Bunte: came out of the photographer’s shop with a
packet in his hand, and boavrded the caravan, which then
rolled cut into the open country.

Wharton had mapped out the route. e had a pass from
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, which allowed him and
hig friends to cut afternoon roll-call. The chums had not, to
get bacl to the schocol until Jocking-up, which was at dusk,
and at this time of the year dusk was very late. There waa
ample time for a really extensive expedition, and the chums
naturally wanted to get as far as they could from familar
surroundings. So long as they were encircled by scenca
they knew, the serse of adventure was to some extent
lacking.

Wharion was driving. Bob Cherry sat on the roof of the
caravan with his legs dangling down in front, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh and Frank Nugent were an the shafts
Hazeldene and Pilly Bunter were inside the vehicle. The
Artiul Dodger, so far, was on his best behaviour. But
about o mile out of Frisrdale the travellers reached the
first hill of any consequence, and there the Dodger began
to show the cloven foot.

The pace of the caravan dropped to a crawl, and all,
except the driver, of course, walked. Dut that lighteming
of tha load did not inspire the Dodger with new energy.
He showed ajgnj of exhaustion, and Bob Cherry uttered an
exclamation of disgust. i .

“ The beast ! hg said.  We've been taken im with this
brute, Hnrrir! dLﬂﬂl; at him hapging his head! He's
fapged ont already !

?grry Wharton laughed. He mare than Dob
Cherry did about harses. .

“ That's all right,” he said.
could take this hill at the run if he wanted to.
g -touch up.”’ .

A fick of the whip was all that was necessary. The
Dodger bucked up at once, and the earavan rumbled up the
incline at quite an active rate. They ra.!:tied cheerily over
the hill, and down the opposite slope. Then Harry turned
from the high road into 2 1utty lane. o -

# Ng pood following the beaten tracks,” he remarked, as
the cara%nn began to iump on the ruts of dried mud. ** Wea
shall geb to the woeds this way.” ., .

“(an we get the van through the trees?” asked Nugent.

“ Yoy, rather—gipsies often do.”

“ Well, it will be ripping,” said Dob Cherry. *I suppose
you know this way, Harry! 1 don’t.”

“I've a geod idea of it.” 1

The caravan bumped on. There was a glimmer of sun.
light on flowing water ahead, and white stepping-stones
glistened in the bed of o shallow stream, ;

“ All ghoard,” said Harry, and those who were walking,
jumped inte the caravan. The Remove captain hmu% t
the van carefully down to the stream, and the Artful
Dodger took the ford cheerfully enough.

Splazh! Splask! o R

“ My hat !’ said Dob Cherry. * This is exciting !

“Tf we get stuck in the sand—-"" remarked Nugent.

# The excitefulness will be terrific.”

The water rose round the wheels of the van, and over tha
axles. The horse’s hoofs splashed up water and sand. In
the middle of the stream the water was almost up to the
Aoor-hoards,

“ (et on,’* said Harry, as the Dodger stopped,

But the horse did not move.

“ Crack, crack ! rang the whip, and then the lash curled
round the horse's shc:uf;dc-.rs. The Dodger snorted, bui did
not advance. In the middle of the stream, with trickiets of
water creeping in over the floor, the caravan remained at &
standstill,

]-T.I!:“E'I.'Ir'

“It's only hilll'll'ihqg. hHa
"I give him
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Man Overboard.

u OME up ™’
C “ Gat on, you beast I
£E Gﬂ it 1"1‘..'
The whip cracked, and the reins jerked. Dut
Dodger declined to move. He looked round once reproach-
fully at Harry, and then hung his head, and remained still,

“ My hat!" 3a1d Bob Cherry. “This 15 ively! He wanie
us to gtay here for the term of our natural lives !

“Tha livoliness 13 terrific!”

“Tho brute!” muttered Harry. *“It's only obstinacy;
but if he won't go on, the wheels will get stuck in the mud,
and we shall bo anchored. One of you fellows jump down
and lead him.”

“No fear,” sard Nugent promptly.
See if it’s dry on your side, Bob."”

“ No, it's wet over here, too,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“II‘m ﬁ]g.ing on the driver. Wharton will bring us through
all right."

Harry Wharton laughed rather ruefully. Az he had
taken charge of the horse, he was bound to bring the
caravan through. But it was no joke to plunge up to the
waist in tha water to lead the obstinate Dodger. He pre-
ferred to try the whip again. Tho lash eurled round the
Dodger, but he stuck fast, with a grim determination
oftener found in a donkey than in the eguine species.

“He likes that, I believe,” said Bob Cherry, comfortably
perched on top of the caravan, and locking down with an
air of detachment upon the scene, az if he were nothing
more than a aspectator at a show. **You'll have to try
something else, Harry.”

“ Perhaps the van's too heavy,” said Nugent. * We might
reduce the weigh by half, by throwing Bunter out.”

Bunter, who was Tﬂﬂkillg out of ono of the open windows,
blinked at him in alarm, not knowing whether he was in
garmnast,

“Oh, really, Nugeat-——"

““Better get on,” said ITazeldene, locking out of the
other window, ° The water's beginning to come into the
van,'

“You ass!” exclaimed Harry.
for fun."

C““Well, try and get cn, you know., The water’s coming
mtg—e-""

“GZo it, Harey I

“I'll tuke the reins if you like,” said Nugent.

Harry sniffed. He gave the chstinate Dodger a touch
again with the whip, and the Dodger heeded 1t this time.
It was a gentler touch than he had had before, but perhaps
the Dodger thought the joke had gone far enough, or perhaps
he was tired of standing in the water. At all avents, he
made a sudden plunge forward, dnd the caravan moved so
suddenly that the juniors had to cluteh hold to avoid being
thrown off. But Bob Cherry, sitting in an easy attitude on
tho roof with his legs dangling, had nothing to held to,
He made o desperate grasp at the chimney, but missed and
rolled off the roof.

Splash !

“Owewewwew-wew 1M

The water splashed wp over the ecaravan and the
caravanners as BDob Cherry plunged into it. IHe went right
under, but the water was shallow, and in 2 moment he was
on his feet, the stream flowing round his waist.

“Ow! Oh! Br-rrr! Stop for mal”

But the caravan could not atm;;_

The Dodger, having mada up his mind to go on, went on,
and_the caravan splushed and rumbled through the stream
rapidly, and was dragged up the opposite bank.

It was all Wharton could do to handle tha reins, and keep
the Dodger from wrecking the caravan in the mud, or
stranding it in the rushes, without thinking of Bob Cherry.

he unfortunate junior, drenched and dripping, plunged
after the van, and serambled ashore, gasping.

“Ow!"” he roared. * Look at me! ['m drenched !

“You do loock wet!” gasped Harry, as he turned the
earavan into the road again. * You might as well have got
down and led the horse, after all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Bob Cherry did not join in the laugh. He grunted in-
dignantly, and clambered into the van to change his ciothes.
Billy Bunter had & fire going to cook the lunch, but he
objected strenucusly to I%ub using the stove o dry his
clothes, The caravan rattled on merrily while the disputo
raged inside.

“You're making everything wet, Cherry,” said Tunter
'n_'!.irl_'n{)'- “1I think you might show a little more considera-
tion, I do, really."

“Haven't T got to change my clothes?” roared Bob, who
was not in the best of tempers by this time,

“ Well, I don't_think you ought to make the place all wet.
You're interrupting my work. Look here, couldn't vou sit
on the roof and get dry in the sun? Wou'd very likely be
-ﬂ%’ in an hour or two.”

O

Y Tha water's 400 wet,

“I'm not sticking here

Nc}h %h&rry did not reply in words. He gave DBunter a  sight.
£ XT T
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push on the chest that made him sit dewn in a great hurry,
and proceeded to change his clothes, He stripped off the
wet garments and arranped them round the little stove,
and 8 thick steam was soon rising. IHazeldene went out on
the step at the back to make more room; but Dilly Bunter
sat on a stool and ?lu'ﬁ'ered through his big glasses.

“Gimme a towel ! roared Bob, so suddenly that Dunter
nearly fell off the stool, )

The juniors had brought towels, in case they should have
an opportunity to get some bathing., DBob rubbed down his
wat limbs :mcf7 dripping hair with a rough towel, and felt
better. DBut although the first half of the changing was
easy, 1t was not so casy to fimish. The caravanners had
made no prevision for such an accident, and there was no
second suit of clothes in the caravan. Dob Cherry eyed
Bunter grimly.

“You'd better get those things off, and let me have them,"
he said. * ¥You can wear a sack or something for a few
hours."

Whether Bob was serious or not, Bunter didn't know, and
he didn't stop to inguire. He rolled oot of the door of the
caravan, and scrambied up in [ront on the sheft. Dob
chuckled, and locked round for some sort of clothing. There
was an ancient palr of trousera in the caravan that had
belonged to the former owner, and lioh looked at them long
and doubtfully. Bug there was nothing else, and he had to
take them or nothing. With a grunt he slipé}ed the garment
on. They were baggy, and they came down below hia
ankles, but he fastened them on with hizs belt, teking 1n
great folds of the thick cloth, and then rolled them up ab
the ankles, till his feet were clear. Billy Bunter, who never
forgot anything that could conduce to his personal comfort,
had brought a pair of slippars, and Dob immediately pab
them on. They were small for him, but he mede them
casier for his toes by cutting some slits with his pocket-
lknife. Then he gave Iazeldene a poke in the back thab
nearly rolled him into the road. : _

;; ere, hold on ! exclaimed Hazeldene, holding on him-
Bedl.

“Will you lend me your jacket ! asked Bob.

“J want 1t, aszz1™

“ Look here, you can go in your zhirt-sleeves for a bit—T
can't po about like this. Lmui’ ma vour jacket.”

Hazeldone looked at him ard chuckied. Ho stri%ﬁped off
the jaclet, and Bob Cherry put it on. It was tight for him,
and tighter still when he had buttoned it up; still, it com.-
pleted his attive, and made it possible for him to show him-
solf in publie. The tight school jacket, and the huge, baggy
trousers of a loud check, patched with big patches of
different colours, gave Lob an aspect that made Hazeldene
chuckle. The unlucky junior stepped out into the road, and
as soon as his comrades caught zight of him, there was a
roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Anv old clothes " pasped MNugent,

“Rags and bones!” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“The rag and bonefulness of our worthy chum’s honourable
attire is torrife”’

Bob Charry snortad,

“1 suppose 1t does look a picturs,’” he growled. “ All the
fault of the silly ass who drives 2 van and pitshes a fellow
overboard.” ) ) ) _

_ "My hat!™ said Wharton, locking ab him, and bursting
into a laugh. “I'd recommend you to lkeep inside the van
in that rig, Dob."

“I'm not going to be shut ap in & roften van a whole rotton
aftornoon. "

“You'll get chipped on the road.”

“Let 'om chip!™

“What I admire about him most is his trousers,” zaid
Nugent, looking at Bob eritically. * They'd fit him better,
though, if he took in another couple of yards™

“Oh, po and eat coke!"

“Why, ha's wearing my slippers!” exclanmed Billy Bunter
indignantly.

¢ H:,.ird vou think I was going around in wet boots, por-
ose
P ¥es, but those slippers are too small for you'”

“That'll be all right—I've let ’em out a bit with iny
pocket-knife.”

e Yn}u,—gﬂu—y-nu’vu been chopping my slippers!  You—
you—''

“ Don't worry, they'll last till my hoots get dr;,r,”' said Bob
consolingly. **I can walk in them all right, tee.”
*“ Here comes somebody,"” grinned Wharton.

inside, Bob,"”

But Bob was obstinate,

“ Blessed if [ do. Let em stare.”

