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THE TIRST CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Is Persuasive,

“ INLEY '™
h *' 1 gay, vou fellows———""
*oLanley 1Y

I.'|]-S-u}r *

“ Linloy 1™ bawled Bob Chorry.

" Where are you, 0s3?
Tumble up, duffer! Linley! Moark Linley!™

Bolb Cherry’s tremeiclous voice rolled along the Remove
pazsage, Horry Wharton and Frank Nugent added their
voices, but the combined shouts brought no reply. Billy
Bunter blinked nt thorn peevishly through his big glasaes,

“ I say, you fellows N

* Shut up, Bunter 1™

“ But I soy——"

“ Where's that chap binley T exeloimed Bob Cherry. 1
jolly well told him we were going on the pienic thiz afternoon,
and told him to be ready.”’

* He znid he'd comse 1" asked Nugent.

Bob shook his head,

“ (M1 no; he said he woulda't.”

“ Well, then,” exclnimed Wharton, staring, * perha.pa that
nc::nanl‘.-a for hiz not turning up, you fathead, Let's bo off.”

[ 11 “tﬂ ! 15

“1 aay, you fellows———r

* Shut up, Buntor | Linloy 1
fubber ! ™

T

Marky ! Tumble up, you
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*" Look here, Bob

*“ Bosh! Linley'a coming.”

* But if he doesn’t want to come 1"

* He does.”

“ But if he aaid——*

" Never mind what he 3aid,” replied Bob Cherry obatinately,

HJ‘* voming. ['m not geing to have a chap in my etudy left
out.”

" You ass! But he's not in your study now—he's back i
his old quarters whila No. 13 is being repaired,”

" That makes no differones.”

* And while you're with us in No. 1l—"

** Makes no difference, I toll you. Linley's coming.' And
Bob Cherry bawled along the Remove passage again—" Linley t
Marck Linley !

Billy Bunter eyed the big baskets the juniors were carrying,
There was to be o picnic up the Sark that afterncon, a very
big affair, to which Marjorie and Clara were coming from Clirf
Houss, and Arthur Augustus D Arey, of St. Jim's, was brioging
his cousin, Ethel

Billy Bunter was anxious to get to the ground, and start
operations on the lunch-baskets, and this delay for Mark Linley
geermned o him mere * rot," as he would have called it.

More especially. as Mark Linley was in very bud odour in the
REomove just then,

A black shodow of suspicion hung over him—the suspicion
of dishonesty. His staunch frionds—Harry Wherton & Co.,
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and,. Torm Brown the Now Zealander, and a few more—stuck
to the Loaneashire lad through thick and thin, But the great
majority of the Lower Fourth wero against him.

Perhapa thot woa why Bob Cherry was so obstinately deter-
mined to include him in the pienic party.

If he rempined behind, it might look as if his own fiiends
were beginning to have deubtz of his honour.

Harry Wharton had not thought of that, but, 03 soon as he
underetood it, he became ag determined as Bob Cherry wag that
Mark vhould join the picnic party if it could possibly be managed.

“* Linley ! Lin—Lin—Linley 1"

* Marky 1™

&Still there was no reply,

Bob Cherry snoried.

" Here, aruble up and down the paszage, and Jook in the
studies,”” he exclaimed. " Marky's poing to this blessed picnio
¥ I hiave to take him by the scraff of his ne¢k.”

T say, you fellows— ="

* Shut up, Bunter! "

"I sha'n't shut np! We're wasting time. We've got to
mect DVAvey and the girls by the river, too, nnd——"

3 _"_i"'r'lr'?:il he in time. Anyway, we're not poing without
Aanley.

" Blessed if T can sec why you should make 30 much fuss of
a factory kid, a bounder who camne here on a scholarship,”
grunted Bunter.

Bob Cherry turned on hion suddenly,

" Whet's thet 2"

* Heeides, you jolly well know he’s a thief,” went on Buntcer.
* I wouldn’t say it before Liniew, becnuse——""

* Becausze he'd lick you. you rotten little wormn.”

' h, really. Cherry ! Certainly not., Because T wouoldn't
like to hurt has fecling,”

" You wouldn’t like him to hurt you, you mean,”

" Well, you know jolly well somebody took those things that
have been stolen in the dormdtory.”

' I shouldn’t wonder if it turns out to be a silly jope even
now,”™ snid Harry Wharton.

* 0h, really, Wharton -

* Anyway, yvou shut up! Mark Linley's not a thicf, and
if you say it apain, Bunty, T'll roll you over and—and jump
on you and barst you.”

illy Bunter retreated a step or tno.  He was about to speak
amiin, but the Famous Four did not stay to listen. They
reparated and went up and down the Remove passage, looking
fer the lLancashive lad.

ol Cherry Jooked inte No. 13, the stedy he usually shared
with Linley, but which wass now in the hands of the workmen,
owing to an accident following o Remove row. Mark was
not there, But a eall from Hurres Janset Bam Singh, the
{.{ﬂ?lhiﬂ] Mabab of Hlmniimr, called the juniors to the right
Lruck,

* 1 have discoverfully found him, my worthy chums,”

" Where is he 2 ™

*1In the estecmed box.room.”

Bob Cherry rushed into the box.-room.

There was Mark Linley, seated on a small hox, with his books
on a large trunk, and hard at werk, i

He looked up with a smile az the juniors came in,

Hia faece wns somewhnt troubled and lined, and it showed
wvery plain troeez of his late eneounter with Bulstrode, the bully
of the Hemove., DBut it wns o very prepossessing face, all the

Enﬂ«-—ﬂb& face of a strong, hearty, whelesome, hardworking
1.

" Halle, hallo, Lallo f

* Yes, here I om."'

Y Didn't you héar me calling you "

Mark Bmﬁ'&ﬂ

" Well, yes.”

" Why \'ifdn’la you answer, you image 'V

" YWell, I hed told you 1 wasn't coming. Bob, and I thought
I woulda't have any more argument.”

* That'a just where you muke your mistake, my pippin,”
il Bob Cherry, taking hold of the Lancashire lad by the
collur and jerking him of his seat, "' You're coming,"

“I'mi mot! I—=-"

* 1 ingist, my hoy."

" I'he insistinlness Is terrifie.”

* Come on, Linley,” aaid Harey Wharton, * Better come.
You'll enjoy it, too. It's going to be a ripping afternoon, for
B0 lute in the sesson.™

" But——"

" Where's your cap ! " asked Bob,

" Jeile—  Louok here, you chaps," exclaimed Mark abruptly,
* you know jolly well the Form sent me to Gnvent:;r, on
suspicion of having committed the thelts in the dorm—'

© More fools they ! said Nupgant.

“ Yea, but it won't do yvou fellows nny good to chum up with
me like this, I don’t wunt to drag you all into my troubles,”

“ Bosht ™ gaid Whurton,

E- Buf-—‘—ﬂ
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" Where's your c¢ap, Linleyt™
“ But, I was saying e
“ Never mind what you were ssying.” said Bob Cherry.
" Take hiz other arm, Nugent, and we'll give him a run down
stairs, Wharton and Inky can bring the baskets."
“ But-—but look here!™ exclaimed DBMark desperately.
How can T go to & picnie with the girls with o face like this 1™
" Well, you can't Eeip your face.

“Youass! I mean the bruises on it."”
* Oh, the;r’m nothing, It doeen’t matter,'”
" But—--""

“The girls will probably be looking at me, not ot you, and
they mayn't notics," said Bob cheerfully, * Come on.”

LR Eut TF

" Blesged # he doesn't run on like & giddy gramophone,
Here, take hiold of him, and give him a ran.”

“It's all right,” exeloimed Mark, Isughing : ' I'"l come.”

" Why eoulin’t you say that at first, and save al] this bother ¥
Comne on.™

And so Mark Linley joined the pienic party.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Mr., Chesham Hears Yolces,

HE hali-dozen Removites looked very merry ns they carried
their well-laden bags out of the schoolhouse. They wers
Lo g;- up the Bark in o boat, and pick up the purty from
Cliff House on the bank of the river, The aftornocon, for
g late in the season, was very warm and fine, and everybody
anticipated o j]ﬂ]iy afternoon-—especially Billy Bunter, whe
could not keep his eyves off the bags
“1 =say, you fellows," Bunter remarked, a3 they went out,
*it's struck me——"
* Buck, up, Billy 1"
* It's strack ine that it will be rather exh:msting work pulling
up to where wo are going to toke the girls aboeard.’
= You won't do much pulling,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Well, 1 shall steer, you know, and—and steering's exhaust-
Ing work. It isn't much cn the muscler, 1 know, but it’s & tox
on thoe brain,”

“Hurry up! "

“ All vight, I'm hurryving, But og we've
lIot of work, wouldn't it be a good idea to
under the trees here, before we start 1™

" Go nol et coke ! M

" 3, really, Cherry &

“ Come on, then, or we'll leave you behind.™

*' Thut about the sneck——"'

“*The estesined Bunter ia anxious about his worthy snackivl
ness,” muninured Hurree Jamset Iam Singh, the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur.

* If the fut beunder says the word ® snack " again, I'll aquaszh
him | "' roared Bob Cherry,

“{h, really, you know, I was reslly concerned about you
fellows,™

[T} Ehul' up -! ¥

" Yoea, bhute——

** Hallo, hallo, halle ] Here comes Chesham ! Buckup!™

The chums of the Remove quickened their e, Mr
Chesham, the new master of the Hemove, wos coming up the
steps of the house, and he would have closa to them
if they had not swerved ofl. They were anxious not to calch
Liig eye just then. For Mr, Chesham was a terror.

He was taking the place of the regular Form-master, Mr
Queleh, who was away on pressing business. He had done sg
before in the history of Greyinars, and there had been ructions,
Now there were ructions again.

Mr. Chesham’s eoncern for their health, and his wonderful
remedies for imapinary complnints on their part, drove the
juniors slmeat wild ;  and L};mrf- hiil been o peneral revolt
agningt the ** Chesham-nss,”' as they disrespectfully ealled him,

Ly meana of Billy Dunter's wventrloguism, Mr, Chesham
had been signally diecomfited, but he never knew when he was
benten,

Wharton knew by the axﬁremlnn upon the Form-master’s
face that he was guite ready for further trouble now,

Mr. Chesham proved it by signing to the Removites to stop.
They cculd not pretend not to see him when he was withio
half & dozen paces, and they came to a reluctant halt.

“ Ah!" seid Mr. Cheeham, looking them over, * Your face
is not much better, Linley.™

“ T hoped it was Letter, air"

" Perhinps gome slight improvement, dve no doubt to the uso
ol the cintment I goave you," said Mr. Chesham, " also the
Purple Powder for Bruised Bodies. You remember exactly
how I told you to rub it onm, to get it well in the pores of the
skin **

* Yea, sir,” said Mark ; I remember perfectly.”

He certainly did remember perfectly, and it wos not worth
while adding thut that was all, and that he hod not rubbed the

purple powder into his skin.
NEXT
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! You are gaing out *" said Mr. Cheaham.
“ Yos, smir,” said Wharton,
The Form.master glonced at tho baga.

*Ah! A picnic, I presume ™
“ Yoa, sir, We're going up the river [or the afternoon™
" Yory S osaid Mr, Chesham " A wvery pood way of

sprnding’ the afternoon, Wharton,"

“ I am glad you approve, sir.”

" oQite, quite!'"  aaid Mr. Chesham  hearkily,
taking & collation with you, [ 320 1"

“ Yea, gir, We shall have a feed up the river, as we should
be bacl late for tea,"”

* Wholezome food, I hope 1"

Harry Wharton groaned inwardly. The faddist was on the
seont Again.

* {h, yes, sir, eertainly ! ™

“ Tt's ripping, sir,"” said Rilly Bunter,
pattica, jelly 5

“H'm! DPerhapgs T had better see it," said Mr. Cheshan,
with a shake of the head. " I take a deep interest, as you now,
in the health of my pupils. Somo of the juniora have a habit
of cating all kinds of sweetmeats at all hours of the day., 1
think I hed bettor examine the food before you go. Tt will be
better for your health, and health is too priceless a piit to Lo
lightly thrown away.

Whaurton breathed hard through his nose.

If Mr. Chesharm insisted upon the bags being unfastoned,
und on going throwgh all the contents, it would fake 4 consider-
able time ; and meanwhils, what of the party from Cldf Houzs
waiting on the river-bank for the (reyiviars fellows ? The
thought of kesping Marjorie and her friends waiting while the
fnddiat went bheough thoe bags made Wharton very angry,

“ 1f you plense, air " he hegoan.,

“Come ! Pub down the bags™

“ 1 you please, sir, we have iriends waiting for us up the
river, and——"

Y Come, do as T tell you !'" said Mr. Chesham sharply.

Bob Cherry nudged Billy Bunter., He meant it as a hint
that it was time for the ventriloquism to ecommence; but
Bunter was not particularly sharp, and he did not anderstand.

Beyides, Bob had a heavy hawd, snd his nudge was as good
a3 anyvhody else's shove.

Bunter was taken by surprise, and he staggered agaiost
Mr. Chesham.

“Oh!'" he pasped.

“ You frabjous nsa 1" murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Cherry-——"

* Bunter. how dare you full against me 7"

** J—I-—I wua pushed, sir.”

“ Cherey, did you push Buntee ? "

“I—I—1 was only nudging him, air," aaiud the eofortunate
Bob, s red a8 fire. ** It—it was nothing, sir.”’

“Ahem ! Bunter muat he very weak to atagger like that
fromn & mere nudge,” said Mr. Chesham, looking at the fat
junior. ' Perhiaps it would be better for him to go in and lic
down instoad of going to thoe picnic.”

Billy Bunter nearly fell upon the grouad,

" O-gh, mr!™

“ You are averdat for your size, Bunter, and very fAabby
about the lace. I think this is due to over-fead ing,"

“0Oh, no, sir! It's due to under-feeding, sir. T pover get
enoupgh to eak, I'm a [zHow of a8 very delicate constitution, sir,
and I only keep mysolf going, reully, by taking o little snack
from time to time-——""

*“*Ahemt I think o

It woa thon that Billy Bunter thought of the ventriloguism
for himaell. The terribleé dunger of being kept in an the aftor-
noan of the picnic was quite enough to sharpen his wits,

“ Mr. Chesaliam |

It wos & sharp voico ealling from inside the house, and the
Form-maater swung round in blank amazement. ;

I'or the voice was the voice of Mr, Quelch, the absent maoster
of the Remeove ! Bunter, in his hurry, had not stopped to think,
widd he had imitated the veice of the man who was a hundred
miles from Greyfriars,

" Blosa my soul ! exeluimed Mr. Ghesham.
Has he returned, then ?
there, Mr, Quelzh ¥"

There was no reply, Mr. Chesham went nearer to the door
and looked in. Pur thers was no one in a:i‘ght, not even a fag.
The house was deserted on o fine half-heoliday. Mr. Cheshem
looiced vuf}r much puzzlind.  Mr. Quelch’s voice had certainly
called his name, but there was no sign of Mr. Quelch,

* Doar me,"” murmured the Form-master, * this s most
Eru:!:-risiug. most alarming ! Can it be that something is amiss
with my nerves T Is it reslly duc to the fuct that I did not
take the full number of terra-cotta tahloids '

He turned round to the juniors again.  Harry Wharton & Co.
were walking off townrds the gates, carrying the baps. Mr,
Chesham ealled quickiy after them,

“Boys! Whorton! Stop!™

" Proterndd not to hear,” murmured Billy Bunter.

