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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Bunter’'s Tale.
ou fellowas—"*
Billy Bunter Jgut. his head in at the door of No. 1

¥y BAY,

Study in the Homove passage at Greylfriara as he
spoke. He blinked through his big spectacles at the
four juniors who were sitting round the table, but not one
of thom looked uF.
“1 say, you fellows—" ) ]
Apparently they did not hear, though Billy Buntar’'s voice
was rising indignantly. Harry Wharton waa working out
a problem; DBob Cherry was jotting down a list on a sheet
of paper—and from the way be gnawed the handle of his
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Rgn it was clear that the list, whatever it was, was costing
im  much thought—Frank MNugent was reading, and
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh was cracking Brazil nute. All
four of the chums of the Remove were busy, and not a
?iingia glance was turned towards the fat junior at the

CHOT .

“ 1 say, vou fellowsg—""

Crack! )

Bunter jumpad—but it was only a big Brazil nut yvielding
to the nutcrackeras in the dusky hand p? Hurrea Bingh.

Y Muffing,” murmurad DBob Cherry, gnawing his Fﬁpen’,,
“ muffina! I wonder whether I'd beiter put down muffins?"

“ Look here, vou fellowe," said Billy Bunter indignantly,
“you know jolly well you can hear me!™

Bob Cherry looked up at last,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that gyou, Bunty?"™

“Yes, 1t 13, Bob Cherry! I—"*

“ Have you becn talkiuf?"

“You Lnow jolly well I bave!™ splutiered Bunter,

L 1] i_
. %1 thought I heard something buzzing!' said Bob
Cherry. ** How weas I to know that it was you, and not a
bumblebee ! But you're just in time, Billy !"

Bunter looked at him suspiciously.

““ Got anything good?” ,

““Ha, ha, ha! No, ut present I haven't anythm?_ to aat
about me,” said Bob Cherry. * I'm making up a list—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

“It's, a question of &;:mﬂ}m. Now, mufing——*
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“ Here, shut up!™ said Nugent. “How's a fellow to
read when there's a lot of silly asses jawiog round him?™

Bob Cherry assumed a thoughtial expression,

** Ask me another,” he said, **1 don't know the answer
to that one.”

Nugent gruated and went on reading. Bob Cherry
scanned the list he had been making, and wrinkled his

WS,

“Muffins! [ think I'd better savy muffing! ILook here,
Bunter, it really depends on you. Can I trust you to cook
muffing anything like decently 1"

* Certainly, gherrf!" said Billy Bunter, with alacrity.
“VWhere are they r™

“Oh, they're not made vet! I'm thinking about a epecial
tea-fight on Wednesday .“lﬁl:rmmll{ and e

g Eﬁl!” Bunier’s face fell again. ** What's the good of
talking about muftinge on Wednesday afterncon now?  If
:-'ﬂ#fﬁ::tilﬁumg to get anything decent for tea, say sol”

e 1

“Oh, really, Chorry, don’t be an ass! 1 wish vou wouldn’t
always talk pifile when 1 speak to you,” said Billy DBunter
peevishly,  * Considering that something's happened to
bring disgrace on the Remove and all Greyfriars, I think
vou nught be serious!”

If anybody ¢lze had made that remarlk, the chums of the
Hemove would have been alert ot once. For they were the
leaders of the Romnove—the Lower Fourth Form at Grey-
friars Bchool.  In their cves there was no Form at Grey-
friars which was of quite us much consequence as the
Remove,

The Upper Fourth certainly had s good opinion of itself-—
the Shell regarded itzelf with a complacency bheyond the
comprehension of the other Formms, The Fifth looked upon
thein all as ** kids.”” The Bixth comnsidered itsalf the salt of
the earth, $0 to speak—at all events, the salt of Groyiriars.
The great men of the Sixth appewred to be ﬁl:u.'::li!:ij-' COTE
scious of the existence of such persons as Removites, And
yet the Remove parsisted in its view that there was only
one Form at Greviriars which was really ' the thing,” and
that Form was the Bemove,

They were the most unruly and troublesome Form in the
achool, a5 thar _l;"e.:-_rm-rnuﬂifr knew, and aa the INrench-
master, little Monsieur Charpentier, had learned te his
cost. When they were not cheeking the Fifth, rowing with
the Upper Fourth, or ragging their masters, they were
fighting awwong themselves, Tﬁﬂ Remove passage was the
most lively part of tho house, and the pretects had alimost
give up hope of ever really establishing order there.

True, there had been a little more order since Harry
Wharten hnd become ecaptain of the Form—but even
Wharton wasu't perfect, and his Form-fellows were very far
from perfoet.

And s0 the Hemove, which had a great belief in itself, did
not occupy o very high place in the astimation of the
powers,

That, however, did not trouble the Remove. They * kept
their end up.” They beat the Upper Fourth at fnntlm},l}aml
cricket, they cheeked the prefects, wnd had a protey
troublous time of it generally—and seemed to thrive onit.

But whatever their faults and failings, the Removites had
a very h ig]‘: aense of the honopr of the Formy, and there were
few even of the mwost reekless boys whoe were not quick to
feel upon that point.

But the chams knew Billy Bunter of old. He was famous
as 0 discoverer of mare’'s nesis, and a tattler of the most
ingroddible  tattle. His  uost  serious -staternents  were
generally received with & grin.

And so, although he made hiz statement with an air of
great seriouswess, Harry Wharton did not look up from his
work, and Nugent did not leave off reading. Bob Cherry
continued fto consider the question of muffins, tapping his
forehead with his pen to assist thought, amnd Hurree Jamset
Ram Simgh eracked npts.

Billy Bunier blinked at them through his spectacles for a
moment in silence.  The szilence was broken by the dusky
junior from Bhanipur,

Crack !

It wus another Brazil nut,

* 1 say, you fellows——"'

“ Muffin: or no mufiins?” marmured Bob Cherry. “To
be or not to be, that is the question! The fat young bounder
conks sausapes and chips a treat, but muffins are more
delieate work—and we can't offer lady wisitors tough
muffins! Perhups I'd better cross pmffins out.”

“0Oh, very well, I'll go to Wingate!™ said Billy Bunter,
" Blessed if I'm going to have my watch stolen and say
nothing about it " )

“Eh?" said Iloh Cherry, taking some interest in the
matter at last. ** What's that nbout your watch?”

“h, never mind—I'll go to Wingate! After all, na
captain of the school, I suppose he cught to know there's a

thief at Greyviriars.”
“STAUNCH CHUMS.”
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Bob Cherry roze from his seat, and caught the fat junior
by the collar, and slung bhim back from the door. Billy
Iiunter stagpered apainst the table, and sent it flying.
Harry Wharton gave a yell as his exercise disappeared from
under his pen, and went shoeting to the fleor along wi

the inkpot.

“You ass!™ he shouked. ' Look at that?? ;

“Eic;grjﬁ" said Bob Cherry., * You can kick Bunter if
you like.

*“(h, really, Cherry—-"' ~ _

“The young goat's got to explain his words,’ eaid Bcob
Cherry., * Now, Banter, I know it's only your silly piflle,
but what do you mean by saying that there's a thief at
Greyfriars?"

“Bo there is, and—"

“QOh, it's all rot!” said Harry irritably. “You know
Bunter! I shall have to begin that beastly thing again
now !

“ Oh, really, Wharton! It's true! I—'

“0h, bosh!” said Nugent. * How on earth can a fellow
read with all this row gommg on'"

“1 gave that one up,” said Bob Cherry. “If you're
roing on asking conundrums, why can't you ring in a new
one "’

“ Look here——"

(1] Rﬂ.h‘r!”

“1 =zay, yvou fellows—'"T

“Come to think of it, of course it's
Cherry. “ You can get out of the study, Dunty.

“ Bat I say, vou fellows, niy watch is really—="
“Travel along!”’ said Bob Cherry, throwing open the
doar. “ We've had enough of vour rot! Get out]”

“ I sha'n't get out of my own study ™

“ Your mistake—you willl”

“ But look horp—my watch—-—

“ Blow your watch!™

“ But it's gone !

“ Well, wotches were mnode to go!™

“ Oh, really, Cherr 2

iffle,"t saxl Bob
Beat ™

“ And vou can't do better than follow the example of
3:1:14:& wI:Lthh,” F:I’iid Bob Cherry. " If you don't go—-oo"

Bunter dodged to the door as Bob Cherry
made & run at him. LH}GE hare, never mind the wateh,
then—what about tea? I'm hungry!”

“ Get oup !

“(Oh, really! I—ow! Yah! Beast!” o

A kick helped Billy Bunter out of the study, and in lively
anticipation of another to-back it up, he scudded along the

HSSALE.

P Tinlf Cherry, somaewhat heated, closed the door. :

“ Young oveter!' he _g.‘ru‘ntﬁd. “ Always got some silly
yarn or another! 2 :

The door opened a little, amd the spectacles of Billy
Bunter glimmered cautiously in. "

“T say, vou fellows, what about tea?

Bob Cherry made a grab at the poker and rushed towards
the door. untar -dig not weit for him to come to closs
quarters—he slammed the door and fled for his life. Amnd
Bob Cherry burst into & laugh and hurled the poker into
the grate with a crash. DBunter did not return this time.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Troeuble With the Prefect.

. ELL, that's done!” enid Harry Wharton, rizing from
his task at last. ** What's the time, people}”
“ Nearly seven,” eaid Bob {!hen?.
“ Phew! And the meeting of the Dramatio

Society is at seven.” said Harry. "J:]Hﬂ time for tea—any-
way, it's not worth lighting a fire—
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"“TThe excellent kettle could be boiled upon the esteemed
gpirit stove,” sugeested Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. I
ha?&_with thourhtfulness, and the expenditure of sixpence,
laid in & new sapply of the slegant methylated spirit.”

Bob Cherry gave a sniff.

“That stove's o jolly whiffy,"” he remarked;: *and vou
iur;m?;’har you nearly set the etudy on fire with 1t once,
oy ! _

“That was owing to yvour esteemed clumsiness, my worth
chum. If the spirit-stové iz handled by my honourable sc
the result will be extremaly cashful.™

* Extrampely which 7" : g

‘Hle means creditable,” grinned MNugent. “This is
English as she i3 spoken in Bhanipur, under the instruction
of the best native masters.™

“ Exactfully I”” purred the nabobh. **I have observefully
ramarked that in this esteemed country there is a great
amount of ludicrous mistakefuiness in the honourable speech,
1 prefer my Englishful language to that of my worthy
chuma, whic{l shows the degeneration of modernity.”

“ Precigefully,”” grinned DBob Cherry, *The exactiulness
of vour remarks {s simply torrific. But what about tea?”

“I will boil the august kettle on the esteemed stove, and
to avoid the smellful "niff I will place it on the window-
sill.”

“You remember what happenad before—-" 1

“The remomberfulness is graat, but the carefulpess will
be terrific.”

“Well, I'd prefer tea to gingerbeer,” said Nugent. * Let
Ioky have a go at the methylated spirit stove.”

“Go ahead, Inky!"

Bob Cherry looked into the cuphoard. : :

“Well, there's only caka and some tarts,” he said,
“ Bunter has demolished everything else. We only want a
light tea before rehearsal, anyway. Buck up with that
kettle, Inky ! )

“ The buckfulness ia terrific.”” .

Hurres Jamset Bam Siagh placed the stove on the
window-zill, and swamped it with methylated spirit. Un.
fortunaicly he was a little too liberal with the spirit, and
some of it drenched over the sill, and splashed down into
the Close.

There was & shout from below.

“VYou ass!| What are you up to?” ]

Hurree Sineh loocked down over the sill, considerably per-
turbed. The Hindu was the politest fellow pessible, and he
would not willingly have incommoded or annoyed anybody
for worlda. i

Tt was Carberry, of the Sixth, the most unpopular prefect
at Groyiriars, who was looking up with a savage brow. A
drop of the epirit had fallen on Carberry as ho was passing
under the wirndow, and the smell worried him.

% [ am sorey ! murmured the nabob. ** if the splashfulness
kag descended upen the honourable crumpet of the august
Carberry, the apolovizo is terofic.’”

“ Yau confounded nigger " roarcd Carberry.

Hurree Singh drew back his head with dignity, and gave
the Lack of it & sharp rap en the window-sash. He uttored
a cry, and clapped lis hand to the injured part, and his
sleeve swept the spirit-stave off the window-sill.

Carberry was looking apward, and the little stove dropped
fairly on his rather prominent nose. 1

For a moment Carberry did not realizse what had $ruck
hini. Ha clapped his hand to his nose and danced with
pain, and the stove crushed on the gronnd. )

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh uttered an exclamation of
dismay.

“The stove 15 gono I ) .

“ You young hound ! You did that on purpese !

“ The honourable Carberry is mistaken.”

But Curberry waited to hear no more. He rushed for the
door, with the intention of ascending to No. 1 Study, and
wreaking his vengesnce wpon the upfortunate Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Hurree 3ingh looked diﬂm:je&. _ .

HThe stove gone?" ask Bob Cherry, with a grin.
# Never mind. We've some ginger-beer, and that's just
a3 good on a warm day.”

“ Yea; but—"

“ Don't worry. The ginger-beer 13 all right. Here's some
soda-water, too,” taking a syphon from the cupboard.
“ Luckily, Bunter doesn’'t care for soda-water.”

“ But-——-"’

;'E::[J:au the ginger-bear. Here's some glasses. Who says
fRED !

(1] C:!_!:'E' !I"l

U My worthy chum, I think—'"

:: lI:St{ all right, Inky. Ncver mind the tea.”

ut——""

“ Have.some ginger-beer or soda-water.”

“ Byt I was not thinking of the tea. I think the worthy
Carberry is coming upfully to the study.”

“Carberry !
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“Yeos; because the stove dropped on his honourabla

napper !’
“" Ha, ha, ha "'
“ By Jove, he's coming ! exelaimed Hoarry Wharton, as a

nlatfnr of hasty boots was heard 1n the puassage. ¥ Look
ot '

The door of the study was flung viclently open.

Carberry, with a face red with raze, stredde in. Ho had

p;[u[ied for a momeni downsiairs to snatch up a walking-
stick.

* Now, vou ¢onfounded nigzer,” he exeluimed, 'l teach
you to drop stoves on the head of a prefect 1

YOk, rats ! said Bob Cherry, eyeing the stick warily.
“ He doesn’t want teaching; he can do that sort of thing all
right untanght."

‘Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm going to thrash you tiil——""

“ Hold on I said Harry Wharton. “ You're going to do
nothing of the surt. Inky is sorry it happened.”

