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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Gireat Expectations,
Y WENTY.FIVE ponnds ! said Billy Bunler, rulbing
his fat hands with an air of extreme satizfaction.
3 It's a lot of money. 1
... wonder what 1 shall do with it?"” )
Billy Bunder made the remark in No. 1 Btudy, in the

“ Twenty-live pounds!

Remove at Greyfriars. Harery Wharton and Frank Nugent
stared at him inguiringly.

“Twenty-five pounds!™ said Harry.

“Twenty-fivo pounds ! repeated Nugent.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles,
and settled a little further baek in the casy-chair, snd
stretched out his little fat legs.

“Yes.'” he said. “It's o lot of money, isn't it? T haven't
decided yeb whether [ shall have a motor-cvele or stand a
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series of extensive feeds {o the Remove.
advise & fellow to da¥'’

Iarry Wharton laughed.

I should advise him to get the tweniy-five pounds befure
dociding,”” he remarked, 4

“Yes, rather ™ said Nugent. ** Whora are you goj

g ki : - olng t:

pot fwenty-five pounds from, you young owl:™ I

“Oh, really, Nupent—m="

“I suppose you're expecting a postal-order™
remarked sarcastically.
this time ¥*'

“You sec——

“ Perhaps Billy's gnha‘g to win the Sevmour prize.” said
Wharton, laughing  ““That’s & money prize }ur Iwenty.
five pounds, you know, and the award is made to-morrow.”

Which would rou

; MNugoent
“1s it to be for twenty-five pnu;ud;;

¥
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“Oh, really, Wharton, I don’t sea why I shouldn’t get
the priee b

“1 didn’t know you'd entered.”

“Well, I have; and, as a matter of fact, it’s the Scymour
prize I'm thinking of,”" said Billy Bunter, with a great
deal of dignity. * I was very careful with my paper, and
I haven't the slightest doubt that it will pull off the prize—
thut is, of course, if the adjudicstors play the game.
sappose we can rely on them to do the fair thing ¥’

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Well, if you doubt the honour of the adjudicators,
Wharton—"

“I don’t, you ass; but I doubt whether youw'll get the
prive. . Why, it's a Bp‘apm on early Homen history and
anbiquities, and the Fifth are allowed to enter. What sort
of a kind of & chance have you, you young duffer?”’

“I've sent in & jolly good paper.”

“It will be worth secing, I should think,” grinned
Mugent. I should imagine that the Head will have it
framed and l:umﬁ uﬁﬂ in the Form-room, to show people
what a chap in the Remove can really do.”

“I'm accustomed to jeat:::u&goin this study,”” said Bunfer.
“I've precious little doubt about getting the prize, if the
adjudication ia carried out fairly. I know a lot of chaps
have enlered, but it's brains that a competitor wants In a
thing of this kind. I'm rather a dab at Homan history,
o,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“The only thing is,” said Bunter, glowering wrathiully
at the chums of the Remove, *fthe prize isn’t awarded until
to-morrow, end ['ve run short of money. Would either of
vou fellows care to advenoe me a pound off the prize ™

" No takers,” said Nugent, with & yawn. * ¥You've got
abiout as much chence of puliin off the prize as you have
of discovering the North Pole, E’ﬁ'—h}‘. Blundell, of the Fifth,
15 1n for 1t, I know, as well as Temple and Fry, of the
Egqumr chu’rlh. and a dozen chaps in the Kemove., There's

ey e—t
s i that factory chap ! szaid Billy, with a disdainful
curl of the lip. * I suppose that blessed =cholarzhip fellow
hasn't much chance against a gentlenan ¥

“What gentleman "

“Me, of courset”

“You've got jolly curious ideas of what a gentleman is
like, Billy. Yaou're not even a gentle worm. Mark Linley
is waorth hity of you, and he could walk over you in any
sort of an exam.”

1 say, vou fellows—"

“Oh, shut up !’ said Harry Wharton erossly. “ And if
vou spealk of Linley like that again I'Il tweak your car.”

“(h, really, Wharton——""

“* Bhut up, Billy "

“* But-——"

“Shut up !

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully. He was always, a3 he
cxpressed it, geiting sat on in this manncr, which was ver
hard on a fellow in his own study, Dunter attributed it
all to personal jealousy.

"“Well, to change the subject,” he remarked, after a
pause, "ecan you chaps lend mie anything off that twenly-
five quid ¥

“Oh, go and eat coke !

“I'm peckish ! zaid Banter.
pound, I would stand a fecd.”

" Bhut up 1

“ Ten shillinga would do.” = 2

Harry Wharton rose and took the fat jumior by the
shoulder. He jerked him out of the armcharr, and twisted
him round, and propelled him towarda the door.

Billy Bunter wriggled in his grasp.

“(Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“ Buzz oft I'"

Y PBut I=l— Ow?* _

Harry Wharton swung him teo the door, and opened i, and
sropelled Billy Bunter into the passage. He propelled him
along the passage half-way to the stairs, and sat him down
upon the linoleum with a bump., _

Bunter gave a terrific gasp hke air escaping from a pune-
tared tyre.

* Og-o-0-ch " ] 1 e

Harry Wharten grinned, and retreated inte his study.
Billy Bunter slowly scrambled to_his feet, and blinked afier
him. Bunter was extremely shortsighted, and his bhig
spectacles did not seem to make much difference to it. He
suw o form i the passage, and rushed at it wrathfully., lle
hurled himself upon it, hitting out with both fists, 1

“There ! he sputtered, “1'U-1'1l show you, chucking
a fellow out of his own study, youw-— Oh!"” _

S U gasped the unfortunate recipient of Billy Tun-
ter's Llows. “Owl  You—you voung ass! What do you
nean ¥ .

“ Oh, really, Cherry—""
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Dob Cherry graspod the fat junior, and rolled him over
on the floce, and bumped him hard on the linoleum.

“Ow ! paspoed Bunter, Y 8top it!  Mind my glasses!
If you break them you'll have to pay for them. Ow! 11—
I--T"m sineorely sorry, 1—"

Bump, bump!

“T'm sorry!

“I dare say you are,”” grinned Bob Cherry.
meke voa sorrier.”

Bump !

l-l-m'.!*?

Bob Cherry walked on, grinning. Billy Bunter rolled on
ihe linoleum i. 3 state of dust and breathleseness,

“Cw! Beast! Ow! Brute! Ow! Yow!"

“Fajgh. and Il got to the end of the passage firsh,
Lagorra 17 gaie a cheerful veice on the stairs, as Micky
Dezmond came up with Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, the
Nabob of Bhanipur. * Run for it, Inky !”

“The runfulness js terrific!™ said Hurree Singh cheer-

h§ ]

—

¢ That will

fully
“0Oh! Ow! Mind—— Yarooh!'
“ Paith—"
“0Oh! AhIM

Hurrce Bingh and Micky Desmond erashed into Billy
Bunter as they raced along the passage, and both of them
came lo grass=—or, rather, to the linoleum.  Micky waont
down with a terrific bump, and Hurree Jamset RRam Singh
rolled over him

“0h, vou asses ! rroaned Bunter. Y You—yvou've broken
my back, and my rislfht lcg, and twizted my spinal column,™

“ Faith, and suro —'

' dying, T think!” moaned Bunter

Micky Desmond rose to his feet, his foce red and wrathy.
Hurree Singh stapggered up breathlesshy.

“ Faith, and phwat were ye rollin’ on the flure for, ye
omadhaun ¥’ roared Micky,

“I’'m expiring

"“"Then n kick or two weon't do much damage, if ve're
eapivin’, onyway,” said Micky; and he began to use his
boot on DBunter's fat person.

YOhT Ow! Ah!

Kick, kick!

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet with remarkable agility
for & person who was dving. IHe bolted down the passase,
with the wrathful Micky after him, booting him along,
Diown the stairs went Eil%;' Bunter at top specd, and Micky
stopped breathlessly, and shook his fist after ham,

“Bure, and I’'ve zaved his life, if he was dyin’ "' remarked
Micky., " He's lively enough now. Ha, ha, ha!”

“The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific!”

Bunter erawled into the junior common-room, and col-
lapsed into a chair, grunting.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buaistrode's ldea.

HERE was 2 bu2z of talk in the junior cominon-reom
at Greviviars. That room was shared by all the Faring
below the Fifth, and it was sometimes erowded. As
the Hemove, or Lower Fourth, was gencrally on war-

like termis with the Upper Fourth, the jumor room was
sometimes the scene of exciting arguments. There was
exciterment in the room now, but it was not due to a Form
vow thiz time. ‘The juniors were discussing z matter of
lkean interest fo the Lower School.

Greyiriars was an old foundation, and at various fimes
Old Boys had founded scholarships and prizes, and there
wore really a great many plums to be picked up by Grey-
frinrs fellows, who were of a studious turn of mind. Coo
of the bigrest prizes was the Bishop Mowbray Scholarahiv,
which was competed for outside the school, and which
allowed the lucky winner to enter Greviriars free of fres
for a term of years. That scholarship was now in the
poszzeszion of Mark Linley, a Lancashire lad who had speat
his carly days working in a feclory, and had won the
scholarship by sheer grit and perseverance. Owoe of tho
naxt valued prizes, and onc that could only boe compeled
for by the Fifth and the Lower IForms, was the Seymour
money prize. It was a sum of bwenty-live pounds for a
paper on Roman history, and a sum of ready money was
extremely altractive to the juniors. Twenty-five pounds,
as Billy Bunter had said, was a lob of money, and a fellow
vould do a great many things with it.  There were very
many enirvies for the Séymour prize, and at least a dozen
il'-.'-]InI%w‘s considercd that they had & good chance of earrying
it off.

Billy Bunter was the most certain of all. Bunter had a
faith in hizs own powcers that was not st all proportioned
ip his abilities. Bulstrode, of the Romaove, we2 supposed
{0 have a geod chanee and so were Nugenf and Wharlon
and Skinner and Ogilvy. Mark Linley had entercd, too,
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| “You are a miserable coward ! ™' cried Harr¥ rhxgt:;n.h I | g
¢ had been here, s0 now clean D

| dared to chalk that up i

“ Linley 1s worth filly of you. You wouldn't have I

but somehow no one seemed to think very much about that,
The Lancashire lad was so guiet about himself and his
doings that many did not even know he had enteréd.

They disenssed what they would do if they gained the
twenty-five pounds, and that sum of money was spent a
dozen times in anticipation by all of them. It was Bulstrodo
who lrst thought of the “Co."” idea.

“WWe can'l all gel the blessed guids,” Bulstrode remarked,
ag b stond before the fire in the common-room, with lns
hands in his pockets. “ There sre about nine fellows in
the Remove who have gone in for the prize, and I supposzo
eight of them will be disappointed.”

“Well, that's a simple sum in _arithmetie,”” Ogilvy
remarked.  * Take ene from nine—how irany are left?
Fight ! Bight! Dulstrode, go up one

2 0h, don™t Be funny " said Bulstrode.
13 that the nine chaps should go Co.”

“ O 1" said halfl a dozen voices,

a ,Exa{:t_lj-_' Go shares, you know; sign an agreament all
ronnd, and the chap who gets the prize 12 to divide up fairly
with the others. (1 course, he keeps the honour and glory
for himself, and divides up the tin.”

“Well, that’s not a bad wheese,” said Skinner thought-
fully. “That would make a dead cert of over two pound
ton each, 1f the prize 15 won by the Remove at all”’

“That's_to. I1f it goes to a Filth chap, we're out of it,
anyway., If it comes to the Remove, every [ellow tales his
whaek, Bee?”

' Lood 17

YAud it's Jolly decent of wvou, Bulstrode,” zaid Lacy.
#Von"ve pot u better chance than most of us."

“Oh, inat's all vaght 1™

“Well, T suppose Wharton has the best chanece of the
lot,” said Omiley. % He's keenest on that sort of thing.

“ Now, my idea

Then I should say that Nugent and Bulstrode are about
equal for chances.” . . .

“ Anyway, it's fair all round,” snid Bulstrode. ™ * A prize
of this sort is often carried off by & chap one would never
expect to win it."”

“ Faith, and ye're right.'

“The rightfulness i3 terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset
Rom Singh. I have sent in an esteemed paper on the
earliful histery of the esteomed and honourable Romans,
who, as vour poct Shakespears remarks, were all honour-
gble men. I hope to carry off the august prize.”

“Well, we all hope to, T suppose,” remarked Morgan,
“But I'm willing to go even whaeks, if you ether fellowa are”

“ Put it to the vote !

“ Right-ho 1V

“1 sax, you fellows—""

*0h, shut up, Bunter "

“Yes, but I zsay—"

“Bhut up ! roared Dulsirode.
busy? Now, how many of you chaps are in
Sevmour M
; " Bkinner, Ogilvy, Desmond, Inky, vourself, and T.”" said

JNCY.

“ Then there's Wharton, Nugent—""

“1 say, vou fellows—""

“ Bhauat iy 4o

“But T'm 1o this protested Billy Bunter wrathfully.
“T've entered for the Seymour, and sent in my paper on
blesacd Roman history.™

“Ha, ha, haI"

¥ Blessed if I see anything to cackle about,  T'm willing
to come inte the (o, and pool my share with you”

“’ﬂats!" saich Bulstrade.  “You've got no chance, and
Youre nobt coming . Your entering for the BovIIour Wy
6 joke”

“an’t you see we're
for the
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YTt waen't ;) [e—s"

“Well, vou're not in the Co.,” said DBulstrode. * We're
not going to work hard for a fortnighi, to share our prize
with o lazy slacker who never deess any work ot all.”

(b, really——-="

Y Hiek him ot !*?

Yl—1—1 say—aw !?

Dunter finished his remarks in a horizontal atiitnde in
the passage,

“Now, there's seven here,” said DBulstrode. “or eight.
You're in it, Morgan. Wharton and Nurent will make fen.
If vou fellows are all agreed, we'll zo up to No. 1 and ses
vwhat Wharton says

“Agreed !

“ Uome on, then !

And the Removites who were in the running for ihe
Seymour prize trooped up to No. 1 Study, and %u?:s!rml?
kicked open the door and led the way in.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Linley Declines.

ARRY WHARTON turned round quickly as the door
H of his study was kicked open.
The captain of the Remove was not on the beat of
terms with Bulstrode, the bully of the Form; and
Bulstrode's sudden entrance, with a crowd at his back, made
Harry think for a moment that the visit was a " rag.”

He faced the incoming juniors quickly ; and Frank Nugent
reached for a ericket-bat on the table, which he had just
heen oiling.

Bulstrode grinned as he noted the instinctive preparations
for him, ]

“It's all night,” he said. " We're only coming on bizney.”

“The all rightfulness is terrific,” murmured the Naboh
of Bhanipur; and Harry was reassured af once as he caupglhs
=ight of the dusky face of his Indian chum in the crowd.

“lrood 1M eaid { ‘harton  * Clome in ™
And the Remaviles came in.

“We've got an idea,” said Bulstrode.

“Only onef™ asked Nugent sweetly.
to go round among so many,”

“Oh, rats! Look here” said Bulsivede irritaliy, as some
of his followers indulged in a chuckle 2t Nugent's remark.
“Don’t be funny. We've got an ides. We're all in for the
Seymour prize, and the resalt will be declared to-morrow.”

“We're aware of that.”

““‘_{‘!’i‘-ﬁ' all \'i'll-[[llng to 2o Cio., ond share the '[]'I‘I.?-l'.': if Ty
zhap In the Remove wins it,” explained Bulstrode. * We
thought you fellows would like to come in too™

Wharton and Nugent hesitatec.

As a matter of fact, they were well known te have an
ig_m;lelmat chance, and were generally expected to head the
iat.

In jotming the Co., they would be giving up mere than
the others. Still, Bulstrode was giving up more than Lacy
and the rest,

Wharton did not like the idea. But hie was eaptain of the
Remove, and he hated anyvthing that looked like meanness or
want of a sportsman spirit,

“What do you say, Frank?” he asked, glancing at hiz
chum.

Nugent nodded.

“I'm wilhng 1if

* Right-ho!

H¥MThat's not much

vou are,"

I'l come into the Co.,"” said Wharton, * (M
course, if the prize doesn’t come to the Remove, it all goes
for nothing. Blundell and Bland of the Fifth wouldn't come
lr_lf{.i it, and it's no good asking the UUpper Fourth chaps,
either,”
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lstrade “hock his head.

“Nok o bit,  Besides, we don’t want ro many in the Co.;
the prize wouldn't eeme to much among more of us. There’s
ien plready ; that will be just under thivly L".”h.“”l“ if the
prige reis into thizs Form at all. I thik o will™

“ (ool 1T

“ Bt what ahout Linley 2" asked Skinner suddenly.

Bulstrode staved at him.

“ Linley, what's the matter with I.ill’".‘}' i

“Ele's m for the price.”

Yikinler ! Surei®

“¥Wos—well, I heard somehody say 0™

“Oh, =tufl 7' said Bulstrode. ™ That blessed faciory chap
wouldn't have tha ehieck to go in for 1he Bevinour, Pesides,
what would he do with tweniy-five quid of he won 117 It's
sore money than his whole family have ever had sinee they
wore brought cp io the workhouse, I expeci”

Some of 1he juniors laughed, but all did nob
Wharton frowned darkly. i

S Tharz o eaddish thing to say, Buldrode I he exclafhnad,

liulstrode shrugged his shouldevs,

“ (b, don’t vou begin preaching, Wharion.,  Anyway, the
question iz, whether Linley is in for the Seymour, anl
vwhetlhor we led hiim oanto the O .

“ [etter et hina in,” said Quilvy, “ You sce, he's o jolly
clever chap, and as o matter of {2et, he's more likely to ropa
i the prize ihan most of us.” :

“ Blessed if I like the idea of letting o factory-hand into
any (o, I'moin,”" sand Lhe bully of the Remove, with o spite-
fu! glanece at Wharton.

“ YVou'd beiter put if like that te Linley, and there wen't
he raeh chanee of hiz coming in," remarled Nuagent,

“ Detter do the zensible tung,” urged Skinner. * Linley’s
ol a pood chanee,™

“ But iz it eertain he's in§"

“Yeos” zaid Harry, “1 know he izt

Hulstrode gruntod discontentedly.

“ (sreedy ead, then, that’s what I say.  Fle's got the Tiichep
Mowbreay Scholarship already, and he might have let the
Sevmour alone for somo other chap.”

“ Hear, hoar &7

“TRot! He had as much right to enter as anybody,” said
Wharton, ] "

# Well. T dare say he nceds the moner, or his people do,
caid Bulstrode, with a sncer, " 3:ill, as he's in it, I suppose
we'd better take him into the Co.”?

“ Yoz, rather ™

& Tho ratherfulness is terrific.’

“ Anvhody know where he ist™

Y ot's look in bos .-amd:,*.”’

Y Wou eoming, Wharton ¥ . ;

WE:.EMH ]:{-E:Eatr.-d, ile diztiked being associated with
Tulstrode in anyvthing. The bully of the Remove had a very
poplessant way of doing things, especially 1w his dealings
with Mark Linley. At times Bulstrode vas decent enougn,
even to Linley: but whenever he waa crossed or provolked,
the old gibe about the factory-lad was sure to cowe out.