But Harry stopped. and the rest followed suit, and they
Iii:t-:ﬂ-;ﬂd round. r. Cheshiam came down tho steps towards
Thini.
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* Really, hoyg——"

M, Cheaham 1 "

It wasz the voico of Dr. Leeke thiz time, from the daorway,
n.n::l {hﬁ Form-master awung round ob onese,

* Yeg, air"

* Pray come to my atady.”

“ With pleasure, air.’

Tho Form-master hastily stepped into the house.
Cherry buprst into a chuockle,

* Cut, for goodness’ sake, bofors he comes out agein,” he
mutterod.

And the juniors prampily cut.

Mr. Chesham was a little surprised to find that Dr. Lacia
wid net visible in the house, but he concluded that the Head
had gone directly to his study after aspeaking. He hurried
thither, and tapped on the door. When he looked in, the Hewml
lowked up, and their eyes met.  The Head was ot work bofuroe
liis open window, and seemed very busy, and certainly did not
appenr to have been out of his study for some time.  There was
u slightly irritated expression upon hia face as he Jooked ob
M. %hmhmrt_

_ The Form-master, thinking he had been called there, losked
inquiringly at the Heod, and the Head looked inguiringly at the
Form.master,

“Well 1" he suid interrogatively,

" Well 1™ aaid Mr. Chesham,

“ You wish to speak to me 1"

1 H!}, HII.I.'.T’

* Really, Mr. Cheshom—-—"*

" You wished to speak to me, sic?t ™

“1t Certainly not!"

“Eh! You did not wish to speak to me t ™

* Ne, I did not.”

* Then why, gir, did you call me to your study ™

* What '

" You called me to your atudy just now, sir,” anid Mr, (hesham,
a little nattled, ' T enme ot once, thinking from your tons that
1t was something important.”

The Head looked wb him attentivily,

" Are you quite well, Mr. Chesham 1™ he asked in a quis.
tone. -

* Quite well! T hope s0."

" You have told me alrendy to-day of a supposed voico you
heard in the chimney of the Remove Form-reom. Now you tell
me I called you to my atudy.”

* ¥ou certainly did, sir.”

“ Where waz T at the timo t"

* In the hall,™

* And when was it 1

“ Not two minutes ago.”

* I have not beon out of this study sinee lunch, Mr. Chesham.*

The Form-masater almost staspered.

“What!"” he ejaeulnted.

“ I hove not been cutside this room sinee lunch," repeated
the Head, with emphasia, " You see that you were mistaken."

* I—I sappose 30.”

" I ean omly conclude that you arve ill, sie, IF T did not know
your charactor 3¢ well I might suspect you of drinking.”

“Oht" pasped Mr, Cheshan.

e E:Imu]é' recommend you to see a medical man at onee.™

The Heud dropped his eyes to his desk apgain, w8 o hint that
it was time for Mr. Chesham to Jepart, r. Cheshamn accord-
ingly departed, elesing the door hehind him with o jork. He
was in s atunoed state. 1§ he imagined he heard voices, certainly
his nerves must be out of order. Was it due to hiv omission
in the cuse of the terra-cotto tobloids, or was it acmething
Imnaors Serrous ¥

Mr. Chosham went strsight to his room and swallowed a
tabloid hastily. Then he remembered the juniors ho  loul
stoppod I the Quud, and went Lo look for them, DBut ho was
tug luto. Harry Whaorton & Co. were gone.

Bab

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bulsirode 1s Sorry.

x UCK up!*
“ Righta 1™
Y The buckupinlness 3 terrifict '

At 8 mn, swinging the hoavy bapd betweon them, the
Hemovites went down towards the Sark., The river glearsod
through the trees ahead.

The boat was already swinging to a rope from the wooden
binding-stage. Wharton had taken it cut ready, But just
us the chums of the Remove arvived, [our other juniors wers
atepping into the boat,

Bulstrode, Snoop, Bkinner, wnd Stott had evidently token
a fanry to Wharton's craft, and they were poing to calmly tuko
posseasion of 16 without going through the fermality of ashing
Pormisaion. .

By FRANK RICHARDS.
NEXT WEEK.
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Harry Wharton stopped, with an exclamation, as he saw the
four entering the bont.  The coolress of it took his breath away,

* Hallo, helle hallo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Let that
boat alone !

Pulstrode caught the words, and looked round with s dJdis-
agrecahle grin. He picked up an onr to shove it off hastily.

Harry Wharton dropped the bag he was ecarrying, and

bounded forward like o stag. The boat was leaving the plank
stage, and in o few seconds more it wovld have been out of
reach., Then it would not be much use to call u the bully

of the Remove to return it.  Bulstrode would laugh at the idea.
And there wos a run upon the boats that fine afternoon, and it
might have been very diffieult to obtain another,

Harry did not stop to think

He ran dircetly to the edge of the planking, and made a
flying leap into the hoat.

The boat was gliding out fast under the propulgion of the
violent ghove Bulstrode had given with the ocar against the
planks, But Wharton's leap was well caleulated, though so
Tﬂ};!ﬂ, and he Ianded feirly in the boat, '

.arge a8 the boat was, the bump of the junior into it made
it rock 'l.'iulenﬂ;,r—whh dizpstrous resnlts 1o some of the
e pants,

Wharton, unable to keep his footing, eprawled owver, and
bumped heavily apainst Snoop, who rolled over the gunwale
helplesaly into the water, ‘

A wosh of the viver came over the side, and Bkinner yelled
a5 he was soaked to the skin. Buletrode lost his focting in
the shoek, and Ant down violently in the boat, and- gaapacﬁ

Y EBrave ! " roared Bob Cherry from the bonl,

* Help, help ! ™ Yelled Snoop,

“Hn, ha, ha!™

The ead of the Remove was struggling in the water. He
got a grasp upon the edge of the boat, nnd ching there. BSkinner
was shaking himself like a dog, in the stern. Wharton was
upon hia feet in o moment,

" You rotter ! howled Bulstrode,

“You cad!™ exclaimed Wharton fercely.
boat.™

nk II_B-?-tH !ui ¥ d N

“ 1 had got it out ready,

“ Bah ! B

*Give me that car!™

T won't!"

“ Then I' jolly well take it

And Wharton started towards the bully of the Remove.
Bulstrode’s eves were blazing with tage 885 he ang up,
grasping the oar. He swung it back over his hLead, and his
eyes ecermnod to flame ot Wharton,

" Btand beck, or I'll brain you!™

Wharton did not stand back, though Bulstrede looked
quite capable in his rage, of carrying out his threat,

But before the Kemove bully could de so. if lie had intended
it. a bag winrled from the bank andd pnugl]t. bim in the side,
Ielt expoacd by hia srms l}r}ing m e air

He gave a gasp and atappered over,

" Well hit, Dob!"™ roared Nugent.
Hurrah ! "

**Ha, ha, ha!™

Bulstrode plunged headloeng over the gunwale, The bag
dropped  inta the boat, the oar into the water. Wharton
?iﬂhq{i it up in a moment, and swang the boat back to the
adinp-gtagze,  Neither Btott nor Skinner offered any resistance.
Hulstrode wos swimming, and Sncop elinging to the bost.
“I'he bows bumped apgainet the timber, and Marﬁ Linley eaupht
the paineer.

Al right '* he soaid,

“*Good ! Get in, aned hiek those rotters opt”

Stott amd BLinoer id not wait to be kicked out. They
gerambied racfully ashore,

* 1t was only a j-)-ivke, Wharton," ventured Skinner.

“ Oh. cut oll.™

“Help!"™ graped Hrmgp,

Y Certnindy,”? suid Nugent, leaming over and prasping the
eal of the Lower Fourth by the collar, and droagging Lhin cut
of the water, depositing him in a pasping heap en the plunks,
* That all ripht * ™

0wl {hw! Ot

* Ehall T lend you o hamd, Bulstrode 37

The Remove bodly did not reply. He swam to the timbera
amid  crageeed himsell ashore, ity Wharton's chums wore
afl i the boat now, amd the bags with thom.  Billy Tooter
septled down in tlae gtern Lo steer. Bulstrode shook the water
from his clothes, amed knuckled it out ol Lis eves. He stoud
repatiling the boat and its orew with o savage look,

tBerry we haven't rootn for von, Dulstrode,” said Nupgent
pulitely.  And the Nabwbh of Bhanipur wurmured that the
sorromw ndress was tercifie,

Favl=t poacke grenttesed hias teocth,

1 owonldn't come.” he eaid. " Blessed i I owant o pienic
with o thief ! [ =hwould be afeaid of cotting iny pockets piescd.”

Te Macsrr Laerany.—No, B
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Mark Linley turned deadly pale, and his lips tightened
convulsively, He made & movement as if to apring towards
Bulstrode.

“ Hold on, kid,” muttered Bob Cherry. " He's on trying
to draw you. Remember we're going to moet the girls, You
don't want a fight now."

Mark nodded silently.

Bulstrode's lip eurled as he saw that the Lancashire Ind
turned quietly to his place and picled up his car.

*I wish you a plessant veyage,l he said. * There's one
comfort for you—if you miss your watches, you'll know who
fo a.si_il[: iigr them."

 Hold your tongus, yom eur ! ¥ broke out Wharton sav g

“Bah! You k!ﬂlw Linley is & thief Oh, ochi* il

Bulstrode broke off as an arm was thrown round his neck
from bebind, and he was forced over till he was bent down to
the timber stoge. Tom Brown of Now Zealand—the new boy
at Gra fﬁmﬁm the fellow who haliinmmad hi:;u, and the
Etren i in thus ing the burly Removite
astonished the i‘ﬁ.‘fa“mh& buat.w : i

Tom Brown looked down ealmly into the face of the furious
bully of the Reroove, who glared up at him savagely.

*“ Quite enough on that t{gﬁ&’ he said. " You've jawed
more than enough about it, Bulstrode. And wom are a liar!
I don't believe youn really think Linley is guilby of the thefts
in the dormitery.”

(1] Liﬂ-l‘ ! 1t

“And now you are going to a iss to- Lémley for wha
you said,” lmig tha Heg.? z%ﬁhndg? :gﬂarﬂy. r;-éY no notics
of the epithet applied to himaself.

LL] I mnbt' ! i -

 You wiil ! **

“ Hang you! Lemme get up!”

" You can pet up when you've apologised,” szald Tom Brown
cheerily—"" not before.™ gave RBulstrode a4 twist that
brought him right to the edge of the planking, hanging half
over the water, which mirro his Farious feco i&luw. " Now,
then—apologise, or in you go |

“ 'ﬂ' i till vourtve apologizad.

" o in, wan't ont ti a imad. "

o Hrgw: !E? grinm Rob {‘,!EI'?::T}*. & F?uit. lesson in decency
to Bulstrode! Gentlemen are admittsd to the show without
charge.”

A great many of the Greyfrdars fellows were cfowding up to
e what was going on, but no one offered to help Bulstrode, -
Aml he was quite powerless in the iron grip of the New

Zenlonder,
go!™ he gasped. * I'll—I'U fight vou

1 LE]

" Let me

“* You shall fight me as eoon as you Like—after you've
apologised to Linley ! ™

“I—I won't!’

* Oh, let him go.” said Mark. ' It doesn't matter.”

The New Zealander looked at him.

“HRats to you!™ he said cheerfully.
show., You go and eat coke !

Mark laughed. He liked the breezy lad [rom New Zealond.

“ Now, Bulstrode, your last chance,”

“I'm runming this

" No Iy?
“ Then you're going—""
" Hold on. I—I—"

" et it out !’

* [—I—apologize 1 "
Linley.™

Mark nodded contemptucusly. g

“ Good!” said Tom Brown, drapgging the Remowve hully
back and rolling him over on the timber. " That will de.”

Bulstrode serambled up. The New Zealander watched, him
with coof, quict eyes, and the Remove bully did not * come on.”

"'l moke you answer for this Drown!™ he said between

his tecth.
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Bulstrode, ' I—I'm sorry,

pasped
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" Any time you like,"” snid Tom carclessly,

And Bulstrode, who was dripping with water, hurried away
In his sguelching boots towards the school. Tom Brown
waverd his hand to the juniors in the boat.
nﬁu'f'{he show'a over, genta,” he remnnrloed.

JHold on” anid Harry Wharton. “ Wa're going to a
Efnm. I waa lookifig for you to ask if you'd care to eome,

t ]! nﬂiili;; Aee you. Will you come 1°

“Tt wi ripping,” said Nugent. * Plenty of tueck, and
Miaa Hazeldere and Miss vaalyaﬁf aAre cornpin ,thr say nothing
of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and his eousin Fthel.”

“ Right you are ! ¥ said Tom choerily,

And he jumped lightly inte the beat, and the juniors pushed
off eguin,

“You ecan buzz

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy is Concerned for Bunier,

- Al Joval! ™
B ¥ What ia it, Arthur?"

* Noarly threo o'clock, deah boy—I mean desh girl.”
“ They won't be long," said Marjoric Hazeldens.

. Hazeldena of the Greyiriara Remove was looking down the
river, Ehﬂ-dm.ﬁ hia eyea with his hand. Arthur A tus D’Arcy.
of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's, was looking at his gold watch
with his eyegloss jemmed tightly into his eye, aa if to assist
his vigion in seeing the time.

The party from Cliff House had arrived at the rendezvoua.
Hazeldsne of the Remave had gone. over to foteh his sister and
her friands, and they hod taken a short cut to this point on
:hhfwﬂﬂg:.d 'ﬂ;tﬂm ;!1::5 waraht-n mmiﬂth; hoaters. A guarter to

n as the time the meoting ; but Harry
mﬁtpﬁﬁ: Gn‘.i., fculr ones, were late, y g
rjore an ara were surprised. Harry Wharton nover
was late, ma they oouldn't understand it. I '8 cousin,
‘Ethel Claveland, sat on the grassy bank, with an untrouvbled
l.'urq:li} Ethel was a sweet-tempered pirl, and she did not mind
waiting,

The three girls and the two boys had been waiting nearl
ton minutes, Arthur Angustus D°Arcy had looked at his wa
about ten or twelve times. Not that D'Arcy minded waitin
himseli. But he felt responsible in the matter, It was B‘Ilﬂﬁ
dpocid bad formo, as he would have expressed it, to keop a lady
:r{a;hng. ‘What the dickens were Harry Wharton & Co. thinking
- " Pawwaps there has boen an accident.” suggested D'Aroy
after a pﬁﬂi

“ My goodnesa!' said AMiss Clara,

“ Why, what ascident could ha " asked Marjorie,

with a smiling glance at the swell of gt. Jim's.
_ Girls always Jiked Arthur Augustus. He-wns so attentive
in a quat way, and so wanting in that unplessant Lind of
eonceit which makes some boys so disagreeabls to the gentlo
sox. D’Arcy had an exeellent opinion of himseli, and he looked
upon tho whole world in 8 rather fatherly sort of way. But
he did not imagine himself to be a lady-killer, and a girl conld
chat with him freely and merrily without any danger of being
misunderstood.