“I'm going to make him sorrier.”

“1& was an accident.”

“I'll teach him fo have accidents
black—-*

“Ilold on! Den't touch him!"

“ et out of the way, Wharion !" roared the prefect.

“1 won't! Get aut of our study.”

“ Do you dare to interfere with a prefect, you whelp ?"

“Yes, when he starts bullving,” said Wharton un-
dnm}tedly, 1 suppose it's within vour rights to cane Inky
on the hand, but you're not going to lick him with a walk-
ine-stick while I'm by, Put that stick down.”

Carberry gave the junior ene glare; amd then, sritting hia
teeth, he swuang the stick aloft, to bring it down upon tho
boy who defied him. Hurree Singh was forgotten for the
moment.

But that blow never fell.

Bobh Cherry’s hand was on the eoda syphon, and as Car-
berry's arm went up Bob let fly with the soda-water.

VZE-5-Z-E |

Sloosh !

The jet of soda.water caurht Carberry faidy in the face,
and he staggered back, his arm dropping to his side.

For the nroment he was blinded and holf stunned.

“Br-r-r! Goreeerer! Yah—ow —yow 1"

**Ha, ha, ha!"

* You young demons, I'll-— Yah —ow—you!"

Sizz-z-z-z !

Carberey recled back townrds the door. It waa a wasta
of soda-water, but the juniors did not mind. They were
roaring with lauzhter.

But the bully of ths Bixth recoversd himeslf in a minute,
With his face and collar and waisteoat drenched and
dripping, and his eyes Homing with rapge, he hurled himsclf
upon the juniors,

The Famou: Four lined up to recaive him. The next
mient a wild apnd whirling combat was raging 1o the
study,

Come here, you

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Meeting in No. 1 Study.

o it :
“Give him hoans!*'
* You young whelps—%

“Have him down I

“¥You young—-""

“ Bit on his head 1"

N aue—

“ Down with him !

* Hurray !

Carberry was down. Big and strong Sixth-Former as he
was, he wae no match for four athletie juniors. Thay had
received some hard knocks, for Carberry struck ont roek-
lessly and savagely, but they did not care for that. Cir-
berry, under their unifed efforts, went down with a mirhty
bump that seemed to shiake the floor ef the study.

The juntors sprawled over him, clutching him. Bob
Cherry sat astride his chest; Nugent grasped his ankles, one
in etther hand; and Hurree Jamsel Ram Bingh sat on his
head. Wharton held his wrists,

Carberry was sfill gasping and struggling, and the juniors
ware gasping, too, %t- had been a ﬁe«ap&rute tuezle. Now
they had their enemy down, they were just a litile scared
at their own victory. It was no light matter for jumiors o
raise their hands against a Sixth-Form prefect,

“T_'!E"cru young whelps!l” pasped Carberry. FLet me pet
Y Rats 17
3
A Splendid Tale of H Wharton
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“1'11—I'1l thrash you within an inch of your lives!"

Y More rats "

Y Lemne pot up P

" Wil yon make it pax, then 7

The prefect ground his testh with rage at the mere
thought of himsell, a Sixth-Form prefect, being called upon
1o make it pax ™ with the juniors who had overthrown
B,

et off 17 he roavesd.

“ MNot wmuch,” said Iob Cherry coolly.
iadie it pox.”’

“f -0 LI'l--=" :

“ oy prevty comfy here,” remarked Bob Cherry, settling
down on Carberry's chest,  *I'moin no hurry to move,™

Lot e wpy, oor--or . Carberry stregprled desperately,
Cat the juntors oy held him the tighter —* I'll report you
fo the Head.” -

“Go hon !

“Tlelp i roared the prefect. " Help 1Y

e that swla-water, somebeody.
vour mouth shut, Carberry,™

“Help ! roared Cacberry,

Sigr-r-z-g !

The stream of sodda-water shot into the prefeel’s open
wiouth, ansd he gaspod and spluttered frantically.

Y Have rome more, Carberey 7

“Oh-he-h-b-h D Grooh 07

“There's still somne leff, and vou're welcome to 1"

"Help ! Groo yahow-ww-ow ™

Siezei-z-z !

But Carberey’s shouts had been heand. Wingale, the eap-
tain of Gresvfriars, put his head in at the door with an
snpry frown,

T What's all this row? Why why —-- Let
bim up at once, yvou youug raseals !

The juniors nhr_'j;wf.'n onee.
Wingare, of the Sixth, wus a fellow of 2 very different
cuhibre from Carberev, and no one in the lower Forins at
Creyfrinrs would have thoucht of disreparding his orders
for o moment.

The captuin of the school looked at them angnily, and
then at Carberry, as the dishevelled prefect rose slowly to
L Foet,

Curberry wog almost stuttering with rape,

“ What does this wmean ¥ depuuwled Wingate sternly.

“Your favourifes agnin!™ hissed Carberry.  “This is
L1 !"Iil' LIS {li }'ﬂ“f‘ [?IH!HI.il'“HiHE' '|:1!]l_'. IJU\"I‘L"T _1"“{,]]'”!5 i.(} l_'!hEEI{
the seniors 7

Wingste's brow grew vory dark.

“1adon't do anvthing of the sort 1 he exclaimed gharply.
" But [ shall e slow 1o believe thot these lads attacked yon
without reason’

Y1 eanme here o punish the nigger.”

“¥ou have ne right to call him a nigger. You can't
expect even kids in the Remove to put up with insulte
patiently.”’

“OFf ponrse, vou take his part.”

“Amd vou came here to punish him with a walking-stick,
I see,”” said Wingate, **1 suppose it is some more of your
buliving? A: vou can't give 3 reasonable explanation, I
prresame that waz the case.”

* Look here. ==

A1 the same fime, vou voungeters have no right to touch
a prefect. You'll fake fiflty lines each.”

*NWoes, Wingate, s the four with one voios,

“We'll do o what you tedl us with pleasare,”™ soid Wharton,

“And youd better get out of the study, Carberry,”” said
Wingrate drilv.

Al the prefect, hardly able to contain his rapge, left the
T4

The juniors were rlad enough fo escape so cheaply, and
they seentidly voted Wingate a brick. But Wingate wasn't
sne with them vet, He spent the pext bve upputes in
rattog them ~oundly o lectare to which the jumars bistened
with exemnplary patience mul attention,  As Dob Cherry said
aftorwards, thoev'dd have Iet old Wingate slang themn for an
tar, if he hiled, withont zaying o owaorel,

The captain of Greyfrinrs loft them ot last, and with a
general grin the four youngsicers put themnselves a little
teerighic. Then HBob Cherry opened the ginger-bear, and
tlint rt’*frPH]LiJ:g beverame was diseuseed wEﬁL Lthe cake and
tarts. The tea was hall Jdone when there was a kick wt the
veor, andd Kottt of the Remove came in.

“Halle! Guzzling ¥ he saul

“UNearly Anished)” sand Bob Cherry, " We'lve had a lot
of dolav— keepang perfects i order, and holding & conversa-
ficn on the subject of discipline with old Wingate, You're
the Rrst 1n, anvway.”

O, T hwelp yvou with the tarels,” said Elliatt cheor-

“You've gol to

Thanka! EKeep

Carberry !

fullv. *T always sing better after a tart or two.”
The Macyer.—No, i i
W ek STAUNCH CHUMS.

“ Faith, and it's the same with me,” said Micky Deamond,
coming in with a roll of music under his arm. ' 1'll take &
couple, plaze.” o

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunier came warily into
the study. “I—ch—what? Taris! Why didn’t you call
me "

And Billy took a jam tart in his right hand, and a mar-
malade tart in his left, and started.

With thiz manful belp from all comers, thoe faris wera
very quickly demolished, and the table was dragged into a
eorner to leave room for the operations of the Wharton
Operatic and Dramatie Society,

Sovera] more members aerived—Trevor and _Hf&:ﬂ]dﬂlt&,
and Ogilvy and Morgan, and Tom Brown, the junior from
New Zealand.  There were some more members in the
Remove, bat it was not usual for them all to turn up at a
mecting. Other interests sometimmes claimed them; and, sa
a matter of fact, the Remove studies were hardly large
enough to accommodate large mectings. :

“That's a good idea,' snid Ogilvy, as e came n,

“Eh? What's a good idea 7" asked 13ob. .

“Ginger-beer to wet the whistle of ﬂ]ﬁ_.‘-iiﬂg('-TS," said
Opilvy %ﬂmuﬂy. as he took the last remaining bottle, and
opemedd i, M I'm really glad of this

And the liguid gurgled out into & glass.

Ok, go it sud Bob Cherry resignedly.  * Don't mind

me. "’
“Ripping " said Ogilvy.  “Thiz iz very thoughtful of
Wharton., [ move that it be made a standing rule for the

president of the Operatic and Dramatic Society to provide
non-intoxicating liquid refreshiment for the members,™

““1ear, hear!™ y

“ 1 secomd the motion, look you !" said Margan promptly

“Paszogd nem. con'” said Tom ]_?‘-rﬂ'r'-':r'l.r “The president 13
requested  to make a note of it. Mine's lemonade  in
j.'IEI Ll I.'E.‘.”

Harry Wharton Jaughed. ‘

“et's get to business,” he said. Y You all know that
it's the intention of the Operatie and Dramatic Society to
rive un entertainment in oid of the Remove Form Cricket
hab.""

“ Yo, rather ! said the New Zealand junior. ** A ripping
idew, too.

““ There has beon some opposition in the Remove. Bul-
strode, wlo used fo be captien of the Form before 1 came,
as you all know, offered to Lelp the club finaneially—

“Oood old Bulstrode ! sand Elligte. -

“That's all very well,” said Wharton quickly, “h'l-ll-r tho
Remove cricket 1:!){:'!:- docsn't want charity. The conunittes
have declined the offer, and have decidad to raise the funda
by a concert, given by the Operatic Society—a much better
met hiodd, in my opinion at least.”

“ Yes—if the money comes '

e nust make 1t come in. There'll be a charge for
adimizsion, wed all the Remove will be bound to come, if
only from esprit de eorps’’

“Well, that's o good word, anyway !
SBlkinner says.””

“ Blow Skinner.” . 1

“Well, he says it's bad cucugh to hear uws sing, without
paying for it. e says if anybody's paid, it ought to bo
the audience.”

i Never mind Skinner; let's go ahead.”

“'ve heard, too,”” said Ogilvy, * that Bulstrode's got some
iden of getting up an opposttion of some sort—I don’t know
exnctly what, J3ut he's been doing a lot of whispering lately
with Skinner and Stott and Spoop, and that set.™

“Oh, let em rip!"’ said Bob Cherry. " Lemme 5::115”1.:
am going to sing * What's the Matter With England—-»1

“ Not now,” sald Ogilvy hurriedly, ‘

“Fh? Whal's the matter with * What's the Maticr With
Tugland #* "

“(h, the song's all right : _

“1f you've eome to this rehearsal specially to get a thick
ear, Opilvy—-~"

“Order! Order!”

“Phat’s all very well, but—"*

“Order ! . ; . .

“Yes order " said Havry Wharton, ' We'd better begin
by going for that chorus again. We can practise solos by
ourselves but partsinging can’t bo done separaiely.  As a
mutter of faet, I don't know whether the * Auvil Chorus
1sn't a bit above our weight-—"

“Oh, that's all right!” sad Morgan.
listen to me, ande———"

Y Yo, i likely to do that,” rewarked Hazcldens.
“ The audience wijl hove to, bot we—" ) -

“Order ! Now begin '™ said Wharton, tapping a tuning-
fork. ** MNo pood -.'.'u:-:tiu;i time; and you can jaw in the
Close or the Form-rooms,™

But you know what

1+2

i Yeou can all
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And with Harry Wharfon conducling, the practice com-
mencad. Bearcely had the first two or three bara rung out,
when a ferrific din broke out in the adjoining study.

Rat-n-tat-stat-atan-atat !

Blare !

INob Cherry broke off.

“My only hat! What's that??

Blaro! Blare!

Raf-n-tat-atat-ntan-atat !

It was a kettbedrum and o cornet, going without much
regard to time, and backed up by seversl other instrumenis,
among which could be distinguished a poker and fender, =2
mouth-organ, and a paper comb. 1

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Ogilvy. *It's Bulstrode’s band !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Bulstrods's Banl

CLATRODE, of the Remove, wore o cheerful grin.
There was guite a crowd of follows in his study.
That part of the Remove—not the finer part by any
means-—which clung fo the formor Form eaptin, wos
thoere. For Bulstrode, bully ns he eortuinly was, had his
friends in the Form—fellows who did not like No. 1 Study,
fellows who had fallen out with the present Bemowe eaptaoe,
and fellows who paid court to Bulstrode on accoun! of his
money. Balatrode was the richest fellow ir the }_-!.vnu}rr..-,
with the exception of Hurree Siugh and the Jittle Chinaman,
Wun Lung. And ho was not without his pood gualities,
When he was in a gousd temper he waa  genecous  aod
friondly, and it was usually possible to put him inlo a goml
temper by flatiering him.

Bulsirode had been “up against '™ Hacry YWharton ever
gince the [atter enme o Greyfriars, Wharton had fought
his battles oul, and bad won the respect of all the Remaove,
and the liking of many. He had boen elested Form captain

a majority so large that Dulstrode had no bope of trying
his fortune again, But that was not all. Harry Wharton
had stoadily backed wp diark Linley, the lad from Laoae-
cashice—the mill lad who had esne to Ureyfrines upon
Bishop Mowbray's Scholarship—and  Bulstrode  disliked
Linley keonly. i .

Whartor had started the Amateur Operatic and Dramatic
Bociety, and all the juniors of musical tastes had joined it

Dulstrode hadn't a musical taste, and he didn t earve flnr
gither drama or opera, but the thought had cccureed Lo him
of starting an opposition band.  lle couldn’t get instru-
mentalisis, but ho could get instruments, and as bo dwelt n
No. 2 Study, it was casy for hun, if not to rival Wharion,
at all eventa to interrapt him with torrifie discord,

Heneo the outburst of the “orchestra™ in DBulstrode's
study. The walls between the rooms were not thick. BPat
if they had beon of the solidest nasonry, they would have
beon penetrated by the fearful noize preduced by Bul-
strode’a band. ;
 Bkinner was playving the kettlo-dram, by the simple pro-
dess of bringing dowr the sticks as hard and often as ho
ecould. Stott was at the cornet, and he was blowing away

for all he was worth, producing loud and tusecless blasta,

Bulstrode had a concertina, which he had bought for three-
and-six, and the sound of that concortina may bo imagined-—
not described, Snuoop was boating time with a poker on a
fander, and Lyle was steadily and methodically kicking a

tin pail, .
The “ orchestra ' was in full blast,
om! Crash! Bang! Screech! Rat-ntat-atai!