But Wharton could not very well retreat now. Ile had
cined the (o, and be felt, tco, that he could put it to
ii:.]q - 2 little more civilly aod agreeably than Bulstrode.

“ Very well,” he snid. “T'1F come.™ ;

The juniors erowded into the ]}]:‘l:i..lil'r.gﬁ- Dob Cherry was
coming along, and ke stopped to look at them, Dob Cherry,
snee an ocecupant of Mo, 1 Study with Wharton, was now
o dweller in No. 13, with Mark Linley and little Wun Lung,
ehe CChinee. DBob was not entered for the Scymour prize;
e wanld have gone into auy [ootball, lwekey, or gymnastic
competition, but carly Rowan history was a bughear to hint.
Bob didn’t ctre in the least whether Romulus founded Rome,
or whether Fome founded Romulus. ‘ :

# [Tallo, hallo, hallo 2 he exclaimed. ™ I= thiaa recephion,
or n tea-fight, or what? DBeen having a fecd without ssking
au old chum, Ilarry ¥

Harry laughed. . .

“ No, We're going shares in the Beymour prize—if we
cot it We want to =peal to Linley about it. Do you know
where he 1537 S :

1 left him in Neo. 13 o few minutes ago-—grinding Greek.”

Tulstrode sniffed. :

“Lot's get there," he said. ;

The juniors were soon at the door of the end study in the
Raomove passage,  Dulstrode opened if withoat the cerenony
of knocking, Mark Tinley was sitttug at the table busily at
worl, 1l was at Greek! Greek was uer 2 subject in the
Remoye, but Mark hed taken it up "on his own,” so fo
apeak, and e spent a great deal of time over Xenophon and
Liddell and Scotf, whch the other juniors spent m amuase-
ment or idleness.  The Lancashire lad glapesd up as the
_iunigrf-, e n., B

“ Lo vou want mei”?

ey
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“ Vo3, if we're not Interrupting the Greek,” said Bulstrodo
sarcastically.

“Thai’s all right. T can stop” )

“Good | I hear that you're in for the Seymour prize.”

Yea"

“ You think yvou are going to get it, I sappose®”

“1 hope s0,"" suid Mark guietly.

“ Not satisfied with the Mowbray,” said Skinner. * Blessed
if vou're not on the make, and no wmistake."

Llark coloured.

“ 1 suppose I have as much right to enter as anyone,” ho
gaid. I need the prize more than you fellows do, too.”

Bulstrode laughed rodely.

“Yas, that’s the truth, I've no doubt.”

“There are Fellows here who have woen more than two

tizes® went on Mark, “ Blundell of the Fifth won tho
R'ﬁhn?-li and the BPowell, and be's antered for this prize, too.”

“Just se,” said Havey Whavton, **T've won another prize,
E:n:-, and entered for this. Bulstrode iz talking out of hiy

H.t-."

“0h, rats!" said Bulstrode. ““Well, look here, Linley!
We've formed a Co. to shave ths prize if it comes to tho
Remove. ¥You vnderstand?  All the entrants go (o, and
tTI.'::E an equal whack if the Ssymour comes to the Form at
all.

Mark Linlsy nodded, with a slightly troubled lool: on his
clear. inteliizent faca,

“ I undorstand.™

“ Are you willing o join?"

Tho Lancashirve lad was silent.

* You got thoe zame clance as we do,"” zald Bulsirode. ** It's
fair all round. IF the prize comes into our Form st all we
got nbout thirty bob each. I suppose you haven’t a better
chance than another, 50 vou den't risk more.™

“* No, but—""

*Don't you think the idea’s 2 good ong?”

“Well, yes, but—"'

“Then you joint"”

Mark Linley hesitated for a moment—but only for a moment.
T]mi he answarad guietly and Rrnly:
i 'CI' I.”

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Qutslder,

HERE was a moment of silence in No. 13 Study. Mark’s
faca was very troubled, but very detormmined. He
evidently meant what he said. ]

Bome of tho juniors looked at one another snéeringly.
Harry Wharton dropped his eyes. He was fesling vgry un-
comfortable, He knew that Linley was a' “ sporfsman,” aas
a rule, and he had always stood up for him. He was dis-
appointed now.

ulstrode was the first to speak. ]

“You won't come inte the Co.?” he smd.

Linloy shook his head.

“Why not?’

The Lancashire lad was silent. He did not seem to know
guite what to say. Bulstrode’s brow grew dark.

‘“So vou want to stand out?’ he said. * You want to keep
vour chance all to yourself, and vou won't go Co. with the
rest of us. And you're the chap who's growled about not
being treated as one of oukselves—the chap who wasa't
gatished with being an outsider.””

“ Jolly rank outsider, I aay!"" said SBkinner.

“Yes, rather!”

YT suppose you think you've gob a batter. chance than
most of us,'"" woant on Bulstrods, in his sneering tone. ** You
think the SBeymour is protty certain to come to you, and you
want to keep it

“No, I don't think I have a Leiter chance than Wharton
or Musent—I think I have less than Wharton, as & inatter
of fact.” ; :

“Then you'd ba a gainer by going Co.”

Y os, but—" ,

“Dut you're a greedy cad, and you don't want to risk
kaving {o share out tlie money " smid Bulstrode scorniully.

Mark flushad erinsen.

It's nol that,” he exclaimad.

Ho broke off,

el P! said Bulstrode.

“Tve nothing mwore to say.'”

L0k, leavo hin alone,” said Skinner, “ Ha's op the make,
I jolly well hone he won't get tho Scymour !

“Bamo here ™

1 don't see letting him alone,” growled DBualstrode. ' If
he won't come into the Ce, he cosht 1o Le made (0.7

“That's rvot?"" said Wharton quickly, ** He's ks own
muastor. [z can de exactly a5 he lilkes in the maticr, and he
bas & right to,”

“ And yon thank 1t's dagent of lim to keap ont of the Co, 77

Wharion was silent. I'J[u]-:tj.' looked ab him euuckly,

Yo vou think I ought {o join, Whartenrr?™ Lo asked.

Flarey shifted uneomforiaidy,
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“T think you ought to do as you like,” he rveplied. It's
a matier for vou to sattle in your own mind. = .

“I'vo gol my reasons,’ sand Mark awkwardly. Ti—i
matters wero different 1'd he only too willing, But—but
under the circumnstances—""

** What circumnstances?" satd Bulstrode, L :

“ Thers's no need to go into it. But 1 can’t join the Co.
I'm sorry, if you wanted mo to. Very likely T sha'n't win

he prize, anyway." O
t u“l_ri'm: 'ﬂﬂ}? well feel cerluin about it, or you'd join the
Co.,”" =satd Bulstrode.
“*Nothing of the sort.” !‘
;T{mn why sim vou keeping out?”’
inley was silont. i

““Oh, como away ! exclaimed Lacy. **Tt’s no good talking
to him. He's got about as much of the sportsman in him
as Gosling tho porter has. Come away !

““ Well, I supposa you'ro right.” ] 5

Harry Wharton did not speak. He was disappointed. He
had not wanted to join ths Co. himself, but ho had come
into it for the sake of * playing the game.” He knew that
Mark had mado his position in the Form much worse by
keeping out. And if he really did win the Seymour prize
he was ceriain to be extremely unpopular, :

But Wherton felt that it was no business of his. Linley
knew best how to manage his own affairs, :

Bob Cherry romained in the study after the Co. were
gone. Leob was Linley's chum. but he was as disappoirnted
as the rest. Ho felt that the Lancashire lad had not acted
upMm I}:ml uiﬁl lavﬁ!, 0 to sj'lrreal_r..

BTk 100 at mm uneasily,

“What are you thinking of, Bob?’ he asked, as he noted
the puckor in Bob's brow. Bob was staring into the Gre.

Ho started HEEM“FM at Linley's question.

“ MNothing,” ha sa . ] . ' .

“Yes, :ru;gu pre,” said Mark, with a faint smile. ‘‘You'ra
thinking that you'd rather I went into the Co. with the other
fellows.”

Bel coloured, - . .

He stared at the firs without replying for a full minuts
mors, while Mark watched him in mlence. Then suddenly
he turned round and fixed his eyes on Linley. p

“Well, why didn't you enter the Co.!” he pxclaimed.
“Tha fellows axpected 1t.”

“1 couldn't.”

““ You'ro your own master, I supposel”

“In o way, yes.' i T 2y 2 o

“t The money-prize is paid to the winner, and it's his own,
eaid Bob. *“ He can do as he likes with it."”

“* Yez, but—" i

““* Of course, if you think you have a better chance than
the other chaps it would be giving up a lot, but it's the same
with Wharton, He had the bast chanca of the lot, and he’s

one into the Co"
B Vou don't understand,” said Mark, ‘““It's not that. I
don't think I lave as good a chance sy Wharton. But if I
do win I want all the prize. Don’t you understand, Bob?
You know where I camne from—you know my people are

r. Do vou think T can afford to do o thing liko this

as tho other fellows can? Can't you ses that my peoplo
know U'm in for the prize, and if I win it—— Den’t you

aar

SEE .

Bob nodded. .

1 ses,” he said slowly. “T suppose, as a matter of fact,
tha maensy's booked in advance in cose you win it?"

“Well, ™ something of the sort,’ said Mark quietly.
“There’s no need to explain exactly how it is, but—hbut if
I win the Seymour I want every shilling of it. If I don't
win it——" .

He brole off ; his fase was 20 pale that Bob stared at him
in nlarm,

“ What's the mattor, Marky " :

“othing., I mnst win it—T shall! T pub my best work
into the papor, though Heaven hnows sl wasn't mush in a
fit state for work when I did it!" said Mark in a fultering
voren. Y1 hope 1 shall win "

Bob looked at him closely. ]

“Ts there anything the matier, Linley?" he asked. * Far
the last week or twe I've noticed that yow've not been
lookiner quite yourself T put it down to fag over tho oxam.™

0L, T oall rpeht 1™

And duvk Linley turned o his work agzain, That was one
thine he could alwiys do=whon he was tronbled ho could
fnd relief in hard work, Tlo coubd bucy himself in it, and
drivo awav troubling thoughts, though bueb to reiurn, per-
bBiagrs, whan the work was dona.

f}.r:.b Cherry plinead at in, and guitted the study.,  Bob
was worried, but he understood Mark's pocition a littlo bettor
now.

When he was gono Mark looked up from his work, lle ;:ut
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for some minutes in troubled thonght, and then dvew a letier
from his pocket. It was written in a crude, nneducated hamd,
on common paper, but that hand was very deur to Mark
Linley. The letter was from hLis father. .
* Mabel is just the smme--no better and no worse,. We
arg hoping for the best.”
That was the line that Mark read a dozen times, The face
He thrust the letter into his pocket,

of his young sister rose before him as he read.
A sieh loft his lips.

and turned to his work again.  And then for hours he =at

there at work, haydly shifting his position, his brain concen-

trated] wpon his labour, amd his thoughts not allowed o
wander to other matiers, stirive as they would.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Tough Encounter,

s T} did thot " .
It was Harey Wharton whe utteved the question,
1n a tone of vinging anger,

He had just come into the conmon-room, and
an inseription chalked in big latters on the loobking-glass over
the mantelpiece caught hiz eye at once.

The inseription was lnrre enough for all to vun and read,
amd 1t wos very much to the point.

UNO FACTORY HANDE WANTED!

Wharton™s eyves Blazed with anrer.

Thers were o erowd of Removites in the room, and some
of them wers langhing, evidently over the notice on the
lovking-glazs,

Haivy's eves flashoed ronnd upon them,

“Who dud that??

“TFind ont ! said Bul:trode.

“1'm going to! Who did it?"”

“Mind your own business1”

“YWas it you?”

Wharton stood directly before Bulstrode, his eves blazing,
The bully of the Remove faced lim with his hends in his
poeckets and a sneer on his face. -

It mizht have been,”” he said. ** As a nratter of fact, 1t
wnﬁn’t.d But I would have done it if L had thought of it.”

g1

“Bame to you!” said Bulstrode lazily, T really think,
Wharton, that even you might give up the factory chap
now. 1 think he can’t prove moiro clearly than he has done
thet ho 15 such a rank outsider.™

“* 1Tardly " remarked Snoop.

Wharton turned towards Snoop.
shrank a little before his glance,
upon his shonlder,

“Did you chalk that on the pglass, Snoopi”

o i TE

“Did you!” |

“Mind your own busziness " said Snoo
strode won't lat you bully me, ecither!

I like, I zuppose®”’

“ Then you did it

“ Buppose I did®”

“You'll unde it, that’s all!”’ said Wharton grimly. * Take
out your handkerchief and wipe that caddish rot off the glasg——
at once !

“ 1 won't—J[—"

*You will, or you'll put up your fists [

“ Bulstrode 1™

The bully of the Remove swagrerad forward,

“Let him alone, Wharton.™

Y Do ovour stand up for him 37

Y Yes 't

“ Very well,” said Iarrr, pushing back his cuffs, * we’ll
ratile that, 1if you hke, and then I'll make Snoop clean down
the plass'"

L ll“l I'EE{]}"‘.H

“Then come on*

Aore than onee before Wharion and Bulstrode had come
to blows. They had been enemics from the bepinning.  DBut
matters had penerally ended o Harry's favour. Bulstrode,
however, had plenty of dogped pluck, and the knowledge
ibat he had the morzl support of many of the Form mada
ki more resolute now. :

Feeling waa certainly with Bulstrode in the conmmon-raom.,
Wharion was eaptain of the Form, but many of the fellows
}:ud _[:;mui:dﬂred that he carried matlers with too high a

anil,

His determination to be friendly with the Laneashire jad
had caused trouble, too. Now Mark Linley had made him-
self as unpopular as he had even been in his fivst days at
Greyfriars, Wharton's championship of him caused dark
bookiz among the junrors.

Harry cared hiftle for dark looks. He was, perhaps, too
little riven to considering the opinions of others. Dot in
thiz caso he felt that he was right.
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Hayrry's hand fell heavily
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'm going to do as
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Pulstrode came on in a floree ailack, ond Wharion mef
him grimly, . . i . ) X

He was angry, but his anger did not jnterfere with lis
coolness or lis judgment. Ii sunply gave an oxira onergy
o his blows. s

DBulstrode’s hands were swept up, and Wharton's itk came
home on his chin, and the Hemove bully dropped to the
floor as if he had been shof, ) )

The crash of his fall made the floor ring agam,

“Oh 1 gasped Bulstrode, ) .

He sat up duzodly, nursing his chin, and blinked at
Wharton ‘The captain of the Remove stood quicil, lns
chest heaving n litrle, waitning for the burly junor 10 ri=e,

Skinner helped Bulstrode to Lis feet

“Go if, old chap " he sand.

Bulstrode’s eyes were barning.  The heavy blew lad
shaken him up, But he wos savagely determined to keep
Q.

Bunoop quietly shid toward: the deor. Frank Nugeni
stepped into his path, and the sneal: of the Remove stopped.

“Get back ' said Nugent quictly,

U1 wank to pusg—"

“Got baclk I'

Snoop looked at him, and vbeyed.

“You'll stay here Gl it's over,”” sald Nugent cheeriully.
“ Vaou're on in this act, you Lnow, though it isn't your cug
vet."’

T ¥ Look here—""

“ Bhut up ! -

Bnoop shut u{u Fellows were pouring into ihe common-
room now, and crowding round Wharton and Bulstrode.
The news of a fight had spread as if by magie.

. The combatants were alveady at It again, hammer and
OIS, ]

Bulstrode was fighting desperately, and his huge and
heavy fista had come home several times upon Wharton's
face. Dlark bruises were showing on Harry's skin, and his
Iip was cut and streaming red.

But Bulstrods reccived more than he gave. In a few
minutes his right eye was closed, and his nose wus swellhng
as if it intended to double in size.

Tiut he kept doggedly on

“Go it, Bulstrode !’ :

Wharton smiled bitterly. The cries of encouragementi to
the Remove bully came froin all sides, and hardly a voice
was calling to him. But that, if it influenced him at all,
only made him the more determined to hick the bully of the

i P

Crash ! = g

Bulstrode went down again wilh a ¢rash that shook the
solid floor. : :

This time he did not rise. .

Skinner and Lacy helped him up fo a sitting postore, and
he blinked dazedly round him. His eyes gleemed ot Harry
Wj':armn. - :

‘I'm done,” he said thickly.

Wharton nodded. - :

“1 didn't want fo begin,”’ he said, “and ' glad to
finish. Now, Snoop.™

“ Look here——"" began Bnaop.

Wharton's hand grasped his shoulder.
towards the grate, .

“* Now take out your handkerchief, and clean down the
glass,” said Wharton quietly.

“ 1 won't!"

“You had better.”

Bnoop looked round for support. There were glances of
syinpathy for him, but no one seemed inclined to fake up
hiz couse, after the lesson Bulsirode had received.

“ Look here, Wharton——-" i

“You are o miserable cad™ said IHarrv., ® Linh},’ i
worth fifty of you. You wouldn't have dared to chall that
up if ke had been here. Clean it off the glass, or else put
your fista up " _ . _

Sncop slowly tock out his handkerchief. He woas quite as
big as Wharton, in fact, a little taller as far as thac went.
1hut he would as soon have tackled a tiger in the jungle as
thae Remove eaptain when he was in an angry mood.

“ Ok, all right ¥ ho grunted. **It—t was only a joke.”

“You'd better not make any more jokes hile that, Snoop,
It wor’t ba good for you”

Snoop welted his handherchief and rubbed ai the glass,
Plenty of ehalk had bean used in patting up the inseription,
and the plass was not overclean. Snoop's handkerchiof was
not in an enviable state when he had fintshed.

“That will do” said Wharton, “ T advise you lo Lkeep off
ihe glass in fature, Snoop.”

Snoop pronted. Harey Wharion tarned away, and el
Mark Linley fzee to face. The Lancazhire lad haed just
came tnlo the junior cowmon-roont, anmd his exprossion
showed (hind he had read tho in‘_-t'rril‘.ltiﬂn on the gluih besfiara
Muoop had cleaned 1t off.
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“ihank vou, Wharton,” ke said quieily. ,

Haery nodded. The other fellows, in a very pointed
miann-:ar, strolled off and left the two of Them stending guita
2l0me.

“ Look here, Linler,” said Warry abraptly, I don’t want
to interfere in your affairs—you know I'm not in the habit
of meddling. Bui why don’t you join the Co. over the
Beymour prize ! The {sllows expect it of you.™

“I can'¢ !

“I suppose vou know your own business best, and I don't
want to urge you,” said Harry. ** But it's not considered
sportsmanlike to keep out. It looks as if you're unwilling
to take a chance with the rest, or to be chummy. All the
ather fellows in the Hemove have gone Co., and the fellows
don't like vour standing out.”

“1 know, and Um sorcy; but it's impossible.”

“AWell, I'm sorry.” said Harry uncomforiabiy., °T
thought I'd tell you what I was thinking about the maltes,
that's all. OF course, it's not my business’™

“I hope yvou won't think badly of me. T know fha chaps
ook on it as unsportsmanlifce. But—"" Linley hesitated.
“ I nead the money, Wharton, 17 I win the prize, [ want it
I'm not like the rest of you -1 can’t alford to share it out.
Apd 1 need 1t for a special thing, you understand —some-
thing very special.” ]

“Oh, all serene! I suppess vou know best, but it's un-
fortunate.””