D’Arcy was looking his best now. He waa in apotless white,
with a Panama hat to match, and beautifully-fitting ton shoes.
F¥rom erown to scle he locked & picture, and if anything was
wonting to give o finishing touch to his appesarance, the gold-
rimmed monocle supplied it. '

* 0h, thers might be lots of nceidente,” he romacked. “I
knew a chap once who was goin® to keep an important appoint-
ment, and had his toppah blown off, and lost it, end Img to go
in a bowlah, you know."

* How dreadful ' said Marjoria.

“ Yaas, wathah ! It was a bit woff on the chap, and I know
how he must have felt,” said D'Arey with feeling.

F ‘I‘.LHnrrL:,l!l " romarked Hazeldene. ™ But these chapas are all
ng tl'\-.}

“ How do you know, deah boy 7" said Arthur Aucustus,
with o shake of the head. * They may have been detained.”

“ They haven't."

“ They may not have been able to get o boat.™

* That'a all right."

“ They may have wun agwound,™

" Thoy haven't ran aground.”

" But how do you know, desh boy 1

Hazeldene grinned.

* Baeange T can sea them coming up the river.”

" Bai Jove !

Arthur Aupistus turned his eyegliss upen the gleamine Sarls
Sure enough, there was the boat, coming steadily up the clewning
wtor, rm}ltlté‘d by four oars, and at a spanking mio,

Y Jolly good '™ anid D'Arey, in the bone of o connoisaenr.
¥ They ean wow, Wo do spme wowin', and wo'd liks to meet
a Gweyiwiahis ewew some day. Hallo, there ! "

* Hallo, bhalle, hallo!" sang back Bob Cherry's powerful
voice,

" Wea've been waiting for you,”

The boat plided up and gumped on the grassy lmnk, and
Hazeldeno caught the painter,
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. The CGreyiriars juniors jumped up and raized their straw
ks,

* Borry,'" said Harry Wharton, ™ It's too roltin to Le lateo,
but we've had a chapter of accidents,”’

* I aay, yvou fellows -

* Pway don't mention it, a8 fah as T'm coneornm], " aaid DY Arey,
' If the ladics will ovablook the ceeuwwienes "

Of eourse. We kmow you coulin't help it," said Cousin
Ethel, smiling. " T hope nothing sericus hins happened.”

“Oh,no ! In the firet place, we coulin't find }.ml-E:.'. und wo
had to dig him up in & box-room. Then Mr. Cheslinen Faund us,
i we had to dodge. Then there was a a-a.n-nn arsument with
gomd chaps who wanted to borrow our boat. It was really too
bed, you know.™

" Nevah mind, deah boyvs, it"a all ovah now,” sald IFArey.
“ I was wathah anxious about you, as ‘noanattal of fwet, and [
wighed T had come stwaight to Gweyiwiahs to look aftah you,™

* Thank you very much,” said Wharton, while Boly Cherry
grinned. * 1t was awfully kind of you, but we pulled through.*’

" Ynaa, I am glad to see that you pulled through.'

" 1 aay, you fellows—-="

“3Shut up, Bunter !  Get out of that seat, and put the cushions
in placo.'’

* But T say——""

*Oh, ting off ! '

“1 think you might allow me to make a sugpestion for the
comfort of the ladies, Bob Cherry.”

“0Oh,goen! It's the irst timea your've ever made n augpestion
for anybody’s comnfort but your own.”

% ﬂ'ﬁ. really, Cherry -

* Put those cushiona there. "

* Yes, but I was going to mrgaat that the Jadies are probably
hungry after their wall m Cliif House, and it would be a gﬂml
iden to take a snack here bofora going on up the river———"

* 8hut up, you young pig!"

* But really i

Bob Cherry gave the fat junior & prod in the ribs, and Bunter
collapsed on & soat gasping.  Iefore he could recover his Bronth
the pm'tﬁﬂi-pimickﬂm wers oll in the hoat, and Harry Wharton
was pushing off again.

The crait was o roomy one, but its capacity was well taxed
by the pienickers. There were three girla and eight boys, 8o the

t¥ was nomerous enough.

Tom Brown, who was now introduced to the Cliff House
irls for the first tirne made a very good Dmpression npon themn.
he only disagreealble olement in the party was Billy Bunter,

and several times as they pulled up the river Bol Chorey waa on
the point of hosting him overboowrd, and was only restrainud
by the presence of Marjorie.

Billy Bunter ragarded himaslf sa fascinating whoero girla were
concrrned, and he gave both Marjorie and Clara some killing
looks from behind hia big spectacles.

Muarjoria end Clars seemed quite uneonscions of thern, and
Harry stamped on the fat junior’s toe without having any effect
upon him, except to make him yelp.

Billy Bunter decided that Marjorie and Clira were being ooy
for the anke of diszuizsing their real feelings, and he turned his
fnacinating glanees upon Cousin Ethel.

thel was talling to D’ Arey, who, 08 & guesl, was not aghed
to take an oar,  She did not oven notiee what the fat junior was
doing ; but Arthar Augustus DD'Arey nobicsd it, and it puzaied
him very much,

The swell of 8t Jim's carcfully adjustod his eveglasa, wnd
examined the countennnee of the Greyiviars Falataff.

Bunter waa costing wlat he belioved to bo o killing loak in
the direction of Ethel: but to 1'Arcy it seomed az if the fab
Junior must ba ill, te draw =0 curions an expression to his foee,

* Bai Jove Y murmured DY Arcy,

Harry Wharton, who had talen the rodder-lines for & chanaes,
looled neross ne him,

* Anything fsemiss 777

“Yooa, wathah ! 1t's :axf.wﬂm'dinﬂ.:ry.“

“What is 1"

* Buntah. "

* What's  the maotter
Titly 2 ¥

* No,” said Billv, " I'm o bit hunory, that's all,
ghack from one of the haes, if vou like”

1 don't like,"

* Oh, really, Wharton ==

*lt's extwaondinewy,”? repeates] Arvthar Aveoatos, s6ill with
his monoele turmed upon the fat fwoe of William George Buntor.

O, vou're thinking of his face,” suid Nowont,  * Yos, it is
Lit out of the common, Make a jolly good Goy Fawlkes mosk,
woukln's it 7"

* (s, really, Nngont——-

Y Ertwaordinawy | "

YoBat what ds it 77 ashed Hazeldene

T euwions expeession npon Bentah's faee,
ATy Stwango pain, l.lﬂ]l!],t.:l.-h 2

with Bunlert Anything wronz,

' o m

L ]

Thil your 7ol

&
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" Qertainly not.™

* You do not suffah fwom 5t. Vitus” dance ¥

" Of course I don't,” said Bunter indignantly,

* You have no feahful direase 1

" I—I haven’t. Of course not. I took to sleep-walking once,
hut that’s not a disease, and it was caused by shortage of grub,
I heliove. What are you driving at ' There’s nothing wrong
with me"™

* It i3 pone now.”"

" What is gone 1! asked Bob Cherry,

“The extwaordinawy expwession on Buntsh's face, ap
ﬂﬂpﬂﬁﬂ}ﬂﬂ m: if he were about to expial in feabful agony.”

ni :rr ﬁ‘l"'& TH t

" Turn your face to the lolt sgain, Buntah, pleasa. Thats
how it was when I caught that extwaordinawy expwession.
You were lookin' towards iy Cousin Ethel.”

Bunter spluttered. Whether D'Arcy was really puezled,
ot whether hie was solemnly pulling hiu{ag the fat junior could
not guess; but he knew now what woa the ** extwaordinawy
cxpwesaion ' Arthur Augustus was alloding to,

¢ turned his face as D’Arey requeated, but the swell of St.
Jim's only shook his head.
;‘fﬂi::;t T gnrlulﬁ now.”’
¢ boat pulled on. TYArey turned his BB €Very now
and then u 2 Billy Bunter. As soon as ;ﬂﬂfl{:nught bhe waa
unobserved—and Bunter was a great deal like an ostrich in
that reapect—the fat junior started seain. '

Thers wos asudden exclamation from D'Arey.

*" There it iz again ' "

" What 1" demanded three or four voices,

" That extwaordinawy expwession upon Bontah’s face. Tt
;m;:m on him when he turns his head towards my Cousin
Sthel.””

Bunter turned crimeon. The Greyfriara fellows were looking
at him with accusing eyes,

Cousin Ethel's cheeks were pink. Only Arthor Augustus
' Arcy looked frankly per]_:-'le::ed._

* Oh, Bonter’a all right.” eaid Bob Cherry blandly. “It'a a
gort of—a sort of facial contruction he has, and he gote over it
if he's smacked on the back. I smack him on the back, you
know, because I have a light hand—sometimea.” |

And Bob Cherry promptly put the cure into practice.

Billy Bunter, who guesged that punishment was coming,
tried to squirm out of the way, but that was not easy in the
crowded boat.

Bob’s left hand fastened on his collar with & grip of irgn, and
his rigiit hand rose and fell ns if he were beating carpet.

Smpek ! Smack! Smack |
“"Ow! Ow! Ow!™
Smack ! Smack !

=l D“.__ ! ﬂw [LL]

Smack !

Ed G‘-’; ! bE |

“ You see how much good it’s doing him 1 ** said Bob, loking
rosttel,. " What a healthy yell he gives.™

*“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

* Cth, really, Cherry——""

Smack ! Smack! Smack |

* 1 say, you fellows——""

Smack ! Smoek !

“Ow! Ow! Wharton, stop him! T—ow—vow—coh!t™

* Are you feeling better 1™ deinanded Bob Cherry.

LE H{"—'}'Eﬂ_ﬂw I Ed

* Do veu think vou are quite cured § "

" Yea, yes, yes L

“ T don’t mind giving you o fow more amncks.
cally no trouble to me."

“1'mv all right ! " shrieked Bunter. * Lemine alone.'

“ Very good!* smd Bob Cherry, sitting down, " Notice
if e has any more of those expressions, you chups, and we'll
pot Jie Loek for him again. ‘e huve to look after Dunter.
F‘E may o off into a decline any time i we're not careful with
1101 T

Billy Bunter collapeed, gasping for breath. He was atill
coaping nnd silent and sulky, when the boat pulled up w0 the
viare chosen for the picnie.  But Billy Bunter had been cured,
s here were no more killing looks during that picnie,

It's practi-

——

THE FITTH CHAPTER.
No Sugar for Bunter,
2 HAT n lovely spot!™ excluimed Cousin Ethel in
dehieht,
* Lovely | " said Miss Marjovie and Clara topether,
“ Ripping ! " agreed the boye.

" Bat Jove ! 1 wenlly wepard it as wippin®, and no mistilke,*
chseryved Arthor Avgonstos DV Arey, 'j‘tlfs 13 ¢uite as nice uas
coime of our seonewy about St Jim's.""

“ o hon P nuramred Hazeldene,

It was irlecd o besutiful spot.  The greensward slopad gently

THeE Macxer Lisrany, —No. 90.
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down to the river, on the margin of which the bulrushes
thickly. Hig old trees, still in thick gréen foliage, Ehadadgmt;
gpot.

The sun was hlazing with surnmer heat, and the foliage inter-
cepted the raye, and cast & )ilﬁmant shade upon the scens.

ound about the stretch of green were big, thick bus
which screened the spot from view except in the direction
the river,

A better spot could not have been chosen for the picnie.

It did not take the juniors long to secure the hoat and to Iand
their cargo.

Bob Cheiry, who was a handy man in camping, sclected the
spot for a fire, and found three or four big stones to make s
notural grate, and piled up fuel from the thickets and lighted
it

Bijily Bunter turned cooking usensils out of one of the ’
and his fat face wore a cheerful smile 0a he did so. To the
junior cocking was the second greatest enjoyment to eating.

While moet of the juniors wers in p ations for
tea the girls were equally buay. ﬁrrm Ethel laid
the cloth on the grass for tea, while Miss Clara helped to
unpack the provisions,

he quality and quantity of the Iatler cansed scoma wideaing
eyes aroong the %ﬂ!t.ﬂ of the picnic,

Arthur Acgustus I)'Arcy turned his eyeglass them, and
noted the jam and the marmalade, the cake the tarts, the
jﬂliiﬂﬂmﬂthapmeﬂumnmﬂiditmrlﬂka k
pim,mPnttm,Wmdmm,anﬂhhapﬁ-
mered behind his m :

“ Bai Jove | " he remprked. ‘' How Fatiy Wyan would like
to be here, wouldn’t he, Ethal 1 **

Cousin Ethel laughed.,

** I think he would, Arthor.*

“ I like that chap Wynn,” said Billy Bunter, looking wp from
greasing the Eryt:uc%‘-pm* T :

Bunter had declared that no pienic was complste without
fricd savsagens, and, as Billy's fried ware & dream, his
churs bad allowed him to have his way.

* I like that chap, you know. I am going to vielt him at 8¢,
Jim's one of these times. He's a chap I can ¢hum with."

* Yaas wathah ! **

* He cen rock, and he knowe a thing when he sees it,
I jolly well wish he were here ! ‘Then Billy Bunter

at. the provisions, and remembersd that Fatty Wyan's appetito
resembled his own, ““Ahem | I—I mean.] should always be
glad to see him &t Greyiriars.”

Sizele, sizzle, sizale |

Bob Cherry sniffed appreciatively.

* Nice ! " he said.

*“ Bai Jove, it's wippin’! Do you know, desh hoys, I am
gettin’ wathah hungwy, you know. I do not eat & gweat deal
a8 & wule, but on the present occasion 1 weally think I shall
distinguish myself,’"

“Good1" said Billy Bunter. "I think you'll like these
sasgingers, D'Arcy. Remember the time we were cookin
in your study ot St. Jim's, and a roiten ?mfmt walked
the tuck. We made him git up for it, hey 1’

" Yans, wathah—thwough r ventwilogquism, deah hoy,
1. wegard thaet as o wathah clevah twick of yours. I couldn't
do it myself, you know."

“ Bet you conldn’t ! ™ gaid Bunter. "'It's & wonderful gift,
I have marvellove abilities os a ventridoquist—even more than
1 have as an smateur photogrupher and a boxer. There'd bo a
great deal more h&ur«f about e at Greyfriars if I hadn't to
contend with jeulousy in my own study.”

[T Bﬂi l]lﬂ'trl:l .| EL ]

* Measly old study too.” said Bob Cherry. * No. 1 used to
be top study in the Remove, you knew, D'Arey, til No. 13
was started. Now o

* Now don’t tell D'Arey any fairy-tales, Bob.” gaid Nugent,
* I shall be bound to undeceivo him, you know."

" Now don't be an ass, Nugent.”

" Then don’t vou be o duffer, Bob”

“ Look herg——""

Y Order | ™ exclaimed Wharton, laughing. * This is & picaic,
not o study row. Jt's all right, Mise Cleveland ; don’t Le
nlarmed. This is & way they have when I don’t keep them in
order,™

Anid Couein Ethel laughod.

" The sosted are petting browned,” said Buntar,
gong to make the tes ¢ 77

1 am," said Marjoric,

“ Good ! Then it won't want any sugar,” said Bunter, with
& RItNpOr.