“ My only Lat!” said DBulstrode. * This scunds ripping,
lm!d no mistake! Do you think they can hear it in the next
It_u F ?Ill

“ [1a, hd, ha!" roared Skinnar. * T thank so!™

o Koop time, Lyle !

“That's all right. I'm banging 03 guick as T can'"

“ (3h, that's only andante moderato ! Make it prestizsimo.’

Bang ! llang! Bang!

“ That's botter ! Ge it, ye eripples!™

The din rang throueh the corrdor,

Thera was s furious tapping on the wall which separated
the room from Harry Wharton's study.

Bulstrode and his band took no notice of it.

Bang! Bang! Screech! Roar!

Crash!

There was a drageing at the door handle, but Bulastrodo
had taken tho precaution to lock the door. .

QOutside, in the corridor, the Wharton Operatic and
Dramatic Society raged and fumed; but they could not

t1a.

E1|3|T1-u=. rehearsal had coased. _ 1

With tho terrific din from the noext atudy interrupting
and drowning them, the part-singers could not ger on with
the * washing.”

Thay gathered round Bualstrode's door, kicking at the
Jower pancls, thumping at the upper, snd yelling threats
through the keyhole,

“ Halla " roared Bulstrode. ' Anvbody there 7"
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rorsoay, ohe

® Yes, you villamm "

¥ Anything wanted 7™

“ Yes; shut up that row™

* What row "’

OV ou—you cad | That fearful din you're kicking up.™

" That ghastly, horrid row "' roarcd Nuoegent,

“The ghastliness of the horeid row iz teredie 7

“Your mistoke,” said Bulstrode hlandby, os has Land "
consed for & moment or two. “ We're |‘.-l‘.'lr‘li5iug."

" Practising 1"

“Certainly ! This is an amatenr orchesira.”™

“You rotter ! shouted Harry Wharton, shaking the door
handle, “ You know jolly well vou're only rofring.™

¥ Honost Iujurrj" said Balstrode, while the orchedtea
chuckled., “It's an orchestra on ithe new Stroauss =ysbem,
with new instruments introduced.  We're playiag the uus
to * Balome.” "

“ ¥You—you—yog—="

YStrike up, my sons! Go abead !

Nang! Crash! Clang! Clatter!

Thﬂ ﬂrfhﬁﬁtrﬂ raciIn I'I'I:ﬂl'lﬂl."‘du z

Tn the passage dhe Amateur Operatic and Dramatio
Socisty doaneed with rage. . :

They eould nat practize with that noise going on, end
they could net get ar the band and male thon ston.

“ Faith, and we're done in!" said Micky Desmonul.

ITarry Wharfun shook his head, .

Y We'll go down and practice in a classroom,’” he said
e can do thal, and we sha’n't hear much of this rew
from there. If the doffers keep it wp omuch loager they'll
have somehody on theie track”

“{iood. Lot's get downstars, then" i

And the oneratic socioty descended the stairs. In a few
minutes the blare and orash of DBulstrode's band coased.
They knew Hint their victims ware gone.

“Walve rownd them out,” grinnsd Bulstrode.

* Ia, ha, ha 1™

“Tet's go after thom,” said Sneop. * They've gone off
tn -practise somowhare else. Why shouldn’t we do  the
same "’

“Good. Come on !

Bulstrode unlocked the door and threw it open. He had
only intemded to deafen the Removites oab of No.o 1 Study,
bitt he was flushed with victory now, and esger to follow
un his sueenss. . o

As they despended the stairs, the sound of voices singing
the Anvil Choras Erom 1L Trovatore ' guided them to tho
new refuge of the Operatic Society,

Bulstrode opencd the class-raom door and looked in,

Harry YWharten & Co. were hard at work; but soms of
the voives hroke off as the bully of the Remove lovlked in,

Harry Wharran's oves flashed.

“Gat out " he shouked.

Bulstrode shrugged his shouldars,

“1 suppose we can practise here if weo want to?” he re-
marked. “TUm afreid of disturhing the fallows if we go
o it the studv.""

iz comrades chueklad ; whethar at the pretext, or at the
idza of Rulstrode earing whether he disturhed anvhody, we
cannot say. ‘The singers ceased their vocal efforts and
locked te Harry Wharton for guidance.

Wharton's eves were gleaming. Bulstrode's bnnd maght
be a merry insfitution, from its own point of view, and ils
interruptiona might be funny; but the President of the
Dramatic and Operatic Society did not seo tho fun of it
Hea wanted to got to work.

“Will you get out?" hoe exclaimed.

Mot muach.™

“Then we'll jolly soon chuck you out.™

Y Ronta

“Put down your musie, kidi, and come eon' cried
Whartan.

The aperatic socicty were not long in ebeying. The odda
were on their side, and they woere eager for wor, Wharton
led the rosh towareds the bund, and in a moment fhe
orchestra dropped their instruments and put up their fists,

“(Go for them !™

“Give 'em socks 1" roarcd Bob Cherry,

'Iiel Cem out !

“ et the kickfnines be terrifie, my worthy chuma"

“Brava! (ut they go!"

Tha archestra, overborne by numbers, went whirling
through the doorway.

Nulstrode was drageed thera by ITarry, and sent Avine
tdawn the flageed passace, and he sab dazediy there while
his followers were harled forth one by ane.

TI'IF_.]'T_" Weals  SOHATE gL IIFH'.IIH ﬂj- -'l."l.'lh'!‘ur I'Ilﬂ.llll."i.!“f"“ irl: I.hl""_.
]'I:'I:‘-iﬂii_‘."'ﬂ, HF?ru“’]inE i“. I_IH: nrts "f ull[‘t]ll]f{]l]'l'lll',]h" ;I.l'l.d 1afl-
graceful witifudes. After them their instrumentz cnmao
whirling, and then the class-room door was shut and Im*k-;ui_
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Dulstrode staggered fo his fget. A Junior came along the
pazsage with o beok under his arm, and turming tive COFfMT
suddenly, ran right info him, and sent him flying again,

“dh, ' eorey ! smid the newcomer, "f cﬁdn’{; B

o,
¥ It was Mark Liunley, of the Hemaove. R

Bulstrode furned furiously upon the lad from Lancashire.

“You ead! Why can't you see where you'ra going I

Mark's eye-ghnted,

Bulstrade was i 5a Furmous o tampoer that ke did not care
what be snid, or whom he said it to. Bot Mark. restrained
the hot retort that rose to los tongoae.

“1 did not see you,” he said quietly. “ How was I to
krnow that vou fellows were sprawling over the fleor?
What on earth are vou deing it for”

Skinner pave a riaeful chuekle,

“It was a jape,” he said. * and we've been japed our-
gelves. Wharton's given us the order of the boot.” .

Mark could hear the singing in the class-room, and he
understood.

“ Herve you jollv well right!” he exclaimed.

“You rotten mill end——" bepan DBulstrode.

““ Hold your tongue ! said Mark Linley sharply.

" Look here—""

But Linley, without a word or a look further, passed omn,
and Bulstrode was left scowling. The band were in the
worst of humours, Iuistrode was inclined to make a forcibla
assawlt upon the elass-reom door, but 1t was too near the
miasters’ quartera for that to be safe.

And the rest of the band were feeling a little too used-up
for further hostilities. . While Dulstrode was dobating a
plan of action, the band settled the matter by walking off ;
amnd tha Hemove bully slowly followed them. The Wharton
Operatic and Dramatic Society were left to finish their
rehearsal in peace. ’

I— ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mark Liniey Loses His Temper.

ILLY BUNTER wore a serions and somewhst injured
B expression when the Remove went up to the dorm
that night. Bob Cherry srmpathetically moquired if
he were hungry, that usually being Bunter's complaiat.
The juniors had spent a busy evening, and had quite for-
gotten the weighty communication Hr}fl}r Bunter had nrade.
The fat junicr blinked reproachfully at Bob.
“Yes, Cherry, I'm hungry, as a matter of fact, T—"
**Go and eat coke then, my son."”
“Oh, really, Cherry—"

* 1 say, there's some news,” seid Hazeldene, who had been
reading a letter that errived by the evening's post. ** [—"

*“1 sav, vou fellowg—""

““Bhut ap, Bunter! Ilazeldere's speaking.”

“ 8o am I, Nugent. I say, vou fellows—""

“I've had a letter from Marjorie,”” said Hazeldene.

Bob Cherry looked round quickly from unlacing his Loots.

““ Anything about W&dne&ur ¥

Wodnesday was a hali-holiday at Greyfriars, as at most
public schools. The chums of the Remove were intending
o make an excursion on that afternoon, if the westher was
fine, and they had planned a pull up the river in & boat, &
picnic on the gross under shady frees, and a specially
ripping *tea-firht,"” as DBob Cherry called it. T]EQ Kirl-
chums of Cliff House had promised to come, for, of course,
an ﬂuti‘.ﬂg; of that sort could not be considered completeiy
suceessful without mn admixture of the gentle sex i the
narty. Hoazeldene's sister Marjorie was to bring her friend
Clara, and it was possible that she wmight bring another
friend, too.

“* Yeg, it's sbout the pienic.™ said Hareldene. ** You re-
member that chap IFArcy we met at 8t Jim's, when we
played them at cricket—he came to the ClifE House garden-
party, foo'”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“¥Yes, rather! Arthur Augustus D'Arey.™

“That's the chap! He's got a cousin, Ethel, Bhe came
to Chiff House, too. Well, Ethel Cleveland's coming to wisit
Marjorie on Wednesday, and her cousin’s going to bring
her to Chiif House,”

“Good I exclaimed Harry Wharton,
the picnie, foo. if they like the idea.”

“ The goodfulness is terrific.”

“That's what Marjorie’s thinking,” said Hazeldene,
‘" She thought she’d better let us know, you know. I¥Arexy
is a decent chap. though he has some curious ways, and his
cousin i& a ripping girl.” . o . )

“ The rippingfulness of the charming miss is great,” eanl
the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** The picnic will be the greatest
suceess of the honourable seaszon.™

“71 sav, you fellows——"
“STAUNCH CHUMS.”

“ Let them come to
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“It's all right, Billy, you're coming, and there will be

lenty to eat.’ .
P Iywaan’!. thinking of that, Hazeldene. I'm blessed if 1

know wh_E you fellows think Tiwn fond of eating. I'm oot
greedy ; only like a lot. But 1 wasn't going to speak
about that. It's about my watch."

“¥Your which¥"

“ No, my watch,” said Bunter.

“{h, get off thati” .

“ Oh, really, Cherry! I'm sinceraly sorry to eee that yow
can't take my word; you know we're not nll stery-tellers.
It's not fuir to judge E‘:’Frfhﬂdf by yourself."

“Why, vou yonng—— :

”Mj"fiﬁ"&tﬂh was stolen from my pocket last night, and I
think something cught to be done about it.”

“ Hallo—hallo! ~ What's that?' extlaimed Buistrode.
“ A watch been stolen I

“Yeq, my- silver watch——"" -

“Tt's all Tot 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry irritably. “ We all
tp&w}ﬂunter. Shut up, you young am, and don’t talk silly

1 2 .!1‘

Pl Look here, Cherry, IF

“ Certainly not !"' exe
to take sides againat No. 1 Study.

I’y been stolem—"1

ou're not going to'hush it ap—"'

aimed Bulstrode, glad of any chanca
* Let's have it out. Ii

Bunter's watch has been stolen, it onght to be inguired into.
If there's a thief in the Remove—" :
“Don’t be an ass!” said Herry Wherton angrily. *“You

know perfectly well that thers isn’t a thief in the Remove,
Bulstrode,” ) .

““ How should I koow?” said Bulstrode insolontly. “ All
sorts of rotters are. allowed to come into the school now,
and we m get & thief among them."”

Mark Linley turmed white. ]

The glances and chuckles of several of the Removites
showed that they understood Bulstrode’s cowardly allusion;
and Mark could not fail to understand it, too.

The Lancashire lad stood silent, and Bulstrode, em-
boldened by his silence, went on in the same toms.

“ Blessed if I ¢an sce why there shouldn't be a thief hera.
Wea've got paupers and mull-boys, end all sorts of rotiars,
and some of them are short of money™

¥ Look outl” mnuttered Snoop. :

Mark Linley was coming over towarde Balstrods. Linley
had taken off his jacket and waistcoat, and was ih his shirt-
sleeves, His face was white, end his eyes burning.

“ Baldrods !

“Hallo! Did you gpeak ¥’

“¥es. You were udi‘n,q; to me just now.” :

“7 didn't eall you a thief,” said Bulstrode, with an accent
on the word “eall™ that left no doubt as to his meaning.

“¥You wanted your words to give that impression.”

“1 mappose 1 can say what I like.” ; :

“No, you cannot! You cannot say a word implying that
I am a thief,” said Mark Linley, white with passion. " You
will take those words back.”

A silence fell upon the boys. _ .

Mark Linley was usually so quiet and welf-contained,
grave beyond iis vears, that no one had ever suspected him
of iniun hot temper. He was known 4o he brave; er,
rather, abeolutely fearless, and once in a stand-up fight with
Bulstrode he had licked the bully of the Remiove® But no
one had ever seen him like this before; and the juniors
looked on at the scens in something like awe. ;

Bulstrode, perhaps, repented of his erwel and unfeeling
words; but his pride would mot allow him to show . Ho
locked at Linley withk a sneer.

“I've nothing to take back " he remarked.

“Vou will take back what you said—will you ™

T No, I won't.”

“ Then put up yoor hends

“Don't be a fool, Linley.

19

Wingete will be here in »

sminute to put the lights out, and—"'

“I don't carc! You shall not call me a thief. Pui up
your hands®™ _ _
;;I w-i:.:n't. " fight you to-morrow if you like, but—"

ek !

Murl's open hand eame upon Bulstrode's cheek with a
crack like a pistol-shot.

The Remove bully reeled back, He was not hurt much,
hut the smack left 2 white mark on his check, that turned
grimson, and seemed to burn there. I

“ Now will you put up your hands?" said Liuley, betwoen
his ﬁcﬂ‘h e

“Hang vou, ves! ] .

ﬁulatrﬁdﬁ did so, promptly enough. With all his faults,
he had plenty of dﬂggked COTTRKE. )

Mark Linley atiacked, hitting out savagely, and with
much loss than hiz usunl eoolness and skill.  Bulstrode
realised his advantage, -ond he sparred with all he knew
of the boxer’s art, and twice his fists came home on Linley's
fate, without o touch having reached his own.