Mork Linley glanced after Wharten as he wallied away.
But he did- not apeak, and he was very silent for the rest
of that evening. To the muttered words intended for lis
ear, and the endieis innuendoes among the Removites, he

ald no heed—even if he heard them. He had other food
or thought.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Winner.

#F BAY, you fellows—"
* (3h, shut up, Dontes ™
“1 want to give you a last chanee for the prize,*?
said Tally Dunter, glowering at the chums of the
Remove through his big spectacles. *Of course, | expect
ingrafitude. A fellow never triezs to do other fellows a
Lindness without getting misunderstood.”

It was the day after the scene in the common-roon:. The
result of the Savmour cornpetition was to be announced that
afternonn, and all the feliows were very keen about 1t
Billy Bunter was as keen as any, though the idea of his
winuing the prize made the other fellows smile.

Morning school was over, and as ib was Wednezday, and
8 hali-holiday, work was ended for tho day, except for the
preparation 1 the evening. Harry Wharton & Co, were
gtanding outside the schoolhouse waiting for the summons
into the hall, where the announcement was to be made. At
two o'clock the school were fo be assembled for the purpose
—or, rather, the Formas which were concerned in the mattar,
The Sixth had nothing to do with it. DBilly Bunler came
blinking out of the House in search of Harry Wharion, and,
having found him, he proceeded to make his generous ofters,

“Your see, ['m pretty certsin to get the prize,” explained
Burter, * With my abilities, T don't see ithat thers can be
much doubt on the subject. If the adjudication is fair, the
prize will come to me. 1t'z absurd to suppose the adjudi-
cators will favour anybody."

“Quite absurd,” agreed Nugent,

:‘ %]':en vou admit ' most likely to got the prize.”

‘Rats 17

“It's practically a certainty.”

“And vou want to share it out?” said Bobh Cherry sar.
casttcaliy. ** How kind and gencrous of you, Bunter !

“Well, tha fact 15, T mean to be generous,”’ said Bunter.
“T want to treat yvou fellows well. You have somefines
lant me small sums—once or twice—-"

“Onee or twice ! Great Scoté !

“1 want to do the decent thing by vou,” said Bunter. I
think T'm doing it in letfing you inio my chance for the
pr{:r.n:; I:;'m*;, am I to come inte the Co., or net, Wharton "

u & 'ui. H :

“Don’t be beastly mean. Even if you think T Laven't
much chanee of pulling off the prize, you might as well let a
chap into the Co."

“1 would, but the others wouldn't: and it goes by the
majority."”

“ 0, really, Wharton, as captain of the Form—"

“ g ring off, Billy!”

00, vory weall ' exclaimed Bunier. * Mind, if T gof the
prize, [ sha'n't share it with you if you don't let me into the
{o. You ean'i expect it,"

“We won't expect it,"” zaid ITarry, laughing.

“I'm sincercly sorry to see you chaps so mean and selfish
By the way, [ hear that Linley 1sn't in the Co. Y™

“ ™o, ke 1sn't."

“Good. 'l apezk fo him.”

Mark Linlev had just come out of the House,
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Bunter rolled off towards himn, anfl stopped him by pulling
at his sleeve. The sturdy Lancashire lad looked down at
the fal junior, .

“1 say, Linley, I wont to propose something to you. ¥ou
Lnow I've always had a high opinion of you,” said Dunter.

** What 13 it !

*“1 should really have chwnmed with you,” went on
Bunter, in his tactiul and dehcate way, * but my society 13
so much sought after, vou know, that I really haven't had
tinge. I guite intended to toke you up, though you are only
a factory chap. There's nothing snobbish sbout me. My
belief 13 that g true gentloman can do .fm:,rtlung, and spealk
to anvbody he likes, without danger of being mizanderstood,
Don't vou think so¥”

“ Have you anything to say fo me?"”

“ Yes, rather. 1 hear that wou have entered for the
Seymour. So have I. Now, those cads vwon't let either of
us inte the Co., so I thought vie might pool cur chances—
form a Co. of two, yvou know, I'm willing to if you are. If
either of us gets the prize, we halve it. What do you say ¥

Mark could not help smiling. The den of the greatest
dunc® and duffer in the Kemove competing for the prize af
all was amusing.

“Na" he sand.

“ h, really, Linley——"" ]

“I am not sharing with anybody, Certainly not with
Fou,

Bunter blinked at the Lancashire lad through his apeetacles,
almost speechless with indignation. Linley jerked his arm
freo, and walked away.

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated Bunter. *0f all the
chealt! A blessed coal-miner, or factory loomer, or shuttler,
or whatever he is—faney his refusing! It serves me right,
A gentleman oupht to know better than to take any notice
of the lower elasses. It jrives them awelled heads.”

And Bunter drifted away discontentedly. Thoe summons into
the hall came s fow minutes later, The juntors ]':rﬂ'llr-E"d in
with suppressed excitement, Temple, Dabney & Co., of the
Lpper Fourth, gave the Hemove a guperior smile as they
marched in, They did not think it likely that the Seymour
prize wenld go to the Lower Fourth., The Fifth-Formera
were of exactly the same opinion as regard the Upper
Fourth., Blundell and Bland and their friends were certain
the prize was coming to the Fifth.

The Forms assembled in their places. A good many of the
Sixvth had come in, too, to hear the announcement made.

The Head appeared on the dais, and raised his hand for
silonge. The buzz of talk in the hail died away.

The juniora listencd breathlessly..

Twenty-five pounds waa lo be awarded ﬂuﬂngi the next
few minutes to one of them, and cach eompetitor hoped that
it would be himeelf. But sll agreed in hoping that who-
ever the winner was, it would not be Mark Linlcy-—or almost
all, Even Harry Wharton was inelined to hops that Mark
would not win- for Mark’s own sake. For his winuing the
}ﬁrizm and keeping it all to himself, would bo the lazt blow to
vis chanee of ever setting himself right in the eyes of the
Farm.

Mark Linley was standing with the Reomove, silent and
pele. Harry Wharton planced at him, and started a3 he
road the tense anxiety in his face.

Lanley, thoangh poor, and always careful with his money--
tha Iitt%e he had—had never shown any signs of Teanness
or stinginess, His keennesa to win the money prize was a
surprise to Harry. Douobtless he needed the money, but=——

Thoe Head was speaking.

“ You know why you have been called together, It iz to
hoar the resull of the competition for the Seymour prize,
That prize, founded by an D}H Boy of Greyfriara, is awarded
ance o year to the boy in the Fifth Form or below, who
sends in the hest paper on Roman history and antiqutties. 1
amy happy to say that a larger number than usual have
ponpeted for the prize, and that a large propotiion of the
papers sent in are very creditable—very ereditable, indeed.”

Tho Head naused,

The juniors knew that there was bound io be a preamble
beforo the snnouncement was made, but they wished the
Hoad would “ buck up,” and coma te the poind.

Dv. Locke cleared his fhroat, and went on. ‘

“In all, thirty papers have been sent in. Of theae, siv
are excellent. Two of themw are 3o good that I have had to
consider very carefully which to award the prize. Those
two belong to boys in the Bemove™

There was a suppressed cheer from the Remaove.

The ifth-Formers and the Upper Fourth
looked at one another in great surprise.

“ My only bat ! murmured Temple,

“ (3h, rather ! snid Doabney.

The Remove trembled with eagerness. Whoever had won
the prize, if he were in the Co., there was a share for
overy competitor, and o feed, ut least, for every chap there,
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b Bilence, please ™

The buzz died away.

“ These papers belong to BMak Lialey and Har?
Wharton,” went on Dr. Locke quiotly, * and, as I have =aid,
I have had to consider very carefully between them, 1 have
finally decided to awarvd the prize to Mark Linler——"

A deep proan from the Remove interrupted the Head.

Dr. Locke’s face flushed with anger.

** Bilence I he exclaimed. ' How dare you inferrapt me'’

Thore was silence instantly. Mark Linley stoed with pale
face and beating heart. Ilis eyes were glowing.

* 1 have decided {o award the prize to %ﬁlark Linley,”™ went
on the Head, with a sovere glance towardas the Bemove,
* But as Wharton’s paper 13 so pood, and so very nearly
equal to Linley’s, I shall add a second prize of five pounds,
which I shall award to Wharlon.”

* Hurray !
ihlt was & loud and sponitanecus cheer from the Remove at
nat.

Dr. Lacke's face relaxed, He allowed the juniois o have
their cheor out, and then he resumimed.

M T am glad to see that Wharton's suecess i popnlar with
his Form-fellows. It is a proof that hard study is not in-
compatible with hard play i the football-field, and in
E_:fl'.l’lllz.t.ﬂtjl;_.‘ﬂ g{:llerﬂ"y,”

* Good old Wharton 1"

* Hurray !"

*“But I am sorry,” went on the Head, hia voice growing
deeper, ‘'to see that the still more creditable success of
Mark irin.lf:_',r dors not evoke the same enthusiasm. Linley has
won the first prize. He has labourcd under many disad-
vantages not felt by the other competitors, and yet he has
succceded. Every homour is due to Mark Linley. I trust
that his Form, composcd of manly British boys, will vecog-
nige his merit, and that no taint of snobbery will prevent
them from congratulating him as he deserves.™

It was unusual plain speaking for the Head., Some of the
flt_lemlm-i:cjns leoked very uncomiortable, but they shut their
ipg hard,

“ 1 should be very pleased,” said the Head, *to hear a
chear for Linley, as for Wharion,™

“ Hurray!"

Half-a-dozen voicea gave that shout. Harry Wharton and
his special friends cheering with all their night; but the
othera shut their lips.

“ Linley and Whavton, please step forward!™ said the
chi::lf. ] .

e n pleaze, 8ire——

" Eilq?r?ce, Bunter "

“ But—hbut 1 think there's some mistake, sic!”

[11 “"hatr?:lf

“ Yea, sir,

“ Stand forward, Bunter!”

—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter.
BILLY BUNTER came forward. The [al junior was

3

" squesked a voice,

"

i o

looking a Little uneasy, but at the same time deter-
mined. He meant to have justice done.
Dr., Locke Gixed & severe glanee upon him.

“ Mow, Bunter, what do you mean by stating that there
may have been a mistake?” he exclaimed.

" You—you sce, sir, 1 think you said that—that Linley
takes the first prize, s, and YWharton the wecond ! starna-
miered Bunter.

“ That ia the case.'

“ Then I think you must have overlooked a paper, sir.”

“ What "4

HT—T was entered for the Bevmour, sir,. I—71

There was a giggle i the Remove, immediately suppressed,
aa the Head's glance turned in that direction,

“ Bunter, I am aware that vou were entered for the Sey-
mour prize,”’ said Dr. Locke sternly. ' The competition was
open to all, 80 I could not forlid you to cnter; but 1 cer-
tainly disapproved of your deing so. You are utterly in-
capable of sending in a respectable paper on fuch a subject—
if. indeed, on any."™

“ Oh, really, sip——-"

“ Among the papera sent in,'* resumed the Head, ' there
15 one that would reflect diseredit on a boy in the Second
Form. It is & masa of mistakes, incorreet grammar, and
slovenliness. That paper bears your name,”

“Oh, sir!”

““If it had not borne your name, Bunter, I should have
supposed it to he an impudent joke,” said Dr. Locke, * But
as it did bear your mame, I knew that it was the work of
the most careless and slovenly boy in the Remove., You may
ro back to your place.”

Billy Bunier went back. Even the Owl of the Remove was
crushed at last. The Head's opinion of lhis historical paper
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lofi no doubt on the point that he had not really hecn ovess
tooked, but had really lost the exam,

A pencral grin from the Removites greeted him as he
wriggled back, but Bunter hardly noticed it. He was think-
ing of the twenty-five pounds, and of the endless fecds ho
had already enjoyed in anticipation.

* Wharlon and Linley!"

The two winners came forward.

“ 1 congratulate you both,” said Dr. Lecke. * Your
papers would he a credit to boys it a higher Form, and would
not have disgraced the Sixth.,  You have well won the
awards, which I now hand to you."

* Brave, Wharton !

* Bravo, Limley!” shouted Bob Cherey and Nugent and
Hurree mBingh, and Tom DBrown and Hazeldene jeined in.
But the rest were silent, save for liitle Wun Lung, tho
Chinee, who piped out * Blavo!” with his peceliar accent,

The two juniors thanked the Head quictly, and the school
broke up. A erowd of jumiors surrounded Wharton as he
went out, with the envelope in his hand.

Mark Linley went inio the outer hall, his envelope in
his hand, and thers he drew aside from the others and
opencd it.  His hands were teemnbling, It was cie of the
conditions of the Seymour prize that it should be handed
directly 1o the winner in money, and there were five crisp
banknotes in Linley's letier

Blark Lanley had never possessed as mach moncy before—
probably had never seen as much at any one time, e rustled
the notes in his fingers with a look of delight.

Bulstrade looked across ak him with a snecs,

“Look ai the blessed miser!” he said, loud enough for
Linley to hear,

Mark Linley flushed erimson, and, thrusting the banknotes
hastily into his pocket, he turned away, The juniors poured
out inio ihe Close. Temple eame up to Wharten with &
faint grin on his rather handsome face.

* Clongratulations I'* he said.

“ Thanks ! said Harry. * But Linley takes the biseuwii”

“ Yoo and I'm glad,” said Temple. ™ I dare say he can
do with the tin, and as I've logt, I'd rather ho had "

“ Same ere?

“Where 13 he?™

“ Oh, he's gone to gloat over his money,” said Bulstrode,
with 8 sneev. °* Blessed 3 I ever saw such a miser.”

Snoop sniggered,

“He navy need it to get new boots and things"' he

suggested. * His boots are jolly old, and he's wanted new
ones all the term. He—ow! Leggo my ear, Wharton, you
bease! Ow!”

Y whut un, then, your cad !’

* Ow—wow 1"’

Snoop squirmed away, holding his car ruefully between
finmer and thumb, and rubbing it. Wharton’s grip on it had
been very business-like.

The Bemovites, instead of going down to the football-
ground, were standing about in proups, discussing the award.
The facesz of the Co. were mostly dark and angry. If Linlcy
had joined the C'e. there would have been & substantial little
sumi each for them, They had been willing to take the
rigk themzelves. It was too bad that Linley should have kept
out of the Co., and should have been the one to {zke the
prize,

The juniors were annoyed and indignant. ,

When Mark Linley came ont with his cap on a little later,
thers was a very audible hiss fvom the group of jumers,

Tho Luncashire lad flushed, end then his face went pale;
hut e looked neither o the right nor to the left, but strode
on direetly to the gates of Greyfriars,

illy Bunter was outside tho tuckshop, and as he caught
sight of Linley, he teddled over towards him,

“ Stop a minuie, Linley ™

“ [ can't: I'm in & hurry

* (Oh, really —""

“I've pot to get to the post-office, and cateh the post,”
said Mark patiently. “I’ve got to register a letior, so [
Naven't any time to waste' . ;

“I'l keen up with you,” said Bunter, his fat little legs
breaking into a trot to keen pace with the sturdy stride of
the Lancashire lad. * You remember my mentioning to you
about going Co. over the prize”

“Oh, yes.”?

“1t wgs & pretty genercus thing of me, you know, becanse
I oxpected to get the prize myself,” explained Bunter. ' Dag
I'm always doing these things, though I often get misunder-
stend.  Mow, ns it happens, curiously enough, you've won the
pl'ii{‘.".”

Aark smiiled faintly. .

“ Cariously enough,”” he assented, **I have.” :

“Well, T suppose the company still holds good?” said
Bountar,  ** If had won, T shonld have consideved myself
bound to shere with you, after what T said——"

[
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“Don't tell lies, Donter "' said Mark broscquely.

“ (O, rveally, Linley ! Yoo sce, I'm telling the exact truth,
ansd aa 1 should have shared with you, you onght to shave
with me. That’s [air, ain't i3

* Nonsenae,

“Yoau mean to say you won't sharel™

U Den’t be an asat OF eourse not.”

“Woll, I suppose youn won't mind lending mo a2 little
money ! sald Dunter, with a great deal of dignity. “ I conld
do with fiva pounds.”

“ Dot bo silly."

“ Wall, five bob would last mo till T got & postal-ordor,”

“1 ran lend you nothing.”

Tunter blinked at him in indignant surprise.

“You con't lend me a few tob when vou'va just had
bwenty-five quid handed to you. Oh, really, Tinleye—''

“ Do leave off bothering we,” :aid Mark Linley patiently.
“You may as well, for I have nothing to give youn.”

I wasn't asking you to ig;i*rﬂn me anything., 1 suppose you
don't thind I'm the kind of chap to accept a mift of money?
1 hona 1've pot an indepeodent spirit. I merely rsquire a
loan to last moe 6]l my postab-order comes”

Mark Linley quickened hiz pace. It was the onlv way to
sike off the persistent fat junior. Billy Dunter’s httle fat
lers went ke clockwork as he strove manfully to keep pace.

1 zay, Vinley—Thold on. 1 can’t walk so quickly——"

“Then got away."

MNEXT
WEILLK ;

“ -J';f‘ﬂi}f-ﬁi is };Et the S.E“l'nﬂ—l.'l.ﬂ-bl:ttﬂr amlu r.;n wursﬂ_. "1-'4';#- ;;E huup.{ng for the I:-est.'-' Thﬂl"ﬁ;ﬁs the lioe Mark
Linley read a dozen times.

e W T e et e————

¥

*Oh, reably, T zay -

Bunter ga=pad and stopped. Mark Linley was striding on
a3 if o werp entered in a foot-race. Billy Bunter was left
blown and brenthless. : '

“ DBeast!” muttered Bunter, ns the Lancashire lad dis-
appeared down the lane. *“ Beast! This is the last time I'll
over condescond to take any notice of him."

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Bob Cherry Issues Invitations,

ARK LINLEY was absent over an hour, and durieg
that time Bulstrede & Co. were not idle.  The bitter-
ness of feeling against the Loncashire lad waa
despening in the Remove. The juniors, carcless and

thoughtiess enovgh for the most part, looked upon the prize
Mark had won as sinply so much money to e spent. Lanley
had refusned to come into the company, and so had kept the
whola prize when he won it. But that he would “ blue™ a
fivo-pound nots ot least in stonding o Form feed was a
general expectation. If the Lancashire lad had done so, he
might have reinstated himself in the regpards of the juniors,
Nt 1t did not seem to be his intention.
At-all events, he had sabd nothineg about 8. e had simply
gons down to the village jmmediately after rveceiving the
wonev, and ag yet he had not returned. Bob Cherry, his
Tur Magwer Lisgary.—No. 110

“THE CREVFRIARS FLIGHT.” A earlsienShaaine fismate o



10 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D% THE “[,0YS’ FRIEND" 3™ LIBRARY.

i:‘-}"tilzr‘-nm!e. knew no more than {he others what he intended
do,

Bob was a jolly and good-natured fellow, not much given
to deep thinking, Hae %m:l Lbecn rejoiced to hear that his
chum had won the tp'rim. He, naturally expected that a con-
siderable amount of it would be * bliued,”™ and, as a matter
Ff I'_;u:'t, he was already making some preparations for a study
eed,

Bulstroda looked for Bob Cherry, and found him in his
study. Bob was clearing away books and papers off the talle,
and little Wun Lung was secorving the frying-pan.