* Won't it really 77" gaid Marjorie, with perfeet gravity,

* Mine won't, anywny., He, he, Le! ™

Mnarjorie made the tea,

The eloth was spread, and really the array of geod thinps
wits vory imposing. 1t was quite ecnough to make any junior's
mguth water, and it dil imake mouths water—other mouths
besides those of the picnickers.

“Whe's

NEXT
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From the thicketa four pairs of eyea were watching the camp
now. DBulstrode & Co. had srrived on the scens !

sroop sniffed al?prmlativﬂly.

" Bmels all right, eh 1"

** Yea, rather ! V' aaid Bulstrode.

* Not mueh pood asking to join."

* I wasn't thinking of asking to join.”

“1 suppose ﬁu’m not thwking of a row,’” said Skinner.
* What chanes have we got, four of us, against that crowd 1"

“ Wa want some of that."

“ I've got a wheeze,"

“ (lo ahead,” aaid Stott tersely. * If there’s any wheeze for
tting hold of -that tuck, I'm ready to hear it. I'm jolly
unmﬂ"

‘* Look hore, if they saw the bosat adrift—"
* How can the boat get adrift 1

* 8u o one of us took his shoes and stockings off and
waded down the edge ol the water ! The rushes are high
mn%h to hide him if he crouched low."

ea, that's so."”

[ £
* They would malke a ron for the bank as soon as thoy saw

the boat Then the three here could make a rush for the
:‘-Bmg clear out the b—or & lot of it."
“ Jolly ! But what about the girls 1

* Oh,never mind the girls."

“ Well, a chap doesn’t want to look & pig, yon kmow."

" Well, shove something over your faco—daunb it with some
of that thick black mud
be recognised.’’

* Good |

And the foy you:dg raspals stole away through the thickets
towards the water's edge. Quite unconscious of their proximity,
the ra their tes. Marjorie poured out the tea, and
Cousin Ethel and Misa Clars “round the teacu Billy
Bunter disposed of s couple of sausages, and & his cup
at intervals, and finally taekled the tea. He put the cup to his
mounth and took a deep, d draught.

Then his fat. face twisted up as if he had taken s dose of
dquinine, and he eholed.

“Ow! Wow! Owl™

“ Fallo, hallo, hallo ! Whaet's the matice 1 **

“Owl Yowi'

“ My hat, what’a the matter with him 1*

Thets was a lnrking smilo on Marjoria’s face; buot the others

rom the river, and then you won’t

woere :

ks wrong with the tea 1" demanded Wharton,

n ﬂ.w [ m‘l-l

“Bal Jovel Whats k1™

* N-n-n-no sugar in it 1™

L ] Eh t LLg

" There wam't any s in my tea!" gmsped Bunter.
¥f-—1've got a mf!ooflfu vou know. I distinetly said
three lumps. There wasm’t sny suger in it 1"

And he blinked at Marjorie. )

“ Dear me!" said Marjorie, * Yon said you diin't take
Pagar.”

" What "

“ I am sure you said, when I sadd I wonld make the toa, that
you wouldn't want any sugar in yours,” )

Bunter blinked; and the juniors grinned. Marjorie’s face
was quite serious, and the Owl of the Remove wus too short.
gighted to ses the humorcus twinkle in her eyes.

“ Ow ! grunted Bunter, * I—I dido’t.mean that.”

“ But you said so.”

" T meant it would be sweet enough if you made it—ses 1™

Marjarie looked loxad. ’

“ But now you 8ay 1t is not sweet enongh ! ¥ made it.™

¥ Yes: but—— Ow! Who trod on my foot 1"

“ Naff jaw, Bunter. Ring off.”

“ Oh, I say, you fellows »

“ Dry up, for goodnesa seke | T——
Yook at the boat t ™

Bob Cherry sprang to his feet.

The hoat, which was just in sight over the rushea, had snddenly,
and without apparent cause, started drifting away on the river.

“ It'a going ! ' exclaimed Nugont.

“ Hera, buck up, or we shall have to walk home ! ™

The prodpect of that was enough to make the Removites
“ buck up. They leaped up and rushed down to the banlk.
Only Arthur Augostus D'Arcy was left sitting on A campatool
beside the spread cleth : even Marjorie and Ethel and Clara had
run down to the bank in the excitsnent.

“ Bai Jove ! " marmured Arthur Augustus D'Arey, rising in
a leisurely way and adjusting his eyeglass. ** How oxcited they
goom t [—""

Ho hroke off suddenly.

There was o rush of footatepa upon the grass behind him, and
the swell of St. Jim's received a shove that sent him rolling on
the sward. As ho gusped in startled amazement there hia
oyes nearly started out of hia head as he saw three individuals
with blackonod faces engaged in hurriedly * lifting ™ tho

TOM MERRY.". CEM.” 1d.

Tre Macxrer LiBrRARTY.—No.
BPECIAL DOUBLE-
LENGTH STORY.

Hale, hallo, hallo !

““THE FIFTH AT GREYFRIARS.”

-

‘ ruzsbay, GH¢ :.Etigﬂﬂ"qﬂnﬁfunn

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
D’Arcy Distingulshes Himsell,

" BM Jove 1V - pad: Tovs I

Arthur Augustus D'Arey aat up, and gro H

ayeglass, nggnuld Bed perfent’igf woll without it, but

he never felt guite himself unless it was jammed

into hiz eye. And this was evidently s ¢ase in which he needed
all his wita about him.

“ Bai Jove! My only hat '™

They took no notice of him. They were too busy. Three
yvoutha they looked like, bat with complexions never grown in
Enégland D'Arey Llinked at them in sbasclute amazement,
and it was not till the raiders were rushing off with the greater
part of the picnie in their ion that it dawned upon him
Elgat they were boys with their faess blackened for purposea of

igguiae,
o aprang to his feet,

Bulstrode, Bkinner, and Snoop—ior they were the three—
wore Joaded, They had things craramed in their pockets and
gathered under their arms and in their hands, They only
wanted a few geconds to pet clear.

But the swell of St. Jim's was on the warpath now. .

Staying only a recond to jam his monocle more firmly into
his eye, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy dashed straight at the rotroat-
ing raiders as they made for the thickets. At the same Hme
he lot out a yoll of waming to the chums of Greyiriars.

“ Woscuo, deah boya! Thoy're waidin® the gwub ™

Thero was a shout in n::?'[f rom the bank, where the juniors
weore looking after the drifting boat. Stott waa drifting in it
and at a safe dmtance from the bank he was making s sories o
grimacea at the exaaperated juniors. :

“ Look out !’ muttered Dulstrode. * Knock that silly ass
over 1

&K M Jﬁtl'.ﬁ I L))

D'Arey aimply hurled himself upon the raiders.

finpop went headlong to the ground, shedding calked and
apples and bottles of ginger-beer on all sides.  Arthur Augustus
rolled over hira, but hs was on his feot again in & moment.

“ Btop, you wascals !’

® Get out of the way 1 "

L2 “‘f&m 1 ¥¥

#* Hands off, vou sss, or—""

* More wata !

The odde were nothing to Arthur Augustus D'Arey. He
clatchod hold of Bulstrode and Skinner, ond hung on like

rim death. Without letting go their plunder, they could not
it out, and thoy tried to rush on, dragging the clegant junior
with them,

But D'Arcy proved that slegance was not incompatible with
phynical strength and sctivity in his case, :

His grasp did not relax, and he hung on to both tho raiders
g.:- onee, with a grip on each, and shoutad to Harry Wharton

Co,

* Wesoue, donh boya!l Pway huwwy up 1™ :

His shouts had given the dlarm, and some of the juniors
wore running hack from the bank to see what wna tho matter.

“ Hallo, halio, hailo 1" shouted Bob Cherry. * It's o rand!
That's why the boat went adrift | Collar the cads ! ™

“ The collarfulness iz terrifie.™

Bulstrode, muttering something between hia teeth, lot the
Ioot fall to the ground, and tumed savagely vpon 1Y Arcy.

* Let po, you fool 1"

Bulstrode was thinking only of escape now. But he had
eaught a tartar in the person of the swell of 8% Jim's.

“1 wefuse to let po ! I R

* You uttor idiot 1 7’

v I decline to bo chawnetewised 08 f=—— Ow !’

D'Arcy stagpgerad over as Bulstrode’s heavy fist clumped on
hiz chest. But ho retained his hold upon Bulstrode, and
dragged the hully of the Remove to the ground with him.

“You fool ! ' shouted Bulstrode. ** [——"

* You wottah 1"

* You silly ass !

* Wata, T wegard vou ns a wuff ead !

Bulstrode wrenched desperatoly to get away, but Arthur
Augustus D'Arey hung on, and, with a ekiliul twist, he gob
Bulstrode underneath, and sat upon him,

Bulstroda  strugeled  desperately, but D'Arey remeined
firm in Lis sent, pinning the Remove bully to the ground.

* et up, you idiot.”

D'Arey recovered hiz broath s little.

“1 wepard you o8 & wotten cod,” he remarked, “ and I
abzolutely weinge to get up. You have stwuck me violontly
Eprm the chest and wurapled my waistcont. [ considali you a

anat.”’

" You dummy

“That is an oppwobwious expwession, and it I had not
alwoady handled  you vowy wuflly, I should immediateiy

pwocoed to administalr a feahful thwashin'.” ;
By FRANK RICHAERDS.
NEXT WEEK.

"
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There was no chance for Bulstrade and Co. now. The Remove
shiims were on the spot, and they were all in the grasp of many
hands,

Arthur Auguatus D*Arey rose to his feet, as Bob Cherry and
Muark Linley sermed Bulstrode and secured him.

1}‘.-111-;.' proceeded to dust and smooth down his mmpl[.ﬂ
nteirn.

“ Bai jove,” he remarked, ** that was quite a slwuggle, and
it has thwown mo into o Outtah. I am glad, howeveh, that 1
capbtored the boundahs,™

Y Good," said Horry Wharton, " Who are they 7 Bleased if
I ean make ont their chivvies with the mud smeared on theom."

“ Hallo, halla, hallo 1 Here's Bualstrode.*

* Ancd this iz the esteemed Bnoop.”

* Andd this iz that rotter, Skinner."

" It—it was only a j-j-joke ! " gasped Skinner.
we never meant to take away the grub.™

*Of course not,'” zaid Bncop.  ** We—we meant to—to hring
it. bacl in the boat, ns—ane a eurprise to yon. He, he, ho!™

* Well, it wantd have been a surprise to va if you had brought
it beek,” remarked Tom Brown, " What do you say, Bul-
strode '

Bulstrade snarfed.

“ We were poing to raid the grub, and scoff it,” he said.
They're telling lies.

* Fim, b, Bt 't

* Thoe truthfulness of the esteomed rolter ia terrifie.”

Billy Bunter, who was gathering up the seaticred provisions,
blinked up at the juniwors.

* 1 say, you fellows,” he remarked " it siands to reason
they meant to keep it.,  Faney a chap giving up o feed when
e bl onee started on it ! Tz inconceivable.™

= Of vourse, it is,"" agreed Bob, ' To you, anyway.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry '

*“ Bhut up, Bunter., Look here, you chaps, Bulstrode and Co.
have daubed themselves with mud for the pleasure of tho thing.
Let’s give them o listle more pleasure of the aame sort,  There's
o nice deep strip of mud cloge to the water,”

* Good wheeza ! '

" Yank them alona

* Lemd o b, Brownie
to T Here, hong on, Nugent.™

* Right you are’

Tom Brown had disappeared, but his abeenes was hardly
neticedl,. The three cuptoved ruders were run down Lo the
water's edge. They wropslul in horrid entreipation. In this
Fpot there was o belt of thiel mued close to the rushes, and tho
prespect of heing ducked in it was horrible.  DBulstrode would
net utier & word, but Skinner and Snoop were loud in their
cntreaties to be let off.

Marjorie, Clara, and Ethel had =aid nothing so far; but now
Cousin Bthel touched Harry Wharton lightly on the arm,

* Please let them po ¥ she said.

Harry Whavton hesttated.

“ They ought to be punizhed, vou know,” he said. * 1t
i-u'b only the roid, but trying to muck up a picniec whero
there are lady gueests. They really ought to boe put through
it o Fittle™

“ Yoer, hut——""

“ But it's just sz von like, Miss Cleveland,” paid Harry
pallantly. * Claps, Iet the rotters go.”

“Hero, T say——""

“ 1% all ripht—Mizs Cleveland wishes it™

* (bh, rood !V

"“ Yoas, wathah '

1 mav, vou felliowvg—-—-

* Bhut up, Bunter. Let the bounders hourd.™

Bulstronle, Skimner, and Snoop were relensed.  They lost no
tirio in cutting off through the thickets, nct being quite sure
that the juniors woubl not change their minds. :

I any, you fellows——""

“ (3h, you get the grab rendy, Bunter.”

“Yea, but T say o

“ My hat, how that chap does po on talliing !
more toéa, Billy'

“Yee, It I eay

" The jawiulnese of the esteemed Bunter is tenly terrific”

U1 say, von fellows,™ persimted Bunter; ™ can’t you liston o
minute 7 What alout the boat ¥ We don't want to walk
hoaoe to Oreviriars,”

“0Oh, 'd forpotten that '™

“ (M course vou had ' T say

“{ih, ring off ! What about the boat, you chaps £

The juniom tirmod their attentinon to the boat agnin.  Thoy
had forpotten it for the moment,  Under the big, over-hnnging
terea the boat Moaded nt o distanes Irom the hoanl, with Stott
eitting i it.  Stott had watched the capture of his Eriends,
lut Being out of ronch hitnself, he did pot fesl at all aneasy.
As the junioras looked towards him cnce mere, he grinned ot
Lliean,

Tue Macrer LIBRARY.--No. 50

" O eourse,

Where's that Brown chap got

1k

Make somea

Bob Cherry waved his hand.

* Bring that boat buck. Stott.™

44 Hﬂ-tﬂ ! ¥

“* We'll sealp you ! .

To which threat Stott only replied by placing the thumb of
his right hand to hia noss, ond slowly extefiding all the fingers
in the direction of the Greyfriars picnickers,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Merry Plcnlc After All

ARRY WHARTON breathed hard through his noss.
He waa deeply exasperated; but there woe no getting
at the exaspersting Stott. The boat was captured,
and if it wers not reeoverad thera was no way of get-t.ing

home after the picnic except by walking. The walk woul
have been a long one for the juniors; but for the girla it would
hive been quite [ntiguing. But there seemed to be no wey

of petting at Stott. .
Billy Bunter was making fresh tea, and reJaying the cloth,
The others fastened . their syes upon the boat. t waa o

ke done ¥

* Btott, Stott, you rotter 1"

“ Hullp ! "' eaid Stott.

* Bring that boat here,”

L] Rut& ! *H

* We'll enatch you bald-headed, if you don't.,”

* .'I-'EII:I.'E.' rats! 1 supposs you want me to join the pienic,
ch 7’

" Not much.”

* well, if you do, I'm willing.
the party, if you like.”

“ (Go and eat coke !

“I1'll give you & few minutes to decide. I'd just as eoon
drift down on this boat to Greyfriars, as join your old picnie,
I nge you'll enjoy the walk home.”