It was a butcher's cart that was approaching, driven by
a butcher’s boy of Friardale, who knew the juniors well by
They had exchanged badinage and blows with that

5
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butcher's boy moie than once, as a matfer of fack. 'The
moment he caught sight of Bob Cherry he etared—and then
burst into a roar.

The junior gave him a ferocious look.

* What are von cackling at, you ass i

“*Ha, he, ha!"” yelled the butcher’s boy. ' He, ho, ho '™

“If vou want Lo be yanked out of that cart and bunged
mio the ditch, you had better gay so " roared Bob Cherry.

““ He, he, hel”

Hob made n rush townrds the eart. The butcher’s boy
whipped up hiz fmn],:' and dashed on, but his laughter eame
echoing back till he was out of sight. Bob turned a wvery
red face towards his grinning chums.

“I can't see anything to cackle at,"” he said ¢rossly. “'1I
suppose people have got wet and have had to change 1nto
old clothes before now?  Anyway, I'm not going inside.
It's & free country, and I'm not going fo be bottled up to
plezse anybody.” - : :

“Thera's some cychiste coming!" grinned Hazeldene.

“Let "em all come!™

And Bob Cherry tromped on obstinately beside the wan.
The carsvan was following & decp lane now, with huge
trees on either side. They had a choice of routes befora
them—one of the turnings ahead leading down to the bay
and the village of Pcﬁg and the girls’ school at Cliff House,
another [ed towards the moor, and a third to the woods. It
was the last-named that the juniors intended to take. The
lane was a smooth and ehady one, much liked by local
cyclists, and ITazeldene had just caught sight of a couple of
riders coming along towards them.

Wharton, %rnm s higher seat, saw the cyclista more
clearly, and he gave a sudden chuckle.

“I say, Bob, better got insideg—--"'

“ Rats1™

“ They're ladies."”

“1 tell you I won't go in,”” growled Bob Cherry, a little
less resolutely, however. It was not pleasant to cause sur-
pries and amusement to lad cﬁclism, and he could not
punch their heads, as he might have done with cvolists of
the masculine gendar.

. M,];: hat,” exclaimed Ilazeldene euddenly, *it’s Mar-
[orio '

F 13 whﬂ-t [:I':I' .

“I¢’s my sister, and Clara”

“Oh

Bob Cherry made one bound into the caravan, and
slammed the deor shmt. The next moment the little blinds
ware rattled over the little windows: and then Bob sat,
with his grip on the handle of the door, holding it shut and
trembling.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Bob Cherry.

ARJORIE HAZELDENE glanced at the earavan, and

recognized her brother and the chums of Greyiriars.

She Bl‘ﬂp}]t&!d and alighted from her machine, and Mies

Clara followed her example as Harry Wharton drew

the horse to a halt. The juniors raised their straw hats,

and Hurree Singh, in an excess of Oriental politeness,

waved his round %ﬂs head. Wharton was on the ground in
f momeant.

“ How awlully jolly to meet you!” he exelaimed. * You
haven't 2een our caravan yet! A ripper, isn't she?”

“Weq ien't it delightful!" eaid Morjorie, in great admira-
tion; and Miss Clara, who was nddicted to plangy axpres-
gions, pronounced that it was ripping.

“Ara you in a hurry ¥ asked MNugent. " You'd hike to

No, we are only going to the

have a look at iti"

“1 should, very much!
village. Dut you must not allow us to delay you——

Wnat a hit of it! Our time's our own up toe half-past
eight to-night!” said Harry Wharton cheerfully.

“Then we should awfully like to see it,”" said Miss Clara,
allowing Nugent to take her machine and lean it againet a
tree. " What great fun it must be, caravanning! hat a
beautiful earavan—and what a sweet horse! 1 suppose wvou
have all the things for cooking and s0 on mside ¥

“Yes, everyvthing,” said Harry., And then, as Miss Clara
went towards the door, hiz face fell a little. He suddenly
remembered that Bob Cherry was inside too, in his unique
and remarkable clothes.

“ How utterly lovely!"

“It's close on time for our lunch,” said Wugent, looking
at his watch. " If you are not hurried for time, you ocught
to camp with ue for lunch. It's near tea-time, you know—
it's really a high tea”

“We ghall be delighted I said Marjoria.

Bob Cherey, who heard everything from within the van,
was not delighted.

As a rule, Bob Cherry wasz willing to take 2 great deal
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of trouble fo meet Marjorie Hazeldene, but the present was
not one of those occasions, The idea of appearing before
the astonished Marjorie in hig present attire, and of mest-
ing the mocking glances of Miss Clara, made him turn het
end gold. ITe wae tempted to change back as gquickly as he
could into hizs clothes, wet as they were—but he knew he
‘E'mild not have time. He dared not let go the handle of the

L0 i

Miss Clara was already trying the deor on the outside.

** Dear me, the door won't open " )

. That waos not surpricing, as Bob Cherry was holding it
inside. Nugent hurried te the rescue.

“"Won't it? Let me tryv.”

Hazeldene chuckled, and Billy Bunter let off a cachjnna-
tion that startled the birds on the trees overhead. Nugent
wrenched at the door.

* Hallo, Bob!"” he called out. ** Open the door!”

*Is Cherry in there!” asked Marjorie in surpriee.

“0Oh, yes! Open the door, Bob!”

here was no reply, and the door did not open.

“ Perhaps he'’s asleep ! suggested Marjorie,

“ Ol no, he isn't! Open the door, Bob!"”

Nugent wrenched at the handle, and the door eame open
ﬂﬂt:ra was no help for it now, and Bob gave himeelf up for

Mearjorie and Clara started back in surprise and alarm a8
a strange Lgure appeared in the doorway of the caravan,

It was Bob Cherry, with flaming cheeks!

“ My goodness!” exclaimed Clara.

* Dear me ™

HI—I—I'm sorr

“Oh, dear, it's Cherry!"

“Yos, I'm Cheery,” said Tob, with a furlons glance at
MNugent, who was doubled up with mirth.
Stop that enckling, Frank, or I'll jump on you!”

“Ha, ha, hal’’ roared Nugent. “I remember how you
ﬁmrkrle'j when I was boy-scouting in girls' clothes! Ha, ha,

i ¥

“ Bhut up ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Marjorie and Clara joined in the laughter—they could
not help it. Toh Cherry's appearance wae eo utterly absurd
that an owl might have been excused for laughing. But as
ghe saw the look of real vexation on Dlob's gm:e, Marjoria
became grave again at once,

“(h, please forgive me!” she murmured. © But—but—"
m“Hut you do look—er—odd, you know!" gasped Mise

arm.

Bob Cherry’s face relaxed.

“Well, 1 suppose it is a bit odd,” he said. * You see, 1
was ducked in the stream over vonder, owing to the way
Wharton was drivin i

““ Here, draw it m:l-:l; Liob I )

“Owing to Wharton’s rotten driving,” said Bob firmly,
“and T had to get a change somehow, and this was the best
I could de. T suppose it's funny.”

“ Funny isn't the word!” gasped Nugent.
vour camerg !

“ Don't you do anything of the sort!” roared Bob Cherry.
“If you bring that camera near me, I'll jump on itl*

T {1, really, Cherry——" : :

“ Here's a jolly epot for camping!” eaid Harry Wharton,
pointing to & patch of rich grass under the shelter of the
troes b:'i\thﬁ roadside. " Thera's a spring on the other side
af the hedge, too. If you're going to outeide the van,
Bob, you'd better put a coat on.’”

“ It's too jolly hot for a coat.” :

“ Well, take your choice!” said Harry, laughing. * This
road is pretty frequently used, and you will get chipped I

“We might put him in a cage, and charge for admission
to see him,”' supgested Nugent. *“‘I'd write & notice—'A
Jolly Good Lnugﬁ, Twopence & Time!* "

“{Jh, cheese it!” growled Bob. ' Perhape I'd better put
the coat on.”’

And he did,

to startle you!" said Bob.

=]

" Bunter, geb

¥ T S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ladies to Tea.

HE caravan was drawn up at the roadside, and the
T horse was tethered in the prass to feed, released from
the harness while the juniors camped. Billy Bunter
was acon busy at the stove in the van. It wae a hot
afternoon, and the stove in the van made the interior
decidedly sultry. But Billy Buntér did not mind. He took
off his jacket and rolled up his cuffs and set to work,
Bunter was not an industrious youth, but no one had ever
found him unwilling to work when it was cooking to be done,
and he was allowed to take hiz “whack’™ in what was
cooked. . ]
While Dunter was poaching eggs and cutting up corned
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beef and bread-and-buiter, the junicra dragged out stools
and cushions to make seats for the girls. It was a pleasant
apot, under the shade of the trees, with the summer sun
glinting through the boughs overhead and dancing in golden
patches on the wavy grass. Tt was near the usual tea-timme
at Chiff Ilouse, and as the girls had intended to cbtain some
refreshment at the teashop in Friardale, thay were ready
for the ** lunch.” Tho ﬁmcll! of freshly-mado tea proceeding
from the van was refreshing and grateful,

From the spring in the field fresh water was obtained in
shundance, and Punter was impressed with. the necessity of
carefully boiling it before using, in case of accidents, Az it
wa3d only wanted to make ten, however, that caution was
hardly needed, as Bunter wasn't likely to brew with cold
water.

Plates and other crockery were in the van in abundance,
A few of them had belonged to the previous gipsy owner,
but most had been bought by the juniors to stock the van,
There were more than enough plates and cups—a rather un-
uwsusl state of things at a junior feed.

Billy Buntor, glowing with heat and hospitality, came out
of the van with a huge dish loaded up with noached egws,
gll done to a turn and piping hot.

¥ Rgi_liiiﬂg 1" said Nugent. * You're worth your weight in
gold, Billy, when it comes to cooking.”

- *I'm eincerely glad you can appreciate me in some
respects, Nugent. f’d like to see your feed if I hadn’t come

with you. -
"Y{m’d aIwa’_f.'s like to see a feed, wouldn't you?"
“I maan—"

Y Pass the egga! You're keeping Marjorie waiting.”

Eggs and corned beef, and ham and watercress and
md]sﬁes. and huge piles of bread-and-butter and cake, made
z lunch that was very enjoyable to hungry juniors, but it
was a litkle too sulij for the girls to do 1t full justice.
Howaver, they did tneir best; though if they h eaten
half of what their hcsts wanted them to eat, they would
have rivalled Billy Buater.

The tea pmcuad{hd merrily, and Billy Bunter beamed with
delight &t the lkeen sppreciation shown for his cooking.
The tea was pronounced delicious,

“1 say, ?ﬂu fellows, this is really ripping ™™ said Billy
Bunter, au?pnaa wa'd better have a bit of a rest after
tea, hadn't we?
like."

h'" GEH;L& us some cake instead,” said Boh Cherry, passing
iz plate,
h, really, Cherry—""

“ Hallo ! E}hat are you doing here?"

. The campers started and looked round towards the road.
A man in the garb of & keoper, with & gun in the hollow
of his arm, had stopped, and was staring angrily at them.
They looked at him without re'plying.

“ What are you doing here?’

Wharton's temper began to rise at the bullying tone, but
he answered quietly.

*1 should think you could see—we are having tea. What
business 13 it of youra?”

This i3 privete land.”

“I was not aware of that.”

* Well, you're aware of it now," said the man roughly.
*There's a notice up at the end of the lane warning you
oot to pienic on the Erm. Get off at onge !