Linley gritted his tecth.
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Ho rushed straight at his opponent, and recelved without
heeding two heavy blows on the face; and then Bulstrode's
ward was knocked away, and the right fist of the Lancashire
lad came crashing on his mouth,

Back went the burly Removite,
to fall with a crash to the Soor.

He lay there, dazed, with a trickle of red from the carner
of his mouth: and as Mark Linley stood over him, with
flashing eyes, the dormitory deor opencd.

* Hallo, in bed, you kids!'" said Wingate. * Why—what
-—-Fi'l_fhtmg g

He stared at the Lancashire Iad and at Bulstrode, who
was slowly getting up, with the assistance of Stot.

“What does this mean?” said Wingate sternly. *“ You
ought to be gotting to bed. You surely kmow better than to
fight in the dormitory."

” “It was that cad started it,"” said Dulstrode aa*mge]y.

.H:s sll through letting the low cad into the scheol.'

Hold Jonr tongue, Bulstrode! I know cnough of both
of you to feel pretty certain that you axe to blame, whether
al‘-mle,v strick the first blow or not,” said Wingate sternly.

Get to bed, and, mind, no more of this. If yoh guarrsl,
you ean sebtle your differences with the boxing-gloves on
1o the gym., like decent fellows.*

*1 am sorry,"” said Merk gquietly,

“All right; get to bed.”

The juniors undressed im silence, and went to bed. Win-
gate watched them grimly, and then turned the light out.

*“Mind, no more rows to-night,”” he said. “If T hear a
sound I'll como back again, and bring & cané with me.
Good-night 1"

“Good-night, Wingato !”

And the dormitory door closad.

There was silence in the Romove dormitary for a fow

realing and staggoring,

moments. It was broken b till, ] ica f
Fomsu, 3 v & B amall voice from
“1 say, vou fellows——"*

—rE——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night.

"\ H, shut up, Banter!” gsaid Bob Cherry savagely.
“You're always causing trouble. Why couldn’t you
make up some other fairy tale, instcad of that yarn

con o G

. really,

% Bhut up f”

" But watch was really taken—at loast, it's gone, and
1 hav&n’?{mﬂn able to find it anywhere,” pursistcﬁ Bunter.
“ Somebody muet have taken it

“"¥Yeas, rather!” said Bulstrode. “That's my view: and
it looks to me as if thara wers really & thief in the Remove,
s people fiy into auch tempers at the bare supgestion.”

- ""Hoar, hoar !'" said Snoop.

“Hold your tongue, you ead!” said Wharton. “ You
know it's all rot; vou know there fan't & thicf here. And
if there were, you'd havo no right to moke those dirty,
gowardly insinuations about Mark Linley. He's a more
docont tﬁmp than you will over be.”'

" ¥es, rather!” sard Bob Cherry, with emphazizs; and tho

Nabob of Bhanipur remarked equally emphatieally that

the ratherfulness was terrific.

“It's all right,” said Linley quistly.
what he likes to-nt ™t. I'm not going to make a row.
he will have to answer for it to-morrow.”

“I'm quite ready to answer for anything I snv,” grunted
Bulatrode. "I haven't accused you of anything. I only
say what's probable. I know jolly well that you never have
any money, and & chap brought up as vou've hecn would
natorally steal soma i he got a chance

Linley was silent. It must have cost him a preat deal
ko remain so, but he did; and DBulstrode was left to suy
as ha liked.

* Let's hear about the wateh, Banter,” went on Bulstrode.
% The thing cught to bhe locked into, and the watch found,
and the thief shown op.”

“ That’s just what I think, Bulstrode, but T den't beliova
Linley stole it."

“I never said he did. But T suppose you want to get
your watch back "

* Yes, of course, It cost about twonty guineas.™

* About twenty threepenny-bifs, you mean,” said Hazel-
fiuna.h “I{ was o rotten old silver turnip, and never kept

me.

“It was handed down in the family from my ancestors
a3 & heirloom.”

“Any of your ancestors kecp an unredeemiad pledge
storoa ¥

“ (th, really, Vaseline

“You shet ap, lHazeldene
When did vou lose the watch "

It wasn't in my pocket when I got up this marning,”

© Bure it was there last night " asked Trovor.

¥ Oh, ves. I wound it up.”

“You're such a forgoetful little ass, vou know."
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“ Oh, really, Trovor———""

o had it all right last night," zaid Ogilvy. “T romeom-
her hﬂaring the fat ass ask Wharton the time when he was
winding it.""

“¥Yes, I remeombar, ton, now,” said Buntor. *“You seo, T
m‘*ﬂ'ainl} had it last night. I wound it and loft it on the
chain in my waistcoat pocket, and hung tho waistcoat over
tho back of a chair. The waisicont was thero all right in
the morning, but the watch wosn't.”

“Why didn't you speak about it then 7"

Wy Weﬁ. I was up laszt, you know, and you fellows were
all gone down. T did spesk te the chaps tn my own study
about it, but they wouldn't listen. And T thought at first
I might have lost it, and I looksd about for it. Put I
haven't found it"™

“ Looks as if it's been stolen,” said Bulstrode, who scemed
rather pleased than otherwise by the idea that there might
be a thief in his Form.

Y Rot ! exclaimed Harry Wharton, ¥ who had not joined
in tha talk so far.  * Who would steal Dunter's watch?
You all know what it was worth

“1 say, you fellows, it was worth twenty cuineas”

“Then you offered e a big bargain when you offored
to soll it to me the other day for six bob,” chucklid Russsll.

“Oh, vyou see—"

1t was worth about three shillings, T should say,* said
Harry Wharton, “ I never looked at it closely, bot without
that Irmuld soe that i wasn't silver, il T know it never
kept time. It was a rotten old crock that hadn'b cost ten-
-‘H-Tld-:illx when it was now, and that was years and years
ago.

“Oh, really, Wharlon "

" Nobody 1n his senses would steal Bunlter's watch, Tf
there were a fellow here who was mean ead enough fo steal
a watch, he would have sense mmugh to steal my watch, or
Inil;T"ﬂ watch, I supposer He eould get al them just as
easily, and Ionky's watch 15 worth a smeall fortane.”

"By Jove,” saud Rassell, I agree with Wharlon.
Mobody but an idiot would take Buunter's rotten old ticker
when he could just as casily get hold of Inky's gorgecus
maching."

“The ressonablencss of that statement is terrvific. My
own estecmod watch is valued at Gifiy honourable pounds,
and would be a more nobby price than the ea:tﬂmnm.[ rotten
tickor of our Bunterfol ehun.”

“ I say, vou fellows—""

“Oh, ring off I"" auid Nugent. * It's ae plain as anything
that vow've lost your watch, and vou're muking trouble
for nothing. Why can't vou shut up?™

“I don't krow,” said 1llulstrode obstinaiely. * Derhaps
the thief means to have the othor watchos another titne,
and ho mav have taken DBunter’s first, just to sce how tha
wind blows"

‘B0 a5 to give us warmng, and mako ua put the more
valuable ones in a safe placa—eh ¥ said Harry Wharton
savcastically.

Bulatrode was silent. Indeed, there seomed little to bo
gaid for hia theary.  But the juniors continued the discussion
for soino time, till one by one thoy dropped off to sleep,

Harry Wharton was one of the lest to slecp,

The whole unpleasant incident worried himm, and ha
inderstoond the feelings of the Lawcashire lnd when Bul-
stronle strove to furn saspicion upon hio.

Ile feli, irritably, that it was all Billy Bunfer's nonsense,
ond that the watch had nor been stolen at all.

Btill thinking of the matter, Harry Wharton dropped olf
to gleep at last; but his sleep was not so placid as usuaal,
The mafter was sbill running tn his mind, and he wasz
dreaming of Bunter's wabch, when he suddenly swoke,

If secmed to him that cthere was a solnd in the dormitory,
}’!rmtTcrmeunn moving? e lay gquite quiet, and listencd
intently,

The night was starless, and the long, lefty dormitory was
bBlack as pitch. The junior could not see his hand before
hiz facae.

I1iz ears thrabbed with tho sffort of listoning.

Yes, the sound was plain.

Someonce was gotting into bed,  Ho eould hoar the unmis.
takable [aint croakios of the matfross and the bedstead,
and the swishing of the clothes as thery were drawn up
round 0 recurnboni form.

He sat up in bhed.

“Whe's that '™ he enlled oul.

His voicn ochood straneely through tho darkness and
gilenen of the dovmitory. DBut save for the faiot echo thore
was no roply.

“Whao's that moving ¥

atill silenea,

Wharfon wos puzated and uneasy. Tlad his hnagination
plaved him false? There was no sound now, only dead,
dead ailenee surrounded hiim, ;

A Splendid Tale of Harry Whap
& Co. By FRANK Hlﬂﬁmﬂﬂm
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After a minute of tense listening, the junior lay down
to sleep agzain,

e slopt soon, and did not waken again until morning.

Hriz dreatns were of what had heppened, and in a0 dis-
l"'.'l.]l'."'l.'ﬂ‘ll '..'I-!-':i{_}rJ. h':! AT I\I:lf]; LIIIIIE,':}" L'-Tﬂ{.‘.‘li]r.l:lg Uut ﬂi th'a
dorsnitory laden with gold watches, and DBanter and Bul-
stroge rushing alter him, 1t was a strangely vivid dream,
and from the wmidst of 1t the sleeper was startled by the
f-hl:::.; of the risiuﬁ-hu".

He started and awole.

“ Hlallo, hallo, hallo!" ¢ame drowsily from Bob Cherry's
bed. * That blessed bell gets earlier every morning, I think,
Guosling does -ik on purpose.’” ;

“Time to get up,' suid Wharfon cheerfully, stepping
cut of bed. ** Now, then, you slackers ™

“T =av. vou fellows—""

“Up with you, Porpoige.” :

“ [ say, you fellows, I'm not feeling very well this morn-
g, 1Mo you think Mr. (guelﬂh would Jet me have breakfast
m bed— Ow! Wow!' )

Bunter broke off as Bob Cherry drapged off his bed-
clothes, and yanked him off the bed. .

“*That's better than having  your breakfast in bed,"
grinned Bob, * Stick vour faee into the cold water, and
you'll be as lively as a cricket.” . :

“(h, really, Cherry! T've got a very curious tired feel-
ing—"" .

“TI'll give you a thumped feeling if you get near that
H again—-""  Hob Cherry broke off. * Hallo, hsllo,

allo I

“What's the matter?'’ asked Tom Brown. y

Bokb Cherry was holding his pillow in his hands, which
he Liad just lifted from its place. Without !.:E}Ilj’!pg, ha
groped under the bolster, and then he felt in his waistcoat-
pocket. Then be whistled,

“What's the trouble!” asked Nugent.

Bob looked round with a eurious oxpression.

“ 1 suppose thiz i3 a lark,” he said

“What's a lark ¥

“ Lomebody’s hidden my wateh.”

* Your watch "

“Yes; it's gone, anyway."”

There was o yell from Nugent,

YRo is mine gote

Harry Wharton's brow grew dark and troubled. He re-
pmwmibered the sounds he had heard in the night. Was it
wesible to deubt lopger thoat there was a thief in the

mave f

—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,
Under a Cloud.
B LLSTRODE uttered a fieteo exclamation.

“ Look here!™

“What's the matter 77

“ Look " Bulstrode was holding up his trovsers,
with a pocket turned inside out. ** Look! There was o lot
of tin 1 this pocket—ten shillings at least, when 1 left
the irucks on the chair last night.”

“ Do vou mean to say il's been stolen '

Do you think it's walked away?" snecred Bulstrode,
" What do yvou say now about there not being a thicf in
the Remeove? What does that chap Linley say? Can’t
you speak, Linley? My hat! Where is he ¥ _

Many glances had turned towards Mark Linley's bed.

It was unoceapiod !

Therr was nothing reaily remarkablo in that, because the
Lancashire lad was an habitually carly riser, and it was
not anusual for hine to get up before any of his Form-
frllows were owake, and go out for an eerly swin in the
El'.'i.!'li-

Pul on this morning his absence, though not unusuasl,
seoined to nequire a strange and sinister signiheance,

Harry Wharton, th-r_:ugh never for a mmm}rit. n."ﬂwlng him-
seli to doubt the honour of the Lancashire lad, heartily
wished that he hiad not gone out earvly that morning.

Bulstrode grinned spitefully.

“Ho he's not there”

Y ile's gone ! sakd Snecap.
while we wore all asleep ™

Wharton turnied on him fiercely.

“Why do vou say sneaked?  Wen know perfectly well
that Linley often goes out early—at least twice a week.”

Snoop shrank back from the angry leok and tone; but
Ralatrode was made of sterner stuff. ]

“That's all very well,” ho exclaimed. “but it looks
pretiy black aeainst Linley now. If a fellow went through
our pockets, he would mip out of the house as soon as the
doors were open. of course, to hide the plunder where it
conalelin’t be found,
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“ Heo must have sneaked out

h'“ Linley hasn’t taken anything that doesn™ belong to
trm."'

“How do you know?"™

“ There isu't o tittle of #videncd. Hdé isn't that eorf,
either. There are féllows in the Remove I'd rather suspecst
than Linley."

“Me, I suppose? eneered Buletrode.

“No,” said Wharton gquietly; “not you,
unless you did it for, the sake of ruinin
like:l. But I don't think even you woul
But there are follows——"

“Name! Name!l”

“1 don't choose to name anybody without any evidence."

“You see, we can’t all proceed on your lines, Bulstrode,
said Bob Cherry. *“lt's easy enough ta accuse a fellow
you dislike, but not so easy to bring proof.”’

“Look here, this affair has got to be cleared uwp., F
sappose even YWharton will admit thet®"

“ Yes, cobtainly,” said Wharton, at once. _

““We can’t do it by sitting down and folding cnr handa:
The thing's got to be investigated. If you know of anybody
who's likely to steal, say so. If you don't, don't maﬂu ins
sinuations you dare not back up.”

Hartry Wharton Buihed crimson. ]

“That's it,”" said Stott. *“If you daren't mention e
name—"'

“It's nothing of the kind."

* Mame—nanie, then ! eclaimed Snoon.,

“Vary well, as you want it,"" said Wharton.
that crossed my mind waas yours, Snoop!"”

Snoop turned whito.

Some of the Remaovitee chockled. Snoop had asked for
L'I]n name, and he had got it, but it did not seem to gratify

im.

“ You—vou—you accuse mé of stealing !’ gaeped Snoop.