* Bai jove ! M

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ wmmrmored Bob Cherry. ™ Look
there | Mind, don't let Stott see you looking ; but shove your
peepers on that branch.™

“ Phew 1"

** Bai jove!™

From one of the big trees close to the water a giant branch
extended neatly half-way across the stream. The end of it
dropped down towarda the water, and the foliage at the tip
wad not mors than six feot from ite image mirrored below.
Upon the branch a form could bo soen, working its way along
from the trunk towards the end of the branch ; but so Hr'llt-m!.tﬂlﬁ
that it had not been noticeable till this moment, when Bo
Cherry happened to catch sight of it

It was 'om Brown, of Taranaki.

Wharton's eyes glimmered as he saw the New Zenlander
1f Tom Brown reached the end of the branch unseen by Stott,
it would be the simplest thing in the world to drop into the
bLoat, which was just below.

“ My hat!' murnnured Wharton. “ That's whers he was
gene, then ! I wonder if he'll do it 1" )

* (o it, Mutton !*" marmured Nugent under his breath.

The long, thick branch drooped mose and more as the New
Lealander drew nearer to the end of it; hut Btott, who never
thought of looking overhead, did not nﬁu;mwe: llt'\- And the
jnniors, to keop his attention occupied, immediately began
calling out to him nagain, and telling hin the warioug troata
that were in store for him if he did not bring back thoe boat.

Suddenly there wna a sharp ereak from the branch. Tom
Trown waa very ncar the end, and it was drooping eo much
ttiut the folinge was within three or four feet of Stott. Btott
glaneed up guickly.

Ho woa petrifisd for & moment as he saw the form of the
Now Zenlonder within a fow feet of him,

Ho grasped the oara to shove the boat out of the way. Ha
had heen keeping her level with the bank, and it neaded only
to drift a few vords on the current to save him from the
threatened attack. But it was too late !

Tom Brown swung below the branch—and drepped !

The bronch sprang upward as his weight was taken from
it, and the boat rocked a8 hin feet cnme crashing down into it
He reeled over and eaught at the punwale, sitting down vialently
upon a thwart ; while %Et-ntb, taken by surprise, was rolled over
by the roeking of the boat, and went helpleszly over the side.

Eplash !

There was a yell from the bank,

“ Bravo, Moori !

‘“ Ha, ha, hat"

Tom Brown sprang up. He was a little breathlers, thot was
all. SBtott had come up, and was clutching at the boat and
g:u‘!pinﬂ- 3 "

**Help, help! I can’t swim ! Help !

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Help! Ow! Help!™ ;

The New Zealander grasped the Removite, and dragged

I'll make it paxr and join

Yow!
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him into the boat. Stott collapsed there, with all the desire
to resiat taken out of him. Tom Brown seized the oars, and
with a few strokes brought the boat to shore.

Stott, in the grasp of many hands, was rolled out on tho
greemaward. He presented s lar from preopossessing picture,
drenched with water, and with his hair plastered down lis
face with tho wet,

" Better take a run, or you'll cateh a cold,”” remearked Wharton.
" Start now ! '’

* Loolk herp——"'

“Oh, cut off1 We'd #{w u a jolly good ducking, only
i?u:ﬂ.m had one. Cut off, before you get tha fropg’s march,

o.

Loy (e M L

*Oh, buzz off 1" said Hazeldene, giving Stott & pred with
the Dwat-hook,

L1 ﬂw ! T¥

Stott wasted no more time., He ' buzzed off ™ and dis.
appeared in the wood, Nugent made the boat fast again.

" Bai Jove, it was a stwole of luck gettin® the boat back
again,’" Arthar A tus D'Arcy remerked, lishing his
eyeglass, I wegard the action of Bwown a8 showin’ gwent
pweeence of mind."

* Hear, hear.”

* I eould not have done #t bettah myself, you know."

“Go hent ™

* Yans, wathah.”

Tineg Magxer LiERARY.—No. 90.

“ Now, them, Bulstrode,” sald Tom Brown, :.he H;::w-xleall‘lﬁmi junlor—* apologlse to Mark Linley, or
n you go

el I PICIEL e — e

* Tea's made,” gaid Billy Bunter. * 1f you fellows want to
jew, you'll execuge me if I hegin,”

They settled down to the pienie apain.

It hiad Been an exciting interlude, but no harm had been done—
except to the raiders.  In a few minutes the seene was forgotten
amid the clatter of tea-cups and knives and forks, and the still
maore incessant elatter of active tonguces. Sy

If there wns & face shaded by care during the merry picnic, it
wag that of the Lanenshire lud ; but oven Linloy seeined to have
thrown off the weight from hia mind, and to be determined to
b happy.

It xE:].é not poseible for him to forpet wholly, of course, that
ho was marked in the Form ; that the preater part of the Grey-
frinre Remove believed him to he a Lhie?.:

But if only for the enke of his friends he woa resolved to cast
no eloud upon the festive scene around him. +And indeed, in
sitch cheery company, it would heve been diffieult for anyone
to be sad.

After the repast—or rather, alter all but Bunter had finished,
Bunter being ' not out,” a song was called for, and Bob Cherry
gave the Territorial seng, ' What's the Matter with England t 7
The tune was a little patchy in places, and the voice was not gquite
relinble, but Bob finished to great applanse, the juniors all joining
in the chorus and wmaking it ring through the trees,

Then Arthur Augustus INMArev gave a recitation, remarking
that he *wathah fancied himse]f weeitin’ et an al fwesco
concert,'”
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1Y’Arcy gave the “ Burisl of Sir John Moore," a pisee he was
rather fond of giving, and, as Bob Cherry murmured to Tom
Brown, it was n nice cheerful subject for & pienic. Bat when
D'Arey recited it, the piece loat all its tragic character, and hia
hearers always persisted in regarding it 58 & comie recitation.

‘" Not a sound was heard, not a funewal note,
*“* An his corpse to the wamparts we huwwied,
i Not o anldiah discha his "——hai jowe, I quite forget
what it was that the soldiah did not diacharg!n, deah boys.™
*“ His gon ? " suggested Bob Cherry.
“ Yuas, wathah, but it ought to whyme, you know.”
" Never mind, make it gun.”
* Vewy wall, for tho sake of gettin' on with the washin®, I will,™
said D'Arey, gracelully.

* ¥ Not a soldish diseharged hia farewwll gun,
““*0'ar the gwave of the hewo we buwwied."™

L Gﬂl}d i (1]
* ¢ Wa buwwisd him darkly at dead of night,

" *The sods with our bayoneta diggin’ '——1 weally connot
quite wemmembah what they did, I think it was diggin’——.""
" That's all right ; cut ahead.”

* " By the stwugglin® moonbeam’s misty light,
“* And the lantern, diraly—dimly—dimly-—"""

" Jigging 1" suggeated Nugent.

* Bwi nﬁ:g." au:%l Bob Ghurﬁ?

“N ,g&mt would not make sensa, deah boys.™

** My dear Iellow, there never is any s2nse in a recitation.”

i 1‘!3“. hutl 11-1

“ Third lap,” said Hazeldene, * Get on ! ™

* Yaas, but—-,"

“Goont"™

* Buck up !

“ (iet on with the washing."

* Yang——""

" The yeasfulness of the esteemed D'Arey is torriic.”

* Yans, wathah, but——-:""

“ Go ahead."

" Oh, vowy well”

And Arthur Au went ahead, and finished the recitation
—in the same style-—amid Ioud laughter and applause. Bob
Chorry remarked that it was the funniest thing he had heord
for a dog's age, and D'Arcy -axplﬂ.’mﬂd to him thst it was serious
business—and was still axplaining it when the time came for the
picnie to break up, and for the picnickers to embark,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Is Clumsy!

IT was & pleasant drft down the stream to Groyinars, Tha

juniors were all in good tempers, pleased with themsolves

and with their excursion, and the pirls were equally happy

and contented.  They disemmbarked near the achool,
?“d the whole party walked to Clift House to see Marjorio & (o,
10ome.

“ Bui Jove!" spid Arthur A tus, as they drew near to
Cliff Houss, “ 1 must say that i have spent a vewy comfy
aftanhnoon, and I shall wemembah it. You fsllows must comne
and see me when I am on my holiday, you know.™

* (h, you'ss poing to have a holidey, ara you 1 said Bob
Cherry.

* Oy, yaas, you know—I am gomn’ to Pawis."'

" Pawial Wilhere is that 7"

“ Bal jove! You know where Pawia iz ™

Dol Cherry seratched his nose.

“ Blessed if ¥ do. I've never heard of it before,
Inelin 7'

* Wenlly, deah boy——1"™

“ My oousin 1neans Paris,” soid Ethel, laughing.

" 0Oh, I sea—my mistake.”

"1 am goin® to Pawis shortly on a holiday,” remarked Arthar
Augustus, ** My governah is awwangin® 1it. I should bo aw'ly
glul if you fellowa could make it convement to wun ovah for a
weak end, you know."

l-latr_lf Wharton laughed.

* Wea'd be jolly g to,”" he remerked, I don't gee how ib
could bo worked, though, Many of {yc-u going

“ Yaaa, I shall tako some of the Icllows. Bal jove, here wo
are st Chiff House,"

tzoud-byes were said, and they parted. The juniors marched
home to Greyfriars in a merry mood, and burst into a chorus
as soon a3 they wore out of eight of Clff House. Only Mark
Linloy was silent.

Harry touched him on the arm, : -

" No good thinking about it,"" he said: “ 1 know what's in
vour mind. It will all come right soon, depend upon it."”

Mark coloured a little, )

* Yes, I suppose 1 am an 439 to mope,’ he sawd, © Moping can
nevor dlo-any good, snyway.”

Tur Macsry LiBraRY.—No. 9.
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** That's right.”

“ PBut—how ean ths truth coms out. Moat of the [ellows
believe I'm & thief. If I did not take the things, someons elss
did. Bot who 1"

shook hiz head.
(R —
can't think of any chap who mi avo done i
i3 the worst cad in the Eamw%——nnd somehow T can't think that
Sncop did it."h

“ 1 agree with yom there™

“* Then what auj.'lr:. be the explanation 1™ .

“It's a m ., s I said. But it will coree cut—it must
some ont. or one thing, ther rotter, whoaver he &, will try it
again, snd canght,”

I m‘tg':ﬁm.t&nd it,’* said Mark, shaking his head. ™ It
there's B thief in the Form, one would expeet him to take the
mony, but—ths other things, you know. Who could want to
take troussers and socks.™

L ing snougzh.” "
“X = there's nobody off his rocker in the Remove ¥
Bugges %, “* that's what it looks like more than anything

elss, to me." '

“ Not that I know of —soxcepting Bunter. Ha's off his rocker,
whonaver he gota a new hnl::;—]-ntfutr not in this way. I simply
oan's on %o it."

They entered the achool _ Gﬂhngh the porter, looked
ot them a8 they came in, and be shook his head portentonsly.

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo ! " said Bob Cherry, affably. " The dear
Em was foeling worried about us, you know. We've some back,

m.ll

* The esteemed Gosling may lighten the load of anxiety upon
his honourable and respectabls breast,” eaid the Nabob. of
Ehanipur.

Gosling grunted.

“Wot I says in this "ere,” he remarked. " If you was all
drownded, it would be a good riddance to bad rubbish. That'a
wot I aays.™

“Go hon!™

* Which Mr. Chesham has been looking for you, and hoe says
to mﬁ: o8 h]::;-wlwn thom young ripe come i, he saya—-."

i 8, ha, "

““Oh, my only hat!™ gasped Nugemt,” I think I can hear
the reaspected Chesham mﬁ:';thmﬂ worde | My word1™

“ Ho says to me, he says, when them young rips coms in, ha
aays, scnd them to my atudy direet, he says, 'f"i?‘-ﬂ got a bone to
pick with them, he says.™

* Ha, ha, ha.” ; )

“ Which you can go or not as {cu like,” Baid (losling.
*“That’s what he says to e, and wot I says is this "ere—-0!"

“Ha, ha, ha! Thanks for delivering the message, Gosling,
and eapecially for translating it into Goesy-lingo." )

And the juniors walked on, leaving the achool porter grunting.

Y It's penuine though %}ﬂﬂaj' has mgg'md upon
Mr. Chesham's age,” Harry Wharton remaried. * We'd
better go in and talk to Cheshom,"

* ¥Yes, rather.”

" The ratherfulness is terrific, my wo
the reapected Chesham is feeling the a
B Bob. Ch

o & AVE 8 FrOBD.

* Wa dﬂ?&ﬁ hina %raﬂfura the pionic,’” he remarked. * We
can't dodge him now. But if he works off his pills and potiona
on me, thera will be troubls.”

“ The troublefuiness will be terrifie."

The juniors presented themaslves at Mr. Chesham's door.
Harry Wharton tapped, snd the Remove master's voice bade
him enter.

The juniors entered, feeling o great deal like Iambe going to
the slaughter. The gas was alight in Mr. Chesheam’s study,
for the evening hed closed in now, Mr. Chesham was standing
at hiz table, with a glasa in his hand, containing & red hiquid. Iie
was adding woter to it from s carafs, with s caretul hand,
thinning it down to an exuct consistency. He glanoced over the
carafe at the juniors.

“ Wait a few momenta,”" he said.

* Certainlvy, sir."' i

They waited, and wateched the Form.master cariously. Hia
browa woern wrinkled, and his eyes were fastened upon the glass
in his hand.

Bob Cherry made a grimace. _

“ That's mmethinq; or u3," he mourmured under hia breath,
in Wharton’s ear, * Bet you it's m dead certain cure for
pienicking.™

* Bhouldn't wonder.”

" Are we going to take it 1" murmured Bob Cherry.
watch your uncls.”

Bob Cherry shifted his position, ns if to give the others more
room, stumblod against a chair, and fall headlong on the talle.

*0h!" he roared.

Mr. Chesham gave a jump, and the glasa fell from his hand,
and wa3 smashed into a hundred pileces on the table, The
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earafe in his left hand jerked forward, and sent a flood of water
up his right sleave,”

“Oht!™ he gasped. * Qh! Really! Ah1 "

He put the carafe down with o force that neany eracked it,
and shook his arm for the water ta stream outb of the sleove,

“Oh!" gasped Bob Cherry. " I—1I was clumsy, sir.”

" Cherry ! How ¢an you be so clumsy—so-—so utterly like a
rhinocerous, sir ! ' shouted Mr. Chesham. * You--you ought
to be led on a chain, Cherry,”

" Yea, gir,”

“ That was the very Tast dose I possessed of the Pink Pick-mo-
up for Full Feeders,” said Mr. Chesham. ** T was going to give
vou a dose each, to taks off the effects of the recklesa ;Eurging
you have undoubtedly indulged in during this afterncon.”

** Oh, no, sir.™

* Do not contradict me, Wharton,*

* But, air—"

* Hove you eonsumed s greater part of the huge supply of
pmwe;ium you carried from the school in your bags this after-
mun LE S

* Yes, slr, hut——."
* In that case you have over-eaten yourselves.”

* Oh, no, sir. We——.
“* Bilence | 1 presume I am a better judge of these matters
than you are.”

“ 1 don't know that, gir,"” said Harry, somewhat nettled. I
suppese a fellow of fifteen ia old encugh to know when he's
eaten enough.’