“ We shall do nothing of the sort,” said Harry
" If t'hF, land iz private it ought to be enclosed,

at on.

i Get off this land ! said the keeper angrily.

The girls began to look a little scared, but the boys did
aot. Even if they had been trespassing, thoy would never
have given in ta a bully. The man'z tone and manner were

uite enough to put their backs up at once. There was a
aitah between the grassland and the public road, but no
fence of any sort, and the ditch was coverasd in for a con-
siderable part of its length, rendering scoess easy. Whether
or not they were entitled to camp there, the Greyfriars
juniors did not mean to be ordered off by & bully. And

arry suspected very strongly that the keeper was only
attempting to extort & tip—which he was determined pot to

ive.
¥ Are you going?” shouted the man.

“ No "

“Then I'll shift you!"

And, leaning the gun against a2 tree, he Iaid his hands
roughly upon Harry's shoulders. harton’s eyes blazed.
His fist came out like lightning, and it caught the fellow
under the chin with a hammﬂrlige blow.

The keeper staggered back helplessly, and, losing his
footing on the edge of the ditch, went backwards into it
with & splash.

ere wais more mud than water in the diteh, and when
the man serambled to his feet he was a shocking sight. He
wad smothered with mud from head to foot, and almost
atuttering with rage.

The juniors grinned at his appesrance, and even Marjorie
snd Clara smiled, alarmed as they were.
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“ My only hat!" smid Bob. “Here’s another change of
clothes wanted! Don't come near me, old chap; I don's
like the whiff of that mud.”

“ You—you young——"

“* Hold your tongue ' said Harry.

His tone was so peremptory that the man stopped the
abuse that was on his lips, and glared at him,

Wharton pointed down the road.

“ YVou'd better be off," ho said.

“PBe off ] I—L—""

“Cut! We've had enough of youl”

Tha 'man glared at him, and, too enraged for words,
sprang at him, hitting out savagely. But big and burly ns
ho was, he had to deal with an athletic lad to whom every
zecret of the boxer’s art was known. )

Wharton knocked aside his clumsy blows with ease,
avoided his rush, and gave him a right-hender Fairly under
the ear.

The man staggered drunkenly to and fro for a second or
two, and then went headlong into the diich again. :

This time ha fell face downwards, and a t'E'.'IT:Iﬁ'E AspIng
and sputtering was heard before he dragged himself out of
the mud and slime. . ) _

Tha juniors shrieked as he came into view again over the
forns. DBlack mud was caked all over his clothes and hia
face, and he wuz spitting it out savagely, and trying to
knuclkle it out of his eyes. 1 .

He sputtered out savage words, ]l Beb Cherry picked
up the caravan whip, and made the lash whistle in the air.

“I wive you one second to clear,” he said grimly,

“Thank you so much; it

at the juniors as he went tramping furiously down the road.
a heast [
“Tf he does, he shall go into the ditch again,” he said,
“ Clertainly,” said Banter, taking up the teapet.
i}]nf ki
: J { I had bLeen
roused, I might have hurt him tog much.”
incident was forgotton.
was a splendid tea.”
and the two girls mourted, while the junmiors etood bat in
towards Friardale,
“"Iend us a
The Dodger seemed soriewhat unwilling to resuma hix

The man loolked st him, and eleared. He shook his fiat
Bob threw down the whip. . ‘ .

“ Good riddance,” he said, seating himself again.,  What

“ He may come back,” murmured Clara.

Wharton laughed carelessly,

“ Nover mind him!  Another cup of tea for Marjorie,
Rilly." i

. * ¥ou
handled that chap well, Wharton. I was just
tackle him myself; but U'm glad gsou did it

The tea Bnished cheerfully, without any sign of the dis-
comfited keeper. In the merry chatter over the teacups, the

Marjorie rose to her feet at lust.

“VWe must get on,” she sad,

“ Ripping " said Miss Clara cheerily. ;

Wharton and MNugent wheeled the bicycles into the road,
hand as they pedalled away. They leoked back and waved
their hands at the bond of the lane, and then disappeared

“We'd beiter get on, too,” said Nugent
hand with the horse.”

lace betwoen the shafts  But as he had been tethered, ho
Ea.d no chance to show his heels, and he was brought up to

the van.

Nugent backed him into the shalts, and veey nearly backed
got in the way. The harness
was adjusted, and ITarry Wharton was fastening the last
buckle, when there was an oxclamation from Hazeldene.

** Hallo! Thera's that chap again!™

The juniors locked quickly vp the road.

The keeper, accompanied by a stout, red-faced gontleman
in shooting clothes, was returning to the scene. Ila had
ovidently been giving an indignant account of his treatment,
for the ;::.t gentleman was looking as angry as his man.

The juniors drew together. They did net want trouble—
but it looked as if they were going to get it whether they
wanted it or not. The stout gentleman had a riding-whip
in his hand, and he looked as if he intended to use it.
Billy Bunter quietly scooted into the van, but he was the
only one who did not stand his ground.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Yentrllogulsm.

HE stout pentleman came to a halt within about three
fect of IHarry Wharton, and jammed an eyeglass
inte his eye, surveying Wharton through it as if
he had been some curicus animal. Harry met hia

gaze guite calmly.

¥ Ta this the razcal, Crake "

““That's him, sir,”” said the keeper, with a venomous
lock., * Knocked me into thoe diteh, the lot of them, sir—

but ha was the ringleades.”™
7
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“ You young scoundrel )

“ Bettar language, please,” said Harry Whartoo.

The stout gentlemen gasped.

“What! What! Wou talk to me! What! I am Major
iir;:—rﬂ;;lm. I own all this land, What! Yoo talk to me!

o

YT am pot used to being called a seoundrel,” said Harry

:;pi_niu;r. “If rou want to speak to me you had betiur Le
vl
“What! T am Major Popham ! What?"

“What do vou pop ¥ asked Bob Cherry, with an innocent

E:{%TESHED.’!.
he major's glance torned upon him.

“What! What?"

“The popfulness of the honourable major iz terrific,”
reriarked the Nabeb of Bhanipur. “He remindiully
!'E.‘H.'“ELIHE to me the houourable bantam in the esteemed farm-
yard,

“YWhat! What! You have trespassed on my land—
assaulted my keeper, by George, siv! I'll have yvou locked
P, You voung rogues and wagaﬁonds! What

“"We are not rogues and vagabonds, and we will not be
colled s0," said Harry. * Will you kindly step asidel
You’ra in the way of the horse.”

“IWhat? What "

“And we did not assault your keeper. I knocked him
into the ditch for aeting like a blackguard, but no one else
touched him. He has told you an untruth. IE thiz 3 vour
land, we're quite willing to get off it, if you'll get out of
the way.”

“What? What? TI'll have wou locked up—sent t¢ the
treadmill, by Gegrge, sir! My keeper assaulted—lying
young rascal-—by George !

Wharton flushed crinuson.

“I1f you were not old onough to be my fether, T shouid
know how to answer thati,” he eaid, with a glint in his eyes,
* Pleaze get out of the way."

“ What! What! On my own land——"

“Whoa! Pleaze get aside !™

“¥oung rasesl ! U'--I'll horsewhip vou—-"

“¥ou had better not try it.’”

“ What—what 2

* Oh, chuek 1t, major '

The major swung round.

The voice that spoke to him was the wvoice of Crake, his
keeper, and how was the major to know that there was a
ventriloquist in the caravan?

He jammed his eyerlass tighter into his eve, and glared
at Crake.

“What! What!" he rosred. ** What!
¥on speak to your master! What 1™

1= didn’t speak, sir!" said the keeper gaspingly. “1
—I neard—="

“You lie!
Crake 1™

“T1 hain’t sir! T swear I never—

““Bilence ! Silence! What! You dare to talk to me?
What "

“Oh, not so much of your old buck 1™

The keeper almost staggered in astonishment at hearing
his own veice say that, when he hadn't moved his lips. The
majar almost jumped elear of the pround.

“What? What "

‘o and eat coke, vou hot-tempered old bantam 1"

“What? What? Crake, you "are drunk! Drunk, by
George, sir! You are di&cﬁnrged! Go! Get out of my
m%'ht! What "

*I—I—I hain"t—T—="

“Gol" shouted the major, brandishing his riding-whip.
“Go! Get out! At once! What? What "

“But I didn't—"

““ As for these young scoundrels—-*

' Draw it mild, old codger 1™

The major swung round on his astounded keeper again,
He wazs too a'ﬂlilrzr for words this time. His niding-whip
whistled through the sir, and descended with & telling
elash across the unlucky Crake's shoulders.

You—you dog!

I distinctly heard you! Yon are lying,

¥

“*Take that, you rascal! Take that! What?"
“Oh!" roared Crake, jumping back and rubbing his
shoulder. ** Hold on! Leave off! Ch!"

" Impertinent rascal +

Y Billy josser!™

The major simply ravad.

He ran towards the keeper flourizhing the whip, and the
alarmed man backed away, and in his confusion did not

notice that he was backing into the ditch. When hiz foot
slipped on the verge it was tco late

“ Bpash M

“Mn, ha, ha !’ roared Bob Cherry.
difeh '

** The fondfulnees is terrifie.” .

The enraged major danced on the edge of the ditch,
brandishing his riding-whip. .

““(Get out, you rascal! Come here, scoundrel! What?
What 7

“Groo!” gasped Crake, * (Groo-co-coh ! i

He was recking with mud as he crawled out of the ditch;
but the major was not satisfied. In crawling out, Crake was
fairly exposed to the whip, and the whip descended, with a
slazh that made the man roll over with pam,

“* Take that, rascal! Whai?”

Crake jumped to his feet savagely., His temper was nob
guod, and what he had gone throuch was enough to ex-
asperate anybody.

“¥ou old hass!" he roared, **I mever said nothing.
Look "ere—"

The whip lashed down again, and that was too much for
Crake. e went for his angry master, and in a moment
they were grappling and fghting. The juniors of Grey-
friars looked on with grinning faces, In the struggle half
the mud and slime from Crake's clothes was transierred to
the major’™s, and his natty ehooting-clothes became &
shoeking sight,

“ Impertinent rascal

“You old hass !

“1 discharge you!" hissed the major. “I will horse-
whip i:::u inte the bargain™ _

Crake replied by pommelling. If-he was discharged,
perhaps he felt that he might as well avenge his dismissal
while he had tha chanee,

They E.I;agg]?r&d to and fro in comnhbat, and Horry Wharton
guletly led the horse into the road, ns soor as the way was
clear, and mounted fo his seat.

As he cracked his whip, the combatants parted.

CUrake was hurled into the hedge, und the major, over-
come by his exertions, leaned against a tree, gasping for
breath.

He groped for his ayeglass, and looked after the caravan,
which was boginning to meove, ha juniors waved their
hats to him.

* Good-bye, Bluebell " zang out Bob Cherry.

* (zood-bye, major !

* Young rascals!"” gasped the major.
ence ! By George, sir! What1"

And that was the last remark of Major Popham's that the
juniora heard. He was too exhausted to think of pursuit,
and the caravan rumbled off out of hia sight. Billy Bunter
chuckled in the van, and the juniors {:hu{:ﬁ-lcﬂ ton. 'The fat
Junior put his head out of the window and blinked atihis
comrades with great satisfaction.

“I say wou fellows, I got you cut of that all right,” he
remarked. * Funny, wasn't it#"

“Ha, ha! It was funny! Lucky we had you to protect
L E
* 0Oh, really, Chorry 1
“0Of course, we knew we were safe with Bunter,” said
Nugent. ** The way he dived-into the van when the enemy
came along showed how fearless he was.™

*“*Oh, really, Nugent! I[—I got into the van because—
because I can ventriloguise better when—when I'm quiet
and undisturbed."