" Na, T don't!™

" But you said—="" ) .

“1 said your mame crogsed my mind, ae a chap mors
likely to steal then Mark Linley. You asked ‘'md for tha
name, and I've given it. We il know how you once gef
Mark Linloy sent tqo Coventry by lying about him. A
chap who would tell liem isn't very far from a thisf.”

“1--1 didn't take the things! I—I swear——"

“That's all, right, Snoopey,” said Bulstrode ‘'*Wa
dnn]’g ":Euspﬁct Fou. We know you haven't the pluck to be
a thief”

“ Look here, Buletrode—"!

“Tt's Mark Linley—"

“Hald on, Bulstrode !’ muttéred Btott, as be saw the
Lancashire Lad, with a damp towel over his arm, re-entep
the dormitory.

Iut Bulstrode was not inclined to retract.

“Tt's Mark Linley ! he repeated, in & louder voice, which
could not fail to reach the ears of the lad from Lancashire.
Linley looked towards him.

“ What's that about me ! he asked.

“1 dare say vou know well enough ! said Bulstrode ine
solently. * We've missed the things ™

“What things?"

“ The things that were taken last night "

“What do you mean? ‘Were any  hinge taken Iack
night 1'* asked Linley, looking towards Harry Wharton, and
turning his back on Bulstrode.

Harry Wharton neodded.

Bulstrode—
& fellow vou dis«
go 8¢ far as that.

“The nama

“Yes,” he said reluctantly; ** Bob Cherry and Nugent's
watches, and some money f[rom Bulstrode's trousers
pocket."

Mark Linley changed colour. A glint came into his eyes
as he walked over to the bully of the Remove.

“ And that was what vou were zayviog ¥ he asked. * You
were saying that [ was the thief”

‘Mot exactly that.” =aid Bulstrode, a Little ashamed of
himzelf as he met the clear, steady eyes of the Lancarhirs
ladd. “But I eay that it looks jolly suspicious. Where
have you been this morning 7

“YWhat right have you to question me?"

Bulatrode shrugped his shoulders.

Yi)h, if you don’'t want to answer L

Y Better answer, Linley,” said Harry. Y We are poing
ta look inta the matler, and we waont all the facts. No
decent fellow here believes that yon touched the things™

“Thank von, Wharton! I'll answer you—not that cad !
I've been down to the Sark to bathe before breakfast, as
vou know I ofien do.”

“It's jolly unlucky for you, that's all I" said Bulstrode.

“Why =0i"

“ Becnuse the thief was pretty cerlain to get out of the
house first thing to hide the loot, that's all.”

* Look here,” gaid Stotf, " nobody’s been out of the dorm.
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“ Help ! " roared Carberry. Sizzz.z-z! A siream évsudn-ﬁrutcr shot into the prefect’s open mouth, and he
gasped and splutlered frantically.

éxcept Linley. If he didn’t take the stuff, it ought to be
about here yet.” — )

“ Nothing of the sort,” said Wharton. ““There's nothing
in that. The thief would take it out of the dorm. a= soon
ms he stole it. It standa to reason he wolldn't keep it in
kere to be searched for and found. 1t's hidden somewhere
in the house, [ should say.”

*“Yes, rather!” : _

“The ratharfulness 18 terrific.”

Mark Linley met the glances that were cast upon him
with o calin and quiet sclf-possession that had nothing of
bravado m it. ; .

“T am sorry you fellows should fix on me like this,"” he
said. "1 ean say nothing but thot I don’t know anything
about the theft; and I think ryou might wait for a little
evidence before convicting enybody.”

‘1 eay, you fellows —""

““ (bh, don’t bother now, Bally !™

"h{}h, really, Cherry! I've pot a valuable supgestion to
make,”’

* Buck up, then."”

“¥Youn see, 1 hardly think that Linley has stalen the
things--perhaps he only took them sway for a lark. Sup-
pose we let hin off if ho brings ‘em back apain.’”

 Bhut up, vou younp ags!’ said Harry charply.

THE MaioNeET. —MNo. BB,

*Oh; really, Wharton! 1 think it's a jolly good idea.
Look here, Linley, if you give me my watch back, I'll agrea
to say nothing about the matter.” 3

“But I haven’t taken it, Billy,” #aid Linley, hardly able
to aveid joining in the generul pgrin that went round,
gorious ae the mutter was,

“ (h, really, Linleye— s

“You shut up, Billy I" said Dol Cherry, giving the fat
junior & shove that made him sit down gosping on his
bed. * You taik too much!”

“Ogg-oh, really, Cherry —-

“Bhut up! Let's get down, vou chaps; we shall have a
prefect coming up soon with a cane.” : 5

“g8rill, there’s something in Bunter's sugwestion,” said
Bulstrode. * Linley would do bsiter to give the ifhings
back if he's got them, and let the matter Le hushed up.
Heo could leave Greviriars quietly, withoat a seandal. It's
not a proper place for a fellow of his clazs, anyway.

Linlev's eyes blazed for & mowment,

“ Look here, onee and for all, [ have told you that T know
nathing about the things,"” he said. “1s insalttag o
male it necessary for me to say so. DBut I've said so--and
that's encugh. The next fellow who gpeaks to e in that
tone will get the weight of my fist.”"

“ You wan't lick us all, I suppose i said Bulstrode.

LE
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sarcastically. **Blessed if the warkhouse rotter isn't setting
himself up to be the boss of the dorm. !

Linley stepped quickly towards Bulstrode, and his eyes
wera blazing.

* That's enough I’ he said. *“*Not a word mors, or—-"

“Pah! I shall gponk as I like, you ead——"

The Romove bully got no further,

Mark’s right lashed out, and Bulstrode™s hasty guard was

dashed pstde, and knuckles that seemed made of iron came
crashing into his face,

Back he went, reeling and staggering, to fall headlong to
the floor just as Carberey the pretect entored the dormitory.
The prefect stumbled over him, and nearly fell—and the

next moment kicked him savagely. Then he glared angrily
at the juniors.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Carberry Invesiigates.

ARBERRY was in & bad temper—probably due, a2
much as anything elses, to sitting up late in bis stud
over-might, and drinking whisky-and-water an
smoking cheap cigarettes with his cronies. His eyes

were red and tired, and he had a headuche, and his temper
euffered accordingly. Ilaving kicked Bulstrode zo vigor-
cusly that the burly Removite sguiriaed out of his way with
the activity of an ecl, Carberry seemed inclined to carry the
game punishment througn the Remove. He kicked Snoop,
and cuffed Stott, and the rest crowded out of his way.

*What's this rowing about?’* he snarled savegely. * You
were fighting when I camme in—yon, Bulstrode, and Linley !'”

* Yes,"” growled Bulstrode.

“ Hold out your hand, Linley !

Mark Linley hesitated.

Carberry had brought up a cane with him, and his pow
a3 a prefoct induhitfh!;.- E’.-:iended to caning junimapfrhﬁ
he caught fighting,

Linley had a strong sensa of discipline, and though Car-
berry was a senior whom no one could respect, Mark's
hesitation lasted only a moment. He held out his hand and
received a savage cut.

““ Mow the other!” growled the prefect.

Mark quietly abeved, The second cat was harder than
the fiest, and it brought s faint sound of pain even from
the lips of the hardy Lancashire lad.  But Curbarry looked
dizappeinted. He had probably hoped for a refusal'to obey,
which would have been an excuse for sternor measurse, He
had a keen dislike for the Lanecashire lud-—the natural” dis-
like of a mean and small nature for a strong and brave one,
Linley had refused to fag for him onea, but it was fagging
of a kind that the prefect dared not punish him for rugmin
to’ do—nothing lesa than smuggling tobaceo into the echool.
But if Carberry could not punish him for that, he could find

prel:’a!:fﬂ by looking out for them, and that he never failed
to do.

“ Now, what waa this fighling about?'" he growlad.

Muark wos silant.

“ Will you answer ms, Linley?"”

“1 have nothing to sxy.”

Snoop giggled. The prefect turned to him guickly.

“What are you smiggering about, Sunoop?"”

“ N-n-n-nothing, {‘arberry.”

“ Tell me what this rowing was about!” roared Carberry,
scenting the fact that the juniors ware I-:aeping something
from him, and determined to have it out. * Now, then,
Bnooup, you tell me—I give you one second ™

Wharton rritted his testh.

He would doarly have liked to keep the story of the thefts
g secral--it was agusinst the grain to publish the disgrace of
the Eemove to the whole school—but now that the prefect
was directly inguiring, it was useloss to think of that.

Snoop did not dare to refuse to reply.

“ B-B-Bulstrode accused Linloy of stealing, Carberry,
léhat’as all——and—and Linley knocked him over!”™ stammered
OO, -

Carberry gave o start,

G %tcaling! Has anything been stolen?™

W e—ay "

*What is it, then—sharp ?"”

“(Cherry’s walch, and Nugent's watch, and soms of DBul-
strode’s money."

“And my watch," eaid Billy Bunter. My watch was
stolen the night bofore lust, Carberry, first of all!"

Carborry’s eves gleamed with malice.

“You are quite sure these thelts have taken place®

“ (b, ves!" said several voices.

“{lome hore, Wharton!
believe "

Carberry knew perfoctly well that Harey Wharion was
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captain of the Form. Harry relactantly approached the
prefest. Carberry was acting quite within his rights now,
and it was useless to be obstinate.

“ Wharton, do jou know for certain that certain articles
have been stolen ?™

“NWo, I don’t.””

“ But the others say—"'

“I know the things have been taken. I hope it is eoma
fellow taking them for a lark. [ don’t believe there's a
thief in the Remove.”

“H'm! What you hope has nothing to do with it. The
things have been taken by a member of this Form pre-
sumably "

**Faith, and I'm not so sure of that!”" said Micky
Desmond. * Any iellow could get into the dorm. from any
of the other dorms. If might be an Upper Fourth fellow,
F’l‘Ethan wa know—or & chap ont of the Shell, or the

I FF

“Or the Sixth!" said Nugent, with polita impertinence.
# I'vo heard that there are gorne chaps in the Bixth who are
awfully hard up through spendiog their money on smcking
and betting [ )

There was & suppressad glﬁgla, and Carberry scowled
savagely. This was adrive st him, but it was hardly politie
for him to take it openly to himself He affected not to
hoar Nugent's remark.

** Let’'s sea whother it is possible for a junior of another
Form to have taken the things’ he-said. **I shall have
to make a report of this to r Form-master—perhaps to
the Hsad—so let me have afl.mil:ha focta. Where did you
leave your watch [ast night, Nugent?’”

“On the chair beside m 25

“In sight of anybody who might come slong?"

HNeo, Tlaid 8 book over 1t rough Bunter's
]1;5 '_n'nttnh being atolen. I thought I might as we
of sight.”

“H'm! Whera was your watch, Cherry?"”

“ Under my pillow.”

*Where was your monay, Bulstrode

“ In my trousers-pocket, on the chair by the bed.”

“H'm! A fellow from another Form who came here To
steal couldn’t posaibly have known that Nugent's watch was
on & chair, under a beck, that Cherry’s was under his
pillow, and--that Bulstrode’s money was in his trousers.
pocket.. The thief did not come from ontside the dormi-
mr ‘I'!'

here was dissent in some faces, but the majority of the
Remova fully agreed with Uarberry. He seemed to hove
worked it out pretty clearly. Harry Whartén had his own
secrot reasons for agreeing with the views of the profect.

“It was a fellow in the Remove undoubtedly,” aaid the
prefect. * Now, Dulstrode, what was your motive for
sccusing Linley 1'" ¢

“1 didn't ¢xactly-accuss him," said Bulstrode, somewhat
alarmed now that the case had passed into more powerful
hands. ' I only suggested that—that—-"

“ Well, what was the grouond for suggesting, then?"

“ Well, Linley never haa any money. You know be
to work in a mill, and cdéme here on a scholarship——*

“ Anything else?”’ i i . :

“He went out first thing this morning, before sny of us
were awake,”

“ Ah!" ; ;

“1 went out for a swim——"' bagan Linley.

“f am upaal.:inF to Bulstrode now,” said Carberey curtly.
‘! Hava you anything morae to sdy, Bulstrodet®”

*Only that Linley flew into a temper st the mere suggoes-
tion, gnd there's no other fellow in the Remove anvbody
would suspect for.a moment.” ! ;

*“H'in! 1 shouldn’t wonder if you were quite right,
but—-"

** You have no right to say that!” broke out Mark fercely,

Tha prefect glared at him.

“ Do you know who you're talking to, Linley ™

“Yes! I'm talking to s blackguard who's the disgrace of
the Sixth Form in tﬁia school ! cried Linley, guite careless
now of what he said. ‘' You say you wouldn't be surprised
if [ were o thief! Well, I should be surprised if you were
anything but a gambler and a blackguard!™

Carberry seemed petrified for & moment, _ i

Then he hurled hunself upon the Lancashire lad, elashing
furiously with the cane. Bat there was a shout of anger
from half a dozen juniors, and they rushed te Linley’s aid.
In & moment Carberry waos sent reeling back, ahd the cana
was wrenched from his hand.

arn about
put it ouk

le of H Wh
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- 0, you don’t ! said Harry Wharton,

Carberry staggoered back, right to the door, and

put. iz hand apon it to keep from falling. He

was almost gpooohiess with rage,  Yat he did not
venture to renew the conbest,

The name of prefect ought to have reduced the juniors to
submission—and so it would have done in the case of any

refect but ﬂ‘-urhar:g. But Carberry wae not raspected, and

e could not make himself respocted—and that made all the
" Hlb st haonliyak &

e glared furi at the juniors, but he only sgw a gron
of determined lads, {.'Im glm{ed back with fss jnﬂé. E}fﬂ% anﬁ
c!enirhed fists. —

“ You—you whelps!” muttered Carberry at las “I'1l
report this to the Head!” Y ik !
axry Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

Report away—we'll have scmaothing to report too! Tl
11:1‘@ Flﬂ"ﬁ of a chance to tell Dr. Locke what you ssid to
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Carberry bit his lip savagely.

He Lknew well emough how the Head would have con-
demuned his cruel and insolent words to the junior from
Lancashire—the words which had provoked this outbrealk.

“You whelps!” he muttered again. “ Give me that

cane !’
It fell

di

Wharton tossed it contemptuously towards him.
upon the floor, amd Csrberry had to steop and pick it up.
And then he left the dormitory, followed by laughter and

hisses.

The juniors felt pretty certain that he would not report
the matter, for Ke had, ns wsual, placed himself in tho
wrong by hie insolence and ungover temper ; but
Wharton, for one, would not have been sorry to heve the
matter throshed cut before the Head.