** Linley come back?” asked Bulstrode,

“{i'ﬂt et od

*1 suppose voen're standing a prot ood feed hers on the
stremgth of the twenty-five E%J:id};’ L8

"“Well, I suppozo there will ba a bit of a celebration,”
admitted Bob.  * Remove chaps don’t win twenty-five pounds
every dayv."

" 5 Euprrmal se all the Form are invited?"”

“something wrong with yvour suppozer, then.™

Bulstrode sﬁuwlad? : L

“Deon't think I want to come and feed with a blessed
fmj:t.t:ir_"g" hand " he exclaimed. 1 wounldn’t come if I were
asled.

“Then what are you grousing about?”

“ Linley's expected to do the decent thing, Ttfwas rotten
cnough his keeping out of the company. But all the Form
will expeet a hand in colebrating the prize, of course. Anv
other fellow would have iscued the invitations already.”

“Well, that's Linley’s business, isn't it1”

I think 1t's the business of all of us”

UWell, as a matter of fact, T beliove he's gone to the
village to order a jolly good feed,” said Bob cheerfully.
It’s for hin to decide whom he asks and whotn he doesn’t.
I can't undertake to do it for him."”

Bulstrode grunted and quitted the doorway.

* Better borrow some crockery up the passage,’” Dob Cherr
remarked, glancing into the cupboard. ** Our lot won’t stanc
much of a raid, kid.”

Wun Lung grinned. IHis almond eyes closed almost to
slits, as they always did when he was busy with his thoughts.

“ Easy bollow ﬂuckc]}‘.” he remarked. * But—""

“ But what, kid?”

" Chelly, sure that feedes comees ofl 177

Bob Cherry stared at him.

“Of course.™

“ Markee say noting.”

JWell, he's bound te stand a feed on the strongth of a
win like that,” said Bob Cherry indignantly, ** You don't
think Le's mean, do you!"

“No tinkee, But——"

*“0Oh, blow your buts. Of course, Mark will do the decont
thing, I hope he will make a pood thing of it, and ask the
whols Form. T shall advise him to.”

« Db, oy yon Hiies, Wid. ¥

“0Oh, don't you tinkee, kid. You clean the frying-pan, and
Lanlk up the fire, while I go and borrow some cljmlﬁil;l;

" Allee lightee; but me tinkee—"

* Br-r-r-r "

And Bob Cherry quitted the study, and went along to
No. 1. It was empty, and he went to look for arry
Wharton & Co. in the Close.  They wers on the footer
ground, putting in somo practice at passing and dribbling.

* Mallo, hallo, hallo” Bob Chervy hailed them. ** 1 sup-
pose you're coming to the feed?

The juniors came to the ropes.

" What feed ! asked MNugent,

“* Linley's celebration feed,”

“Isz he standing one? asked Wharton.

*“ OF course he i, said Bob Cherry indignantly, * Do you
think a chap I chom with would win a prize of twenty-five
quid, and stick it all in hiy trousers’ pocket, and leave it
ﬂmrﬁ. tﬂ'f vourse, he's poing to stand a feed.”

i a1l _"11
. ;‘ It's ouly the right and decent thing to do, T suppose, isn't
i’

* The rightfulness and decentfulness ave terrific.

“0Oh, never mind your Luts, Inky,
coming, you claps?”?

*Oh, certainly,” said Wharton, * But has Linley actually
said that he 15 standing o feed?” i

“1 suppose it wasn't necessary for him to say s0,” said Bob
wrathfolly. ** He's bound to do what’'s decent, T suppose?

“But did Le say so0?”

*Well, yes, practically.’

** What dicd he zay exactly
i '_Hh-.ﬁae:'l iIf T remember exactly. Lemime see, T said it was
ripping for him to have won the prize, and he zaid yes, ib
was jolly, ™

Harry Wharton lsughed.

* Is that all%"
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“Isn't that enongh?' denmnded Bob Cherey, ©'1 ﬁhi‘.nqcﬁu
a chap couldn't speak much plainer, Anyway, it was plag
opowzh for me ™

Oy, all vight, we'll come, if there's a feed.”

“1 want to berraw yvour crocks amd some chairs’

" Anythimg you bke, old chap,”

“Riglil;. Foun are, '’

And Bob Cherry marched off, leaving the chums of XNo, 1
Study to continue their practice. He wmet Tenmple, Daimiey &
Co. as ho wenk in,

“ Jolly glad your study-mate has pulled it off, Cherrv,"”” said
Templa afably. * I'd rather have had it myzelf—"

*0Oh, rather,” zaid Dabney.

“But I congratulate Linley, Where has he disappeared
foi"

*“He's pone out.” ]

“The Remove don’t semn fo bs very chippy over lus sue-
eess,” remarked Fry. " They'd rather somebody else had
won, '

“0Oh, thev're a lot of aszses!” said Bob contemptuously.
“ Never mind them.’”

“They're saying that Linley hasn't played the guame, and
that he's aeting meanly over the prize,” said Fry.

“Hats!" said Bob warmly, “If you say anything of the
sort——"'

“T didn't =ay it—the Remove are zaving it.”

“0Oh, blow the Remove! Look here,’” said Bob, * Linley
haa wons to the village to lay in a supply for the fecd. You
fellows have taken it very decently, and we'd be glad if you
rame to tho ecelebration.” ) .

“Well, we've not in the halit of feeding with Lower Fonrth
chaps,” said Temple loftily; “‘but on the present occa-
EON—=""

“*Oh, rather™

“Ratil” said Bol,  “ None of vour bunkum., You cen.
come to the feed if vou like, but no bosh, you know."

Temple grinned.

* All right, wo'll come. And thanks™

“ Right-ho!"”

Bob Cherry went his way. ITe met ITazeldene and Tom
Brown in the passage. They werp talking to Bulstrode, and
Bob heard the Remove bully’s loud voice as he came by.

“0Oh, there's nob going to be a feed, or any sort of a cele-
bration. You needn't expect anything n-E‘ the sort from that
factory chap.” ; :

“Raiz!" broke in Bob Cherry. ‘' There's geing to be »
staunning feed. Will you two chaps come?”

“ What-ho!" said Hazcldene. .

“Yoe, vather,” zaid Tom DBrown. “Glad to. T'm jolly
«lad that Linley got the prize, too. He's a decent sori, and
he deserved it." .

8o there's poing to be o feed?" said Dulstrode.

“ ¥ou heard what I sapid."

The burly Removite lmg:hﬂd scoffingly. _

“0Oh, all vght,” he said. “T'll beheve it when I see it,
that's all, and T advise the other fellows to do the sanie.”

And Dulstrode walked away, leaving Brown and Hazeldene
looking rather curiously at Bob Cherry. Bob's loce was
Aushed with anger. ; .

“Ton’t take any notica of him," he said. ** He's wiid be-
cause he lost, and becavse Linley won, T den’t see why
Tinley should have joined the company either, if he dido't
choose,"

“ O, no! Bul iz it a cert that there’: going to be & feed™
asked ilazeldene.

“0Of course, it 1.7

“ 0O, all right, bot—"

“Tan't my word good enongh ™ demanded Bob Cherry, whe
was berinning to get irritated by the dubiety expreszed on
all sides en the subject.

*{Oh, cortainly [

“Then turn up in Wo. 13 at about half-past four, and
vou'll find everything ready.’

“Cood! Rely on us” ]

Fob Cherry nodded and walked away., ITe mel Micky
Desnond nng ﬂg‘ilv_jif in the paszage, and asked them to the
feed, and they readily consented. Twe or three more fellowa
were asked, all willingly agreeing to come, and then they
helped Bob Cherry make a collection of crockery and chairs
for No. 13. .

When that was done, Bob bepan fo feel rather anxious
about the continued absence of Mark Livley. e had so
taken it for granied that Mark had gone to the village to
malke big purchases at the luckshop, that no deubt of 1f
grossed his mind. : ]

The only guestion was, when would the Lancaszlure lad
be bacl. Bob Cherry looked ot his watch several times.

“He must be spending o lot of time selecting the things in
ihe teclkshop, Wun Lung,” he remarked,

Wun Lung smiled in Ias peculiar way.

Y What you Linkee 2V
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“T wish I'd gone with him now, to help him carry them.”

Wun Lung nodded,

“ wight have got them at Mrs, Mimble’s, really—only, of
course, there's a bigger variely in the village shop, when a
chap i3 standing a really good f:-md%” said Bob thoughtiolly.
# Marls was quite right to go there,™

“ Chelly lightee" .

“1 think 1’1l stroll down to the gate and meet him. Keep
np & decont fire, and have the keitle flled ready, kid”

“Allee Lightoe™

Tiok Cherry left the study. He walked down to the gates
of Creyfriars, and looked out into the road. )

There was no one in sﬁht yet. Dob waited, and whistled
to pass away the time. is whistle hroke off abruptly as he
saw Lhe sturdy form of the Lancashire lad come into sight
at last, striding towards the school, _

b looked a little puzeled as he saw that Linley was
cacrying nothing. But he concluded that the things were
too heavy for a junior to carry, and were being senl.

Mark nodded with a cheery smile as he came up to tho

atea,

e I've boen waiting for vou, lad,” said Bob.

¥ es,t said Mark, a little surprized.

“Whoere are the things ¥

U What things ¥ y

“Peing sent on, T suppose?’ asked Bob, with a glance
down the road in search of Uncle Clegg’s little handeart.

Bark Linley looked very puzzled. ]

“1 don't quite catch on,’" he said. “ What's being sent 7"

Tt was Bob Cherry's turn to look puzzled then.

“Tha grub,” ha explained,

“The grab!™

“Yes. Haven't you besn to the tuckshop, to order the
grub for o eclebration feod 7'

Linley started.

N, he said.

“No! Where on earth have vou been, then 7"

“I've been to the post-office.”

“Oh P gaid Bob.

They walked into the gateway together. There was o vory
puzzled and uneasy expression upon Bob Cherry's face, and
Linley was locking restless and worried, fon. Bob Cherry
broke tho silence that had fallen between them.

“Then you haven’t erdered anything, Marlk 7

1] N'ﬁ} pa

“You can get the things at Mrs. Mimble's hores and,
after all, it"a really better to give the old lady a turn,” said
Bob Cherry cheerfully. * This way 1"

“ But——"

“There isn't really much time to waste, Linley, if the
feed's to come off scon after four,” said Bob.

Linlay flushed.

“The foed ! 1 don’t understand.”

“The celebration feed,” axplainad Bob.
T've asked the fellows. Tf vou want any more you can soon
el them know. The only thing now i to lay in the tommy,
and wo'll get that done at onee. Why don’t you comoe

Mark hesitated, the colour deepening in his cheeks.

“ ['m sorrv,” he said.

“Borry! What about "

“I suppose I'd better be franl. There is not goinr to be
anﬂ foed.”

ob Jumped.

“WNo fead !

“MNol”

: "L.IH“t"'h'“t_h“t*“ Bob stammered helplessly —* but—no
cad !

“I'm sorey. Nol!"

“ Dut—but ['ve asked the fellows! My onl

And  Bob Cherry stared at the fushe
Lancashire lad in blank dismay.

“It's all right;

hint 1
face of ihla

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Wrathful Guesis.

u AITH. and we're early ™
Micky Desmond came along the Bemove passage

with Ogilvy, and looked into No. 13 Studvy.

Wun Lung, the Chinee was there, reading a letter
frory home—a curious-looking letter in mysterious characters.
His almond eyes turned upon the two juniors as they looked
in. Micky was puzzled, Thero were no signs of a feed in
the sludy, and Wun Lung was settled comfortably in the
armchair, reading his letter.

¢ RFarly,” snid Ogilvy, looking at his wateh. “H'm !t
&1ill, it's botter to be carly on these peeasions.™
e ye're right. T osay, ye heathen, where's Cherpey ¥
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# Na savvyt

HywWhere's Lilﬂﬂ}'?”

“ No savvy

“ Where's the feed 17

# Mo savvy.” o

The two juniors glared at the Chinee, But for the Tact
that they had come to a feed in the study, they would pro-
bably have dragged him out of the armchair and bumped
him on the rug, ] v g :

“ 1 auppose they haven™ got the grub in yet,” =aid Ogilvy,
*“We'll mive them a look in later.” : ;

And Ogilvy and Desmond strolled away again. D%Llf};
uttered a sudden exclamation as they reached the end of the
passage.

“ There's Cherry.!”

They ran down the stairs to meet Cherry. Bub when they
reached the bottom of the staircase he had gone.

Perhaps Bob was not anxious to meet his cxpected guests
just then. Desmeond and Ogilvy looked decidedly puzzled.

In No. 13 Study, Wun Lung went on reading his letter
cheerfully. llazeldene and Tom Brown looked in a few
minutes later, and they, too, were surprised to find ne trace
of a fead—no signs of it excepting the imposing collection of
chaira and crockeryware.

““ Where's the feed ™ asked Hazeldenc,

# No sau"-‘ﬂyu”

““ Haa Linley come in yet "'

“Na savvy. \ i

“1 suppose there Is going to he a feed!” exelaimed Tom
Brown.

 No savey”

And the two inguirers retirad, Tt was time for the feed
now. but something had evidently gone wrong with the
arrangaments.

GWe'll pive them a little more rope,” said Hazeldene.

When the passage was clear, Bob Cherry came along to
the study. e entered with a %hlm face, and hia face grew
glummer as he saw the heaps of crockery.

In the innocence of his heart, Bob had taken the cele-
bration feed for granted, and had issued invitations with
royal generosity. There was likely to be trouble now, ]

Wun FLuntg slipped the letter inta 8 pocket in his volumin-
pus garmenis, and looked up at hus English chum.

“ Chappee comes askee tea,’” he remarked.

Bob Cherry grunted. .

“There's going to be no feed,” he said.

“ Mo tinkea—I mean, allee Light."” .

“Weo sha'n't want all these things now,'” said Bob, * Ifang
i1  They'd better be taken back where they belong, 1
don't know what I'm to say to the fellows. It's past tea-
time now, and they'll be turning up.”

“ Velly bad.” .

“TIt's rotten! I really don’t understand Linley,
never known him to be stingy before, and it's rotten.”

“Velly lotten” _

“This atudy ought to stand a feed, anyway,’” said Dob
(herey. I would have rushed off and got some staff in
myself, only I'm stony. T

ab Cherry was interrupted.

There was a tramp of feet in the passage, and Harry
Wharten & Co,, Aushed and roddy from footer practice, came
cheerily into the study.

“ Here we are,” announced Frank Nugent.
hunters ! . ) _

# The hungerfulness is terrific,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

#You sce—"" began Bob Cherry.

71 see you haven't started getting tea yet,” said Harry,
looking at hiz watch. *“And we've got extra special
uppetites—worthy of Billy Dunter.”” )

“ The Bunterfulnes: of my esteamed appetite is terrifie™

¢ Never mind ; we'll lend a hand.”

 Good ! said Nugent, “Can [ do any cooking T

“You soe—""

“You've got a good fire, anywav, and somebody has been
cleaning the frying-pan,” said DNugent; “and fhere’s
crockery enough, goodness knows, Where's the grubi™

“Yon see—"" )

The threes chums stared at hom, .

“ Nothing gone wrong with the feed, I hope?' said

I've

HIlungry as

Eupent.
YA ell, you see * . .
Hooatt ! You don't mean to sayv it's off !

#J—1 made a mistake,” explained Bob Cherry haliingl;-
“ Linley hasn't gone to the villuge far grub,  He's not going
to stand a fecd. It's off. I'm sorey——"

“ The sorryiulnesa of my estecined seli iz also gront.™

¥ You seo——

arry Wharton laughed.

“%oes, we see! It's all vighd, Dob, as far as wo're con

11
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cerned ; but we’ll buzz off, if you'll exeuse ns.  We shall have
to get in something for tea; we're fearfully hungry,”

“I'm sorry, you know—""

;lf::_i!, l}iaLH all right 17

nd Wharton and Nugent and ITurree Bingh quitied the
study. Tob Cherry groaned, *

“1d's alles light," murmured Wun Lung.

“Ig it sard Idob. **They're only the Brst. The other
fellows won't take it as patiently as that, I can tell you.
Hallo, halle, hallo! Here they come !

. Teq‘:pln, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, ware troop-
ing niong the passage. They looked in at the opon doorway
with cheery faces. The usual ferms of warfare they ware on
with the Remove were forgotten now. Temple bad on o
ﬂi:tm faney waistcoat and a new tio to do proper honour to
the occasion. Dabney had brushed his hair, and Fry had
put on a clean collar. They meant to keep un the erodit
of the Tpper Fourth, ¢

Bob Cherry gave them a lelpless nod.

- ggﬁj-ﬂﬂngﬂg.::_ he said fnn{)ly.

i Eari;:;:ﬁ\ cnmg . said Toemple affably. “I hope we're nob

“Ol, noy not at all 1"

“Or too late,” said F ~ by
. Bul :
of satablns, d Fry, glancing round in vain in scarch

“Nenno 17

9 ;}ngglhaven‘t started vot '

i Gﬂﬂd !u

You sep——'"

‘:{flh. rather " said Dabnoy,
on see—="

" We're willing to be useful if wa can,”” said Temple, * Fry

:?:? E!?Emnl;; Eﬁ?ﬂ'uﬁh'”""’ and Dab knows how to open bottles

L‘ Oh, rather !
‘You see—see—see,' stammeored Bob Chegry, ¢ there’
been o slight mistalie ! The fecd’s off 1™ > e
E[.IEE" ;ﬁe, Dabmey, & Co. gave a simultanecus jump,
:I‘?re;-. I'm sorry 2
cmnll_';‘;mti},innﬁ whtnl-;{n th-;:t.l':”Tm;cIn{mml Micky Deasmond,
nio the studv with Brow TOaily
Hazoldene, “ The feed’s oif 1" S FeRR RRd Ol iend
:‘Yut- FYou seqm—>*
g Yo -_igmdhl:]l_l.m! :?ndhsum I've refuzed an invitation to
ves an hugsseli's study  becavse of 1817 exelaing 1
g Bl i ¥ of 1" exclaimed Micky
“ You sep——"?

“Jolly hungry !™ said Morgen, comine in. T I. R
erI{', lock you! What, }mwiu‘t:yuu at:ﬁ*ted vl E’ e g

“You see—"7
U The feed’s oft 1 exclaimed Ogilvy wrathfully. * Feed's
off! I suppose it's a jape—he’s mot us here like this to muke
asses of us !’

* Faith, and sure T—

" ':qu :1-;*-1_-;” saidl poor Bob, *it's like this. J—[-—"

% 1:'-'—.'[! !}]‘r:rlmkm‘l Tomple. " It's o jape, of eoirse

5 ]-trﬁ nob a jape! Yon see —"

" Where's Linley? Ho was standing the feed, wasn't het"

Neo. You see—"

“Faith, and we've been done entirely |

“Cheeky young spoofer !