“0Of course,” grinned Nugent; *that’'s all right—we all
know how brave you are. Still, it was a good jape, and
wae'ra well out of the way of the major.”

And the juniors chuckled long over the adventure as the
caravan rumbled on through the shady lanes.

" He'a fond of that

k]

“ Deuced impertin-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Catches It.

" STE%DY nu{r#i:’ "
t was arton who apoke, and he addressad the
Artful Dodger. The caravan had turnad out of the
. lanes, and followed a rutty track into the woods, and
now it was brushing under the 'bnu%hs of the trees, and the
foliage was scratching apainst the little windows,
Round the caravan was the deep gpreen and the scent of
the forest. ]
. “Mind the chimney!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. DBob had
Juet jumped out of the caravan; hia clothes were dry at last,

I The

HECTOR DRAKE rrvc= =2 ...
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The Dodger made a sudden plunge forward, and Bob Cherry, sitting in an easy attitude on the caravam

roof, with his legs dangling, had nothing to hold om to.
and missed, and rolled off the roof!

¢ made a desperate grasp at the ¢himney, i
Splash!

and he had donned them, and was once more, as Nugent
put it, clothed, and in his right mind.

E:iij' Bunter was at the stove in the caravan, cooking.
Nobody else wanted anything cocked, but Bunter felt that
he required a snack. The “sneack™ consisted of bacon, of
which he was cooking three-big rashers, and he was petting
on nicely with them when the caravan entered the wood.

The bumping on the uneven grournd drew & yell of pro-
test from Bunter, whose frying-pan gave a dangerous lurch.

1 say, you felldws, hold on I

But the carevan did not hold en. Harry Wharton was
thinking of his horse, not of Bunter's cockery.

“*Mind the chimney—Ilook out!”

It was too late!

Harry had forgotten the chimney, and a low hbranch
crashed against it a9 the van rolled under a tree, and it was
levelled with the roof. o

There was g roar from within the van,

'Dw! Yow!”
The chimney was made only of & flimsy pipe of tin, and
the crash of the breakage had shivered it inside the van as

well as cut. There was a goodly accumulation of saot inside
tha tin chimney, and when it came apart at the joints, the
cook at the stove received the full benefit of it,

"Halt!" roared Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton dragged in the horso.

“The chimney's gone! Hallo, halle, hallg!?
earth's that 7"

“That” was Billy Bunter.

No. T4,

What on

He apgeared at the door of the caravan, but for the
moment his friends did not know him. Ilis face and hair
were hidden under a shower of soot, and Tlunter was stut-
tering and blinking with soobt in his mouth, and his nose,
and his eyes. e had the frying-pan still in his hand, and
it was half-full of sool.

“Oh! Ow! Yow!

“My only hat!”

“What's happened 1

“The chimney!” velled Bunter, *“Yah! Groeo! I'm
choked! I'm suff-suff-suffocated! Gror! You ass!
chimney's come to bits, and I'm amothered.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Yon—you—vyou—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

It was rough on DBunter, perhaps, but he loocked o
comical that the juniors could not restrain their merniment.

He jumped out of the van, and Harry looked round [rom
his seat and gave a shout of laughter, too. .

“ You rotters!' howled Bunter. * There's nothing to
cackle at! I'm suffocated! I shall never get over thisl
Grooh I

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“ It was your own fault,' said Harry, * you ought to have
been cutside, helping the van along, instead of cooking m
there, What the dickens were you cooking for just after

|"11|
“¥ah! Gerrooh!

Gr-r.or-roch M

T

I was hungry "'
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HWell, you've got plenty to eat now,” sald Nugent; *if
it soots you.”
“Ia, ha, ha! Rotten!”
“The rottenfulnes is terrific.” _
**Look here, what's going to be done? roared Bunfsr.
;_I'hn}“ gooty! I'm smothered! I can’t stay like this!
LAl
“ We'll come to a stream soon, and you can get a wash,"
gaid Harry., It will ba some time betore sl that comes off
your clothes, I think Comes up, Dodgor!”
Dodger “"came up ' and the caravan rumbled on.
As the chimney was already levelled with the roof, it did
not get in the way again, and the caravan sera noder
the boughs of trees, and bumped fthrough the bushes, with-

out further accidenta.
Billy Bunter preferred walking, and he walked—with a
growls, and snorts.

ecries of discontented grunts, an

The adventurers plunged deeper into the wood. Where
the trees were too thick for progress to be made, another
path was sought; and winding and turning, the juniors
were sgon in the heart of the wood, with giant trees and
thiclk bushes on all sides of them, and not a foot-track to
tell of human neighbourhood.

“ My hat!" said Bob Cherry. “What a ripping I;‘rlﬂ.ﬂﬂ'!
Lat’s hope there are no more Major Pophams about!™

Harry Wharton langhed. Ha was walking at the head of
the horse now, leading the Artful Dodger.

“This wood is public,”” he said. ' It's a jolly long way
from any town, 30 it doesn’t get many picnickers. It's a
ripping place !

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a bunny !"

A rabbit looked out of the grass at the caravan, and
scuttled away. Bave for the faint rustling of the trees, the
wond was silent and still. The caravan lumbered and
I;E:l[rrle:i on till Harry cought sight of a glimmer of water

ATl

* Looks like a stream,"” said Bob Cherry. © There’s your
wash, Dunty.”

Tize thickets were tangled on the banks of the woodland
streami. It was with difficulty that the caravan forced a
passape through to the water. The heavy vehicle rolled out
upen a slope of greensward, under the shade of mighty
trees, where the stream glimmered and glinted in the rays
that filtered through the foliage overhead.

It was A solitary scenc—but all the more to the juniors’
tasts on that account. There was a sense of adventure in
camping in the heart of a lonely wouod.

“Halt!" said Harry.

The caravan stopped. Rilly Bunter bagan to strip off
his things fo wash. Bunter was not fond of washing, as 2
rule, but the soot upon him was too thick for comfort. He
washed, and washed, and washed: but even then it would
not all come off. And it was a task of equal difficulty to
brush his clothes anything like clean. While he was busily
engaged, the juniors unharnessed the horse, and prepared
for the camn.

Harry Wharton glanced at his watch.

“ We can afford a couple of hours here," he said, “and
thea get back 4o the school by unother route. We can have
g camp fire hera."

* Ripping "

*“The stove won't burn again, unless the chimaney's
mended,” grunted Bunter, ** and I can't mend it."
E:i"il"llat‘s all right; we'll light a fire. Get some sticks,

ids!

The juniors willinglr sat to work.

A campfire was built by the stream, in a cirele of pebbles
frum the bank, and waa scon roaring away cheerily.

. By that time Bunter had done as much washing as he
intended to do, and he was ready to take charge of the
cooling.

Supplies were brought out of the caravan. The Dodger
way already having his meal. As the woods were so thick
round them, the juniors did not think he was likely to
wander, and they allowed him to browse without restraint.
The horse showed no signs of wishing to give them the slip.
He browsed quietly till he was satisfied, and then lay down
to rest in the rich grass,

Billy Punter cleaned out the frying-pan, snd started
frying eggs. A savoury smell rose under the trees, and

he juniors, who were getting hungry again, sniffed appre-
ciatively,

" ¥ou follows can lay the cloth,” said Billy Banter. * The
grub will be ready soon. You can put some ham on my
plate, Bob Cherry, and some of the cold besf, and some of
the tongue. T will hav2 some pickles, too. And—-""

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!™

Bob Cherry uttered the exclamation suddenly, as &
stranger omerged from the trees, and stood regarding the
camp.

TwE MagrET LiBRanr—No, T4,
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“THE TENANTS OF STUDY 13.”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Unwelcome Ylisitor.

HE stranger was a powerfully-built fellow, in gaiters
T and a loose cardigan jacket, the pockets of d wern
weighted down. T[he head of a dead rabbit protrud-

mg from one pocket, showed what he was mrﬂnf.
and what he was doing in the wood. He had a knobbly
stick under his arm, and his hands in his trousers’ pockets,
His face was unprepossessing, and adorned with s stubbly
growth of beard and a ragged mounstache. He looked s
the juniors, and grinned.

f 3'lp me ! he remarkad. .

Mo one felt called upon to reply to that observation, and
tho boys went on witﬁotheir preparations. The poacher—
for such he evidently was—came nearer.

“Campin’ "ere '™ ha ssked.

“ Yes,” sald Harry Wharton shortly.

“Want to buy any rabbits?"

1 may, you fellows, we might as well have some rabhiia
I could cook them a treat, and they're awkully ripping.”

“Where did you get them ?'" waked Harry.

“ Found ‘em,” said the man, with a leer.
them cheap—tanner each.”

" Better have some, "Wharton. Wou sce—"

* Hold your tongue ! growled Bob Cherry.

** (h, really, Cherry——"

“We don't went your rabbits,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. * It's protty clear that you tock them in this wood
and that's poaching, The wood's public, but you're nﬂi
allowed to touch the animals. We don't want them.”

An ugly look came over the man's face,

“ ¥ou don't want my rabbits?"

* Certsinly not.”

**¥ou can 'ave "em cheap.”

“Cheap or dear, we don't want them. Good-day!"

The man made no movement to go.

" Perhaps you're going to ask mo to feed with you?" he
grinned,

“ Nothing of the zort."

“ P'r'aps I'm going to stay without being invited.”

Wharton's eyes glinted. The man's manner was growing
more bullying every moment, and 1t was plain that he be-
lioved that he counld frighten the party of boys, in thai
lonely place, far from all interference.

“You cortainly won't,” smid Harry., “* We don't want
aE}:raf your sort here. ¥ou'll oblige me by taking yourself

U What 1f T won't?"

“If you won't, you'll be put.”

The man chuckled.

“Who'll put raa '

“I will!"” exclaimed Wharton, beginning to lose his
temper. * What do you come here troubling us for? Why
can’t you go on your way?"

“ Perhaps I don't choose,"” said the poacher, seating him-
self coolly on ihe turned-down shaftz of tha caravan.
“* Mebbe I want a meal—mebbe I want to be waited on.
I'm going to have some of that grub.”

“ ¥ou're not !

“And I'm ﬁning to have some shiners fo "elp me on my
way,”' said the poacher, taking hold of his cudgel, and
making 1t whistle through the air. * Do you know how far
vou are from the nearest house '

“I don't; but I know there arve six of us, and you can't
scare us," sald Harry disdainfully. “ Get off that caravan.”

The ruffian grinned.

“ Put me off I" he suggested.

"“That I will, jelly quick!™

Wharton made a stride towards the rufian. The cudgsl
swung aloft, but at the same moment Bob Cherry caught
the n%r;ring-pana—full of egps and melted butter—from
Bunter’s hand, and hurled it fairly in tha face of the ruffan.

He gave a wild yell as it smote him, and the eggs and
gra\rj plasterad over his face, blinding him for the moment.

junter wave a yell, too, of angry dismay at seeing his
cookery thus wosted.

The poacher dropped his cudgel, and clasped both hands
to hia face. The juniors burst into & shout of laughtar,
Harry picked up the cudgel, and with a twirl of his wrist,
sent 1t spinning into the stream.