The juniors were late down to breakfast, and Mr. Quelel,
the master of the Remove, glanced at them severely as ther
came into the dining-reom. Mr, Quelch was looking a little
worried, as several of the juniors noted. They wondered if
the prefect had inforined the Form-master of the thefts.

“I on are late!™ Ell':!.l.l.'] ﬂ’lrﬁr}?uelch. i

“1 am sorry, siz,"” sai arton, replying as captain of
the Fartn. ' We have been delayed ihialf Enﬂrgrr:ing, E-i::u”

“Indead! Ry what?”

“ 1 thought Carberry had explained to you, sir.”

“ Carberrg? No!" Mr. Queleh loo directly at Harry,
and the junior's troubled face told him that something out
of the common had happened. * Never mind—you can
explain to me after breaklast, Wharton.*

ﬂ}:u:] tI'IIJE juﬁium iﬂi-m.

After broakfast, Mr. %;mlch sig'm;ﬂ to Wharton to follow
him into his study, and the captaio of the Ramove did so at
QRGL,

“ Now, Wharton, what is the matter? I have received no
raport fram Uarberry, but he has asked if he mey spesk to

me after breakfast.”
Wharton hesitated.

“Yes, gir. Tha faot js—1>"

“Come! Hpeak out!”

“The fact is, sir, that setme articles have been missed
from the Remove dormitory.”

L 11 “Thnttl‘#

“1 don't believe they bhave been stolen, sir. I ean't
believe there's a thief in the Remove. I think some silly
ats—ahem—some silly fellow, has done it for a lark, or some-
thin% of the sort 1"

“Tell me exactly what has happened."” emid the Form-
master tersely.

Wharton did so succinctly, and Mr. Quelch listened with
great attention.

“"This is very unplemsant, Wharton. If the person who
abstraeted thr;nrtic:i’&s iz doing it for o joke, he must be
incredibly stupid. Yet it iz too unpleasant to think that
there is a thief in the Form wnless we are driven to it,
Under the cirecumstances, I think the less that is said
sbout the matter for the present the better, and, meanwhile,
r:::‘g”buy in the Form should do his best to discover the

“Yeog, gir. That's what I was thinking.”

“It is mpa-c:iallﬁ unfortunnate that this should have
occurred Just now, Wharton,” said the Form-master, with a
shade on his brow, " because I am compelled to leave Grey-
friars for a few days. Thoe Head has kindly given me per-
musstor to hand over my duties for a few days to another
master while I see to some importent business in London,
which it would be 2 grest loss to me to neglect. [ trust to
{nu, "-"bhm't.,?n. and to your friends, to maintain order while

atn gone.

“Ce rta.ir.];la, gir [*?

Harry quite understood Mr. Queloh’s secret uneasiness,

The iemove was an unruly Form st the best of times,
and there is an old proverb that ** while the cat is away the
mﬁe will play.™
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And Harry wondered, oo, who was to be Mr. Quelel’s
substifute during his absence.

Twice before, since Wharton had beon at Grevirciars, Mr.
Quelch had had to leave his Form in other hands on ecea-
stons of illness. Onee the Form had been taken by a Girton
girl—the Head’s younger sister, Miss Locke, now second
mistrass ot Chft House School for Giels O ithe other
occasion, the Remove-master’s substituie had been a Mr.
Chesham, and of Mr. Chesham®™ reign the Remwve still
tnlked with dark brows. For Mr. Cheshaom had heen a
“faddist "' of the most pronougnced fyvpe, and iz care for
the bovs’ heulth had led him fo fake many steps which had
seriously interfered with their comfori. The Remove had
revolted at lasf, and Mr. Cheshom had left the scheol
unmourned by anyone.

Mr, Quelch secaned a liftle relieved by Harry's assuranee.
He did not disguise from himself that the Lower Fourth had
been much casier to manage since Harry Wharton houd heen
Form-captain,

“You will do your best, Wharton "

" Rely upon me, siv !

Y1 do vely upon you, Wharkton "

“May I ask whom we are to be under during your
absence, air "’

“(artainly ! The pentlorman will arrive here this aftars
noon. Yoo have made hiz acquaintance before™

Wharton's heart sank.

“ Mot=—not Mr. Chesham, sir ™ he asked.

The Form-master frowned a lHittle.

“Yes, cortainly, Mr. Chesham.”

“(h!" said Harry.

“"There was some friction last time Mr. Chesham was
here, I think,” zaid Mr. Cuelch. I hope there will be no
repetition of anything of the kind, 1 have been called away
in such haste that it is impossible to make any other
arrangement, and Mr, Chesham is at liberty now, and has
replied to me by wire that he s quite willing to relieve ma
here for a few days. 1 depend upon you to do your best to
see that Mr. Chesham s treated the same as myself in the
Form-room, Wharton,™

“1 will do my best, sir.”

“VYery good! About this unfortunate matfer of the dor-
mitery. I shall have to mention it 1o the Head; but no
steps, [ 1hink, will be taken until I roturn. Meanwhile, you
will make every endeavour to discover the truth.”

“Yery well, sir”

And Harry Wharton guitted the study. He passed Car-
berry as he went out. The prefect scowled at him as he
went into the Form-master’s study.

“ Ah, it i3 vou, Carberry ! What have you to tell me—1
presuma the same that 1 kave just heard from Wharton 7"’

“ It's about somsz thefts in the Remove dormitery, sic”

“ Wharton does not think they were thefte, but that the
matter will turn out to be some practical joke—a jape, 43
the juniors caull it." ] ]

“Wharton would say that t¢ prolect his friend, of
course,” said the prefect spitefully.

Mr. Quelch started. ]

I‘; {1 don't quite understand you, Carberry. Explain your-
self.

“ Buspicion rests upon a certain boy in the Form, sir, who
?351:'1|1r'-‘ﬂ.3"5 been protected and defesded by Harry Whar-
Ol

“ Tless my soul ! Are you alluding (o Buonter "

“ Na, sir—Lanlay !"

“ What, Mark Linley 7"

“Yes, Muny of the Form suspect him, and

“ What evidence is there?™

“ Well, sir,” said the prefeet, a little disconeeried by the
Form-master’s sharp tone, ™ Buolstrode thinks -

“ Mever mind what Bulsdtrode fhinks—or what nnj.-'l:lq&f
else thinks.  1s there any tittle of evidence connecting
Linloy with the thefiz*""

“ MNot actual evidenee ; bat-—

“Then it is rank injuztice to mention hia name in connec-
tion with the matter. There 15 a prejudice in the Remove
arainst that bad, Cuarberey, which, | am sorry {o say, IS
partly shared bfy bovs in higher Forms, who should kenow
botter. Some of the boys—derided!y the worst elnss of them
—have taken o stond against Linley beeause he is the zon of
o workman, and eame bere on a scholarship won by his own
efforts.

*I am afraid that this eet of boys is always willing to find
seimething against him. It is yoor duty, as a prefeet, to ses
thzt he 1s not treated with injusfice, and Lo make the juniors
understand that no one should be suspected il there 18
direet evidence, I liope you will carry out this duty, Car-
herry."

And with that Mr. GQuelch dismissed the prefect.

Carberry’s face was black a8z he left the study., He had
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hoped to be able to injure Marl Linley with his Form-
master, and instead of that he had only succceded in lower-
ing hia own character in Mr. Quelch®™s eyes. His feelings at
that moment were not amiable either towards the Remove-
master, or towards the lad from Lancashire.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Remove are Not Pleased.

o HAT'S the trouble "'
W Bob  Cherry asked the question as Harry
Wharton came slowly out of the House into the

sunny Closa, with his hands in hiz pockets and a
shadow on his face.

It was clear from his looks that something was amiss, and
his chums came to him ot once to inguire.

“ No good bothering over that affair in the dorm.," said
Nugent. “I've an idea that it will turn out to be soma silly
jape. Anyway, I'm not going to let it worry me !

“Bame hero " said Hoh.

" The samoefulnese ia terrific.”

"I wasn't thinking of that for
Wharton. * There's somiething else,™

“ Expound, my son.”

" Quelch is going away for o fow dayvs—2""

“QOh, dear!” said Dob Cherry. “Bring me a pail to
weep into.  DBring a trough for Wharton.,  Boo-hoo-hoo!
Our dear, kind teacher is going away ! Boo-hoo!™

“Don’t be an ass, lob,” aaid Harry, laughing, in spite of
himsell. * We conld stund Oueleh’s abssnce nﬁ right; but
I'm thinking of his substitute.”

Rob Cherry looked alarmed.

* ¥You don’t mean to say that we're to have Miss Locko
agam—we're not going to have s giddy suffragette for a
Form-mistreas—eh 1™

* Miss Loeke's all right,”” said Nugent; “but I prafer a
mere man as & Form-muator,™

“The preferfulness iz groat”

* No; it's not Misa Locke.”

“Capper, I suppose?” said Nugent. ““Ts Capper going
to takoe us and the Upper Fourth togethar? That will mean
trouble with Temple, Dabney & Co.”

“It's not Capper.”

“ Prout, the master of the Fifth, then? Is he going to
leave the Fifth, and take the Remove in hand 1"

“MNo; he jan't”

* Then who on earth 13 it? A new-comer ?"

“¥ea; a chap from outside.”

“Do we know him?"’

* Xes, rather!” groaned Wharton.

Y My hat " shouted Bob Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded lugulffy 1

““Yes; Chesham ™

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, looked on in surprise.
He was new to Greyfriars, and had not yot heard of Mr.
Chesham,

“Chesham 7*° said Nugent .bianklg.

“The esteemed, rotten Chesham ™"’

' "E"’EE_H

Wl M:!' hﬂ-'l- E”

"Great Scott!"

M Niee, isn't it?” said Harry. ““You remembar what a
ripping time we had with him when he was hers [ast—the
baautiful care he took of our health "

* ¥ The medicine,” groaned Nugent. * The pills.”

*I—I—=I won't stand it!" exclaimed Bob Cherry wildly.
2T'N—I'11 bolt!™

“The boltfulness is not possible, but the ragfulness should
be terrifie,” suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“That’s the ticket,” snid Nugent cagerly. “If he begins
h]ils old tricks, we shall have to rag him right and left, that’s
l Ili‘

Harey Wharton looked serious.

“1 don't know gbout that.”

“0Oh, come, old chap, it's the only thing to be dona!"

“ Rather "'

" The ratherfulnoss is terrifie®

“ Yes, porhaps; but Quelech has askod me to do my best
bo keep things in order while he's away."

*“1 suppose ho smells a rat—eh 2" grunted Bob.

¥ Perhapa. Anyway, ['ve told him I'll de oy best—as
paptain of the Form I couldn't do less than that.’

“1 suppose not.  Buat, look here, we're not going to take
this lying down. Ti the faddy ass begine his little games, he
will got sat upon.”

“The sitfulnesa will be——""
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Torrific,” gprinned Nugent. *Of all the rotten news, I
thinl this is aguut- the rottenest, It takes the cake.”

And thal was the general impression in the Remove whan
the news spread. Tﬁe Remove were not plessad. )

&Wr. Chesham was to arrive that afternoon, and the juniora
wera looking forward to hia arrival with decidedly hostile
fealinga.

Bulstrode proposed that a party should await him at the
gates, and hiss him as he came in. A proposal that was
promptly vetoad by Wharton, who promised to wipe up the
ground with anybody who hissed.

It was useless to commence by a declaration of war, to
say nothing of the bad form. Wharton's counsel was to
take the thing quietly st first, and hope for the best, and
not kick till they had to.

It was good advice; but the Remwove were discontented.

They remembered only tos keenly the pills and potions
tha faddy Form-master had inflicted upon them, with the
benevolent intention of improving their bodily health,
during his short reign in the Remove,

They were determined that they wouldo't stand it &
second time if they had to revolt.

Mr. Chesham was likely to find a very unruly Form
awalting him at Greyfriara.

That morning the Remove showed some of their dissatis-
fied spirit. MB, Quelch usually made his suthority re.
spectad, but this morning ke had all his work cut out ‘o
manage the Remove.

When he sent Bulstrode in to the Head to be caned for
impertinence, howaver, the Remove calmed down a litéle.

Bulstrode came back-looking rather white, and was very
quiet for the rest of the morning.

Mr. Queélch was a just master, but when unruliress was
shown he ruled with a rod of iron, and soon brought his
Form to their sonses.

But the juniors knew that Mr. Chesham was made of le:s
stern material. They montally resolved to indemnify them-
selves under the new regime.

The Remove ware dismissed at last, and they crowded out
of the Form-room with looks that boded troubls for ths
alternoon.

“ Jolly ripping stete of things," grunted Bulstrode. " A
faddy master in the Form-room, and a thief in the do:c-
mitory. Blessed if I know what the Rémove's coming to!"

““Rotten !"" said Snoop. “'They don't sesm to be taking
any steps to discovor the thisf, sither.”

*“ Do you want them to ' said Hazeldene.

Snoop turned crimscn.

“*What do you mean?"' he spluttered.

“*Jh, you can'guess what I mean!” grinned Hazeldene,
walking away.

“ The—tho cad,” muttered Bnoop. " That's as good as
M}ri:j: that' 1 took the.things. I—I—— He ought to be
-I'i'ck o

“ Tiok him, then,” said Bulstrods, with a grin.

Snoop walkad away without rapi}'ing‘. - He did not 'fesl
inclined to lick anybody; indeed, there were *' infants™ in
the Third Form who defied Srioop with immpunity.

Mark Linley went out into the Close by himself. Thera
was'a haa z{nud on the face of the lad from Lancashire.

He had had many battles to fight at Greyfriars, and hs
had fought them bravely; he kad won his wa +I:‘ltn-th.ﬁ
respect of nearly all the Form, and the friendship of sha
bast part of it.

But his enemies never seemed to fire.

More than once he had been persecuted, and had amarfed
triumphantly from the persecution: but this last blow
geaemed one that there was no escaping. .

It was true that there was no resl evidence. Hslf of
them at Ieast were of Bulstrode's opinion—that the thisf
was not one of themselvea—that he was the * outsider.”

That Mark greatly needed money they all knew ; that ho
would have cut off ]{iﬁ right hand rather than take a penn
that did not belong to him, they did not know; and Du
gtrode’s insinuations sank deep into many minds.

Beosides, someone must have taken the things.

That was the fact: to start from—the only quostion was:
Who? And the juniors in their blank doubt followed the
first suggestion that was made—and there were many circuni-
stances that seemed to lend weight to Dulstrode's suepicions.

The Lancashire lad walked under the trees, his hands
deep in his pockets, his face darkly clouded.