“It's a swindle ¥

" Look here, we're jolly well not going fo come here for
nothing I exclaimed Fry. * Cherry ought to huvo a lesson ™

* Good egg!™”

* Bump him !

“ Here, hold on! Yon zee 7,

“ Collar the cad!™

“Bump kim 1"

“Hold on! Help! Ow! Yow!”

Half a dozen pairs of wrathful hands seized Pob Cherry.
Ho struggled desperately, trring at the top of his voico {o
explain, The dizappointed guests bumped him heavily on
tha floor. and bumped him again. *

“ Another ™ said Tompla, * And another!”

£ GUL'H.] 1l!

T D"-'Ir' [

Bumn!

Cragh!

Bolb Cherry crashed agoinst the leg of the table as he
struggled, and the table recled and rocked. The pile of
barrowed erockery upon it shot in a stream to the Hoor,

Clrash itla?! Bang! Crash—ash !

Great Seott !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thers's a bill for somebody to pay!”

* Ha, ha, hal”

The flogr was strewn with smazhed erockery. ITardly an
article bad esceped unbioken., The puests t(roopad out of
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No. 13 Study laughing loudly, Bob Cherry stagpered to his
feet, breathless and dusty and dichevelled, He etared in
gdistmay at the heaps of emashed crockery.

My hat ™ ha pasped feebly,

Wun Tung chuckled softly. ™ Bob Chevry dvopped preping
into o chaiy, and sat surveying the wreck with leclings too
deep for words,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Mas it all His Owo Way.
£ ETTERS just in!™

“Any for me?"!

“Aud me?

Mark Linley come inte the hall witl aa ecaper Jook
on his face, The afternoon post was in, and the fellows who
expected letlers wera pathered round the letiev-rack. "There
was an envelope addressed 4o Mark Linlay in a rouglh hauvd-
writing., . Bulstrodo took it down,

" Thei is for me," said Mark quickly,

The Remove bully grinned.

*Oh, yes, 1 know t%e- fist ¥* Le said. ** Catch P’

Ho tossed the letter into the aiv. Linleys eyes faszhed lor
a meornend, but he sanud |1ut||irlg. He [:liﬂkl:'ﬂ upr the letter
frein the Hoor and opencd it, and drew out the rougl sheet
written tn a crabbed hand within, -

Standing back against the wall, the Lancashire lad became
uh;:{:ri_n;_-d 111 _|}55 Il:nt.tr,:r, nnid obliviobs of his s-urrmlmhngﬁ.

Billy Bunter came blinking along anxiously to tho group
of juniors,

“CAnvthing in tho rack for me?” he ashed, :

“ Mo, ha, hin! Expecting a postal-ovder®” asked Ogilvy.

“Well, as o maotter of fauct, T am,” said Bunter. ™ Yo
zep, L was expecting one (his morning, buat there las besn
zomo delay in the post. The Post Office authorilies zre to
blane, They ought to be stopped doing these things some-
how. 1've been put to considerable inconvenience by my
postal-orders nob eoming to fime."

“ Ila, ha, hal”

“Te's very odd,”” said Bunter, blinking over the letters
“ MNeihing for mwe here. I suppote you haven't taken oy
Ietter by misiakes, Bulstrode?"

o, ass !

1z that a pestal-order vou've pot thero?”

Y Wes " amid Dulstrode, drawing a postal-ovder from an
snvalope and putting it into his pocket.

* You may have mistaken the namoe on the envelope—I
remember I opened one ol vour Jetlers once in mistake for a
letter of mine,” wrged Bunter, ** How muck is the postal-
oriler for?'"

*Ten shillings."

1 was expecting ono for thalt amount—""

*0Oh, ving off 1 said Balstrode,

“That's all very well, bot 1 think you ought fo let me
seo it to make sure that it 1eally isn't for me—"

“8hut ap ™

1 say, von fellowge—

“ Hallo " exclaimed Buliirode, as Hazeldene camo aslong.
“Havo you had that celebration feed yet?”

Hazeldene shrugged his shoulders.

™ ak's off !

Bulstrods borst into o lauph.

* What did I tell you?!

“ Beallv, I don't remember,” snid Hazeldene.

T =nid that Lionley never bad any intention of standing a
feed, and that le was too jolly mean to thionk of doing oauy-
thine of the sort,”” said Balsirade, ;

“AWell, I suppose he knows his own bizney hest,"

“ ey likelw,” said Tom Brown, * Bubstrode, of course,
eaald warage 16 for hun a hittle better, but——"

“7 tlenk 1 shonld stand o Form feed 1f T had won a nrize
of twenty dive pounds” said Dulstrede. . ™ And bis chnnis
cxpected lum to, and they made all the giddy preparniions,”

* Wes, that was funny,” said Oglvy. = There will ke a
ripping bill for somehody in No. 1§ Biudy te pay for the
broken crockery, too.”

00, Linley will pay that, of couse!” said Sncop, with
his di~agreeshls grlr:l. *He was really to bluine, 20 of cotrso
he will foot the Bill, Besides, he's volling in money now”

e faar!” said Bulstrode., " Ligley means to stick to the
tin—every red cent.  DBlessed if T know how we stand b o
tha Hewovo at all ™

“Oh, shuat up, Bualstrade !

Rats! 1 sav that the chap’s 2 vanl ondeider, and a rotten,
cbingy Bhylock, and T thank |a:'.~ atght to be sent to Uoventry
Ly tiwe wihwole Form v

Thern was o deep poise.

Bulstvode's words wers spoken purposely lomdlly for ilie
Lunceshire fad to hear. AMark Linley wos a auict aind paticus
fellow enough, but it was never safe to insult him. e eoukd
tako his awn part, awd was nbwars veady to do so if Lo had
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] wasn't asking you to glve me anything, Linley,”
to last me till my poestal-order comes.’

—— e 5 mn E —_— e ¢ i —

a Just cawse [or guorrel. But now leo cither did not hear
or did not heed Bulsirede's insulting words,

He remained motionless, his eves fixed uvnoen his letter.

Bulstrode sneered.

Any other fellow in the Remove-—any fellow with spirit,
at all events, would have called him to account for what le
was saying, but Linley zaid no word.

“YWhat about sending him to Coventey? said Dulstrode,
growing bolder. I don't think decant chaps ourht o speak
to such a cad.'

“ Hear, hear "' said Skinner.

“ %¥es, rather ™ chimed in Snoop,
i say !H-

Stll Linley gpave no sign,

The Kemovites almost gpasped in astonishment,

That a {ellow like Mark Linley should be insulted evsn by
Bulstrode with impunity was o surprise; bot that he should
pllow himself to be ragged by tho sneak of the Removesse

What was the matier with Linbey?

He was standing quito motionlass, and he was reading the
letter—ov was Lo reading it?

1t seereed to Dulstrode that he was staring af the lstter
Oxedly, but without seeing if.

It was not a long letter, and the Lancoshire ld must have
reached the end of it before now.

Dulstrode grinned disagreeably. Tt scemad to him that
Linley wos pretendine to read. in order not to appeur {0 Luve
Beard what was sanl about Lim,

Tae Macxer Linrary.—No. 110,
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“ Mean cad, that's what

explained Billy Bunter,

L

“THE GREYFRIARS FLIGHT.”

e

¢ 1 merely requlre a loan

Whero was hiz pluck? y

““ A fellow who could win twenty-five pounds in cash and
refuse cven to stand a study feed to his own chums 18 &
special sort of worm, and I Lay him, for one "% went on Bul-
strode. ** We've stood the factory, but 1'm blessed if 1 think
wa pught to stand that ™

*“Hear, hear!” : 2

“ Hold vour tongue, Bulstrode!" sald Harry Wharton,
joining the group.

Bulstrode looked at him with a sneer,

“Mind your own business!" he retorted. I suppose
Linley ean speak np for himself if he dopsn’t like my
remaorks?”

Wharton bit his bp. Truly enough, he had no right to
interfera. Mark Finley was big enrough to tako care of him-
solf if he chose to do so. And if e hill not, choosa—well, it
was nond of Harry's businoss, ) _ i

 Look at him ! said Bulstrode, in Jiis most insulting tone,
“ ook at thoe rotter! Standing thers pretending to read
o blessed letter, Locause Lo basn't the pluck to speak wp for
himnseli "

“ Boo!'

“ Factory cad ™

Linley made no sign, .

Bulstrode stapped towards Jnm and celapped o heavy hand
on lis  shoulder.  Mark Linley storted, and looked up
confnsedly.

* What is it—what do vou want?"

A Double-Length Tale of Ha Wh
% Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Iis voice was strange and husky as he mutteved the words.

“1 suppose you've heard what I said?” asked Bulstrode,
surprised by the curious look and tone of tho Lancashire lad.

“I—ves—no! Don't bother!™

Bulstrode RAushed red.

“Liar!"" he spid. *"You heard, cnly it sults you to pre-
tend that vou didn't! I said you were a cad—a mean cad—
and a ronk outsider !

Linley stared at him almost s’f.u?iﬂ]y- Everyone expected

his fist (o shoot out, and Bulsirode was ready for it. But
Mark did not raiso his hand.

" Let me alone ! he muttered.

A mocking titter ran round among the junicrs. Glances

of contempt fromn all sides fell upon the Lancashire lad—
unnoliced, He did not see them.

Bulstrode laughed scorofully.

*Bo you are gaiuﬁ_ to take that lying down, are you?®”
he said. '*Will nothing stir you? I called you & cad—a
mean cad,”

Linley looked at him, and moved away. Bulstrede stared
after him in amazement. He could not understond him
at all. The more Linley endured at his hands, the more
the Remove bully was defermined to provoke him. Lanley
had licked him at least twice, and Bulstrode had not for-
gotten or forgiven it. This was his chance for revenge.

He strode after the Lancashire lad, and grasped him by
the shoulder, and FWUng him back.

“Hold on a minute I” he exelauned sneeringly.

“Tet me Eﬂ!”

“Coward 1™

The juniors cought their breath. Linley stared at Bul-
strode for a moment, then wrenched himself free and walked
AWAaY,

“ My hat'" said Bulstrode. **Well, if he likes to go
guictly after that, he may! I'm done with him!"”

A loud and prolonged hiss from the group of juniors
followed Mark Linley. He did not tarn his head.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Something Wrong,
HJ’LRHY WHARTON went into No. 1 Study with a dark

and frowning brow. He was troubled, worried, dis-

ﬂ{)pﬁi!ﬂﬂd. He did not understand Mark Linley at

all. He had always felt a keen hiking and friendship
for the Lancashire lad, partly because of Mark’s own good
qualities, and partly because the more snobbish members of
the Form were “down” on the lad who had worked in a
factory before winning the Mowbray Scholarship and com-
ing to Groviriars, But Harry was eruelly disappointed now.
Linley had been ealled a eoward to hiz face, and he had
walked away without a word,

What did it all mean ¥

Had Harry been mistaken after all in him?  Or what was
the matter with Mark Linley?

He had alwavs been averse to disputing and fighting.
He had endured a great deal in patience at the hands of
the superior porsons in the Remove. Yet when occasion
demanded he had shown that he had plenty of pluck. 1le
bad stood up to Bulstrode in fair fight, and licked him after
g desperate {ussle, and not so long ago. Where was his
spirit now? What was the matter with him?

Y Blessed if T like this!" said Frank Nugent uncomfort-
ably. “ I always liked Linley, but—well, this is the limit,
1 think."”

¥ The limitfulnesas is terrific.”

“I don'i understand it guite,” said Wharton slowly. * We
all know that Linley 1s poor, but twenty-five pounds is a
large sum, and he might have sparcd a pound, or even a
half-sovercign, to do the proper thing. IMTe must have known
very well that tha fellows expected 36, It looks mean”

“ It 1 mean,” said Frank.

“ The weanfulipess looks terrifie; but perhaps the esteemed
Linley has his own reassonfulness for his honourable con-
duct.” suggested Hurroe Singh.

HThen hiz kouckling under to Dulstrode like that. T
don’t understand it.”

“ Blessed 1f 1 do, either [

“Hallo, here’s Bob 1™

BGoly Cherry put a very red face into the study,

“Jlave you scen Linfey v

“ Not lately.”?

¢ T hear there™s boem a row in the hall, and DBul:trode
called him a coward ™

“¥os: we were there "

“ And Linley took it quictly '™

“Well, yes.’

Bob Cherry snorted.

“[ think Linlev's gone mad,” he said.  *I must say T
don't feel so chummy towards hun sinee he made such a
giddy ass of me this afterooon; bul Bulstrade's not going
te call o friend of mine a coward. Anyway, Linley isn't
o coward, even if he's a bit close with the money. It's up
te No. 13 Study to teach him ‘manners™

(1] Hut_."l

“1 wanted to see Linley. Ie onght to fight Bulstrode.
It's the only decent ihing he ean do. Don't you chaps know
where e is?"

“No. Iso’t he in No. 157"

“Nao. Well, I'm going to look for him, and if T can't
find him, I'm going to look for Dulstrode. Somebady’s gob
to stand up for No. 13, and i Linley won't, 1 will.™

*“Weo'll come with yvou™

They looked for Mark Linler, bui for a long time the
quest was 1a vawn.  He was not in the commen-room or the
gyvm., and the box-rocins were drawn blank.  And when
they inguired for him, the replies they received were couched
In snegring tones.

"ﬂ'h, yvou won't find him ' said Shinner,  Ie's sleulic-
ing, of course. He wants to keep out of Bulstrode's way."

Bkinner suddenly found himzelf sitting on the flogr, laid
there by a mighty swipe from Bolb Cherry, IHe was still
sitting thore when the chums walked off.

* Have you scen Linley, SBnoop "

The cad of the Romove snigpered.

“MNo; and vou won't, either.”

- " Why not?" asked Beob Cherry, with a dangerous gleam
i his eyes.

Y Becaunse he's skulking away somewhero Ow [

Bnoop sat down viclently, and Bob Cherry rolled him over
with hiz foot before he walked on. DBob was vory red.

Y Let's look an the Form-room,” suggested Nugent, think-
ing that any further inquirics conducted on this system
were likely to lead to frouble.

“ood! He might he there ™

The chums turned in the direction of the deserted Form-
room. The room, of course, was deserted on a lliL]'E-]'H]E;-Idﬂ:"'.
There was no reason to suppose that Mark Linley was there,
cxeepting that they conld find him newhere else in a search
that had already lasted half an hour.

They came down the wide, deserted passage, and pansed
at the Form-room deor. It was ajar, and Harry, logking

in, could see a seated figure in one of the forma.
It was Mark Linley,

But Harry did not enter.

He held ap his hand as a sign to the others to be guict,
and they ]ﬂnﬁ:ﬁd in over his shouldar in dumb amasenond.
~ Mark Linley was seated at the deck, with his elbows upon
if, his face in his bands, and a kind of eonvulsive trembling
was running through him from head o foot.

He was crying !

The juniors ﬁ:ﬂk(}d on blankly. They had never scen
Linley cry before; he was not one of the erying kind.

Wharton signed to the others to follew him, and stepped
silently away., He would net intrude gpon the lad at that
mcimnent,

At the end of the Form-room passage the juniors stopped,
and stared at one another’s faces in blank amazemoent.

“What on earth——"" began Nugent.

“It can't be Dulstrode insulting hun,"” said Wharton, in
El F!i::.n:-; voice. " That wouldn't make a chap like Linloy

. .

“ Not much!™

“1le must be 11"

“He docsn’t look .Y

“ Perhaps he's had bad news,” Nugoentd suggested.. * YVou
never know,  There may be soincthing wrong at home.
Fle's had & rough time here, as vou kuow, but he's nover
blubbed before. 1t must be something awlully bad, T should
think, to make him tura the water-works on.”

Wharton nodded.

“Well, tit's no busincss of ours,” he resnarked,
not lel him kuow wo saw hing,
rotten,”

“Yes, rather 1V

_ “ Betlor
It will wmake ham {eel
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wQw 1” gasped Billy Bunter. “Stop it! Ow

“iPha ratherfulness is terrvifie.’”

_“ Where are you going, Bob?" asked Harey, as the buarly
}uninr strode away, with o Zrun expression upon his rugged
WO,

“['m ogoing 1o sce Bulstrode.”

di l:sul.______?!

“You can see what it is.  Linley's upsel about soncthing,
and that’s why he allowed that ead to Insalt hiw,™ said
Bob fieceely, * He wasn't guite hiwself at the taoe. Bt
Bulstrode’s not going 1o slong No. 13 Sludy while I'm
nraund. ™t

And 1ob Chorry maeched off direetly lo Bulstrode's study.
Haurry Wharton & Co. fellowed him dubiously enough.  Bab
was sbrong and ploeks, sl a tough customer Tor anyone
to tackle, hut he was no maich for the biggest follow in ihe
Remove, More than onee he had tackled DBulstrade already,
and he hod always come ol second best, thoogh Boalzorods
cortainly had nol enjoved it. But there was no stepping
haly now.

The junivrs reached Duldrode’s study, and Dol kicked at
the door. 1t did net badge as he turned the haadle.

[t was lueked vaside,  Bub Cherry banged on the wnper
pranicis with hia fist, aid on the lower with bis hieavy boot,
Y Bals! rade 10

“Halln ™

“Uipen thie door

“alg !

L)

are,” grinned Bob Cherry., * That will make you sorrler!]

! I;l-;l’lit éi_;i:cre;f:;r sorry, I—" BUMP! w“ 1 dare say you

= A B

ST want to speak to vou™

“Phe want is all on yvour side, then,” replied DBulstrode,
theowgh the duor. “Cut off I I"in busy.”

Ard {here were several distinet chuckles in the study.
Bulstrode and his friends evideotly had something * on.”’

Bob Cherry kizked furiously at the door,

“Open this door, you rat I

“Boszh 1™

“Loward 7

“Yah!"

i {'l:.“l !H

S Rats

“\Wormnm M

e, ha, ha!?

Bob (herry gave it up. e strode away, breathin
;.'L-:[_L:r-iunr:n, and the door of Bulstrode’s study reming
ogled.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode's Wheeze.

ULSTRODE was, as he had said, busy.
Shinner apd Hnoop were with him in the sfudr,
The talde was littered over with varvious theatrical
paraphernalia=—wigs, beards, mousiaches, fulse haie
of all sort=, amt grease paint, powder, and burnt corks. The
Spons ™ belonged, 03 2 omaiter of fact, to the Awatour

Tz Macner LiBrary.-Xo. 110,
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Prametic Sociely of {he Remove, of which the president
was Harry Wharton, and of which Bulstrode was not a
member. The thingls werg kept in a trunk in the box-room
till wanted, and Bulstrode had taken the liberty of borrow-
m% them for & little scheme he had on hand.

hat was one resson why he would not open the door.
He did not want the “props " carried off by foree, as they
ecortainly would have been if the members of the Amateur
Dramatic Socicty had seen them in his study,

Another reason was that Bulstrode had a " wheeze™ on
hand, and wanted to keep it guite seeret till the time was
rifre,

ulstrodde and Bkinner were “making-up” Snoop, and
they had paused for a fow minutes 1ﬁi£ the knocking
continued at the door. When the chama of the Remove
were gone, Bulstrodo burst into o laugh, and went on with
his work.