The poscher knuckled the grease and egg-yolk From his
eyes, and blinked and glared at the grinning juniors,

Then he burst into a torrent of abuse, at which Wharton's
brows contracted. He laid hands on the ruffian, and Boh
Cherry collared him at the same moment. The poachar
was run away headlong through the thickets, and sent apin-
ning into a buab,

C“Now get off” eaid Harry Wharfon. * You'll get hurk
if you come back ™

They returned to the camp. Tha man struggled out of
the bush, considerably acratched and cub, and after a
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moment’s. hesitation, plunged into the wood and dis-
rppeared. o -

“He's gone,"” said Nugent.

# Jolly g'-:u:-é thing, too,” said MMazeldene, drawing a deep
breath. *“*He was a dangercus-looking brute. I wonder if
he has any friends about here ¥"?

*FPhew ! There may be snother row yot!™

“ Never mind that," said Bob Cherry. * Let’s have some
grub. Buck up, Buntor! Why, what Ea?a you got there '

“It's o rabbut.”

“Where did you get it 1"

“ That chap impped it while you were slinging him off,”
explained Dunter. * Findinga {:ﬂapinga, ou know, T
¥ hl;::?rt. !t:;n earth are you doing, "l.-"r'lmrtc-u{ Give me that
T |

Wharfon had angrily caught the rabbit from his hand.

“You young ass! Do you know i_1.,".:::11'1"9: liable to punish-
ment as a poacher if vou take this]

* But no one would know.”

Wharton sent the rabbit spinning over the bushes, and it
d_mpf:ﬂd and was Jost among the undergrowth., Dunter
simply gazped,

“ You—you duffer! What a frightful wasta !

"It may be a waste, but the rabbit’s not ours, and we're
not going to cook 1t,”’ sard Harrv, *f Whether anyoone would
I:.n{:.;_l'-y %;Jr not 13 not the point. ou're not going to become
o thief.”

“Who are you calling a thief?" demanded Bunter in-
dignantly. “I was only going to cocl the rabhbit.”

“Well, that would be stealing it.”

“"Bosh! Fiadings, keepings M

" People have bean to prisen before now for thinking
findings are keepings,” said Harry., “1 suppose if you
found a sovereign, or & gold watch, you wouldn't keep 1t 1"

*That's different.”

“It 1en't! Well, the rabbit’s pone now.'

And Buntier, grumbling audibly, started on eges again.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Man Behind the Gun.

HE sun was sinking lower in the west, and the etream
was red in the sunsot, while the shadows lengthened
in the woad. The Greyiriars juniors had eaten
heartily, and after the meal they IJEL‘_? lazily at.rest in

the grass, with s sense of luxurious 1dleness that was very
pleasant to lads who were usually hard and keen workers,
A glorious summer afterncon was drawing to its close.
Y"This is ripping,” seid Beb Cherry drowsily. * Jolly
ripping ! I think ]iqd like to ba a gipsy."

“ And mend cans for a living ¥ asked Harry, laughing.

* Thera's worse ways of qetting a living than that,” said
Dob eententiously. * There's that chap w%:c- paid us a vieit,
for mstance. Bpeaking of him, we haven't seen him again.”

“No; I hope we sha’n't, either.”

There was a rustle in the thickets. Harry raised his head
aod looked round. The next moment he was upon his feat,

“Jump up, you chaps!”

The juniors scrambled up.

Three rough-lcoking fellows had tome out of the thickets
—one, the man in the gaiters, w face was still greasy
from the frying-pan—and two mors very like him in appear-
ANCE.

Billy Bunter %&we them one blink, and scuttled into the
Eqrm'an. Bob Cherry, for a reason of his own, followed

im.

Harry stood erect, facing the three ruffians as they ad-
vanced. There was an unpleazavot grin on the greasy face of
the leader,

“I've kim back,” he remarked.

“1 gee you have,” said Harry. * What do you want?"

The juniors drew together, Nugent picked ap the frying-
pan, and Hurrce Singh & stick. Hazeldene and Wharton
clenched their fists—they had no weapons at hand. The
three ruffians had cudgels in their hands, and if they
attacked, it was lilkkely to go hard with the juniors of Grey-
friara. And there was littlo doubt of their intentions,

“Hold on, there!” _

It was Elu:rfi Cherry’s voice from the caravan.

The junior was locking out of the window, and in his
hands glimmered a levelled :

it of it

Wharton started at the sig

The gun had heen slung on the wall inside the carawvan,
but he knew perfectly well that it was a useless old weapon
belonging to Telengro, the gipsy, and that there was no
ammunition for it in the caravan.

But Bob Cherry’s face was grim and threatening. He
had levelled the gun through the van window, and his eya
glanced along it in a businesslike manner. His finger was
on the trigger, and the muzzle of the gun bore directly upon
the three poachers.

They stared at him dumbfounded.

Through the little window of the caravan they could only
m ‘tI:ie levelled gun, cnd the threatening face of the boy

ind 1t,
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“Hold en' said Bob Cherry. * Throw those cudpels
down, or I'll pull the trigger! Quick!"

The poachers glared at him furiously. One cudgel and
than another went into the grass, but the man 1n the gaiters
stitl gripped hs savagely.

“You dare not!” ﬁra velled

“You'd better not try me!"

“You dare not fire!”’ ] .

Bob Cherry pressed the trigger slightly, so that the
hammer began to rise.

The ruffian changed colour. )

“ Now, then,” said Bob crisply, 1 give
two, and if the stick 1sn't down by then,
and vou take 1the consequences,

1! ang vou! I-—]1—-"

T ne [

“1 will not—"

“Twol” reared Boh,

“Btop! Stop ™

The cudgel clattered down on the others.

“Just in time!” said Bob Cherry. “Pick uwp those
cudpels, kids !

Tﬁe juniors quickly obeved.

“ Now, get off, vou scoundrels! Quick!™”

The poachers glared at him in helpiess rage, They had
expected to find casy vietims at the junicrs’ camp, but the
su};ht of the gun had compleiely turned the tables upon them,
They wore not prepared to face firearms, and what added
to 1?1{3& alarm was the knowledge that a gun with a boy's
finger on the trigger wasn't a safc thing to be near, anyway.
Even if Bob did not inlend to fire, the gun mighi go off at
a.n;.r IOment, s . ; ’

“Bharp’'a the word 1" said Bob, meking & motion with the
gun. *Clear off I

“Wou young hound—"

“ Are you goingi"

The poachers exchanged glances of helpless rage, and
furned away. They plunged into the thickets,

_IThf foliage rusife{i for o few moments, and then was
silent.

They were gone. ;

Bob Cherey came out of the van, grinning, with the ancient
gun in his hand. Seen at close quarters, old Telengro's
gun did not look so dangercus. The probability was that
il it had been loaded and discharged, it would havo burst.

“ My only hat "' gasped Nugent. ** What a bluff |

“The bluff-fulness was terrific ™

“Hp, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “I wonder what those
johnnies would say if they knew the gan hadn't been loaded
for a dog's age?”’

* Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors laughed loud and long over the adventuyre—
as they could afiord to do now. ut for Bob’s prompt
action, however, it would probably have ended very
differently.

Billy Bunter blinked ronnd the door of the caravan as he
heard the reassuring sound of laughter.

** Are they gone 77

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes. You can come out now !

“(Jh, really, Vaseline ——""

1‘;1&'3 guite safe,” sald Nugent.
EE ‘.I]

“* Oh, really, Nugent, T hope you didn’t think I was getting
in the caravan becauss I waes afraid! I waz just going for
my camera !

“Your camern !’

“Yea, I was going to—to toke a snapshot of those rotters,
vou know "

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Ok, really, you fellows—

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter blinked indignantly at the lavghing juniors, but it
made no difference. Bunter az a hero was not to be believed
in. His fricnds would sooner have believed in tho reality of
the remittances he was always expecting.

“We'll keep these ecudgels,” said Mugent. “They may
come in handy, We may come across those brutes again,
and they'd rob us as seon as look at us if they had 2 chance.
About time we harnessed up, I think."”

“Yes, rather! We'll go home by way of Linford, and
over the hi]l.”

“ Help us catch the Dodger, then !

“Oh, he's all right!” said Bob Cherry confidently, “1I
-imt'-} g-:lié him easily enough. He's given up his little tricks,

unlk.

And Bob Cherry walked over to where the Dodger was
laxily reposing in the grasa. The horse looked at him out
of the corner of his ava.

* Como on, old hoss '? gaid Bob, with the collar in his hand
ready to elip over the horse’s head., “ Como on "

The Dodger whisked to his fect.

on while I count
pull the trigger,

“You can show your-
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He had been steepy and drowsy for some time, bul now
that he was wanted to draw the caravhn, he became lively
all of a sudden.

Bob reached the collar towards him, and Dodger calmly
dodged it. Dob tried to get hold of his mane, but it was
tossed away from his reach. Then the horse backed away,
keeping his eyes upon Bob.

“Dodger! Dodgy! Come on, old hoss !

But Dodger persisted in backing away, Bob Cherry locked
round at his grinning chums,

“You'd better lend me a hand. you chaps!”

“Ha, ha! I think we had bhetter—reathor !

“Tho ratherfulnoess is ferrific t*

Wharton, Nugent, Hazeldene, and Ilurree Singh ap-
prosched the horse on different sides. Harry rather
regrotted now that he had not either tethered or hobbled
the horse; but the Dodger had been so good that he had not
thought it necessary, especially as the vwood was too thick
for him to stray. But he did not know the Dodgar yet.

With five juniors round him, closing in on him, and the
thick wood behind, the horse seemed certain to be caught;
but the Dodger was never at the end of his resources. Ie
suddenly whinnied and ran right at Hazeldene, and the
junior weakly jumped out of the way and let htm pass.

The Dodger dashed on, and plunged into the thickets,
and was lost to sight in a moment.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

Camplng Out,
i IEW "
“"My hat! [c¢'s gone!”
“' The beast !’
The juniors stood in a group, staring after the
horeée. The Artful Dodger could be heard trampling and
piunﬁing in the thickets.

“We've got to got him!" said Harry.

“ Right yvou ara!"

And they <dashed in pursaif of the steed.

The Artiul Dodger i-::{}]-:ml at them from the bushes, and
allowed them to come quite close, and it scomed as if he
would be caught peacefully; but all of a sudden he threw
up hig heels and tore away.

This time he did not stop.

The juniors heard him plunging through the thickets, but
though thﬂ{? rushed after him, the sounds soon died away
in the woaod.

They halted at last, breathless and oxeited.

“ He's gone—the brute!” growled Nugent.
wo were (o give him the chanece!
Lhim back some time?" .

“Wa shall have to pay Milsom to a pretty tune 1If wo
don’t,” aaid HHazeldone.

O, he'll turn up ! Ilarey remarked slowly.
can't got him now., He's pone.
to do?"

“Give ik up !

“Wea can't walk back toc Friardale from thiz distance, and
we can't abandon the caravan. It was lent to ua”

“Quite true ! -

“There's no capluring What the
dickens——"

“YWe shall have to stax out, that's all 1™

“And camp in the wood all night!” said Bob Cherry
glectully. "It will be ripping fun !’

“Tt won't be fun facing the Head to-maorrow, though!
The last time we were out with the caravan we gob in
~awlully late, and he looked over it, because it was an
accident beyond our control.  But—-"

“Well, this is bevond cur control, too' said Boh Cherry.
;‘! Thl?F“bcmﬁb of a horse is bevond anybody's control, T should

unk !

“*Bomething in that! I suppose we sbnli have to take
our chance!”

“Tt will he great fun '

" No doubt—in a way "

They returned to the camp. DBunfer was awaiting them
ﬂil%e. and methodicelly finishing up the cold ham and

““3ot the horse? he asked. .