Oneo bofore (it had seemed to him that he must jeave
Greyfriars; that the struggle was foo unequal, and that he
could not f{e-ap it up. . )

-Then -his’ courage had risen to face the difficulties {Hat
overwhelmed him, and he had surmounted them, and coms
through with success.

A ey FRANK RICHARDS



Tn this black moment it secemed to the lad that he had
betier po. _

Ag he passed a gmur of Removites, they lowered their
voices in spesking, and he knew that they were speaking
about Him, and discussitig his probable connection with the
theftz in the dormitory.

His vare burngd as he walked ome

What could he do?

“Halle " said & voice among the elms,
that pensive brow, my son?™

Muark started and looked un.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, bad
stoppad, and were regarding him with curious looks.

“ Wherefore

& .

TAE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Temple & Co.

EMPLE, of the Upper Fourth, was & decidedly elegant
junior, niwaig'ﬁ very nicely dresged, eporting a silk hat
on ell possible occasions, and generally wearing a gold
watchchain and & fower in hig cont. He was captain

of his Form; and encouraged the Upper Fourth in the
belief that the Remove were inky-fingered youngsters who
wére to be treeted with lofty disdain. The Remove 'rulp;ud
the Jofty disdain of the Upper Fourth with equally c-fig
scorn, and gave them a few lmkn:gs on the football an
cricket fields to show them that they were not, as they
appeared to imagine, the salt of the earth. There were
genarally chippings and crowdings when the rival juniors
et ;m‘i sometimes fistionffs—in which the Upper Fourth
by no means had the advantage. Mark Linley himself, n
a tnssle with Dabney, had shown the saperiority of Lan-
cashire muscle, much to Dsbney's_sstonishment. As the
Upper Fourth chums stopped him, Mark was prepared for
wary but Temple waved his hand with an elegant and
pacific gesture,

“What's the trouble? he asked. * Wherefore that
frown! Is there trouble in the halls of the Remove? Has
the fiat gone forth that they shall wash their necks every
morning 1’

“ My word V" said Fry. ' What a blow to the Remove IV

“Oh, rather !’ sgid Dabnay.

“I1 hear that you have started a burglary deé)artmunt
lately,"”. went on Temple suavely. * Watches made to go,
and cash abstracted wﬁilu vou wait.™

“*“Oh, rather!”
“We shall be figuring in the ‘¥Folice News' shortly, I
suppose,’’ eaid Temple. * There is no end of the fame the
Remove will bring upon ws, The Remove is a great Form.”

“0Oh, rather!"

‘“* Are you looking for wyour thief?'’ went on Tem;:-ia.
* Are you employing s detective, or effering 2 reward ¥

“Mind your pockets!” exclaimed Fry, i mock slarm,
ra Linley impatiently. brushed by.

Mark went scarlet,

Fry enly svoke in joke, without the least intention of
really hinting: thet Merk was the thief, baut with Bul-
trode’s inmipuations fresh in his mind, it was naturel that
the Lancashire lad should see in the words more than was
meand,

He tunnhed upon the Feurth Former, and his right lashed
out like lightning.

" Oy "' gasped Fry.

He went staggering backwards, brought up against a
1réé,kqnd slid down to a sitting posture at the base of the
Trunk,

The- expression of surprise and bewilderment on his Tace
was ludicrous.

“QOw! Oh! Why, you beast! Vow!”

There was a trickle of red from his nose, and hie fingers
werce reddened as he felt the injury.

Temple and Dabney glared at Linley for a moment, and
then they went for him. The Loncashire lad met thein with
fashing eyes

“One at a time "' he exclaimed. * Fair play !

“{th, this sn't a fight " sald Templo, *It's a licking!
We're going to frog's-march you—ow 1™

Biff !

Mark's left caught him under the chin, and he went down
like & log. The next moment Dabney fel]l across him,

Mark Linley glanced st them, and walked away.

The three heroes of the Upper Fourth sat up dazedly.
The Lancashire lad had struck hord—harder then he knew—
gnd they were hurt.

“M-m-m-my hat !’ gasped Temple.

“Oh, r-r-r-rather "'

“The savage beast!” gasped Fry,
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What's made him

thought he was a good-tempered chap!
cut up rusty like that?"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Bulstrode, coming up with a crowd
of Hemovites, who had witneszed the affray from aler.
“Are you hurt?

“ Mind your own business.”

“ Give ‘em first aid,” chuckled Skinner.
What & fall in TVpper Fourths!
a beggar to hit.”

* The hitfulness is terrific.”

Temple stagperad to his feet.

“1'H skin him ™ he said. " I'll mop the ground up with
him! I'll konock him into the middle of the twenty-first
century 1"

" What was the row about ™

“Why, we were only chippmg the beast about your
Iatest,” said Temple.

T hatrl
That Lancashire chap ia

“Ha, ha! That touched him on the raw,” said Buld
?E’wft?; “You see, there's not much doubt that Linley's the

ief.

“(h, I see!™

“He cuts up rusty if the thing's mentioned," said Duk
strode.

Temple looked et the bruises still visible on the face of
the Remave bully.

“Yes, you look as if somebody had out up rusty with
vou,”" he remarked.

Bulstrode scowled.

“ T’ going to make him sit up for that, soon !" he said.

The Upper Fourth chums looked round for Mark Linley,
but he was gone. They did not feel inclined to hunt for bim
just then. %‘}ut they were not inclined to take their punish-
ment “lying down." Temple, as he bathed his eye, and
Fry and Dabney, as they bathed their noges, murmured
Yongenndea,

Mark Linley did not give much thought to the encounter.
He was feeling a little repentant as he wolked away. He
had always been of an equable disposition, and had always
kept himself well in hand. It was a surprise to himeelf
ta discover the fierceness of temper that lay latent in his
nature,

He had teken many affronts and endured many injuried
with quiet fortitude, never taking offence when he vould ,
uvold doing so.

But to be called a thief was more than Besh and blood
rould stand. At the mere thought of 1t, his blocd boiled in
his veins—and the calm, quiet, studious lad became savage,
aggressive, almost ungoverned. It was not likely to fare
well with those who thought from Mark's habitual gquietnesa
that he could be taunted with impunity.

“I was a {ool to come here,” he muitered resilessly, as,
far from the hum of the crowded Close, he leandd on the
railings behind the chapel. Hé wanted to be alone, to
think. "I was & fool—a fool! I shall never get & fﬂﬁting
here—yet—— What would ¥he folks say if I went back
They would guess all that I've had to go throogh !

His face hardened.

Why should he go?

He had won his schalarship fairly, by hard work, while
othera were idling.  After his day’s work at the factory, the
lad had spent the evenings in mental labour; he had sacri-
fived his leisure, his boyish pleasures, had come near saeri-
I‘u::ir:lg-ri’l his lLealth, 0 win the soholarship te Greyfriavs. It
wus his now—why should he give it up?

" Mever! I'll fight it out 1™

He spole the words aloud, his eyes glinting.

** The scholarship’s mine—1 won it fairly ! Why should I
allow myself to be driven away "

He gritted his teeth.

* Never I"

And the lock of grim determination on the Lancashire
iad’'s face showed that he meant every word he said.

“Never! I'll face the music, and fight it out. Let them
do their worst "

And that was Mark Linley's resolve—the resolve he held
1o throurh thick and thin, through good and ill-fortune.

MNewvar !

TOE END.

(Arnotker Dbonmg, eomplele fale of Hoerery Wharlon and Oo. sexf
Toeedoy, endétled: " Staunch Chune™ by Frask MEcharnds, Fleass
erder ywewr copy of V' The Mognet Librgrg®™ in advance,  Price One
Helfuenny.)
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Bonald Chenys is forced to leave Sandhurst through the
treachery of hisstep-brother, Inn, and enlists in the YWessex
Regiment wnder the nome of Chester. Unfortunately for
Ronald, Ion joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by Scryeont Bagor and Private Foxey Willinms, does hiy
best to further disgrace Kooald. The unscrupulous Bagoe,
bowever, gets eauyht in his own toils, and is publicly
degraded 1o the ranks. During a ficld-doy, a raw young
private namned Augustus Smythe determines to disguise
bimicll in ecivilian clothes and geln information of the
encmy's plans. To this end he gains entrance to a wayside
cottage and dons a skivt and bloase, Wearing a honnet and
Carcying o basket of eggs, Gussle follows the enemy's
General about in his efforts to gican information. The scout,
boweyer, isarrested for desertion, and ismade a prisoner, At
the barrack gatesthe escort partyis stopped by Lieut. Chenys,

(Now go on with the story.)

Giussie’'s Explanattom,

Instead of stoutly denying the charge of aftompted
desertion made Ly Licutenant Chenys at the first instant,
Guassie sfood silont, his mouth wide open.

He ways thinking about that niysterious * chob ™ for which
thoe young subsltern was paying bandsomely, and tho
arrengomonts for which he had just everheard in the loft of
the Bunch of Grapes.

Had Gussic been anywhers but in cclls on the night of
Ronuld's wrestling bout at the Paragon, he would bave
kuown all about Pushoffski, the Polish Bear.

As it was, the only news of that night™s doings that reached
him through the grating of his ceil concerned the rioting
with the Fermanagha

Sou Gussie, m his bewilderment, forgot hiz own defence;
and it was only when lan Chenys had gone and the Redeap
sergeant was unlocking the handeofls on his wrists that ho
remcithered aguin tho charge langing over him,

“ Look here, sergeant,” he burst out suddenly to Kedge,
“1 want to know bow you mako ont that I'm a desertor.”

“Wait till morning, wy lad. You'll bear all about it
then," answered Sergeant adg;s*- casitally ; and then, turning
to two of the punrd, he satd 0 © Take his boots off.”

The fwo o pruul.[.tﬂj.' pushed Guasie backwards on to a
fornd, and, catehing a ley apicce and holding it high in the
air, so that he could not kick if he wished, they slit the
laccs and pulled off his muddy ' ammunitions.”

“ Turn out his pockets I was the newt order.

Thiz diel not taks long, seeing that the prisonor had on
only trowsars aned shirt.

" Now then, Smythe, pop instde " said Hergeant Kedge,
nngling his bunch of keys, and pointing to sn open euil

AR

“Can't I explain first?
It's all a mistake.
minutoes,”

“ Better keep your explanation till the morning, my lad,"
mevizod Kedgo, not unkindly. ¥ You're & prisoner now, and
no words of yours can help you to-night. If you like to
spin your varn through the grating. I won't stop vou; only
you've got ta got the other side of that door frest,”

The heavy gate clanged behind poor Gussie, and his face
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appearcd peering plaintively throuzh the square obsorvs-
tron-gric.

“ 1t was ke this," he began, in tones so utberly mournful
that the guard burst into a roar of laughter,

They roared still louder as Gussie unfolded his strango
axperionces a3 a scout in female guise. It was all so
rishcwlous that even the sergeant of Redeaps, who had
stopped behind for the fun, bad to admit that it bore the
mqﬁma& of truth.

'he only thing Gussie did not divalge was the conversa-
tigpn he had overhoard in the stuble-loft.  He expluined,
hqul;aver, where bhe had left the clothes, and fnished up
with :

“It's tewo as I'm standing hers, sergeant, and vou'll find
the old girl's kit where I left it—on the landing at the
top of the stair. in the right-hand corner.™

“Why, that's the loft that foreign chap has turned into
& School of Physical Culture, as he calls it !” exclaimed the
Roedeap to Kodge.

“ Your friend Pushoffaki, Chester,” said Kedge to Roland.
“T'll have to send vou over lor the gear in t INUTNING,
and be'll probably want to have ancther go at you to wipm
out his defeat at the Paragon. I hear he'a pot it in f[or
you the first chance ha gels”

“Well, I'm quite game,"” lasghed Ronald. YT don't
suppose for an instant I should have tha luck I had the firss
time, bub I'm not afraud of the swaggering bully.”'

Gruzsig, behind his grating, had opened his mouth wide
again at this. He was wondering if the “ chob "-eould have
anything to do with the new lance-corporal.

If 30, ho certainly ought to be told. Gussie rememberad
that aiv:f—w.niﬂg thud on the [.tl.'l.r:l-:a, and shuddered.

“It wounld be better, perhaps,” sugeested the Redean,
“if [ dropped over now and claiined the bundle. It'll be
wantoed in evidenco, in any case. I'll seod one of my mon
back with t.”

In less than five minutes the sergeant of military police
was back again,

“Well, that's one lie nailed, for a starter,” he said,
scowling at Gussie, who had again pushed his nose through
the grating.

“ Wh-why, ain't it thera ¥ gasped Guasie,

" No. nor nover was, you young liar I'" roared the Redeap.
“T'Il teach you to send mo off o make a fool of myself to a
beastly furriner !

“ Wh-what do you mean ' said Gussio faintly.

“I went up the stairs to the wnlace this man deseribed,
and the landing was ompty,” continued the Redeap, ignoring
Gussie, and addressing Sergeant Kedge. * While waa
hunting about, the 'ulking great bruto came out and wanted
to know what the blue, pink, and blankettv-dash T was
doing on his premises. Heo seemed as mad os 2 hatter, and
threatoned to chuck me into the road through the reof. I
told him to start and try it on, of course; but, though
e let off a lot more German lingo, he kept his hands down.
Then I explained what I had come about, and asked him if
ha had seen a bundle of woman's clothes on the landing.

“He turned all colours of the rainbow, and swore he
hadn't,” said the Redcap, suddenly wheeling round on Gussie
aEain.

“The unmitigated liar ! velped Guasie, in dismay.

* Who—me " roared the HE‘I'}II::H,L

" He's found

“ No, me—I mean, him ! moancd Gussio.
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them first, and stuck to them. He's afraid to own up,
because he thinks he's discovered. Oh, yes, I know all about
him! The scoundrol—-the great slab! 1f only you knew
what I know, vou'd know, too !™

All of this K sterical cutburst, of course, was quite un-
intelligible to Honald and the rest. They waited for Gussio
to explain himself, but they waited in vain. He had retired
te his plank bed, wnd there abandoned himself to grief,

Meither Kedge nor Ronald knew now what to make of it
all. The Redecap sergeant, hawever, gave it as his opinion
that Gussie was the biggest liar unhung, and left in a
smouldering fury at havieg “ bought the pup,” as he ex-
pressed 1t .