* How i3 it getting on?"’ asked Sncop anxiously.

¥ First-rate.’

“Ripping 1" said Skinner. “Look in the glass.” .

Snoop stepped over fo the glass and looked in. He started
a3 _he saw his reflection there.

The junior had beon made-up with considerable skill. His
face had been painted and stained till it was a brickish hue,
snd his eyebrows had been bushed out and darkencd with
burnt corl, and a grey wig was carclully fustened on over
15 hair. A groy, straggling moustache and a ragecd beard
completed the disguise.

_ Bnoop locked like & man of fifty, and not a very good-lack-
ing o1 respectable man of Hity, cither.

* My hat!" he ﬂ_i(nﬂuia.tt:d.

* How do you like it¥* grinned Bulstrode,

“QOh, 1t's ripping 1"

““What about the clothes?"' azked Skinner.

Bulstrode dragged a large brown peper parcel out from
under the tablo.

“Hero they are! he said. “I hired them in Frinvdale,
and had them sent home at ones.  Of course, the disguise
would be no good without the elothes.

* Rather not!" chuckled Skinner. “ A working-man of
fifty in an Eton suit would look » little odd, I imagine,”

+ Ha, ha, ha!"

“* Bhow us the elothes,” said Snoop.

* Here they are!”

Bulstrode cut the string, rolled the paper ont, and disclosed
the contents of the parcol. A pair of corduroy trousers, a
dirty, tobacco-stained waistcoat, a shabby coat with frayed
and preasy slecves, and a huge pair of ill-made boots came to
light. There were alse a battered bowler hat, a spotted
neckerchief, and & dirty handkerchicf of a brilliant hue.

Snoop gave a low whistle,

“ My word! What an outfit!"”

I suppose 1'% about the sort of thing that Linley's father
WoATE.

““ Ha, ha, ha!™

“ (et into them, Snoopey.”

“Right-ho!  They'll go on outside my own clothes, T
suppose.  That will make nwe look a hit fattar, too™ :
En‘;_i;}nnd! Take your collay and boots off, and leave the rest
. Bnoop was soon dressed in the clothes. They made a star
ling change in his appearance. He looked more like tramp
than a respectable workiman, but that suited Bulstrode's plana
O he Remove bull

8 Hemove bully surveyed him with preat satisfaction,
Eflui-;*& was o kick at the door, hat the junigra took no ﬁ;ﬁ:ﬂ

“ Ripping 1" exelaimed Dulstrode. ™ Perfock! Sple lidd!
If I h&tl]’l‘t bl d O dr{lg:lre_ S0 I . F DI J..E :
fr?ni!ﬁdam!” pe ¥ » Bnoopey, I shouldn’t know you
My eunt!™ said Snoop.  “It's a change! T saw r
Illf;ﬂ to go out of the Etudg‘. in this rig, !,rﬂugl.:ngw | R ¥ 1 hﬂ-rdll
ingt Ii'l:l:l:::!:: '1‘}1&::“1:“ idea Lm?’uu can't do ?1‘1}’ mood by stick-

e | TV 1)) CAan i ise you !
Stick this black pipg in vour n:fmlﬁ\ !'pmlb Rl ey st sl

Snoop pub the pipe betweon his teoth, ITe certainle 1 ked
& most disreputable charactor. el a0

]'._'; l =3 =g v
veved him with delizght. Rk (e sz
?‘Z'hnra was a furious kick at the door.
‘Lot me in!™ shouted the voice of Hazeldene.
%Eﬂgn a minuﬁﬂ !':
strode swept the " props'’ from the table int iy
then unlocked the door. lllﬂgf.idenc' came in lﬁﬁkiziﬂr;i?ﬂj
wrathful, ' = '
“ What on earth have you got the door Incked for?” he
demanded, * J—- iy—what—who=—who on earth's this!”
e stared blankly at the disguised junior.
* Haven't you met hin before ¥ asked Dulstrade.
“ Mot him! No
“Don't you notice any likenas, 777
“Likencss! Likeness to whom ¥
“ One of the chaps in the Remove.™
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“Rats!" said Hazeldene,

“It’s Lanley’s father.”’

“ What !

“ Linley pere,” ﬁ:‘innﬂl Baulstrode.
the likencss to Mark Linley.”

Hazreldene almost stagecred,

“ My only aunt!”" he ejaculated.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Snoop jeined in the laugh, and tlen the truth burst upon
Hazeldene, 1le uttered an exclamation-of astonishment.

“Brnoop! I'd know Lis cackle among a barnvard [ull of
chickens "'

“ Look here——" began Bnoop wrathfolly.

“ What on earth are you getting at?"’ demanded Hareldene,
in wonder. * Have you joined the Aanstews Dramatic
aociety 1

* Positively for one oceasion only,” grinned Thalstrode.
“This is Linley’s father! Tt's = jupe. Do you sec? It's o
jane to take a rise out of Linley,”

azeldene chuckled.

“T see. It's rough on him, though—and it will be rough
on 8noop, I faney, if Linley catches him at it 1"

“Oh, I'm looking after Snoop!*” said Bulstrode, as the cad
of the Remove looked a little alarmed. * He won't be Lot
Quite ready, Snoopey i

* Yes, rather!™

“ Mind you drop your aitches,’ said Skinner.
rottenly as you can.™

Al vighe,™

" Better chuck it,” said Hazeldene, *It"s a rotten frick,
anyway, and——""

“0h, shut up!”

And Bulstrode and Skinmer and Snoop went ont of ihe
study. Billy Bunter was just coming along, aad he reached
tho door as they went out.

1 say, you fellows—=" The shortsighted junior did not
observe Bnoop for the moment. I say——"

* Buzz off, Dunter!™

“T want to speak to you, Bulstrode, I'm expecting a postal-
order this evening——?*

* Oh, get away !"

“1'm astony 1}us!:- at present. I've been dome ot of twelve
pound ten by that chap Lindey, ond I think—""'

“What's that¥’ exclaimed DBulstrode cuickly.
been done by Linley? What de you moean®™

“ ITe practically agrecd to shave the prize with me--poing
Co. over it, yoi know—and when he won it he cried off 17

“ Rats1" said Bkinner.

 Ol, really, Skinner—""

Rilly Bunter broke off, blinking through hiz big spact.clos
at the disguised Sncop. The fat junior was specchless with
amazement for & moment or fwo.

“ Who—whao is that " he gasped at last,

“ Linley's father,™

Y What "'

tIt's Mark Linley's father.  He's come to the sthool to
visit his denr boy,” grinned Bulstrode. * If vou want 1o do
Linley o good turn, yvou can go and tell bum that bLis father
has arrivad to see him."

“Oh, really—--""

Bulstrode pushed the fat junior aside, and walked on. e
was heading for the junior commen-reomn.  Billy Buntee
blinked after the supposed mam from Lancashive, and {hen
tore off to No. 1 Biudy, where Harry Wharton & o, wers
doing their prep.

The fat junior, full of the news, burst into the study like a
thunderbolt.

“1 say, vou fellows!™ he gasped.

. Oh, don't make a row!” exclaimed Nugent, lucking up
irritably.

L Gh_. rl:."ﬁ] Py ! ]

“ The rmw'f)l.ﬂm*ma of the csteemed Dunter is terrifie. T shall
inﬂllmfuli;.' think of punching his honowruble fat head if b is
not ouiet.”

“{3h, really, Inky 5

* Do shut up, H-ﬁ]:,.f,” seid Wharton.

¢ Byt "

“What on carth’s the matter 7?

“ Linley's [nther's come.”

* Linley’s father!”

“¥Yes,' said Bunter, with his vulgar chuckle, © TT¢%s comn
ko congratulate Linley over winning the exaw, I suppose,
He's an awiul sight! A horrible reugh, in cordurovs wnd
spokng a black ploe——"" ;

Wharton grusped Bunter by the arm, and sliook Lim
angrily.

* Stop your Hilll?r yarns, you young aweep!"

HOw—ow ! wish you wouldn't shake me like that,
Whartnn ! Ow! You might nake my plasses fall off, and if
they pot broken you'd have to pay for them! Ow!  Ti's
really Linley’s father, and he's an awiul specitnen! Ow!”

8urely you obsceve

# &5k as

“You've
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“Look here, is there any truth in all that?’ demanded
Wherton roughly. * Has anvbody at all come to Greyfriars?”

“¥ee, Linley's father.™

“Where is he now ™

* Bul-trode was showing him about.”

Wharton’s brow darkened. 24

“TFhat mean's a Jape of Dalstrode’s” he sud. " We'd
better look into i, vou chaps. If Tinkey’s father has come to
Greyiriars, he's going to be treated with decency, or there
will be o row

" What-lo " said MNogent.
*The what-lho-fulness is terrifie”

T osav, vou fellows—-""

But no one listened to Billy Bunter. Harey Wharton & Co.
went down to the common-rootn, and the loud sound of voices
and Janghtor warned them that there was indeed something on.

THE THIRTEERTH CHAPTER.
Linley Pere.

a T hat !
M “Oreat Seott ™
AWho's that®

“What is 6 you mcan®’?

Y Phew!™?

Suclr were the exelamations that greeted the entrance of the
gtranger into the junior common-room at Greyfriars,

He came in with lis battered bowler hat in his divty hands,
and looked about him in an extremely unceciain manner,
blinking at the juniors. The gaslight fell full upon the dirty
face, the dirty clothes, and the unkemypt hair. It was not a
wonder that the juniors of Croviriars were astonished.,  Such
a8 character had ecertainly never been scen in the school
belfore.

* Plesse, young gonts—
“ WNothine to Eﬂ miven away,” sald Stoti.
to the wreny place. Try the porter's lodoe

“ Yoz, rother !

" You mustn't come in heve,” suid DBob Cherry, kindly
epougl. " Wiat Jdo vou wang ¥

“ 1 want to sec my boy.”

“Jht

“1've come to see oy bow,”” satd the stranger, twirling his
hat in Lis hands, and speaking in dry, husky tones, as if he
had some affection of the throat. 1t did not occur to the
Junmiors thot that wus done to disguize ithe voice,

“Four boy ™ said Busseil. *0Oh, I supposc you mean the
boot boy ! This mrusl bo voung Jin Crow’s father,™

*Take Him downstairs, sonebody,"" said Oprilvy,

*You'd betier go into the kitehen,” said Bob Cherry good-
naturedly, ** Ull show wyou the way if you like. You're not
allowed 1 here”

AR’ my hoy Tere

* No. He'll be below-staies.?

“ That he ain’t!’ said tie stranger positively  “ My boy
Mark will be "ere, I say ! Ile's just won a scholarship, or
soincthing !

The Junioes simply gasned.

Wiy, what's your name? demanded Flhott breathlessly,

* Linley-—Jolin Linley.”

“ Fhew ™

“ Are vou Mark Tanley's Earlers”? asked Leey.

“Yes, that's wot I am,” =aid the new-comer.
bovY Where's Marky !

The juniors stnved ab him. Many of them felt sorry for
Linley. Borme had woncdered, sometimes, what his people
were ke, iz bttle sister, Mahel, had visited Lim onee at
Greyieiars, and some of the lellows remembered her as a
aweel lictle pivl But of his other relations, they had zeen
nothing., Snoop & Co. freely suggested that they were not
fit to be seen. But Mark's worst enciny had nover suspected
anything ke this. This—this dsveputable tramp was Mark's
father!

"My only hat!” zaid Lacw.

Bob Clerry was guite pale.

* Poor olid Marky ! he though

U Where's my hoy Marloy ¥

V11 dan't know wlere e 15" smid Bol * I—I mican ho
=’ lere. Do you—do von want to see him ™

“ At I come 'ere to see "im 7 demanded the stranpger,
AWt he just got Told of twonredive quid o a prize

“That's s0,"

IE the juniors had coterteived any dowbt of the man's
identily, tjmt remark would bave hamshed 1. The man evi-
dently hnew all about Mack's seecess, and had come 1o elaim
gomie of the-moneyr. 16 was wihat naght bave been expeeted
from his appearasos,

“Poor Marky P miormared Baly Cherry again.

i moin” o Cive soe ol Y osnid Me Liclew, with a
conlidential slance vouml  * 'ur goin’ to "ave a tigh old timo,
I tell st

i, H:;ih-r T onnttered Poh.

Y Wiere s miy Doy-—ny Marky ¥

Bilstrode and Skinner caine into the commeon-room.
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* Bomebody ought to go and fetch Linley!” grinned DBul
strocde. ™ Does anyhbody know where he 153"

“T saw m go up to Noo 15" said Skinned,

' BSomebody ought to fetch him.”

here was n genaral hesitation. Even the {fellows who had
been most Ditter against Mavk felt arey for him now, The
disgrace of being confronted with such 2 parent in the
prezence of s Forn-fellows wounld be too terrible. The
Lancashire lad had weathered nwore than one storm, but he
would never be able to hold up his head again aftar that.

Billy Bunter blinked into the room. Bulstrode clapped him
on the shoulder,

“{io and fetch Linler, Bunter™

My, rate 1" said Bob Cherry. **Let Linley alona !

“1 suppese ho ought to see his father™

“T"m goin' to see my boy—my Marky! *E's zoin' fo ‘and
aver "arfl the ecash to me,” said Mr. Linley.

“Go amd feteh him, Bunter!”

“ Certainly 1" said Billy Bunter, blinking at Bobh Cherry.
“T really think vou're rather heartless, Cherry, to want to
stand betwaen a father and son. [s Linley in his study "

" Yoz, Buzz off 1V

Billy Bunter buszad off. He ran upsteirs with nne
uszial aclivily, pasanpg Tarry Wharton & Co. oz they come
to the eommon-room, The fat junior did not stop runnipg
till he was at No. 13 Study.

Mark Linley was there.

. The strange emotion which had mastered Lim wlen the
juniors had seen him in the Form-room, had passed. Bug
1t had left its traces behind, Tlis face was deadly pale, and
his eyes had an vnnateral Lght in them.

His books were open on the table, but ho was not working.
For once, BVEDN the keen, indusirious Tancashire lad wos not
ablo to drive himzell to work,

He was moving rostlessly up and down the study.

He turned towards the deor aa the Owl of the Remove
Blinked in, and stared in silent inquiry at him. Billy Bunter
giggrled,

I say. Linley—-"

“What do von wank?’

“T've gob somo news for you—poad news !

Mark stavted,

“What do you mean??

* ¥our pater's come.”

" Whatt”’

“Your father’s come!” explained Billy Bunter, with a
snigger. ‘' He's in the common-room, and I came to tell you
that ke was there”

Mark Linley stared blankly at the fat junior. Then he
stagrered o the table, and held convalsively to 6 for
supporg.

“Good heavens! What does that mean? Why does father
come? Ihd he—did he say anything—has he any news for
me?"”

b Nnr Dn]'}..._!!

“Only what—quicl 1"

* He wants some of the money—the prize—you know—oli !—
ow "’

Billy Bunter went spimning, and crashed upon the foor,
and tie Lancashire lad ran past him down the passage, sod
down the stairs.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Under False Colours.

5% ITIERE he 151"
“* Here'z Linley 1"

** Here's your boy Marky, sir
Linley entered the common-room. The dis-

reputable stranger turned towards him.

“Marky! How are you? Glad to see your old dad, hey ¥

Linley starsd at the stranger in astenishment. Then he
looked ot Harry Wharton, :

“T was told that my father was here,” he said. " Bunter
told me so0."

“YWell, here Lie 15" said Skinner,

*What do vou mean?”

*Ian't that youy fathee?”

Mark ﬂuahei

“ T adon't voderstand, Surely that man does nol pretend
that he s my facher? TIs this a Joke?”

Wharion droew a dl‘:{ip breath of relief,

= han ib's not your father, Li:‘lll?‘.g,'?”

5 '{:l-ut,'.’ 0f course not! Did he say he was?”

11 h |:-!$_ -

ok 1 exelaimed Beb Cherry.  Then it's all & jape, ¢h?
It's come blassed nnpostor coming here for a Joke P

Y Rate "' sand Ekinner. " VWhy should a perfoet stranger
conte biore for a jokz on Linlev? And how does e know
ahont Linley petting the prize? Dlessed if T don't heliove
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Linley 35 refusing to recosnise hiy own [ather because hio’s
ashawed of hun !

> Shamea!" exclaimed Bulstrode.

“Yes, it's a shame,” said the new-comer. ** I'm that boa™s
laiher—ain't T brought him up, and found *ha 'is first job in
the factory, too? Ain't "e always been the applz of my eye?
I arsk *int for "arf the spondulics ™

Linley looked at him.

“Idon't know what zante you are plavine,” ha eaid. “*TUn-
}*&L you are drunk, you know very well that you are nob iy

ather!

“ Bhaome " repeated Bulstrode,

“ He won't speak to his own father ! said Scott, * Shame!”

* He is not my father!’”

“Arvk at 'im,"” said the claimant—"ark at ’im! Ain’t Te
an unnatural son? And to think 'ew I've pinched and
scraped for 'im! I only arsk arf the tin!”

“{zive him some of the cash, Linley!"

“ Bhake hands with your own father ™

“ Bhame !

Mark Linley looked round him almost wildly.

L tell you he is not my father !

“Bhame! Shame!”

*“He is an impostor 1"

€ Shame!”

FI tell yoyu—>

“Won't you speak a word to your old dad?’ said the
stranger, almost tearfully, wiping iz eyes on his red-apotted
handkeveluef, * Ain't it encugh te break a father’s 'eart!?
My own boy, wot I pinched and seraped for, to turn agin
ma like it1 Oh, 1it's "ard 1"

“1 don't believe 8 word of 1t said Harry.
Lis father !

“Tits "avd—it's "ard "

Mark Linley made a step towards the stranger.
threw Limself into his way promptly.

v Stand back, Linley!™

“I won't! I—"

*Yon're not going to lay hands on your own father,* said
flie Remove bully, with virtuons indignation.  ** We draw the
line at that!”

*1 tell you—""

“I'm not surprised that vou won't own him before the
fallows; but vou ought to have had too much sense to come
to a school like this, when you had zuch relations™ said Bul-
stroda loftily,

::% Ite‘lll}-ﬁu I have never scen him before I—
dar !

YOLY came 8 sudden wild yell from the supposad My,
Linley. He gava & wild start, and clutched at his hair—too
Iate! Wun Lung had glided behind him, and laken a held
on the back of the wig, and jerked with all his sirength. The
Little Chinese was keener than most of tho fellows present, and
lie had suspected the disguise |

There waz o shout of astonishment from the Removites.

The hair came off in Wun Lung's hand, and with it wera
jerked off the beard and the moustache.

*“My hat!” shouted Bob Cherry. **It's a jape!
of the chaps made-up "

“ My word I"

"By Joval”

Bulstrade muttered a furious word under his breath., Wun
Lung's prompt and timely action had quite spoiled the jape.
Hnoop stood exposed—though it was not yet elear whom ho
was, But it was clear enough that he was & Greyiviurs junior
in disguise.

* The—the hlessed impostor!” exclaimed Bob Chorey, in
amarement. “ Who is it?"”

“Who are you?

“ YWhat's the little game?”’