“Yes: he's in my waisteoat pocket!™ said Bob Cherry
sarcastically.

“Oh, really, Cherev ! T vou haten't got the horse, how
on carth are we Lo get back to Greyfriars? It's high timo
to start !

“We're going to camp here all night I

Bunter jumped up in alarm, )

“You're jolly well not! Why, those poacher brutes !mg‘irlt
come back, and knock us all on the head in the dark! Wo
can't stop here! Can't you find the horse?" .

*OF conrse we can't, nss, or we should have dona 1t 1"

“I sny, you fellows, I can’t stop here! T—"
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“Come on!"”

“"What asara
I suppose we shall get

| “ But wao
What the dickens are wo

that beast now!
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“"Then clear off I'* said Bob Cherry. *“ Nobody wanis you
to stay, that I know of! Get off the carth !

“1 ean't possibly walk to Gr?rfriarm and vou know that
jolly well! I'm exhausted already !™

" Well, shut up, then ™

“Look here., couldn't you chaps manage te pull the
caravan! I could get inside, and with you five fallows
tegging at the shafts, you uugfzt to be able to manage it. 1
wish you wouldn't RO away while I'm talking, Whartonl
Listen to me! J[=—="

But no one was listening, and Bunter desisted at last in
disgust. The sun was sinking, and it would be soconer dark
in the wood than in the roads, and the juniors had their
preparations to make far the camp.

ore was certainly nothing else to be dona; they had to
tu;u}p out for the night, and they made up their minds
it.

The distanece to Greviriars was great, and if they had
wallked it, they would certainly not have arrived there till

hours after iﬂckin?-up, And after an afternocon spent on
the road, none of them felt inclined for a record walk in the
dark lanecas,

And, in spite of the hour of reckoning on the following
day, there was something very taking in the idea of camping-
out all night. It was a real adventure, at all events—and
th&d_:lulni::rrﬁ were only half-sorry that they were compelled
to do ik

They began by collecting 2 huge pile of firewood for the
fire, to keop it lgﬂing all night. Warm as the day had been,
the night was likely to be colder, and the juniors were not
provided with the necessaries for campin{igﬂut. There wers
only two coats in the party, and no bedding or blankets in
the caravan. In the caravan, too, it was hardly possible for
s1x fellows to sleop—there wasn't room. And on the bare
hoards their sleep would have bean decidedly uncomfortable.
But in the rich, thick grass, beside a glowing, ruddy camp-

fire, there was no reason why a comfortable night should not
be spent.

Heaps of prass and ferns and leaves were gathered ko
furnish them with beds, and the fire was banked up with
wooid., The deeper and deeper silenee of the wood, as dark-
ness descended, was somewhat awesome to the boys.

Billy Bunter cast many uneasy glances intoc the dee
shadows of the trees, and he cnrriag a heap of ferns an
lexves inte the caravan, to pass the night there. He
intended to fasten himaeclf in, and if any danger should arisa,
it was not likely thar the fat junior would show himself.

He was allowed to do ms he liked, and he did it with an
injured expresaion, as if he had somothing very much up
against his comrades for getting him into this scrapa.

By the time the sun hed gone the juniors had fnished
getting ready for the night, and the aspect of the camp
wis really cosy.

The ruddy fire leaped and danced, reflected on the atroam
and the glimmering foliage of the trees round the camp.

Cake and hot cotfes formed the supper of the Greyfriars
caravanners, and they enjoyed it greatly. By the time it wes
disposed of they wers sleepy onough. Billy Bunter crept
into the caravan, fastened the door, and laid down to sleep
in his bed of ferns, and soon unmelodious snores were heard
procecding from the interior of the Sauey Susan,

Tho juniera laid round the fire, with their feet towards it
hali-hidden in the ferny beds, and one by one they dropped
off to sleon.

There waa no need to keep wateh, for Harry did not
baligve that the poachers would retuen; and besides, it was
hardly possibie for anyone to approach the camp through
t?ﬂt }:hiﬁkﬂtﬂ- without making sufficient neoise to awalken soma
of them.

The fire grow less ruddy as the fuel was consumed, and
lomg dark shadows plaved to and fro over the camg,

The woods were strangely, eerily silent, save for the faink
rl_luat-ling as animals stole forth from their coverts in the
gloom,

A atoat looked out of the thickets and blinked at the
twinkling fire, and rebbits scuttled through the grass within
resch of the slesping juntors.

They slept soundlyv--the sleep of health and fatigue.

Ec;]'-‘llgildmm thmugg the silence, a louder sound boecamo
audible.

It was a sound of rustling foliage and the parting of
twigs, as & heavy body brushed throagh.

Still the juniors slept on.

The fire was dying down now, and the red glow of what
was left was dull, and gave only a dim light a few foet
away from it

The noise in the thickets came closer, .

Ilarry Wharton started and awcke. . He sat up in the
grass, rubbing his eyes, and locking rocund him dazedly.
He had been dreaming of the school, and he woke up
expecting to find himself in bed in the Remove dormitory
at Greyiriars.

A Splendld 2 of Ha Wharton & Co.
P and thTHni!'uplln of

1 House.



Tn a moment, however, he realised where he was. He
shivered a little, and stretched out his hend for fuel to
make up the fAre. As he did se he started, and hise hand
was arrested.

The noise in the thickets caught his ear, and he remained
still, breathing hard, listening.

Crackle, crackle, erackle!

It was the parting of twigs and leaves, rs a body was
pushed through the undergrowth. The thought of the
poachers rushed :nto Harry's mind &t once.

Ile was upon his feet the next moment, grasping the
cudgel he had laid by his side in the ferns, in case 1t should
ke wanted.

Crack, crackle, creak!

Somebody, or something, was approaching the camp
slowly and cautiously in the darkness.

Harry Wharton stooped and shook his companions into
wakeininess. :

‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo I** murmured Bob Cherry drowsily.

“ What's tho matter "’

“ Someona 18 coming 1"

' Phew 1"

Bob CimrrE jumped up. MNugent and Hazeldene and
Hurree Singh were up in another second, grasping their
sticks. They listened intently in the darknese and eilence
of the lonely wood.

Crackle, crackla!

Closer and closer the sound came to the camp, and then
suddenly ceased.

TRE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out!
ARRY WHARTON listened with almost painful in-
H tensity. Whoever i was that was approaching the

camp, had stopped suddenly when within a dozen
paces of them. The thicketa hid the intruder.

“He's geen us!" muttered Bob Cherry., * There's encugh
fire t¢ show us here. He knows we're awake.”

* Looks like it.”

* 1t must be the poachers,” murmured Nugent.

“No doubt.”

“Hang it, I wish they'd show themselves!"

he juniors all wished that keenly.

Whatever foes they had to face, it was better to face them
;'El:ﬂ to wait there with beating hearts and thrilling nerves,

nIng.

The minuies slowly passed away. Each one seemed like
an hour to the group of juniors, standing there weapon in
hand, with thumping hearts,

Still no sound came from the stranger.

“ He's gone ! muttered Bob Cherry at last.

Wharton shook his head.

“We should have bheard him go, Bob.”

#True [

“Hang him!"” muttcred Hazeldene nervously. * What is
he larking there for, then? Why doesn’t he come or go?
EuP ase we go for ham 7' -

“ There may be & Tang of them,"” said Nugent.

They waited and listened. They started anxiously as
thers was & rustle in the thicket. It was audible for a few
moments, then dead silence again.

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.

“ It must be the poacheze!” he said zavagely. '*I'd like
to get to eloss gquarters with them. Bhove something on
the fire, so that we can see.”

Fle watehed the thicket from which he expected the attack,
while Bob Cherry threw & mass of fuel upon the fire, and
stirred it with his cudgel.

The fire smoked blackly for some seconds, and then the
flame shot up through the dry fern and boughs, and blazed
in radience over the camp.

In an instant the whole scene was s light as by day, and
the flame danced upon the foliage and the glistening waters
of the stream. A ; :

The light reanimated the juniors; in the light danger was
not 8o unnerving as in the darkness.

“Buppose you hail him,"” said Negent. “It will show
the ead wo know ho's thers, anyway.’

Harry nodded; he was thinking the same himself. e
watched the thicket steadily as he called out.

" Hallo, there!"

The silent wood echoed back his shout, but that waes tho
only repl% A thousand echoes secemed to die away in the
glades, Then there was silence again.

“Hallo, there! Wha are youd"

"lggu " rang back the echoes of the wood. DBut no voice
replied.

“Bhow yourszelf, you cad!"’ shouted Bob Cherry. * Bhow
yourself, you measly worm, if you're not afraid to 1’

Still silence, aave for the echoes. Wharton's eyes glinted.
. “Look here, we'll have him out—or them—whichever it
is 1" he exclaimed. * We ecan't go to sleep again without.
Come on !

“ Right-ho "'

TEEEL; The * I'ltagmt" H;Lgplluﬂv. i
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And Harry Wharton ran towards the thicket. There was
a sudden rustling, and he heard the stranger moving hastily
away. The sounds of retreat encouran 25 the lm;,'s- They
rushed on resolutely. Bob Cherry caught his foot in a trail-
ing root, and went 11’11:&?1]:," to the ground, and Nugeni rolled
gover him.

““Hallo, halla, hallo!" ;.;asped ob. * Gerroff ™

"Oh! Ow! I'm hart!” ]

In the darkness of the thicket the sounds of falling and

asping voices naturally gave the others the impression
that & fight was going on. Wharton and Hurree Jamset
bREﬂ'p dﬂmgh dashed upon the spot, with Hazeldene close

chind.

“Got him ¥ gasped Wharton.

“Ow!l [ Oh 1’

Nugent gasped as Harry, fallin

aver him in the dark-

ness, came a cropper, and bumped him heavily upon Bob
HEHIN.
“Hallo!" exelaimed Harry. *“Is that vou, Nugent?”
“"Ow! ¥Yes. Groo! Fathead! Yes ™

“Wail, I couldu’t see you. Have you pot him "

ke E_;]'at:! got a gilly dummy called Bob Cherry.”

id I ‘I‘

The juntors, breathless and o little bruised, serambled to
their feet. They soon discovered that only themselves were
in the thicket. But from the wood came the sound of
rustling repeated.

** He's going ! gl:asped Nugont.

Harry YWharton listened kcenly.

““ He's going towards the stream,” he said, in & whisper.
“He wants to sneak into the camp, 1 expect, while we're
out here in the tangle. Come on—only keep together this
time !  It's no good rushing in the dark.”

“ Right you are; let’s get after him ™

More cautiously this time the juniors crept through tha
thicketa. The rustle of the stranger ahead guided them.
He, too, must have heard the brushing of the bows through
the undnrlgm'nvth, but seemingly it did not alarm him. The
sound of his movements ceased.

“He'a got as far ns the stream,” muttered Harry.

b Cherry elutched his arm suddenly,

“ Listen !"

“ What——"

" He's drinking "

“Phew! My hat!"’

There was no doubt about it. From the darkness towards
the stream eame a sound of lapping and trickling water,
as if someone were drinking n:n:dii]].a of the stream.

“Beast I muttered Bob Cherry, in disgust,
ping up the water like an animal.”

“It's & chance to catch him now. Came on!™

They crept forward through the bushes. In this spot the
undergrowth grew right down to the water’s edge, and in
the shallow water, and they had to part the branches and
foliage as they advanced. The sound of the drinking grew
louder and clearer, and then suddenly stopped.

“* Careful now '’ whispered Baob.

There was a crashing in the thicket by the stream, as if
the drinker were turning round to come back the way ho
had gone.