* 1 will not argue the point with you, Wharten. I was poing
to administer a dose of this invaliable medicine; but now
Chetry, through his clumsiness, has destroyed it, snd I have no
more left,”

The juniora tried to concesl their satisfaction at the news,
but not very successfully. Mr. Cleshem eyed them with a
grim emile.

“ Ap the medicine js destroyed, I cannot administer it—'"

“ Hurray ! "

(1] “-hM|! (1 ]

“ I—1 didn't epeak, eir I " stammered Bob Cherry, remem-
bering himself. ** Th;t is to say, I—I dida't mean to k!

" You were exp Aatisfaction, at the adena of
not Eﬂh?mg tl'll.".:,tﬂkﬁ the medicine,”” said Mr. Cheshnm sternly.

vy BIF &

* 1 think that was the meaning of your disrespectiu] exclama-
tion, ﬂharr;r,r.”

* O-oh, six!"

“ However, this effect of yotr clumsiness will make no differ-
ence."”

The junlors® faces fell. .

"1 ghall be abls to obtain a fresh i:u]':: Iy at the chemist's in
the vil o paitl My, Chesham, "I w1 Fwnlk down there this
évening ¥or the purpose, and if necemsary I will go over to the
market town to obtain it." '

“* Oh, air, we don't wont you to take.al that trouble on our
acey k unt ; :': ventured Nugent. “ We—we'd rather run the
riak, sir

"1 dare an:i;iyou would ; but I have my duty to do."

* But, sir, if you e

* I shall not be back before vour badtime,”” said Mr. Chesham.
" However, I will come to your dormitory at the sarliest ibla
moment, and administer the dose. You will take it in hed ;
and, in fast, it B more beneficial ¥ talkten & short time after
retiring.”* :

The juniora looked Llank.

* That is all,” said Mr, Cheaham,

" Th-th-thank you, sir,"'

They Jeft the study. In the passage they looked at one

another with long faces.

“ Well, you are an ass, C 1" Hazeldene remarked. ' We
might as well have taken the dose now and got it over, instead
of being woke np in the middle of the night to take it.*

* The mightluless as well ig terrific.”

“ Oh, rota ™" snid Bob Cherry. * Thera may be ancther
accident to-night—who knowa 1

“Hn, ha, ha1 "

** Bloased if I'm going to swallow any of hia pink poison for
miserable muga !’ growled Tom Brown. *° Better mistake
hiim for a burglar when he comes into the dorm, and shy pillows
at him, "

“ Jolly good ege!™

“ If we smash his bottle of muck he ean’ administer it then,
that's & cort,”’ maid the New Zealand junior. ' One thing's
joelly certain, if I'm awoke when he comes in, he will get a biff,™

* Hear, hepr 1 ™

* 1 say, you fellows—-"

" Ok, cheeso it, Bunter t **

" But I say, you fellowe, I tell you what—if yvou like to stand
o bit of prub for me to—to be cecupied with, I'll stay awalke to-
night and watch for Cheshoen,™

“ Ha, ha! How long would you elay awake alter you had
finshed the grab "

* Oy veally, Wharton—-—-"

* Mind, whoover's awake bifis the duffer with a pillow,” said
Tom Brown. * That's settled.™

And the others agreed vnanimously,
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THE NINTH CHAPTER

Something Nice for Bulstrode.

TLSTRODE was in the common - room when the juniors
B came there a little later. The bully of the Remove was
looking sulky. His adventure on the picnic ground had
led to hot words between him ond his friends, and his
frilure hod been uxaﬂﬁeraﬁn . Most of the fellows knew about
the raid, and how it had ended, and had chipped him about it.
Bulstrode looked at Harry Wharton & Co. with a sullen glare
as they came in, Mark Linley with them. Ho would hgve said
or done anything at that moment to snnoy them, and un-
fortunately there was & weapon all ready to lus hand,

" Mind your pockets 1" he called out.

Some of the juniors laughed. Mark Linley turmed fiery red,
and then pale. He knew, of course, what Bulstrode's meaning
wWag,

Wharton caught his sleeve.

“ Don't take any notice,” he whispered.

And the Lancoshire Ind nodded, though his testh eame to-
gother hard, and his eyes were glinting like steel.

But taking no notice was not exactly tha best way of dealing
with Bulstrode. He noted the change of colowr in the Lan-
cashire lad’s [oco, and when he saw how one shot told, he waa
not slow to follow it up with another,

" Anybody lost anything lately 1" he asked, addressing the
whaole room;
he‘::.‘:"ﬁ,” said Sncop; * Linley's kst his temper. He, he,

* New thing for Linley to lose anything,” remarked Bulstrode.
* It's Linley's neighbours who lose things, as a rula.™

“ Ha, ha, ha t ™

** Linley believes that * findings ave keepings,’ of course, where-
aver he finds anything—even if it's in another fellow’s pockets.’™

" Ha, ha, ha"

Mark Linley gritted his teeth.

“ T can't stand that," he said.

** Give him a hiding,”” said Bob Cherry.
till ke pets it ;

The Laneashire lad strode straight up to Bulatrode, who put
his hands in his pockets, and prected him with an insslent stare.

* No good,” ﬁ: gaid., " I'm looking after my money, und
I'l:; locked my_ watch wp in my box., Better try somebody
& 1 ir

"“Ha, ha, ha { ™
* ¥ou eoward ! ' said Mark Linlay,

" He won't be happy

“ Put up your hands | ™

[ Ham ! LR 3
“Then take thatt™
Smack !

Bulstrode reeled under the amack of the open palm, which
soundod like the erack of a whip on his face. He cought lus
hreath.

** Chaps, I'm not going tp fight & conviected thief.
take it ealmly, he's gg';.ngn haﬁfhggad. Collar him 1™

* Good ! t's bim 1 **

“ Give him the frog's mareh 1™

* Kick him out! We don't want any thieves in the Remove!”

“ Kiek him out! Hurray !

A dozen hands renched out for Mark Linlay. .

The Lancashire lad feced his enemiea, his cheat heaving, his

blazing.

EFTI e no thiel !" he said, his voies almost choked with
passion. " And you know it, too, most of you. The thief is
among  you. I defy yom all, you cacda!™

* Kick him out !

* Roll him over!™

" Down with him 1"

Mark Linley struck out right and left as the excited Removites
closed in upon him, like waves upon & rock.

But he had no chance againat so many,

Bulstrade and Stott rolled on the flnor under his heavy blows,
but then he woas deagped over and hurled down.

It would have ¢ hard with the lnd fromn Lancashire if he
hod had no friends at hand at that moment.

But he had friends—staunch chums who were ready to
stand by him through thick and thin.

“Come on ! roarsd Dob Cherry, " Come on! Sock it to
the rottera !

* Murray 1™

T his way | " ghouted Harry Wharton, and hoe dashed
among the adherents of Bulstrode, hitting out right and left.

Hia chums Eollowed him fast,
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The rosh of half o dozen stalwart juniors broke up the crowd
:fl_‘c-utl:td the Laneashire lad, and enabled Linloy to got upon hia
il

Mariz was red and gasping, his collar woas tormm out, his nose
streaming red ; but he waeas as full of pluck az ever.

The Removites elosed in upon him again, and at last it was
soen that Horry Wharton's influence waa broken, His backing
up of the Lancashire lad had had the inevitable effect, which he
had more than hali expected. The Remove had turned against
ita captain,

The fellows crowded up from all sides, and Bulatrode was the
Form leader now—wWharton was the outcast, and his frionds
woere fow,

But that made no difference to the chums of No. 1 Study.

They stood round Mark Linley, and met the rush of a score
or more ¢f foes with heavy blows, that made some of ths assoil-
ants sorry they had not been a little slower.

5till, the odda were too graat for the conflict to last.

“ Bock it to 'em ! roared Bulstrode. ° We'll give thom all

¢ lesson now-—it's time they had their comba cut. Wharton's
tosted the Remove too long!™

" Hurray ! "

* Roll 'em over ! ™

* Down with the thieves ! ™

" We must get out of this," muttered Wharton.
too meny. Make for the dogr!"

“ Right yon oret ™

“ The too.manyfulness g terrifie !

The chums, in a compact hody, fought their way to the door,
the excited juniors howling round them, rushing on every fow
moments, only to be hurled back again.

The chums gained the doorway, and the prssage boyond ;
and then the Remove made a final rush at them.

There was & wild and serambling conflict in the passage.

In the midst of it, Mr. Chesham appeared in his hat and cont,
dressed to po out, He stared ot t.;w fighting juniors in blank
amarement and horror.

“Boys! Boys!™

The Removites ware too excited even to hear Lim.

ik Bﬂ}'ﬂ |. L 13

“Sock it to thom !* roared Bob Cherry.
rotters 1 M

* Down with the thicves | ™

*Cads !

L1 "ll"....l.F ! (1]

“ Boya! Censs this instantly ! I-<gh! Oh!™

A rush of the juniors swept the Form-master off his foet.

Haorry Wiharton & Co.” went roshing past and gained the
stawrcase.  Mr., Chesham stagpered to hia foet in the midst of
a swarm of pursuing Juniors,

He caught tho nearest one by the ear. It happened to be
Bulatrode ; and Bulstrode sguirmed and wrig_glad[f

&G BI:.‘Ij.i'B 1 "

“ Cavo !'" gaaped Skinner.

Thers was o rush to cscape, os 80on aa the juniors saw that it
war a Form-master whom they had upsat,

They disappeared in various directions, with amazing speed ;
only Bulatrode, who could not escape, remained in the grasp
of the Form-inaster,

Mr. Chesham gosped and blinked, and hlinked and gasped.

“ Bulatrode ! It is you !

" Ves," growled Bulstrode.

" What is all this riot about *  You aro the alidest boy in the
Form, and vou should know better.  Bulstrode, surely you arg
aware that it is extremely bad for the health to indulge in this
excited horseplay. You are flushed, and in a feverigh atate."

“1'mo oall right, sir,” prowled Bulstrode, nervously appre-
hensive of a remedy for his supposed foverishness. Ho knew
Me. Choshiam.

" You are not all right, Bulstrode,

“ Woawarhere, sir 17

" To my study.”

" But—but—I—it's not foair, sir, I wosn't any worse than
the others, anyway ! "

“1 am not going to punish you, Bulstrode. I have been
upset and l'ullghl;," treated, but I am & patient man, [ an
not going to punish you, T am going to give you something
for your fevortahness, ™

* But I'm not feverish. sir.”

“ T sappose 1 know betier about that than yon do, Bul-
strode.”’

* But, air, T—T [eel all right.”

“The feelinga are a veory deceptive guido in a case of illness.
Somnetimes o man feols all right, a3 you express it, on the very
v&rgg} I'?E death.”

ka p

" Your state is nob as serions as that—at least T hopo not—
but the fact that you feel all right iz a sure sign that you are
in & more feverish atate than I believed at Arst. I shall give
you a double guantity of the Electric Elixir."

* If you pleass, sip—---""'
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“* That will do, Bulatroda.”

The Femove bully, inwardly chafing, was dragped to the
Form-master’s study, and Ms. Chesham carefully mixed a
donbly stromg dose of the elixir. Hes stood' over Bulstrode
while he drank it, and Bulstrede had no chancoe of wasting o
deap. What it was made of the junior did net know ; but it
taated as if it were made of & mixture of the soursst possible
lemons with bitter almonds and guinine. It nearly doubled
Bulstrode up. )

Ho groanod and gasped when the doge was fairly down.

Y How do you like it, Bulstrode 1"

“Dw! FRotten!™

* Do you feal bettor "

Y Wa," groaned the Remowve bally.
timea worge 1 "

* Dear me, that is quite alarming! The only thing is to
repaat the dogs—/—-"

Bualatrode made one bound for the door

* Bulstrede! Boy! Come here!™

Duat Bulstrode was gone.

" Worss! A thousand

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Light At Last,

e BAY, you [ellows !

I * Oh, shut up, Buater ! '

“ I was going to say that my offer’s still open i
** 3o i your mouth. Shot it ™

“ 0h, really, Cherry! Tf you fellows like to stand somo.
thing in the way of supper, I'll stay ewake snd look for the
Chesham asa to-night—--""

ki Ra“ ! ah

That was all the gratitude Billy Bunter received for his
generous offer. The Remove went up to bed; most of thom
in & bad temper.

Bulstrode was atill suffering inwardly from the effects of
the medicine administerad by the [addist Form-maater. Moat
of the others were suffering from hard koocks received in the
combat in the commaon-room,

Horry Wharton & Co. did not speale to the others.

It was definite now that they weére to be sent to Coventry
along with the Lancashite lad. They took it quistly cnought
With a0 many in ** Coventry," Coventry loat half its terrors;
ognd thers wera, too, & good many juniors in the' Remove who
wounld never earry out the sentonce completely against the
chums of No. 1 S8tudy. Harry Wharton went to bed without
showing a sign that he cared a rap for the latest move of Bul.
strade & Co. Dilly Bunter had been warned by Bulstrodo
not to speak to his study mates, or he would have to share
their exelusion : but Bunter was wise in his generation, and
ho knew that the feeds in No. 1 Study were worth mors to
hiny than anything he was likely to get from Bulstrode &-Co.
Therefore he remained loyal ; and he plumed himself a great
deal upon sticking to his [riends in the hour of distresa—but
he did not receive so much gratitude as he expectad,

The fat junior turned in in s discontentad mood. 1f hia
offer had heen accepted, he would probsbly have remained
awake s long aa the provusions lastod, and fallen asleep o
fow meconds aftor the [wst mouthiul, The juniors wara guita
owara of that, As it was, Buntor dropped off to sleep about
a minuts aftar getting between the sheets, and he waa aslec
when Wingate looked in to turn out the lights and say gool-
night.

i:IJ.‘u.'.un Brown sat up in bed.

" Groing te walt for the medicine man, chaps '™ he asked.

Snore !

* Oh, I think I'll sit ap A bhil, anyway [ "

And the New Zealandor sat up s bit—Ior exactly throo
mimiltca. Then he put his head upon the pillow and went
to aleap.

H'iurr{]h-sr reignad in the Remove dormitory.

The hours tolled Irom the elock tower, unheard by the tirxd
and soundly sleoping juniors,

They did not hear the ehimes, and they did not hear a guizt
footstep in the Hemove paossage-—they did not hear a door
open in the dormitory. They did not see & lamp glimouer
from the gloom of the passage,

Mr. Chasham looked inte the room.

“ Ah, nll asleep!"” he murmured. "It i3 a pity to hava
to wake them up, but if the meodicine i3 not taken, they will
be in an unonviable state by to-merrow moerning. I muost
do my dulty, however unpleasant it may bs to mysell and
to—er—aothers.”

He glanced at the beds oeccupied by the picnickers of tho
alterncon, and gave a slight atart.

One of tham was empty.

“ Doar me ! " murmured Mr, Cheshamn.

It was Billy Bunter's bed.

As it waa past elaven o'cloek, Mr. Chesham’s surprize way
natural. He immediataly concludoed that the fat junior wad
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out of bad for the purpose of obtaining a surreptitious fecd ;
ot an uncormmon happening in the Remove dormitory.

Y Depr mo! How fortunnte I came here! I shall be able
to save the unfortunate youth from the effects of his faclish
gluttony 1 " murmured Mr. Chesham,

The- next moment he gave o jump, and -the lamp almost
fell frpm his hand.