Bob Cherry ran at the disguized junior. Snoop tried to
dodge, and ran inte the arms of Harry Wharion, who
grasped him foreibly.

* Let him alone " exclaimed Bulstrode, pushing forward,

“Hland back ™

“It was a jape! I—"

Wharton pushed Bulstrode back. Snoop squealed in the
strong prip of the captain of the Bemove.

* Now then, you ecad, whe are youl!" exclaimed Wharton
ranghly.

“Oh! Leggo' He, he, ho! Tt was only a joke!”

“1'd know that cackle anywhere " said Bob Cherry.
Bnoop

* Snoop " exelaimed a dozen woices.

“ He, ke, he!” gigpled Bnoop nervously.

Wharton let kim go contemptoously.

“It was a cad’s brick " he sabd, I I was Linley, I'd mive
rou a good liding for it, too!'

* He, he, he! I—"
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“ Linley won't do anything of the sort ! zaid Bulstrode, in
hiz most blustering tene. * He will have to settle with me
first, anyway."

“Hea could do that eastly enough if he chose”

“ Let him choose, then !

All eyes weresturned upon the Lancazhive lad.

The joke had been a cruel and insulting one, and if ever a
fellow deserved licking, it was Snoop.  DBut Mark Linley did
not make a movement towards hun. e planced at the ead
of the Remove, and then at Bulstrode, who was pushing back
his cuffs in o business-like way.

Then he walleed quistly out of the room.

The Removites stared—and some of them hissed. Mark did
not toen lus head, Bulstrede burst inte a mocking langh.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,

The White Feather.

OB CHERRY came into No. 13 Study with o gloomy
B look on his fage, Mark Linley was there, sitting by
the fire with his feet on the fendsr, and a book in his
hand. But he was not reading. Ilis eves were fixerd
upon the plowing coals, and he did not turn hiz head as his
Chum catme 1n.
Bob grunted.
Still Linley did not look round, and finally Bob fapped him
on the shoulder. Mark came out of his reverie with o start.
“ Hallo, Bob! Ta that you?"
“¥Yes,' =aid Bob Cherry grimly.
Mark did not appear to notice his expression. Ilis gaze
roturned to the fire. Bob Cherry stared at him in curiosity
and uneasiness,

“ Ave {c-u ill¥ ho exclaimed suddenly.
Mark shiook his head.

“Then what's the matter with you??

" Nothing.”

“What are you letting Bulstrode builly you for ™"

“ What doos it matter?”’

“ I suppuse it matters something,” said Tol, in amazement.
“There's something to be said for keeping up the honour of
the study, you know, DBulstrode is looking for trouble all the
tinee.  Why dor't you put him in his place®”

“ (h, never mind !’

“Dut T do mind I said Bob, rather angrily.  * If you don't
shut him up, I shall! The next time e beging, there will be
# row!”

“* Better let it alone!™

EE It.ﬂt.i ‘ll‘:l

And Bob Cherry left the study abruptly, feeling more
annoyed with his chum than he had ever felt before. Mark
glanced after him, and then scttled down, staring at the fire,
He lad sunk into a deep and miserable reverie, when there
was o sudden disturbance at the door of the study.

[t was kicked open, and a paper packape was thrown in, gnd
thon the deor was slammed, and there was a sound of vetreat-
mi footsteps.

inley roso, and glanced at the packet on the Aocor.
the paper was serawled the name, Mark Linley.

He picked it up, and meachanieally undid the string. As he
unrolled the paper, something rustled out upen the table,

It was a white feather!

Linley's pale face flushed as he saw the emblem of
cowarchice, and his eyes gleamed at the insult.

The feather fell upon the table, and lay there.

BMark Lanley Htﬂ*ﬂli gazing at it for some moments, nnd
then sat down again. Save for an occasional crackle from
the fire, all was silent in the study.

The Lancashire lad's face was pale and sef.

Put he was not thinking of the white feather, the Iast
taunt of his enemies in the Lower Fourth of Greyfriars.

Oither and wore miscrable thoughis eccupied his mind.
He was thinking of o liltle home in lLancashire, of a loved
Face he hod last scen bright and merry, now white and
drawn under the siress of severe illness. What did Bul.
strode's taunta matter to him now

The door of the study reopenad.

Dol Cherry came in with Won Lune.,  Bob’s face was still
rloomy. The covert remwarks he had heard passed en Mark
Linley had stung him, bui what was to be done? If Mark
refused to take his own part, there was no reply lo the
taunts.

~ Bob canght sight of the white feather on the table, and
jutnped,

“What's that 2"

1] Eh.-ljl!:l

Iioh picked wup the foather. ITe saw the paper addressed
to Mark Linley, and undersiood.
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His rugged face fushed crimson.

“ Way this sent to vou, Linley 7" he ashked.

(18 Yﬂﬂ'. ¥ ]

Bob gave him a single look, and then, with the white
feather grasped i his hand, he slrode away. Down to
the junior common-room he went, with the [eather in his
hand, and a =ct look on his face.

Bulstrode was in the commen-room, laughing and chat-
Lipg with a group of juniors. Bob strode directly up to
im.

“ Bulstrode I

The Hemove bually turned his head.

He grinned at the sight of the white feather, and the
others burst tnto a chuckle.

“Well " sabd Bulstrode insolently.

“¥You zent thiz to Linley¥”

“What if T id 1

“TPake that!’

“That > was o ringing smack, dealt wiih the open hand,
a.ﬂér! HiE:t:—I Cherry put a preat deal of foree into if.

rack

It rang like a pistol-shot on Bulsirode’s face, and he
stagpered back, thrown off his balance, and Skinner caught
him just in time to save him from [alling.

" " gasped DBulstrode.

Bob Cherry threw the while feather into the fire, and
t-ll.len hsn-:im:l facing Bulstrode, his cyes blazing and his fisis
glenchad.

* Now come on, von cad ! he exclaimed.

Bultrode needed no szeeond bidding,

Ha ,ll:guﬂpﬂd for breath for a moment, and then Taonched
himself upon Bob, hitting out furiowsly. Bob met him with
equal anger, and in o second they were at i, hammer and
tangs.

“8Bhul the door,” said Bkinner,
prefect here”’

“Right you are!™

Ogilvy slammed the door. Tt was time, for the two
juniors were making vproar ¢enough. With panting breath
and trampling feet, they fought furiously.

But size and strengih began to tell, as they were certain
to do, and Bolb Cherey was driven back, and round, his
defence growing wealicr under Bulstrode's savage attack.

Bulstrode's eyes were lighted up now with a savage
triumph.

He was getting the better of his adversary, and now he
meant (o pay him in full—aod there was not o thought of
mercy or generosity in his heart,

At last they closed, and Dulstrede succecdad in gelling
Bob Cherry’s kead into chancery. Then Bob's chunees were
at an end.

i Now then,' said Dulstrode, between hiz teeth, “ you
cad! You'll go down on your knees, and beg my pardon!
Do vou hoar?"

1 won't !

1 give you twa seconds!”

Bulstrode drew his right fist back, ready to crash it info
the defenceless face. Dob strugeled furiously, but he could
not release himsclf.

In a moment more the stunning blow would have been
struck, buat ot that moment the door was flung open.

Mark Linley entered hastily.

He pave one glance round the room, and ran towards the
combatants. His grasp on Bulstrode’s arm swung the bully
of the Remove round, and he had to relax his geip upon

Baob [:]:'l-t'ert'j,.'.

He wrenched himself free.

*1lands off, vou factory cad " shouted Bulsirode.

Mark faced him with blazing eves.

“¥You can let Cherry alone,” he said.
ing far trouble, I'm recady !™

lstrode laughed snecringly.

“ Have vou found your courage at last?™” he asked., * Was
it the white feather ¥

“T am ready for vou!”

“Good I

“0h, hang it all!" said Bob Cherry. “I'mm fot finished
yot. Lot me—"

“Thia 1a my business,"” soid Mark guietly.
won'l be satished till he has forced me lo fight.
shall have his way.”

“ Batter get into the pym.,"” said Ogilvy., “ There's heen
row enough here. By George! Ilere comes Wingate 1

Wingate, of the Sixth, put his head into the room.

11 there's any more row here vou will hear froin me,”
he said.

And he disappeared.  Duat it was warning enough.
caplain of Groyiriars meant what he said.

“The gym., then,” saul. Bulsirode.

And the crowd of juniors poured ont of the common-
room, down the passage, amd made for the zyin., joined
cen route by most of the Temove.
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Licked,
HARRY WIHARTON joined the crowd thal was pour “5

towards the gym. He touched the Lancashire la
on the arm as they went in. . "
“Would you like me to bo your sccond, Linley?™

he asked.

Mark nodded. ,

“Yes, if you will—if you carc to,” he added, a litile
ntterly.

“OF course T will”

They entered the gym. Boxing contests very [requently
took place there, but this one was to be without gloves. The
crowd of juniors formed o ring, sufficiently thick w sereen
from general observation what was really going on, Thers
waa only a few seniors in the gym., and they took no
particnlar notice of the juniors,

Bulstrode was looking, and feeling, triumphani. He was
in the best of condition just now, and quite ready for a
eombat; and he could see that Linley way not.

Mark was pale and worn, and his face showed unly {oo
plainly that he was under the stress of sdme heavy 1rouble.

It was evident, too, that he took little interest in the
fight; that his thoughts wera clsewhere, .

He had licked Bulstrode before: but anyone lqi:-l:mg nt
the two of them now, would have said thas Mark Linky had
little chance sgainst the burly bully of the Remove.

But it was not courage thot wnulﬁ bha wanting.

The two juniors stripped off their jacketsz, and rolled up
their sleeves, Sponges and a basin of water had been pro-
vided by a thoughtful jumor, and Frank Nugent gppoinied
himself timekeeper,

““Arce you ready?” he asked.

YU Whint-ho ! said Bulstrode.

“Yuos,'”” eaid Linley duliy.

Harry looked anxiously at his prineipal, L.

“ Pull yourself together, Linley,” he whispered.  “ You re
not in a Ot stale. You don't want to be licked, 1 suppose ¥

“T don't care much ™

“ Blessad if I understand you.”

“*Tine !V .

Bulstrode swaggered forward, and Mark Linley stepped
up to mect him. The fight began at once.

That the usually keen and clert Loncashire lad was uot
himself was soon elear, if it had not been so before. He
was ustally a good boxer, and exiremely watchful and
alert. Now he scemed fo Lo, as Bob Cherry cxpressed if,
half-asleap. _ ;

His guard was feeble, and twice Bulstrode’s blows ¢ameo
in heavily upon his faeo.

He recled under them, but he fought on, but he was
evidently on his last legs when Nugent’s call of time caine
io his relief. .

Linley sank heavily upon the knee Harry made for him.

Wharton sponged his bruised and heated face. and
watched him anxiously. He could not understand Linley in
the least. What was the matter with him?

“You're not fit, kid,” said Harry abruptly, “T should
advise you a3 your second not to go on with it. Chuck it
up now."’

Mark Linley shook his head. ,

““I shall do better in the second vound,' he sanl.

Well, vou'll need to” 1

“The neediulness is terrifie,’” murmured Hurceee Bingh,
who was holding the basin for Harry to wet the sponge.
“The esteemed Bualstrode 13 crowing alreadyfally.’”

“&Btap his crowing, Linley 7

Y4 %es " sald Mark dully.

“ Time !

Wharton felt greal misgivings as his principal toed ilie
line agaim. Bualstrode was swaggering, but Linley was un-
certain and hesitating.

“ DBlessed if T can make him out,” said Bob Cherry, who
was nursing & black oye, the result of his own encounter
with Bulstrode. * He's off his form, anyway. He doesn't
zecin to have a ghost of a chance against Bulstrade!™

YIt's very odd”

“ Bomething on his mind, T suppose,” said Nugent. [
can't ;mﬂee Linley out at all lately. He's certainly not fit
for highid.

e won't give in”’

“T1 don't thik it will last lone™

Mark Linley was playing a losing gawe.
Jdid his best, but he was not fit.
cvery advantage mercilessly.

Hight round the ring he drove the Lancashire lad, with
Llew on blow, and up to the eall of time Mark had no
chance; but then he suaddenly woke up, ns i were, and
threw himself upon Bulstrode with new energy.
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The Remove bully staggered back under a ficree attack,
Ell!:! o heavy right-hander undec the chin sent him fairly
ying.

He crashed upon the floor with a concuasion that made
tbhe planks ring.

Wharton™s cyves danced,

“Hurrah " he shouted.

(1] Hrﬂ.\'ﬂ !1!

Bkinner picked Bulsirode up.

“Time!” sang out Nugent, :

Bulstrode, looking very dazed, staggored ont of the ring,
and almost collapsed upon Skinner’s knee. e blinked in
a dizzy way at hiz gecond.

“That was bad,” said Skinner sympathetically,

“Grerrp !V

“ Mustn't let that Lhappen again”

“zroo "

“You must look out, you know."

“Yow!™

Bulstrode's jaw was aching too much for tall,  But
Mark Linley was in no better state. He sank wearily on
Harry's knee, and did not utter a word as his heated face
was sponged. Bob Cherry patted him on the shoulder.

“That was ripping Marky ! he exclaimed. “ Bulstrode
won't swagger so much in the next round, I fancy. It was
epiffing ! Give him another like that, and he’ll be done.”

Muark nodded without speaking,

*“ Thne 1’

Tho combatants faced each other for the third round.
The brief spurt of energy on Linley's part was over. DBul-
strode drove him round the ring again, and he was more on
his gpuard this time, and gave Linley little chance,

A heavy drive from Bulstrode's right caught the
Lancashire lad napping, and he went down. He crashed
heavily on the floor, and did net rise,

Nugent began fo count.

Harry Wharton watched Marl
counted. 1f he did rnot rise by the time ten had beeu
counted, he was licked, And Harry hoped that he would
not, He was not it 1o fight, and there was no use in his
taking more punizshment,

“ Ouns, two, three, four, five, siv—"

Bulstrode stood ready to crash his fisk inko the bruised
face if the junior rose. Mark Linley mads an effort to
drag himself up, but there was no need for Bulstrode's blow,
He sank back agein from sheer exhrusiion.

* Beven, eighl, nine—""

Thera was & breathless silence.

Oue more, and Mark Linteyr confessed himself lickad, and
Dulsirode was the victor. Once more the Lancashire lod
strove to rise. In vain! His head was swimming, his
Eeﬂsrifi {*!ﬁuded. He sank back with a breathless groan,

en ™

‘Pfu:%'ent pub his watch :m'::j.'.

HIt's wp,” he maid. “ Bulstrede winz Never mind,
Linley, old chap; better luck next time.”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry ratsed the Lancashive lad
to his fect, and helped him on with his jacket. Mark sub-
mitted without a word. Bulstrode watched the defested
junior with a sneering smile.

. “Well. he's had his lrsson,’ he said, as he got inte his
jacket, “and there’s more where that came from, if it's
needed. ™

Wharton torned on him with bLlaxing eyes.

:: iﬁ{:]d”}mw tongue, you cad!”

““Brave, Tanley !?

anxiously as Nugent

Y Bhut up, unlesz you want another fight on your liands,”
satd Wharton savagely *If's like you to taunt a chap
when he's down."

And DBulstrode bit his lip, and was silent.

_Bnb1f}h6r1'}' and larry Wharton linked their arms in
Liuley's to walk back to the School House with him. They
passged Wingate at the door of the gym. 'The captain of
Greyfriars glanced at them rather curiously. He could not

have failed to note the state of Mark Lin?ﬂlj."sa face, but heo
mades no remark,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

Bunter Makes a Suggestion,
Y BAY, vou fellows—"
“Go and eat coke, Bunter!'
* Aren't. yon hungeyv ™ asked Billy Bunter, blinking
at the chuns of No. 1 Study. ““1It's a jolly cold night.
and I always get hungri on cold nights. T]:}mt ‘bit of bread
and cheese 1n the dining-room doesn’t make nineh diferonce
to me. It would be ripping to have a bit of supper in the
study, T should think.”
“There's a crust and half a sardine left in the cupboard,”
said Nugent, * You can wire in.”'
H(Oh, really, Nugent——""
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“ Don't offer to go down to the tuckehop, Billy,"” said
Wharton, “We know you don't mind taking tha trouble
for fellows vou like, and that you'd do anything for vs—at
meal-times.” B

“Oh, really, Wharton! Yook here, T was thinking of a
good supper—say ham and cues, and some toast, and roasted
chestnuts to finish,” said Billy Bunter persnasively, .

“1lessed if he isn't making e feel bungry.” sald
Nugent. “It's bedtime in a quarter of an hour, fve. You'd
bettor stand a feed, Bally.™

“That's cxactly what [ wes thinking of.” ]

“Come inte a fortune,” asled Nugoent sarcastienlly, * or
has the postal order arrived at last i

“ No: there's besn some delny about that, owing to the
awiul carclessnesa of the postal snatherities,” saud Dunter,
“I am going to write to the Postmaster-General, and com-
plain.””

“TIn time for supper to-night ™

“ Oh, don’t be funny, you know! T ean't stand the feed
just now, bub if ene of you fellows liked 1o advance me &
ew bob off the postal order——-7

' Rats '

“Well, then, there's Linley 1V

“What about Linley¥™ ) :

“Why, he's got twenty-five pounds,” said Billy Dunter,
Blinking. * He hasn’t even stood a feed to his own chuum
in No, 13. My idea is that if he won't stand a feed, he
should be forced to. What do vou think of the idea?”

“ Don't talk rot!" . .

“Oh, really ! You see, we could rag him, and make him
hand over one of the sovereigns at least, and—""

“ Shut up!” :

“ He practically agreed to go Co. with me, and share the
prize,” said Bunter. * He really owes me¢ twelve-pound
ten, T thank I'm entitled to 187

“* Bogh !

“1 wish you fellows would be a little laf more
sympatietic., You know I've got a delicate constitation,
nn&:ﬂ!ﬁnn nI!’11;-.: be kept up by constant nourishment.™

als!

Billy Bunter blinked wrothfully at the Removites, and
wont out of the study and slsmmed the door. Flis idea of
forcibly taking possession of a portion of the Seyinour prize
was evidently not likely to fnd much favour there,

He met Bulstrode ouiside the common-room, and caught
him by the slezve, Dubstrcde shook hon off vonghly., Hoe
was in an ircitable tempar.  Although bhe had beaten Mark
Linloy in tho fight in the gy, he had received considerable
danage hi-.uf;::'tﬁ And a closing eye and & swollen nose and
aching jaw did not improve his temper, naturally.

= ‘.mep vour paws off me!"” ke growled.

“Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“Qiuzz off I

And the Remove bully slrode away.

“Paast " murmured Bunter. * Hotter!
He staggpered as a junior pushed past him.
Elhotl——" :

“ He, he, ha ! pigeled Bnoop. o

“{Oh, i3 that you, Booopey?” sald Bunfer, blinking at
him. *T say, Snoop, I've got an idea. How would you
like a jolly good feed ¥

“ Ripping,” said Snoop. .

“ Thon suppose we get.some of tha fellows to make Linley
pay up soma of the cash ¥ said Buanter. * He's no right to
keap it all to ims=elf. Any other chap would have stood a
Form feed ot the least. Wao've entitled to 1t.”