The juniors halted abruptly.

Itr.rr.y grosped his cudgel hard.

* He's coming back !"" he whispered. * No need to go on
any further.” :

“ e must have heard ue®

“Well, he's coming back; it zounds as if he's going to
walk right into uws.  Mind how you hendle thoso sticks;
don’t brain one another. You can’t see an inch in thé dark
here. Collar the cad if you can without hitting him.™

“ That's sensible !™

“ My warthy chum iz right,” murmoured the Nabeb of
DBhanipur. “If the esteemed asses uze the sticks in tho
darkfulness, the brainfulness will be terrific.’

“ Quiet !

" Ready !

Crackle, crackle, erackls!

The stranger was coming right on to them.

The juniors waited with beating hearta. They could hear
o sound of heavy breathing now. The darkness in the trees
was so intense that Harry could not sce his hand before
his faee, He could only wait—-and listen.

2 A thrill ran through him as he fclt a hot breath en his
age.

Somoething ran ageinst him in the doarkness, and he
grasped at it desperately with boih hands.

“Heors ha 11" he shrieked. " Give in, vyou scoundrel!
Ah! Oh, my hat!™

“Got him " chrieked Bob Cherry.

“¥Yes, but—— Ha, ha, ha ™

“Eh? Whatt"

“I11a, ha, hat"

“He's lap-
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It seemed to tho astounded chums that Wharton had
suddenly gone into hysteries.

He was shrieking with breathless laughtar. ;

“What's the matter?' roared Bob. “ Who ia it? What—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” . .

Bob groped in the darkness, and his hands trailed theough
a horse's mane. In a moment the truth burst upon him.

UM+ hat! The Dodger!™

“What?" roared Nugent.

“The Actiul Dodger! Ha, ha, hat”

It was the horse! ) ] L.

The utter absurdity of the situation made the juniors
gshrickk The wandering steed had come back to drink ab the
stroam, and perhaps the light of the camp-fire had attracted
him. He had blundered into the juniors. But Harry, sur-
prised and startled as he was, and gasping with merriment,
did not let go his mane. The Artful Dodger had been
caught, and was not to be allowed to go again.

But {0 do the ﬁﬁ{]{;er justice, he didn’t seem to want to
i;::n Harry led him through the thickets into the camp, and
e wont as quietly as a lamb. Iis look was as innocent as a
babe's. Ile seemed guite unconscious of the fact that be had
given anybody any trouble—in fact, he gave a pleasant little
whinny, which was possibly his way of joining in the general
fnerriment.

* ¥You bounder " said Harey, as he slippoed the collar over
the horse’s head.  ** You won't get loose again in 2 hurry!
Mow we've got the hoss, kids, we'd better break camp—and
we shall be at Greyfriars by morning. We can take it in
turns to drive and to sleep 10 the caravan.™

“ Good wheeze !

Y The wheeziness 1z terrifie.™

The Artful Dodger was harnessed fo the caravan., Ha
submitted with exemplary meeokness, and rubbed his muzzie
on Ilarry’s shoulder. Thon Harry taking the first turn at
leading the horse, tho caravan moved off through the
shadowy woods. The juniers remained behind for o fow
moments: to stamp out every remnant of the camp-fire.

There was & sudden yell from within the caravan,

“Halle! Ow! Btop! What—who—yow !

Bunter’s head came out of the window. He was minus his
3;1&55&3. and, anyway, it was too Jdark for him to soo any-
thing. He was velling to the juniors,

_“atop! 1 say, you fellows—— Oh! Ow! The van's go-
g over! They're carrving me off! Rescue!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!? reared Bob Cherry. “ I can ese anybody

A Splendid
A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Ronald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, {s
falaely aceused of chenting in an exam., 30 one night,
cKing up a tew negessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his
eg Rongh. lewalksto London, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, nnd i3 sent
down as one of a draft of recruits for that regiment to
Woolchester, Arrived there, the rookies are taken charge of
by two old soldiers, known as Mouldy Mills and Hookey
alker, who are deputed to explain their new duoties.
Ronald wnfortunately manages to fall foul of Bagot, a
bullying sergeant, and Foxecy Willlams, a private, on the

first day, and so0 he comes In for a rough time, One da

when he causes Ronald 1o drcﬁu from the blanket in whic
he is being tossed, Foxey is led by fear to apologise, Ronald
takes it 50 quletly, however, that Foxey immediately

repents his apelegy. (Now go on with the story.)
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carrying Bunty off ! Tt's sll right, Billy—we're going homa,
that's all. Tho hoss has come back.”

Bunter gaspod.

“;Gh,*that‘a all right, then! I woke up suddenly, and—
and—""

* And being eo brave, you—"

e !‘.:ZI'J:I,r really, Cherry! It's all right—I'll go to sleep
again,’

“(Open the door first.”™

“I'd rather keep it fastened.,”

“If you don't open' that door instanter, we'll make wou
3"*”‘,.“” tha way!"” howled Bob., “’Nuff said—open the

cor !’

And Bunter thought he had better open it. Bob Cher
and Nugent got into the van, and Hazeldene and the n
sat in the front and snoozed there, while Wharton led the
horae. Harry remsined in charge of tha Dodger till they
wera out of the wood, and then he zlept in the van while
Nugent drove along the lanes. Taking it in turns to look
after the horse, the caravanners slowly but surely covered
the ground, but the dawn was creeping up the sky when they
rumﬁlnd into the village of Friardale.

They were early risors at Mr. Milsom's, and the pates
were open when the Baucy Busan arrived., Mr. AMilsom
looked relieved to see them.

“ Blessed if I didn't think sémething had happened to
oit!” he said. " Youw'll get into 8 row-up at the echooll
sent a message to the doctor about where you'd gone!”
The juniors were thinking so, too, as they Pﬂ-dﬂﬁlﬂd back
to Groyfriars on the bicyeles, Dr. Locke was already up
and hia look was very serious when the juniors r-ep-nrtué

themselves to ham.

“ T suppose you were not to Blame, In & way,"” he said at
last. * I received Mr. Milsom's message, m-ji ghould have
heen vqri)r anxipus indead. I was anxious—but I suppose
that, under the circumstances, you were not to blame. But
seama to go amiss with your caravanning every
time, and I really thiok that this expedition had better he
the last. I shall not punish you, but I cannot sllow you to
take the caravan out again unless you have a senior with you
in charge of the party.™

And with that, and without the expected caning, the Head
dismissed the Greyfriars Caravannera.

THE EuWTD.
{Adnother splendid fale of the Chung g Freyfriara nexd Tuwesday,
entilled *f The Tenante nf Study 13,7 by Frank Rickhards. Order your
“ Magnet Library™ fn adeance, Price One Halfpenny. )
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The New Subaltern.

Foxey felt, in fact, that he had given himself away, and
that his pals would think that he had funked. So to prove
the apposite, he enlisted George and Alf one evening, to
help to give his enemy, Ronald, a thra&himf; :

The result was a gorgeous barrack-room battle, with odds
of three to one, It ended in Foxey suddenly ﬁndmi him-
zelf under a bed, with a nose zo swollen that he could barely
sea round it Alf went "“out’ to a straight left, while
Geoorge 1n & sudden desire to ges out, teo, but in & less pain-
ful fashion, went bumping down a fight of ten iron steps
an_his back. ;

That cleared the atmesphere for a time, and Ronald waas
left in comparative peace.

The three weary months of recruit drill were over now,

Wh
A Splendid Thale of A Haért-nn & Co.



and he was a full-blown duty man at last. Tﬂ:ﬂifht- he was
doing his first turn of seniry gn,-ia.mn% briskly up and
down bencath the deep archway which fo

entrance to the barracks, when Foxey turned the corner.

Inside the guard-room, where a snug fire was blazing, sat
Sergeant Bagot and the men off &utg'. :

Foxey was their orderly man, told off to lock after their
nends, 5o that his entry caused no comment.

" Thought I would jest look in and see whether
wanting anyfink, sergeant,” he voluntesred, in explanation
and sat down  “I suppose the nmew bloke will be joining
us soon I’ he added, knocking out the ashes of hie pipe.

“If you mean, by the new bloke, the new subaltern of
B Company—"" began the sergeant loftily, and then broke
pff. * That just reminds me,"” he said. ,

“ Chenys his neme is, ain’t it?’ asked Foxey innocently,
raising hia voice and g;lanc:ﬂg towards the deor. He had
heard Roneld’s heavy footfall approaching, and he hoped to
sen some start of surprise at the sound of the name; but the
closked figure passed unheeding.

“You seem to know a blessed lot about it, considering
he was only gavetted yesterday, and I only heard the news
mysalf some ten minutes ago,” said Bagot: *but that ain't
the point. He arrives to-night and I've heen warned to
have & servant ready for him. Now you're here, how would
you like the job "

Foxay turned up his nose in lofty scorn.

“You'd be done with most pnrades and duties—and then
there's the pickin's,” added Bagzot,

. " How about our friend outside?” suggested Foxey. *I
ain’t the one to do a better man out of & job, and it sounds
a3 if it might _Iuat suit him."”

Bagot chuckled.

“It don’t matier to me who takes it on,” he said. * Only
thern you are. If you want it, report yourself to Colour-
sergeant Jones at once, He's waiting now.”

" Very good, sergeant,” soid Foxey. ‘'I've been a good
many things in my time, and among them a waiter in a
corfee shop. If valeting's mn}fthmﬁ ike that, I might do
worse, 1 suppose. I'll hate to be denying meself the plea-
sures of parading and the prospects of promotion, but—as
you say, sergoant--there are pickin’s.”

Foxey was half through the door, when there sounded the
brisk clatter of hoofs, as some vohicle turned sharply in
from the road and entered the gate. )

It waa & station cab, and the top was littered with bags
and uniform cases, resplendent in new varnish.

Ronald, standing 'at ecaso, caught a glimpse of the para-
phernalia of military rank, and sprang to sttention, sloping
arms smartly in zalute.

“ Pull up, cabby, we'll just ask the way " eried a voice,
which sounded strangely familiar. ** Here, sentry.’”

The face of the ocoupant of tha cab was thrust forward,
ap that the light of the lamp fell full upon it, throwing up
the features in startling relief.

Honald stood as if turned to stone. For the moment his
heart stopped beating, and only the rigid, econvulsive grip
of the fingers prevented the rifle on hiz shoulder from
clashing to the pavement.

It was Ton, his stop-brother, who had sppeared suddenly
out of the mist and darkness like some evil spirit. .

The look of terror and amazement in the younger lad’s
eyea was distorted into s demoniacal grin by the light at
hie cheek. DBut the eyes were the eyes of a man brought
f&cr‘c_hizo f?ﬁﬁ suddenly with the dead,

* You

That was &ll Tan said. His voico rang out in a thin
whisper, and he only flung himseclf back on to the seat in
time to prevent himself pitching hoadlong.

“ Now then, fat "ead, wake up, can’t yer! Don’t yver "ear
the gentleman a-talkin' to yer?!” growled the cabby im-
patiently. '* Which is the way to the officer’s quarters ™

Ronald shrugged his shoulders, half econvinced that this
was only some horrible nightmare. DBut Foxer sprang
forward to the rescue. He had seen enough.

The ¢cab moved onr and Foxey doubled heside, his heart
exulting. There were pickings in this for a certainty, and
Slaney knew only half the story. Where Slaney had
extracted shillings from his wictim, Foxey could picture
himself fingering pounds.

* Hallo, Chester, EFW look as if you had been secing
ghosts, Pull yourseli together, man !"