A fignre in white Ioomed up in the gloom, advancing straight
npon him. P

Mr. Chesham backed away in alarm.

“ Dear me! Buntor!' he gasped.

It was Bunter, in his might-shirt, looldng very much like a
ghost in the dimness of the Remove dormitory, Mr, Chesham
turned the light pf the lamp full upon him.

* Bunter ™

The fat junior did not reply.

He came straight on, sa if he did not see Mr. Chesham, and
:rns unaware of the presence of the Form-master in the dormi-

ary.

Mr. Chesham felt a sonsation.

He did not quite know what it was, but there was something
very-uncanny about Bunter at that moment.

" Bumter!” His voica guavered in spite of himself.
* Bunter 1 (et back into bed immediatoly !

- The junior did not reply. He strode straight on, and Mr.
Chesham had to step out of the way, or Bunter would- have
craTaII;::d rigi:ht. i?mlhim.

n, 88 the fat junior passed close, the mys was explainad,
His eyea were nlm]ﬂ-d ; he was walking in hi:g m. E

Mr. Chesham shivered o little, '

He remembered now that Bunter had mentioned in his
presence that he waa addicted to somnambulism. His vieit
to the dormitory had caunsed him . to discover the fat junior
in & somnambulistic fit: and the - -hearted Form-master
was wré,' glad that he bad come, It woa gquita possible that
he would sawe’ Bunter from breaking s limb on the ataira.

Hardly knowing what to do for the moment, Mr. Chesham
etood holding the lamp up, and ]ml-i.'ing at Bunter. There was
& subdusd exclamation from Bulstrode's bed.

* " Hallo! Wha's there 1"

“Itis L said Mr, Chesham, ‘" Do not make s noise, Bul-
etrode. Bunter ia waikinﬁ in his sleep, and it may be dan-
geroua to awaken him suddenly.™
- "My hat! He's done that before, the young asa!™ .

Zevernl other juniors had awakened now. Mr. Chesham
sct down the lamp, and Jighted the gns. Every waking eye
waa fixed upon Bunter. '

hi“ l'd}: hat-1*' murmored Harry Wharton,. “ Look at
ml’ ' .
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1 ™ '
“Lookt™
“ Phaw | "

Runter had stopped betide Nugent's bed, where the junioc’s

clothes were ploged on a chair, and was methodically going
through the ets,
Ha tu ~out the locae cash apd several small articles,

ond tucked them under his arm, amd then visited Wharton's
clothes, pnd répeated tho samo actions.

Half the Form were awake now, and they all watched Bunter
Ereathlesaly.

Mark Linley met H Wharton's eyos,

"‘%"hﬁ thief 1 " he muttered,

** The truth's out now, Linley.”

“ Yes—thank Heaven "

“ Tt wos Bunter—in his sleep ™

“ My ﬂol:ltff' hat ! " muttered Bulstroda,

* 'The only-hatfulness is terrifiet ™

Mr. Cheshamn scemed petrifisd. Bunter was finished at
last, and he concluded by gathering up several pairs of trousers,
aocys, and some jeckets and boota, and thus laden he made
fur the door of the dormitory.

Harry Wharton whipped out of bed.

* Let's jollow and see what he does with them. This may
show wve where the Iest lot were put—Bunter won't remember
when he's awake."

11 Gnmi EEE ’ ik

“ Dear me ! " aald Mr. Chesham.

" Pleaze come with us, sir, ps & witness," snid Wharton,
* Linley hos been anecused of atealing things in the dormitory,
and you can eeg what really happened now.”

* It is amazing ! "

The Form-master and & crowd of exeited juniors followed
the sleep-walker. Billy Bunter, walking with the ‘eurious
precision of the sommnambulist, went nlong the passage, and
mnto the box-room. There he opened a long disueed cupboard
in the wall, and Mr. Chesham flashed the lamplight into it.
‘Chere, in the deamp, disused opening, Iny a pile of clothes, and
o little heap of plittering articles—money, gold and silver
watehes, and tie-ping

‘I'his was the store where the mysterious raider had deposited
hiz plunder. The money had not been spent—it was here,
to the laat shilling. '

Bunter depesitend his fresh loot in the cupboard, carefully
elnsaed the door, and then left the box-reom. He brushed
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apainst Mark Linley in sing, but did not look round. He
walked straight bacl l:-::-'igﬁl dormitory, followod by the juniora.

"My only hat!"™ said Bob Cherry., " This simply beata
everything ! Faney it's being Bunter, walking in his sleep*
all the time 1™

" He's gething into bed now,” mutterad Wharton.

" The young asz! We'll chain hin down to-moreow night."
. Thers was n suppressed chuekle. Billy Bunter tumbled
into bed, drew the clothes about him, and woes scon gquict,
sleeping peacefully.

" Dear e ! ™ anid Mr. Chesham,  ** This is a moat remmarkablo
ense, and I will make notes of it. T think I shull be able to
prepars a medicine to cure Bunter of thia, Good-night, boys ! ™

" Good-night, sir ! ™

The docr closed behind Mr. Chesham, and Bob Cherry gave
a8 chueckle,

iF Jﬂ]]}f ! ¥3

" What's goad t "

" The Chesham-nsz hes for
that's all | * chuckled Boh.
us with medicine, ™

tten what he came here for,
""He's gone away without dosing

“My hat! 8o he has 1

* Hn, ho, ha !

“ Jolly Incky for ws Bunter's o sleep-walker!" grinned
Nugent. “ But 1 say, you rotten sweops, what do you say

about the thief now 1"

Thers was a general silencoe.

" All you mongrels who have been barking round Mark
Lmleg—what— have you got to eay for yoursclves 17

“'Oh, #ata!” maid Skinner, * How were we to know that
Buntor way playing these giddy fricks t ™

. Eqﬁt'. have you got to say, Bulstrode 1™

di A’ 1 ik

:: g;iiln;t:}yﬂu ashamod of yourgelf t ™

** Well, you ought to be—and if you don't apologise to Linley,
I hope the Remove will have the decency to send you to
Coventry.”

Eulstrode. grunted, and went to slecp,

There waa no more surprised person than Billy Buntor when
the story was told in the morning,

The fat junior knew that he was subject to somnambulism,
and he had been s victim of it, nt Greyiriars, before, Buot he
hod nover dreamoed of conneeting it with the myaterions thefts
in the dormitory. He was somewhat incredulous at first,
but he had to believe it, and he had an explenation forth-

coming st once. j
“ Well, T'm sorrv,” he said. " It waa rough on Linley, I
know. But it's all the fault of you fellows,™

They stared at him.

" How on enrth do you make that out '™ demandad Harry
Wharton, ** Blessed if T know how we could possibly hove
had anything to do with it."

"“It comes of beimg underfed,” exploined Bynter. *I'm
a delicate chap, as you know, and I only keep myself going
at all by taking constant nourishment. When 1 short
of grub, it hos a bod effect ypon my system, You chaps are
always k&apiuig me short of grub, and thia ia the result. I
think you ought to apologise to Linley.™

Mark Linley laughed. The Lancashire lad seemed to have
grown years younger since the previcus day.

“T'm linble to have these sttacks again, unless T well
fed,” went on Bunter. ™ The best thing you [ellpws enn do
is to raise & subseoription in the Form, to stumnl me some decent
guppers, Then it will be all right.”

“I dan’t think ! * remarked Nugent. ** It's more likely tho
effect of overeating, and the best thing you can do i3 to cut
down your meals.’

* Oh, really, NuFe-ntr-—"

“As & Iriend, T'll help you,
a8 well as my own.”

* That you jolly well won't! I——

** Hullo, hallo, hailo! Here's Bulsteode t **

Bulstrodle came up, looking very shamefoced.

* I want to speak to you, Linley,” he said. ** 1 was an nsal
It's nll rig'ht.—l' mgw now you weren't the thief. Tt looked sust-
picious, but—cgh, hang ! I'm sorry, I can't sey more than thot.”

Mark nodded.

* It's all right, Bulstrode. I'm glad to hear you say so™

There was no more talk of Coventry in the Remove. Mark
Linley's fnee was very cheerful that doay. The Removitcs
alrmost all did whet they could to stone for thewr imjusticas,
and it woas admitted on all hands that Mark Linley had eocmae
out of the time of trouble with fiying colours. And with thut
ho was content,

In future, I'll seoff your tea

L

THE ENIN.

(A Grand Spcetal Doweble Nwwmber of ' The Magnet ™ wext, Twesday
will contain o doubledength school tade of Harry Wharten & Cu,, entitled !
t The Foith at Grenfrines, " by Fronk Richards.) -

FRANK RICHARDS.
- NEXT WEEK.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

Ronald Ehtﬂ:ij'ﬂ is forced to leave Sandhurst throngh the
trcachery of hisstep-brother, Inn, and enlists in the Wessex
Kegiment under the name of Chester. Unfortunately for
RXonald, Ian joins the Wessex as a subaltern, and, assisted
by '.-er;ietmt Bagot and Private Foxey Williams, does his
best to further disgrace Ronald. Tha unmgnlms Bagot,
however, gets caught in his own toils, and is ynhtﬂ:ly
-:Ic-i;radeai to the rauks. Foxey Willlams obtains a great
hold over Ian Chenvys, and drhr:% him to desperation.
An appointment is made by Foxey for lanm fo meet him in
B stable—naed 'H a foreigner nomed Pushoffsky for a
thyalcalculrm:e as3. The two are alone, and Inn Cheays
wocks down Foxey, who eventually dies.

However, Guasie, a recruit in Ronald's Company, Over-
hears 2 part of the two men's conversation, and i few days
before Foxey's funeral decides to tell Ronald his ITOTY.

(Now go on with the story.)

Ronald Advises Gussia,

* One minute, Gussie,” said Ronald hoarsaly. * Let's have
this from the anmning. Now steady yourself, and tell mo
the whole story.'

“Well, it was like this,” commenced Gussis miserably,
ﬂo*:r!;mg down on the bed.

en ho related the story of his experionces the night
before, when he had stolen into the loft—the eminous con-
versation ho had overheard through the thin partition.

“I know wheo the other man was, too—at least, I think [
know. I only heard his voice,” he broke off desperately.

Y Who was 1t!" asked Homald, in a voice that rang eo
false and so unlike his own, that he foared Gussie would
suspect something.,

“ILI tell you, it ia in secret, and you will promise nover
to reveal it "' answered Gussie rﬂguri"-

“ That is impossible. Just think {-:rr yourself. How da
we know that this other man did nor do the deed i

“Yes, I suppose you're right,” said Gussie wearily. It
was Lieutenant Chenys '

There was a long silence. Ronald siinpiy dare not trust
hinzelf to utter a word.

¥ When I was in the cell,” continued Guasie at last, * and
I heard them Eall—:lng about you downing the wrestler at the
FParagon, and hew he was swearing to get his own back, I
naturally thought they had been talking about you, though
wiy Mr. Chenys would want to sce you laid out is more
than I eould understand. But there you are, and I was
wrong. It was Foxey after all, and now the foreign brute
has bolted, and goodness knows whether they’ll ever catch
hi:n; and as for e, I don't know what to do.”

Ronald was in a more ghastly dilemma. It lay with him
now to denounce his ewn kith and kin, or hold his peace,
and by hiz silence make himsslf a party to the crime.

Pushoffsky would be trailed by the detectives, and if ha
had not already oscaped the country, would be arrested and
charged with Foxey's death. The truth would come out
then. On the other hand, if the Pole got clear away,
suspleion might never fall on Tan. Was that right? Was
he himaelf dmnbL right in helping to shield him?

Ronald asked himself this, but dared not answer.

“Can't you help me?” groaned Gussie, unable to bear
the silence any longer, ”g
ko do?
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“Do!” echoed Ronald, coming suddenly to his wits,
“What can you do? A warrant 1a being issued for
Pushoffsky’s arrest. You think that he ia the guilty man.
Very well. 1 should say, wait until he is arrested, and
then speak. Your evidence will be of no help now to any-
body. ¥Youn can offer it when the right moment comes. As
for !I:'.ih Chenys, you say you e¢nly think the second voice
WAaS nla.

““Yes, I only think. I couldn’t swear to it,” answercd
Gussie.

" Very well, then, I should act sa I suggest. Wait."”

Gussie accepted the advice eagerly enough. Now that he
had unburdened his conscience, he was ready to jump at
pny excuse for letting the matter rest where it was.

* I think you're right, corporsl” he said, with evident
relief. *' And mow I'm going to trot over to the cantaen,
for I'm feeling like & bit of chewsed string.”

His feotsteps clattered away down the iron staircase, aad
Ronald was left alone to wrestle with the thousard con-
flicting thoughts which eame surging to his tortured brain.

Right! rong ! Right! Wrong!

The mental struggle went on with relentless fury, tossing
him hjther and thither lika a boat in a tempestuous seas.

On_the one side was set Justice, with hands outstretched
5rlml]r: on the other everything—thes proud old name of

henys, his dad, Jan, as had known him before the
canker of greed had warped and withered the youngster's
heart. This was hia own side, after all, and right oc
wmnﬁi surely he was justified in fighting for his own Hesh
and blood? ] )

Never once did he allow himself to remember that this
}{a{d he was se anxious to shield, was copapiring against his
118.

The bugles sounded “ First Post" at last, and the men
came frooping back to the room. The roll was called, and
graduzally, amid the babel of tongues, the clatter of boots
on bare plank floor and the bumping and rattling aa the
bods were made down, Ronald found a measure of poacs.

When * Lights Out™ sounded three-quarters of an hour
!afe:-i. he was already fast asleep, worn out in body and
LZIIaQA.

The Last of Foxey—A Novel Shooting Match-—Mouldy and
Hookey Iniend to Take a Hand,

The next week was a terrible one for those in the con-
aptrauﬁy of silence, and they were three. ; 2

In due course the coroner’s jury brought in & verdict of
murder against some person or parsons unknown, and
moantime the police were hunting high and low for the
fugitive Pushofisky. :

hen Foxey was escorted to his long rest.

Six bearers from No. 4 Section carried forth the coffin,
draped with the Union Jack, with the dead soldier’'s helinet
and sidearms on the lid. ]

They bore it along slowly between the ranks of the firing.
party, who saluted it at the ** Present Arms!" and set it
on the gun-carriage walting to receive it. )

_ High or low, general or drummer-boy, a scldier’s funeral
i3 always the same, except in certain details varying with
the rank of the dead.

When all was ready, the band, with drums muffled in
crape, boomed out the solemn notes of the * Dead Macch,™

WEEK.



and the mourners stepped forward in slow time. The firing-
fpari;r,- marched with rifles reversed, butfs pointing te Eﬂ
ront under the right ‘arm, and muzzles into the ground
behind. Behind came No. 4 Company, officers and men,
and in the rear all those who cared to follow,

WNearly every man in the battalion was there, and many
from other corps lying close by, It was not that Foxey
wag popular, but rather that Tommy Atkins makes it a

olnt of honour to show respect for a comrade who is dead.

oreover, Foxey had come to an end in a strange way.

Ian was absent—ill, report said—and for this Ronald and
Gusay were glad,

Amid the rolling of muffed drums, the cortege reached
the cemetery at last, and the firing-party, with rifles
reversed, and hands clesped upon the butte, formed up by
the grave,

“ Barth to earth I"" came the signal at last, and the coffin
sank into the grave.