His condemnation, however, did not convinoe the rest.
Gussie’s slory was too circumstantial in its detail to be
utterly false, and the exploit was just one of those hare-
brained things he might be expected to plan and earry out,

1 say, sergeant®—it was Gussie's voice, and his noso
was onee more inserted between the bars of the cell grating
—'" T suppose this'll be another court-martial job, If I was
to subpeene the colonel of the South Kents to come and give
evidence for the defence, what do you think would happen 77

Tha only answer was a roar of laughter. The idea of
Gussie calling the commander of the Bed fores, whom he
had spent a long hour chasing vp and down the battlefield,
badgering him to buy his “ noo-laid eggs,” was too funny.

“ Happen ¥ echoed Kedge, choking with mirth, “I don't
know, but you might €ry it. You'd better subpeena that
subalfern you swiped with the umbrella, and the colour-

sergeant who got the omelette as well while you're about
it. ':’i:hﬂj':'d be only too glad to put in a word for you, I'm
sure.

Gussie groaned.

“T tell you what, Bmythe. Take tip, and ask to sce
Lieutenant Fairly in the morning before office-hour,’ said
Ronald. " He'l do his best for you, T know.”

“Yes, that's about the safest thing you can do,” spid
Bergeant Kedge; and Augustus the woebegone swallowed
this small crumb of comfort and some supper besides, which
Ronald got for him, and went to sloep, worn out with the
fatiguer and execitoment of the day.

Late that night Pushoffsk: sent over (ussie’s disguise,
mt{:!mnmg that he had just found the bundle stuffed away
behind some lumber,

While the prisoners were paraded outside the guard-room
next morning, waiting for a preliminary examination by
their commany officers, Gussie Enmd to get Bonald on one
amide and tall him what he had overheard, while crouching
behind Pushofiski's door, but no opportunity offored itself.

That there was any kinship between Lieutenant Chenya
and Chester, he was, of course, unaware:; in fact, he had
only the hazicst resson in his own mind for associating
Ronald at all with the * chob.™

He felt ha ought to talke someone into his confidance,
however: and wheo better or safer than this level-headed
lance-corporel t

For the present he determined to keep his own counsel.
It was Licutenant Bob who sauntered up that morning to
see what prisoners there were of B Company.

Captain Carthew was away on a short leave.

(tassie spun his yarn with the same engaging simplicity
that had nroved so convineing to his hearcrs the night
before, and Licutenant Bob had to struggle hard to keep
the etraight face necessary for so solemn an occason.

When it was finished he said never a word, but turned
on hif heel and made for the mess, leaving the prisoner
bewildersd and despondent.

The story of Gussic pursuing the commandant of the rival
force with his egegs, and gethering information of his
defences all the while, was too rich ta be kept & minute
longer than could be helped.

Then from the mess-room windows came yells of laughter
distinetly audible at the guard-room door.

At office-hour the orderly-reoom was packed, every officer
wha could find an excuse for being present having sgucezced
in to hear the narrative from CGussic's own lips.

. The atmoszphere of the place was charged with suppressed
niirth as & Leyden jar with electricity. It only wanted one
upward curve of Colonel Conger’s grim mouth o create an
explosion,

The oolonel chewed up an entire penholdar in endeaveur-
mg to keep a straight upper-lip; thea his face relaxed for
an instgnt, and all was lost—or, rather, so far as Gussio
wag concerncd, tho day was wan.

Three times the colonel threatened to have the room
cleared on the apot. Then he clappcd the prisoner’s cscark
under arrest, becauss they couldn’t or wouldn't stgnd up
straight, and ordercd & new file of the guard to take over
their duty.

It was all in vain, The epidemic of laughter hod gone
too far, and the only way fo stamp it cut was te order
the case to be put-back for a later hennqg.

During the interval Lieutenant Bob, like the good soul
ha was, telephoned up a pal in the South Kents, and also
Lthe police-station at Woelchester.
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The first confirmed the story of the importunate old dame
with tha s, and the second inbimated that there was
now a warrent out for the same party, and that through
certain clues 1n their posscssion they were expecting every
mingt-ﬁ to hear of her arrest in a town twenty-five nules
AWAY.

That eapped it, and Celonel Conger, after trying to make
Grussie tl:mll-: that he was going to semd him to penal servie
tude for life, let himn off with " stappages ' wherewith to
replace the old dame’s garments he }lmd borrowed,

[ PR

Ian Pays a Vislt—Foxey on the Scens.

Remembering his resolve to keep hiz own counsel until
he had consulted Ronald, Gussic toock particular care in
telling his story to avoid all suggestion that the stable-lofb
was not deserted when he rid himself of his disguise.

Even so, Ian’s face wes a study of terror and dismay.
Ho was standing in thé furthest corner of the room, whera
no one would be likely to notice him: but Gussie, try as
ha would, could not help stealing a furtive glance in hia
direction when he came to this portion of his narrative.

Tan, however, was fully alive to all the possibilities of

betrayal. S0 was Puoshoffski,

He must see the man at once, and decide how far thia
fool, Private Smythe, had upset their plang by his blundoer-
ing. Bo long as there was the least possibility of his having
aoverheard their conversation, the wrestler must hold his
hand.

Vet to Tan the prospect of delay in ridding himself of
hiz enemy was almost as terrible as the risk of striking at
L

S0 long as all the world, save three, regarded his step-
brother as deed, he was comparatively safe. But once the
gooret of Ronald's existenca leaked out, rain would como
crashing down uwpon him like an avalanche.

With Ronald once out of his path fnregn&c’g' and &ll,
Mordecai, the moneylender, could be seltled with in due
course.

Slaney, his former servant at Sandhurst, had no know-
ledge that his stepbreather was still alive. His only held
aver him was the paltry erime by which Ian had secured
Bonald's expulsion from Sandhurst, and made hnn an ount-
cast from home and society. Thal was a mere trifle, lan
told himseltf., If Slaney wemt too for, he would find some
means of furning the tables on the blackmailer. 3

As for Pashoffzki, he knew nothing. In all their negotias
tiona he had been so full of his own hatrod of Ronald Chester
for discrediting and ruining him at the outset of his career
a3 a wrestler, that he had never ance asked Ian what this
nran; Private Chester, was to him, and why he also was
plotting against hiz life. o .

Foxey was the ene thorn in his side which thore was no
plucking out. Foxey knew everyvthing, and that was too
much. S#ill, there would be gold onough, when he came
into the Chenys inheritance, to stop even his ugly mouth;
and if gold failed, then he would find another way to silence
him.

The ficst thing to be done was to get hold of Pushoffski,
and he must meet him in secret, o %
“You can put out a suit of mufti ready for me, Williama,
he said to hiz servant, as the “fall in" sounded for the

last hour's drill that afternocon. ] . ]

“ Ves, sir,” answered Foxcy, watehing Tan with cunning
oyes as he turned to go downstairs to parade. At the door
Inn hesitated, as if he had meant to say something further,
and then thought belter of it

“Yeos: all right, then,” he added vaguely. *I've gol to

down town to the post-office, and then on to the station.
%?I.t. I shall be back in an hour, at most.™

“Now, I wonder what he told me that for?” muesed
Foxer to himsclf, as soon as he had gone.  * Sounds like a
blinkin' alibi, that's mv idea. It ain't ps if he's boen over-
confidential just lately, ncither, curse ‘im!  There’s that
‘ulkin' prant braiser, the wrestler chap. What's he been

‘up to with him since that night he sent me down to fix up

a meeting? That's what T wanter know, and that's what
T'm just goin' to find out. There ain’t no act in this 'ere
drama that I ain't on in, and dop’t let him fnrget ik, If
he thinks he's goin' to stand me in a corner just when he
likes, and tell me to shut my eyes, 'enuse this litile bit an'
that little bit don't conceryi me, he's jolly well mistaken,

“r'Alla!  There's postic.  'Is lordship likes 'ia letters
deliv?’md at 'is guarters, an' never at the mess, I wonder
why 7

h],i?u:ey leecred ut his own roeflection in the mirror, and
waited for the post corporal to mount the stairs. .
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Two letters were handed in. One bore the * Woolchestor ™
postinark, and was addressed in o foreign serawl.

Fre’s a rum-looking fist,” mused Foxey. “Now, I
werder who this can be from? Don't think T kin pass this
a3 zll correct till 1've steamed it Arst, to kil all the nasty
little microbes,

s ';‘a!]n!”lh:} exclaimed, as he was holding the flap to the
spout of a little shaving-kettle which he had lighted. * Blow
me if the gum ain't melted off the fAap, and the letter's
shook ont on to the floor, too. Well, that is surprisin”!
And, now, what's it all about, anyway?™

Foxey read it once and whistled ; then he read it again,
and as he read, his cunuing little eyes nmarrowed into pin-
points.

After that he put the letter into his pocket, and stuck the
other one—a tradesman’s bill, by the look of it—into the
frame of the looking-glass.

A guoarter of an hour after parade was dismissed, Licu-
tenact Ian Chenys stepped briskly across the barrack squars,
acknowledged the gate sentry's salute with s slight lifting
of hiz gloved hand, and passed out, turning to the right in
the direction of Woolchester High Strect,

Ten seconds later, Private Foxey Williams, also in mufti,
swagzered past the sentry, and followed in pursuit of his
master.

At the post-office, Jan entered, and Foxey dodged into a
convenient doorway on the other side of the strect to await
his reappearance.

At the end of two minutes the voung subaltern emerged,
and, after a seomingly casual glance up and down the road,
continued his way stationwards.

Station Road iz dark and ill-lit. On one side the houses
etraggle for a hundred vards, and then give place to hedge-
rows. The other is given up to malthouses and stable
buildings, intersected here and there by narrow alleys lead-
milbm:l: to the purlieus of Woolchester.

ere lan, after a hasty glance back to sce if he were
followod—a precaution which Foxey had anticipated—dived
into a passage flanked by high walls.

Foxey gave him a few paces start, then followed on tip-
toe. Oneo Yan stopped suddenly, as if to listen for sounds
of purauit; but, by extraordinary good luck, Foxey had
already paused behind an angle of brickwork.  Then the
funtsteps echoed again, and he stole after like a shadow.

Lan was making for the back entrance to the Dunch of
Grapes., In the light of the letter in his pocket, Foxoy
knew his master's destination as soon 85 he doubled on
his tracks.

The vard was empty as Ian

aused to roconnoitre, nor, to

15 disgust, was there any light
in the windows of Pushoffski's
School of Physieal Cultare.
8till, he stole along in the
shadow of the wall until ho
gained the stair, and then
Foxey lost sight of Lim. :

The door on the landing was -l The
open, and Tan entered. TRk

“ Pushoffski ! he said, in a :
low voice: but there was no g A
&nswer.

- He felt his way forward in
the darknoss, and tried ths
truckle-bed behind the seroen,
for the Pole made tha loft his
lodeing as well, It was cmpty,
and the blankets were tossed
on the Aoor.

“Out, T supposa. Still, he
must be expeeting me to call.
I"ll wait,™ gmwleﬁ Ian te him-
self ; and, finding a stool, sat
down.

Five minutes passed, and
still there was no sign of the
wrestler. It was bitterly cold
warting there n the dark., An
oil-stove—the only means of
warming the big room—stoad
reside R, but he dared not
light it. At last, his natience
oxhausted, he got up to prowl
round, in the hope of finding
some clue to the man's whera-
abouts,

Something soft beneath his
foot made him stwmble.
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He reached out and ecaught the edge of an open trunk,
the contents of which were strewn about the floor in wild
disorder. His heart leapt as a horrible suspicion dawned
upcn him,

Had Pushofiski flown?  Fearin
betrayed, had he bolted, leaving
quences ?

Panic is infﬂctIqua. Tan’s heart turned to wax; his bones
seemed fto rattle in his skin. His one thought was to got

out of the place as soon as possible, to flee from the spot
2s the Polo had fled. :

Perhaps Pushollski knew more than he did. There might
even be & warrant out now for their arrest.

With lirabs quakin% he pawed his wav through the dark
to the stairhead. The ecreaking of a board below drove
him back in terror. Someons was coming up.  Then ha
remembered it might be Pushoffski, evertheless, ha
erouched back into tho shadow, and held his breath.

A figure stood in the doorway. The man was not half
the size of the wrestler.

“Is Lieutenant Chenys in?" inqguired a mocking voica,
“ Private Williams wishes to speak to him.”

“You--you scoundrel!” choked lan. ** What are you
doing here? You followed me.”

“ Guilty conscience—eh " laughed Foxey, coming forward
and peering about in the darkness, to find out where his
officer was hidden. “ Well, I did. What of it?"

“¥ou spying blackguard "' wasz all Ian could say, so over-
mastered was ha by wrath.

“Quite right. A hit of unvarnished, p'r’aps, but true™
said Foxey pleasantly. * Aa for the spyin’ part of it, if
you had been a bit more confidential lately, T might piriapa
have saved myscll and you all this trouble.”

“What do vou mean " demanded Xan desperately.

“ Why, if I'd known you was going to skate all reund tha
town after your forrun® friend, wot you have asked to join
the board of this ‘ere little swindls, instead of steppinz
acrost the road, the direct way from the barricks to the
Bunch of Grapes, I'd have told you that the man vou was
arter wasn't at 'ome, that's all.”

; 71 can see that myself, hang you !
an.

“ London, I expect, or Sonthampton, possibly; dein® &
bunk back to 'is dear Fatherland.”

* Bolted "' gasped Ian. " How do yvou know this?"

“Why, a letter happened to
come for you arter vou had
gone on parade, and 1 wos
just  a-fumigatin’ it over o
Lettla, when the flap came
open, and the inside ?all out,
Aas T was trying to put it back,
the writing sort of caught my
cye,  some’ow,’”  explained

-y Foxey.

eSS “You read it! You read

Library, g | my letters, then, you villaia!™
cried Tan, in & blaze.

e 1[I Y Bometimes; not always,"

AR Yall byt roplied  Foxey, quite un-

3 - abashed. " Only the interestin'
ones.  This was so intercatin'
1 tlmuﬁ;ht I'd stick to it. Tt
was all about the firm"s busi-
ness, anyway; and, as & co-
director, T—""

““ Give it to me, you hound !
said Ian, advancing out of the
darkness. He was  holding
something behind him—a light
Indian club, which his hund
had closed upon in tho dark-
nesa,

“Stoady on! Don't get ox-
gited,” retorted Foxey, uncon-
scious that his . victim had
turned at bay at last. “ The
letter's quite as safe in m
*ands as in vours. T'll read it
out to you, though, and ot
you have a copy, porhaps,
arterwards, if it's any use to
you.”

“Read, then!"
hoarsely.

that they had been
an to face the conso-

YWhere ia be ** snarled

said Tam

{Aoother lostalmeat of this
fine serlal oext Tucsday.)
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