Ronald looked at Corporal Kedge, as if he also was only
part of the dream. Hea had not realised that the veliefs had
slready paraded behind him, and that his two hours spell
of duty was up.

“ Was that the new chap that just drove in?"" asked the
corporal.
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_ %A new officer, T think. I didn't know we were expect-
ing one so soon,” answered Ronald, now on his guard.

* Nor did any of us until this evening. Chenys, his nama
is, and he's coming to ‘B.” Quick march!”

Ronald’s heart sank like a lump of lead under this last
remark. 8o the old life he devotedly hoped had been done
with for ever, was to be unrolled afresh.

The Vampire's Claws—On Guard,

Huddled into a wicker chair, white, trembling and
shaken, like one who has only just battled his way through
an exhausting illness, sat Second-Licutenant henys, of the
Eoyal Nerth Wessex Regiment.

_He was in a little b«}grmm plainly furnished, and wvery
like his old quarters at Sandhurat.

How he got there he scarcoly knew. He had g hazy
recollection of the cab jingling its way across a wast, ill-lit
square, and pulling up before & row of modest, crecper-
covered cotiages.

hese were the officers’ quarters of the Woolchester Bar-
racks. Whether he paid the cabby, or who received him, he
neither knew nor cared.

All he could remember clearly—and the picture was scared
deep into his buazing brain—was that figure at the gate—
grim, silent and accusing.

The one he hated most on earth, the one he had perjured
his soul to crush and kick out of his path, the one he hed
seen with his own eyes stretched on a mortuary slab, and
buried in a suicide’s grave—that ome had avisen from the
dead to mock him.

Ian’s eyes, dilated and unseeing, gradually focussed them-
selves on a face, white and ghastly, pecring at him out of
the shadow. He sprang forward in his chair with a guilty
start, and the face moved too. It was his own reficeted in
a mirror. _ .

_ Yet the discovery left him unrelieved. He was shaking
in every nerve, and dripping with the sweat of terror.

He scrambied to his feet. This would never do. He must
pull himselfi together. Somebody was stumbling up the

Etairs, panting under a heavy load. A knock came to the
COT.

“Come in,” eaid Ian, turning to settle his tic before the
glass to hide the shaking of his fingers.

“ Brought up your baggage, sir,” said Foxey, sidling into
the room, his arms ]ﬂ&dﬁt% with bags and cases.

“All right,” replied Ian curtly. * Put them down and
get out. v servant will lock after the rest.”

‘*Please, sir, 1 am your servant,” answered Foxey, drop-
ping the bags, and standing to attention.

Ian looked at the thin, cunning face and close-ret eoyes,
which had earned for their owner his exprossive nick-name,
and made a mental note to alter this arrangement at tho
firat opportunity.

Foxey read all that was hidden in the contemptugus
glance ; but his cards were ready in his hand.

“I was only warned five minutes ago, so I arsk your
pardom, sir, for paradin’ in this kit. Private Slaney, a3
wis your servant——"'

Ian’s hand iightened on the chair before him until the
knuckles stood out like knobs of ivory under the pale gkin.
An inartienlate sound broke from his lips.

“1 beg your pardon, sir,”’ said Foxey, coming to a halt.

“What for, you fool " snapped Ian, recovering himself.

“I thought you was poin’ to spealk,” cxplained Foxey,
pretending to busy hiri:.*.u:?f with the bags again, yet shooting
& sidelong glance every now and then at the young officer’s
face. “:F was only venturing to mention that Privato
Slaney, who was vour servint at Sandhurst—""

“ Well, confound you, what of him?” demanded Ian.

" Only, sir, he wrote as soon as he heard that you was
jin’ing here, and gave me the tip to apply. I "ope you'll
give me a chance to try and give you satisfaction.” )

Ian did not answer. e was staring into the looking-
glass again, fumbling with hiz tie; but watching Foxey's
reflaction asz a cat mey watch & mouse.

What new move was this of Slaney’s? Did this mean
that he was to be blackmailed and bled by a succession of
vampires, bequeathed and handed on from one to another,
until the skies split, and exposure and ruin descended upon
him like an avalanche? How much did this man know !

At that instant Foxey looked up. His cunning had not
taken the mirror into account.  His vietim's back was
turned, and he saw no reason why he should not venture
an ]a. littlo grin- of triumph. Ian saw it, and ground his
teeth.

Foxey knew something, evidently: but still, how much ?

"By the way,” asked Ian, in & cold voice, **who was that
follow on sentry at the gate as I drove in ¥ 15

A Bplendid Tale of Haprpy Whapton & Co.
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He had regained s grip of his scatiered senses, lashing
them to heel, and even by sheer force of will driving the
oraven blood back into his white cheeks. He was atill
staring into the mirror, watching Foxey.

' A noo reeruit, sir. Chester his name is,” replied Foxey.

“ Got many of his sort in the ranks?’ asked lan.

1t was he who was doing the probing now.

“* You mean gentlomsn rankers, sir?" said Foxey. “ No,
and we don't want them !

“ Ah, not popular perhaps ' suggested Ian casually.

“‘Hu.ain’t—-mt with mef} atb nu;rg%a.tm I1f I ad m;: WaY,
kip=--—27*

Foxey checked himself, but whatever he was going to say
be meant i,

At that instant a knock came to the door, and a brother
officer in mess-dress entered.

“ Welcome to Woolchester,” he said, warmly gripping Tan
Chenys by the hand. * Wo're infernally be-{ate-:l. I know,
and you must think us a fearfully inhospitable crowd not to
tave been round to receive you; but the fact is—"

'I's closs on your hour for mess, I know. Don’t apolo-
gisa, pray,” said lan.

*That's it, exactly,"” answered his comrads, ** We're all
climbing into our pretty clothes just now. T heard your
cab drive up, and I've bean breaking my neck to get in and
say how d'vou do, and ngnl@giae. v name’s Fairly, and
weo're hoth of Company B.”

“Glad to meet you," said Tan, shaking hands siresh.

He had been training himself during the last fow months
to look upon a8ll men as onemies: but this fair, sun-tanned
young f&ﬂﬂw, not a couple of years older than himsclf
challenged no suspicion.

Lieutenant Bolb Fairly was no man’s enemy except his
own, perhaps. Rich, easy-going, and with no particular
views or ambitions, he was accustomed to select the smooth
ways of life. '

He could be all things to all men, chatting as easily and
aﬂ'atlflly with a suspected rogue as with the biggest prude on
aarth.

Everybody knew Bob Fairly as a zhallow-pate, and many
thers were whe proclaimed him a fool. If he had known
this he would only have laughtd. That was his easy way.

Y Well, now, Q‘nu'll have to buck up, you know, or you'll
be late,” he said. *“ You have not reported yourself, of
coursa? No. Then you'd better do that at mess. The old
man will probably be skirmishing round after collar studs
st this instant. Who's your servant?”

“ Here "—Ilan turned to Foxey Williams—"you can go
now, my man. I'll losk after my things myself to-night.”

“I say! Who ever put you
on that creature?” exclaimed —~.
Fairly in surprise, aa the
door shut on %umy‘s heels.
“Why, I should think they
could not have picked a
biggor clown out of the com-
pany. We'll have to get that
ltered for you."

“40h, T don't know," said
Tan easily. *“*Ha seems all
right, and the sort to knock
into shape after o bit.”

“Hum! I should doubt it,”
said Fairly, polishing bis eye-
glaas.

“ Really, T was rather taken
with him," continued lan, un-
locking his uniform case and
extracting 4 EOTEeons mess-
kit, msp]%ndant with giit but-
tons and heavy gold braid.

* Rum taste,”” said Fairly
to himself. **Parsonally, I
don't think I should trust that
fellow Williams within ten
miles of & sixpence of mine.
But there, it's no business of
mine, after all.™

A quarter of an hour later
the diminutive guard bugler
marched hOfty paces exactly
inty the centre of the parada
ground, halted, and sounded
off the officers’ mess call:—

“ OHicers” wives have pud-
dings and pies; but soldiers’
wivos have skilly."

Ian and his friend ¢mergoad
at tho last note, and abmﬁﬂd
towards the mess room; whils

certain course.
Harry

pected—but

have come to siay.
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tho bugler turned about like an automaton, snd marched
back another fifty paces exactly, which brought him to the
door of the guard room.

 He was astonished to see that Ronald had not stirred
eithar EnEar or foot. For tho last ten minutes he had been
sitting like & carved image, his chin on his hand, gazing
mnto the Bre.
 “Got the jore-ache?” asked the bugler—who, for his
mize, was generally known as Midge—slipping on to the
form beaide him.

He worshipped this big, good-natured Hercules, though

he had never had opportunity or reason of informing him
of the fact.

“No, Midge, not the face.ache,” answered Ronald.

“ Btummick-ache !"” Midge suggested.

“No, nor the stomach-ache either, young 'un,” answered
Ronald kmdjgi

Bugler Midge's knowledge of human ailments was #x-
hausted for the moment. He knew nothing of hoart-achea

as yetb.

Rﬂug]ih did though, and he watched his young master with
mournful, a]_.:ipealmg ayes.

Eough had been olected gunrd-room dog by unanimous
vote a long time ago, and he accepted his position with
ﬂnﬂ dignity. Whenever parades were over, however, and

onald was free, Rough was always at his side.

Tonight Ronald's presence by the guard-room fire was
an unexpected pleasure for the l’;ithful beast.

Midge might have been tempted to exerciso his sympathy
further, only at that moment tho first prisoner of the even-
ing was hauled into the guard-room, shouting and fighting
in the grip of the r&ﬁimentnl police.

By the time he had been overpowered, searched and
bundled neck and crep inte a cell, there was a aimilar job
on hand and waiting. From now until midnight the gused
was kept buay.

There were quiet culprits for the prisoner’s room, and
drunken-desporate ones for the cells, and what with the din
and clamour, and struggling, and the incessant stream of
men on *‘late pass” reporting their arrival, Ronald had
littla time for his own thoughta.

But little by little F«am} began to settle down, and,
except for the snores of the prisoners, and the footfalls of
the sentry outside, silence reigned at last,

& = S - . * M " Fi »

At one o'clock it was Fonald's turn for duty again.
Corporal Kad%'c roused him up from his bed with fh& gthar
reliefs, and fell them in for inspection outside.

“We'll change your t this journey, Chester,”’ said
the corporal, after he had seen that they were all cor
rect.  * Morgan here, feols a
bit dickey, so F'm shoving
him on the guard-room door.
You'll be for No. 3 post.”

Ronald did not care a but
ton. In fact, he preferred
the change. He wanted to be
alone to think.

_The old sentries wers ro-
lioved one by one, and fellin
with the littla sgued, and
; marched off, leaving the new

]_ men to carry on their duty.
A a@ 1% From Ronald’s beat he
could hear the jingle of the
' piane in  the officers’ mess,
and occasionally the roar of
& rousing chorus. Evidently
were holding high jinks,
keeping late hours. Bul
the mist which hung
heavily over the parade-ground
he could . have seen the cosily
lit windows of the mess-room.

n it ey an

was thera. Ronald
wondered  what  thoughts
were passing through the

youngster's mind to-nicht.

“ Halt! Who goea there?”

He had heard & footfall on
the Aagstones-—a atealthy, un.
cortain step, as if tha man
was uncertain of hizs beari
and, moreover, had no desire
to be detected. In the wreath-
mﬁ)mmt be could distinguish
nobody.

(Another long instalment of thiv

:gkndid Army story nect Trueseday,
leage order yowr copy of "Tha
Magnet' Library in advance.)
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