The voMeys of blank by the firing-party erashed out.
One, two, three! And instantly, as the echoes rattled away
among the surrounding hills, the brazen-throated bugles
took up the call of * Last Post.”

That was the end. Ronald stepped forward, and threw a
handful of earth upon the coffin, so did Lieutenant Bob and
a few others; but the order had already gone forth to fall
in, and the brass band were fixing their music cards, of a
Beiﬁntlm of lively ditties of the dny, on their instruments
sll ready for the homeward route.

Tommy is not allowed to breod long over a lost comrade,
and no soonher was the procession clear of the cemetery
gates, than the men were stepping out at a rattling pace
to the tune of the “ Galloping Major.” )

lan shraok back from his window, vainly trying to stop
his ears to the clash of brass and thud of sheepskin as the
funersl _Ear;_r,r cameé swinging through the gate.

.. He had pleaded illness to escape from duty, and he looked
il mdeed, His face was thin and hnggarci, and bis eyes
burned like coal in dark pite.

For the past week he had been living in a dream—a
nightmare filled with foul shapes ever threatening and
recading, but still a dream after all. If he had not drugged
himself, his reason, he knew, would have crumbled under
the fearful strain.

Stall, 1t was over now. He had done with Foxey for ever.
The secret of Ronald's existence was shared by no ona else
as yet. Pushoffsky had been driven into hicf;.ng, and the
]‘.;utﬂdl? the future promised to be easier than he had ever

4] or.

e must lie quiet now for a space. If he bided his time,
oll would come right in the end.

What troubled him most was that missing letter which his
late servant mtercepted. The paper he had matched
from Foxey's hand and escaped with, was not a letter at
all, but a bill. Foxey had duped him there.

The blackmeiler had held other letters, but where they
wore now, Jan could not feel sure. He was hoping they
had been burnt in the conflagration. Foxey's jacket, the
mside pockets of which were empty, was singed, so that the
fire must have gome very near to ‘him.

f the packet had been consumed, well and good; if nof,
and they had been discovered, surely they wonld have been
produced at the inquest. No, he was torturing himself
with unnecessary fears.

As for the wretched man lying in his grave, Tan hardly
gave a thcmﬁht- to him. His conscience there was numb as
yet. Bome day 1t would awakem. At present he was un-
suspected and eafe. That was s}l he cared.

The Wessex were always a shooting regiment, renowned
for their prowess at the butts, and at Woeolchester they had
overy opportunity for practice, for a rifle range lay just
beyond the barracks at the foot of Kit Hill,

Not content with the ordinary’ musketry practice laid
down in regulstions, Colonel Conger gave every encourage-
ment for his men to ge to the range and improve their
marksmanship. Thie meant that he and his brother officers
had to dip their hands pretty deep into their pockets to
provide ammupition; but few grudged the outlay so long as
the reputation of the corps was mamtained.

In the early spring some 1important prizes were competed
for, eand as many of these were inter-company challenge-
cups, rivalry ran very strong ndeed.

ﬂgﬂﬂmpan was well skilled with the rifle, but F was at
least as . 8till B were in high feather, and so far as
the Fnirgf Cup was eoncerned, they telked confidently of
licking F into & cocked hat.

This cocksureness being very properly resented by F, &
free fight resulted in the canteen. The battle took place
slmost on the eve of the final in which the two companies
wore due to perform on the firing point.

The result of the fight was that Mouldy Mille got hiw
right eye—the shooting one—so bunged up, that he could
not have cpened it to save his life, while Hookey Walker
sprained his right trigger finger.

Both, therefore, were knocked out of the B Company
team, and Ronald and Tony Truscott were promptly
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entered in their places. The pair were inexperienced in
i}:mpatltmn firing, but they were excellent shots neverthe-

58.

Mouldy and Hockey, however, were furious, and moped
about the barracks like bears with sore heads.

The Fairly Cup—the prize for which was given by
Licutenant Bob—was quite & gporting event. Icstead of
bullseye targets, the objects nimed at were toy balloons
about eighteen inches in diameter. These were tethered b
strings in a row along the butt-bank, and, being filled wit‘z
gas, bobbed with every breeze in a manner most perplexing
to the marksman.

The balloons were blua and red alternately, and the
capfains of the teams up for the choice of colours.
Then the red team blazed st the blus balloons, and the blus
team at the red as fast as they could fire. As s balloon
was picked off and burst, the man corresponding to it

among the markemen had to retire ‘ dead,” while the man
who had killed him was at liberty to fire at any of the
remaining balloons belonging to the foe.

_ Now, Mouldy and Hookey were two of the best snapshots
in the battalion, and excelled in such a competition. Kach
had been backing their team heavily all round the canteen;
but now that they had had to drop out, their confidence in
B Company’s chances fell to zero. Ronald and Tony were
ood, but they were some points behind Mouldy and
Iookey at this game.
“If we lose—"" spuitered Hookey, the day before the
final, and then came to a dead halt. _ i
“We_ mustn’t lose! We daren't! It's impossible
groaned Mouldy feeling his swollen eye tenderly, ' Why,
if we do, I'm absolutely broke! I've been laying any odds
on B winning, and the F chaps have been taking me faster
than I could book the bets. Why, I should be out by quids
and guids, and I've only got fifteen bob in the world.”
“Bame 'ere,” said Heokey mournfully. . * Tell you what,
chum, we'll have to wangle it somehow, We ean't afford
to see our side lose, and we'll just *ave to 'elp ‘em.”
Mouldy-laoked at him for a couple of minutes in silence.
“What d’yer mean?" he asked in a hoarse whisper,
“Wat I say,"” retorted Hookey grimly. * Now, look "ers,
chum, your right eye is more like a sguashed tomarter than
& 'uman optic; but if yono wos fo see a nice fat balloon
danecing on a string, not twenty-five yards off you, do you
think you could manage to pick 1t off, shooting left-

handed ¥

i Wh{, of course! YWhat are you driving at "

fis W.ﬂcll, I've got an i1dea. You say B Company's got to
win, and, of conrse, it's bound fo win, &ﬂghﬂw, ain’t it "

o Ye-es, p'raps,” agreed Mouldy doubtfully.

“There’'s no p'r'aps sbout it. It's poin’ to win ’ands
down. We know that, o that what we're goin' to do ain't
really hﬁ]ﬁiﬂ’ our side at all; but is just makin' things more
certain like. You understand that, don't you "

“Ye-e3,"” mumbled Mouldy.

C"'Well, then, by sort of standin’ round and ’‘elpin’ a
little, we shouldn't be acting in any uneportsmanlike fashion,
should we ¥’

“ No-o-0 1

*That’s all fair and square, then. Now, I'll tell you what
we're goin’ to do. You know them clumps of furze-bushes
on either side of the butt, don't vou? Well—vou and me—
to-morrow will take cover there unbeknownst to anybody
ﬁfure the shootin' commences, or the markers go into the

utta,

* Then, whan the ‘ Commence fire " sounds, we’ll join in,
and if B's arter the red balloons, we’'ll pop "em off at short
ronge, 50 that they can win gquicker than they ctherwise
would. We're just savin® time, that’'s all it comes to.
What d'ver think of it?"”

*The less we get thinkin' sbout it the better it seems to
me,’”" said Mouldy miserably. * We'll call it strategy, which
the books say is indespenmble fo all milingtery operations,
and let it go at thet, How about the shots being heard by
the merkers?"

“We'll use air guns. A pal of mine what keeps a hird-
shop has got & couple of nailers he'll lend me.”

“ But we're both on the sick list,” protested Mouldy.

“ All the better, they won’t be looking to find us in them
furze bushes. We'll dodge that somchow, You leave it to
ma,

“And how are we to Lnow which
we've got to aim at ¥

““ Ah, that takes some thinkin® out! :
ha's a reserve, and will be on the firing-point. We must

itch him some varn and get him to signal. Say we shall

watchin® over the barrack-wall, or something. We mustn’t
let ham into the secret, of course.”

“T don't like it, I tell you flat !’ proaned Mouldy, when
everything had been discussed.

or do I. If we happened to get spotted, chaps Ehn

By FRANK RICHARDS
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hadn't got philosphic, milingtary minds, like you and me,
might think weo wos doin’ somethin' underhand and dirty,
which, of course, we ain't, are we ¥

" Noo,” replied Mouldy, and the matter dropped.

That night Hookey took Gussia on one side, and explained
hew he and Mouldy, being denied the pleasure of being
present nt the mateh, wqulﬁ be watching from the topmost
burrack-window. All they wanted him to do, if he was
really a pal of theirs—as thoy knew him te be—was to blow
ki3 nose with a white handkerchief if B were to fire at the
blue balloons, or take off his cap and hold it above his head
if thay wore to massacre the red. i

“An' T'll be watchin® you with-a telescops,” explained
Hookey, with unblushing face.

Gussie, being a simple-hearted youth, readily agreed to
contribute thiz much to their happiness.

There is a back gote to Woolchester Barracks, close to the
kitchens, which is only opened in the morning to admit the
piz-tub contractor when he arrives to cart away the refuse,

Mouldy and Hookey, though sick men, contrived to be
busy on fatiguc work that morning, and obligingly lent the
pig-tub man a hand in icading his cart.

Thera was rather & heavy mist, though scarcely anough
one would have thought to account for Hookey MS Mouldy
losing their way hﬂ-ﬂg to the gate, which was only six feet
from them. However, such was the case, and before they
quite knew where they were, they were lost in the open moor
behind the barracks.

“ Why, bless me, if we ain't strayed on to the rifle-range !
said Hookey with childlike simplicity, as the lofty butt-
bank loomed above them.

**Are you quile sure?" asked Mouldy in an awed voice.
“ Don’t you think you and me had better sit down and rest
in them bushes till the fog cleara® It'd be awful if we got
lost altogather, and died of starvation, after davs and days.”

“ Awful ain't the word,” agreed Hookey. ** You take the
bushes on the left, and I'll pop across to them on the right,
and we'll lay down for a spell.”

Each had been walking stiffly, as if cach had rheo-
matiam in the right knee. The myatery was explained later,
when the two old rogues produced an airgun a-piece from
tha lega af their trousers. A box of slugs was alse found
secreted in ench of their caps.

Burrowing deep into the dew-drenched bushes, and taking
cover in ¢onvenient hollows,

meigxe to the two “aick" veterans sunposed to be perched
ike Sister Ann on some pinnacle of the barracks, hal?a mila
awny.

Fortunately, he remembered just as tho officers of the B
and F teams tossed for choice of colours, and up went his
handkerchief with a flourish to his neose.

' That means wo fire at blue,” said Hookey, shutting up
his apera-fgma‘, and, giving one long, low whistle to com-
municate his intelligence to his fellow-conspirator in the
furze clump on the other side.

Now, all that they waited for was the warning-call of the
bugle, and then the crash and seream of bullets a3 the teams
opened fire, It would be their turn then to join in, and
though Hookey's 5Er:1mnd finger was a severs handicap, and
Mouldy was to shoot left-eyed, on account of the other
being blackened, they were so close to the toy balloons,
which locked like monster, luacious gm;lmea in the morning
sunlight, that they felt they could scarcely miss,

The bugle sounded; a short, sharp command rang out,
and then bang ! crack ! erack ! bang ! swish ! wheep ! bang !

Pandemonium seemed to be let loose. The two old
acoundrels crouched closer than startled hares in their grassy
retreat. The shricking hail of bullets seemed to be directed
at them rather than at the butt between them. Sand and
graval few in spurts as shots struck short, and pebbles
sereeched and whirred about their hiding-places in a way
that was decidedly disconcerting.

Pop! A red balloon had burst, and that was one against

their side. Pep! Another had gone. 'This would never do.

Collecting their scared wits, Mouldy and Hookey simul-
taneously opened fire with their airguns.

Tossed about by the wind from the fiying bullets the toy
halloons bobbed and jogged as if they were engaged in some
wild danca,

The blue balloon nearest to him fell to Hookey's first slux.
Mouldy being nervous and half-scared to death by the din
and rattle of it all, bagged only two in seven shota; but his
sixth and seventh brought dewn another brace, and Hook=zy
had also picked a couple in the meantime.

That was seven against blue. Only three of theirs re-
mained, while zix red balloons were still bobbing merrily,
The fire the six red-rilemen concentrated on the thres
remaining blua balloona was terrifie.

Whether bullets or airgun slugs accounted for the shattarad
remnant of the blue brigads,

theltering them from chance
Lulleta, they were soon in-
visible to any passer-by.

[BRITAIN'S REVENGE !

A Powertal War Story tn | 1t 13 impossible to say.  Any-
THE GEM LIBRARY. | how, the bluxs were wiped out
¥ow on mala. Price 14 in  double-quiek  time, and
B Company had won, as they

The Battle of the Dalloons,

The morning passel  with
rainful slowness.  Neither of
tha pair had had any break-
fazt, and they were 23 hungry
as wolves,

In due courze the mist
clearad away, and the com-
peting teams appaared march-
ing down to the two hundread

ards firing-point, followed

v a crowd of interssined
Tommies, whe had turned out
to witness the contest,

Ian Chenys and a party of
markers now entered the
manilets, and Hooker and
Mouldy breathed more freely.
They loaded their sirguns
and rpatted down Iittle em-
brasures in the long grass, so
that thevy could get an unin-
terrunted aim at the targets,
the furthest of which would
ba scarcely more than thirty
yards from their hiding-places
oin either flank.

[lookey, who was the proud
possessor of a pair of opera-
glasses — very  ancient they
ware=now glued his gaze on
Ciussie, whoe eould be scen
hovering about in his axcite-
ment at the rear of the firing-

party.

Up bobbed the balloons
at laat, swaying about on their
gtringa, and all wazs ready.

Gussle, up to this moment
had forgotten all about his

1 have great

issue of “THE
Library will be

mm-—r—-.-—u
; e, ]

“The Fifth at
Greyfriars.”

pleasure in
announcing that next week’s
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would have done, of COuTLy,
even il Hookey and Mouldy
had not been there to hely,

S0 far, so0 pood.  Noither
Mouldy nor Hookey, howevor,
had taken into ecaleulation tha
question of retreat.  -There
they were, and so long ns
markers  remained in the
mantlets, or so long as day-
light was over the land, thers
they had to stick.

o craw] out now would
gt mean detection. Besides, they
had te get back into barrucks,
and ag the main gate was out
of the guestion, it would moan
& painful ascent of a ecortnin
rainpipe, which they had to
make use of on many another
siinilar ocoeasion.

They were already hungry
at breakfast-time, so that by
the time the sun sank to rest
at last, they wera ready to eat
their boots.

2 Nevar mind, think of the
dibs  we've got to collect,
Mouldy, wmy lad,” saul
Hooliay cheerfully. * There's
two - pun - two-and-threepence
ha'ponny a.coming to me out
of them fut'eads of F, and I'l]
have it tonight or know the
reason why, After that you
can stand me twa goes of
sauzage and mashed, which is
all the interest I shall charge

ou for the use of my colossal
intellek.”

(Anextra longiastalmesutofthis
fice .lﬂ"i'lf- next Tussday.)
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