“Something  in that,” said SBpoop thoaghtfully, T4
would be easy enough to get the chaps fo rag Linley—he's
not popular just now. But as for making hnn stamp
'.1 FE

“Well, wo could tir and feather him if he wouldn't,”
san] Buantoer.

Snoap sniggeraed.

“That's » jolly good idea.” ] .

“AWWall, lot’y see if the fellows will taoke & up,” said
Bunter. ‘1 renlly ithink that an example ought o s nade
of Linlay, you know. He's mean. 1 hale meanness. 1 ecan
stand 2 lot of things in a fellow, but if he's mean o
dogpicable in any way, T bar him." -

“You'll have to drop your own acqualntance, then, won't
vou "' smiggered Bnoop.

“(h, really Bnoop—-="

“ But it's a good idea, all the same. Tet's got the fellows
togather, and talk it over,” said Snoop. “ Tl them to
coa to my sludy”

“Right you are " i

And the two least workny specimens in the Grevfriars
Remove =eparated. Dilly Bunter caught sight of a juminor
in the passage, and stoppoed to speak to hiom, He stoppad
him by catching at his sleeve, in the ohjectionable war he
had, and blinked at the fellow, whose foce was not very
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ﬁﬁi}f in the dusky paztage, cspecially to the shorisighted
Y.

“E say, Skinner,” said Bunier, “ I've gol a good dodge on
about that cad Linley, von know.”

His hand was rnugiiy shaken off.

“ Hold on, Skinner, old chap! We're going fo collar the
mean beast, you know, and make him cash up some of the
. Don’t you think it's a good idea ™

“[ am net Skinner,” said a quiet voice.

Buuter jumped almost cleay of the floor,

“Limley! Oh, dear i

Billy Bunter IMinked in ulfer dismay at the Laneashire
lad. It was to Mark Linley himself that he had Leen un-
folding his precious plan.

“I—1 was only joking, of course, Linley,” e remarked.
“I—I don’t really intend fo do anything of ihe sort, T like
you too nuch, and I really fool very (riendly towards you,
though vou're only a factory cad. I—— Well, of all the
riade beasts, fo wallk sway while T'm {alking to him, Thia
i3 jolly well the lasi time that I'M] fake any notice of the
ulter outsrder.’”

Billy Bunter was a litile meore careful after that to whem
ke propounded his plan, Bix or seven juniors willingly
joined in the scheme, and in a body they went to look for
Merk Linley. Ile haod gone up to his study affer leaving
Bunter, not earing for the coinpany of the cominon-room.

Tha party of young rascals made their way cautiously
along to No. 13 Study, 3 :

“We shall have to zee whether Bob I‘;‘hm:r;; 15 thero," said
Snoop.  © No good gettiu{f; iito o row with Cherry, Ile's
sare to take Linley's part.’

Y Yas, the beost!”

“The Chince doesn't malter,”

“Not a bit.”

Skinner tapped at the study door, If Bob Cherry ware
thers, he simply meant to say it was time lo get ready for
bed. But it was Mark Linley’s volee that roplied,

“Come "

The raggers entered. ) . ]

Mark Linley was in his ¢hair, with his books Lefore him.
Whatover trouble he had on hiz mind, the evening prepaya-
tion had to be done.  And for ones Mark woa late with 1t

Little Wun Lung was in the armchair, curled up in his
usnal comfortable attitude, The ragwers fook no nolice of
Lint. D3ob Cherry, with his burly form and big fists, was a
tough eustoner to get on the wrong gide of, but the littla
Celestizl did not count, .

fi Lock the door,” said Skinner.

Siott turned the key. Mark Linley rose to his feet.

“Whet do you want here?'” he ashed.

“(Oh, really, Lanley——" _

“We want a tittle talk,” said Skinner blandly. * You're
a disgraee to the Form. We want you to turn over a new
teaf.”

“ Just so!" agreed Eilictf, ‘

“Jt's a guestion of behaving decently over the prize”
remarked Stott. “ We're going to give you a last chance of
dubbing up like a decent chap.”

Mark’'s ¢yes gleamed. 1 .

' You've come hore for nothing, then,” he said. T hawve
no mtention of standing anything—not even your 1psolence.
You had better gel aut.”

The juniors laughed. The door was locked, there was no
rescue for ile Lancashire lad, and maiters were entirely in
their hands. x

“Why not act decently for onee?’ urged Bhmner,
“Wa're piving you a chance. Any other chap would have
spent o lot of the tm royally.” )

“Yes rather,” said Dunter. “I'm sincervely sorry to see
Linley acling 1 this mean way, and I thiuk he ought 1o
keep our respect. I'm disappointed in him. T can’t stand
mennness inoa chap”

Y et out, please,” said Mark.

“ Then you're not going to play the game!” demanded
Slinner threaleningly.

“T have nothing for vou."

“ Nothing out of twenty-five guid ! szaid Srott. * Harle
at the rottor ! And he had 1t gl in spot cash, tool"?

“ T have none of it lelt now,” said Mark.

The juniors stared at him.

“(Ohy, conce off I sald Btott rudely,  * You don't expecl ug
to kelicve thatl youw've blued twenty-five pounds o singla
afternoon, I suppose?”’

“1 have none left.”

“UPhen what have you done with i ¥

“Phat is my business,™

“Ti's our business if a fellow in our Form acts like a
mean cad,'’ said Stott,

"0, realiv, Linley, vou oughtn't to be wmean, you know!
If you fried 1o be degent, we'd treal you as one of ourselves,
'me sure I've alway: been willing to talie notice of you,™
sl Bunter.

“ T have nothing more to say lo yvou,” said Marl,

HMind,”" zaid Skinner, “we're here on business,
dau’t do the decent thing, you’ll suffer for "
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Mark did not reply,

“Ts that all you have to say, Linley 2"

(14 -YEE‘I‘J‘ i

“Then this is where the ragging begins,” =said Skinner,
*Collar him "

And with one accord the

\ upon iha
Lancashire lad.

raggors  roshod

—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Rough on the Ragders,

ARK LINLEY put up hiz fsts at once, hia cyes pleam-
ing over thom, He was in no state for liﬁhliu ”
ESL}E{:J'&]];; after his loagh encounter with Bulstrode
only an hour befors, ut he had no choice about

the matter now., Tha odds were heavily against him, and
the raggers were mn earncst. Billy Bunter cautiously kept
in the background, but the rest of them rushed simultaneous ¥
upon the Lanecashire junior.

Mark hit out, and Bkinner fell into the fender, and Stotd
dropped upon the hearthrug. Then he was bowled over, and
he went to the floor with the raggers sprawhng aver him,

Wun Lung rosze to his fest. The little Chines was not of
much use in & serap. He ran 1o the door to unlock it, but
Elliott caught him by the shonlder, and hurled him into tha
armchalr again.

“You stay there !" he remarked.

0w Y gazsped Wun Lung.

“Let me up, you cads!”’ gasped Mark Linler, stroppling
furiously under the sprawling heap of juniors.

“ Collar him !

Y 8it on himn 7

Skinner sorambled out of tha prate, rubbing his nose,
which had come inte violent confact with the fonder, It
was streaming with red, and neither S8kinner's appearance
nor Skinner's tamper was improved (hereby.

“CGot the beast?” he exclaimed, ¥ '}mt‘s right ; lhoid
thim !

“ We've got him 17 .

h“ lslrt- on him! By George, we'll make him smart for
this V'

“ He's made you smart,” grinned Elliott,

“ (Oh, shut up ! Bunter, bring that ink-bottle here™

“{Oh, certainly ' said Billy %‘Il[ll‘{!f‘. “ I say, you fellows,
wouldn't 1t be a good idea (o give him a Jdab or two with a

red-hot poker 7
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“Well, ou voung beast,” said Ellioit, giving Dunter a

shove that sent him reoling across the study. :

“0w!  Oh, realty, HEliott, I was only making a
sug st ion—"" ? :
“ou'd better not make any more like that”

“Pat I think—"

“8het up ! .

Hlaive me the il said Skinner. ¥ T'H anoini
Now then, Linley, vou're poing ta be put through iL.” )

Linley pasped, but did not reply.  He was powerless in
the hamds of the raggers, but he would maké no appeal to
then.

His flazl:ing eyes looked up feavlessly at Bkinner as the
Intter took the ink-Dotrle in his hand, 3kinoer hesitated a
moment.

T Are you willingr Lo do the decent thing " he ]“l.'.*!'l]:'!.l'].{l'_-"!-i"].
“atand a feed to the whole Form, and make a2 public
snology for being a mean beast, and we'll let you off.”

“ Hear, hear!’

“What do vou say, Linley®"”

hiny.

* Nothing.™ 1
* You vefuse, then 't
(¥ 1’;_‘5," 5
¥ Then here TRE
Bang, bang, bang!

It was s sudden and furious knocking at the door. Bob
Cherry's voice roared through the keyhole. )

“Open this deor! It's past bedtime, Linley, and Carne is
looking for you. Come out!™
* Bedginie I"" growled Skinner,
*0Oh, we needn't hurry I said
oxplain to Carne, you know,

“Ass! We shall have to-—

* Why don't you open this door V" yalled Bob Cherry.

“ Resoua "' shouted Mark,

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's ap !" i

Bob Cherry shook the handle of the door furionsly. Marlk
Linley .atruggled, and the raggers had plenly to do to held
him dewn. Skinner upturned the ink-bottle, and sent out a

reat splash of the black fuid; but Mark's struggles had

rought Stott's head in the way. ]

The splasii of ink met Stott’s ear, and smothered his face,

and there waz o terrific vell from Stott.
“Oh! Ow! Yon ass ™

“*Jost our luck!” .
Billy Bunier. “You can

Heaide&, the door's locked.”

. Stott jumped up, knocking Skinner backwards, and the
ink-bottle crashed to the foor and broke. A shower of spils
thk seatterad itzelf over the juniors.

“"You clumsy ass!" yelled Elliott, whe received a spurt
of it in the eye.

“Ow! You duffer!™

“¥ou dommy !

“Chee ! It wasn't my fault—the heast—*

11 Id i‘]t IT!‘

Wun Lung saw his opportunity, and whipped to tha door
andtiﬁn]mked it. Bob Cherrystrode into the study, red with
WIALN.

“What are you up te here? he ronred.  * Here,
Wh%’mn-—lﬂugent—cc-ma m—come and lend a hand, will
you !

Harry and Nugent came quickly along the passage. Dob
waa already gefting to business. The raggers were delfend.
ing themselves from his vigorous onslaught. The odds would
have told againgt him, but for the prompt arrival of Harry
and his chum. They sailed into the melee without stopping
to ask questions,

With the three champion athletes of the Tower School
against them, the raggers had a warm time, in gpite of their
numbers. .

Dhlark LInIE{V jumped up, and rushed to the aid of the
rescuers, and Wun Lung joined in, doing his little bost.

The tables were turnad now.

Half the raggers were sprawling on the foor, and tha
others were driven towards the door under o rain of blows,

*Ow!” gasped Skinner. “ Chuck it! Wo're going.”

“You are!” agreed Bob Cherry, giving him a poweriul

drive on the chest that Aung him into the passage, “You
won't come ggain in a hurry, ¢ither, I fancy.'

“Oh!"

“ut with them !

“Qut they go!™

“OLWD AR Ow! Wali v

The unfortunate raggers were bundled out in a heap.
They siruggled and scrambled on the eold linoleum, with a
wild chorns of yells and shrieks.

" Now bundle gut the rest,” said Nugent, grinning.

And the ragwera who had been floored in the cc-mgat WETH
unccremoenionsly kicked towards the doorway, and added
to the yveiling heap in the passago.

Wharton burst into a laugh, :

“ A jolly clean aweop ' he exclaimed.
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“Yeos, rvaltlier! Halio, hallo, hallo! Fere's Bunter left

11 say, vou fellows—""

“ What are you doing here?" demanded Harry Wharton
angrii_';;. “Do you mean to ssy yon wore one of that
gang’

“0h, really, Wharton—oh, no—of course not! [ [-="

* Was he one of them, Linley 77

13 '\F{:ail"l

“You fat voung villain !™

H{ollar him !

Billy Bunter dodged round ilie table,

“I—=I—1 say, wou follows, it's—it's all a mistake, son
know. Lirley is mistaken. T—1 reallv came here to help
him. T was just going to interfere—7>"

“Oh, ring off the whoppera !

“T'n sineerely sorry that yvou should doubt my word,
Nugeni, I came here to malie poace, really, and—and—-
Ow! Leggo !

Bob Cherry’s finger and thumb elosed on Billy Bunter's
ear, and Billy felt as if the appendage was in the geip of a
vice, He squirmed painfully.

HOw! Tegro! Yow! Chuck it !”

“You eame here to make peace, did you?” said Beb
Chorry grimly. '

“Ow! Vow! Yes! Na! Yah!”

* ¥ou were ona of the raggers—eh 1™

HMa! Yes—yea "

“Wou fat worm [ T——"

“Ow! Leggo!” wailed Billy Bunter. T anly wanted to
malke Linley do the decent thing. I thought it would really
be best for him, you know—1I did really. Ow "

There was an angry veoice in the passage. Caree, of the
Sixth, came along with a cane in his hand. Tt was Carne's
pleasant duty to see the Lower Fourth to bed that cvening,
and Carne did not like being kept waiting.

* Mow, then, you rais!”

The vaggers in the passage scattered with loud how's as
;:E‘E Jmnc sean W0 lash., Then Carne looked into No. 13

tudy,

HOMF to bed, you young sweeps !

lle was inelined to use the cane again, but Harry Wharton
& Co. did not look as if they would take L quietly,

“Get to bed "' snapped Carne.

HOh, all serene!” said Boeb Chperry.
Bunter ! ’

ud G“. .!.':l

“ This way, Tubby I'*

gl 0“. !l‘i

Arnd Billy Bunter was led to the Remove dormitory with
Bob Chersy's vigelike grip upon his fat ear. Bob did not
relax if fi“) they were in the dormitary, He led Bunter to
hiz bed, ﬂu%pec! him wpen it, and then finally releoased the
ear.  Billy Bunter at ones elapped his hand to it, groaning.

"Come along,

“Ow! Yon beast! I'm hurt 1"
“Go hen ! said Bob. * Now, look lere, Bunter—"
Fw ! Yow M

“Bhut up, and listen to me’!  IF you begin any more
ragging, you'll get hurt. Do you understand? You're
trouble enouch as it is, without starting in life as a TAETar.
It;-.a Sﬂhr_'.'ruur forte. You're to keep off the grass. Savyy ¥

] w r"

And the Remove went to bed, But it was very probable

that the lesson was encugh for Billy Bunter, and that his
CAPEHF A3 A FAFEOT WAI OVEr,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,

The Form Agalnst Him.,

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, glanced at
Mark Linley the next merning, when the Hemove
sat down to the brenkfast-table, The Form-master
could not help noticing the signs of recent combat
on Linley's face. But that was not all; the Lancashire lad's
usually healthy faco was very pale and worn, Ile looked as
if he had not slept; and indeed he had closed his eyes but

little the previous night.

The Form-master did not speal, however, till breakfast
was over. Then, as he left the dining-room, he called to
Linley: )

“Come info my study, Linley. I want to speak to vou,™

““ Vs, sir.” )

Mark followed the Form-master in, and closed the door.
He fele a little worried, He had no doubt that he wae to
be hauled over the coals fov the signs of the recont fight;
though, as & matter of fact, Bulstrode and Bob Cherry looked
very nearly as battered. DBut Me, Queleh did not mention
the mattoer. .

“1 wish to speak to you aboui the Beymour prize,” said
the Form-master quistly. It is a4 rule of the competition
that the prize shall bo handed to the winner in money.”

(1]
THE GREYFRIARS FLIGHT.” A O o By FRANK RiCHARDA o™
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o Rtaih:i this is extremely annoying, Preston,”" remarked Tadpole. ' My artistic studies are a.irendr seriously

disturbe

by the presence of Gordon Gay and the iwa Woottons in the study.

But an extra one will really be

A . . ntolerable "
(A amnsing fncidend in the splendid, Tong eomnplete sehool tale, contaned in " The Fmpire Library,” Now on Sale.  Prics One Halfpenan.)

amaz reramm

F Yoz, sir.”
“You have received it. Your parents were, however, ad-
vized beforchand of your success, and naturelly they would
have a voice in dislrm-sing of so vonsiderable a s of money.”

O courae, sir,'

1 have heard some talk,” said My, Quelch, * which in-
dicates that shere was sonwe plan on foot wnong the com-
petitors for the prize-winner to share out the money in cass
of suceess. The winner wounld not ke allowed to do this
without the consent of his parenls or guardians”

1 suppose not, sns'”

“Then you were not untder any agreement of this sort

Mark Dushed.

“* No, zir,"’

“VYery good. TE was not o sensible plan, and T am glad
you did not subseribe io it. You are not likely to wasic
your prige reckiossly, cither, 1 think.”

“1 hope not, sin'™
) Sl B 1 COUTE®, |IJ[:P'[! eonld Be no objection to veur expen:l-
ing a porhion of if, in any bovish eclebration.  But any reck-
lesz extravagance wonld he very much disapproved of by the
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Head. [ should sugpest, Linley, vour placing the money in
tho hands of o muster untdl vou bhave heard from your
parents. I should have seid this to you yesterday, bui you
woere not to be found after the prize was awarded, and then
I went out inysclf,"””

Mark coloured ngain,

* The money is already safe, sir?”’ he stammered.

Is it still in your possession?'?

“ M-na, e’

Mr. Queleh looked hard at hie.

I thonk b 1s my daty, 2: yvour Form-master, Linley, to
ask you vwhat you huave done with it,”" he anid.  * I have kopt
an oye on vou cver since you came to Greyiriars.  You have
had an uphill battle, and you have fought it bravely, sa far
Your circumstunces have been against you, and you would
have done much better if you boad had, as the others mostly
have, the ond of mooney, | was sinecerely glad to hear (hat
your had won s prize, beeasee [ ﬂmug t thaot it would
help you out of this ditficulfy. 1t may mean o ercat deal
to you 1 think, therefore, that you should be very caveful in
the expenditure of it

A Double-Length Tale of Harry Whartom
& Co, By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Y e-ps, s

“ It should cnable you to purchase books that you harve
long needed, and & part of it might be set aside for the
inevitable expenses wﬁen vou pass into a higher Form,” said
Mre. Queleh. I am speakihg as your friend in this matter,
Linley, because I ¢onsider it my duly as your Form-master to
advize you. I hope you understand that™

“* Oh, cortainly, sir.™

Y Then I think you should tell me what you have dons
with the twenty-five pounds.”

I have placed it m my father's hands, sir.”

E'Il'l. Queleh looked at him dubiously.

* 1o be used for your benefit, Linley?”

' Well, sir, not exactly; but—""  BMark broke off.

Tho Form-master’s brow wrinkled a little. Mark Linluy's
peaple he had never seen; but he knew that they were poor,
and in his mind's eye he saw a host of greedy relations taking
io themselves the fruits of the lad’s industry, eereless of the
fact that he would need every shilling of it if he was to go
on asa he had bepun at Greyfriars. The suspicion on the
Form-master's part was a natural one, when ho heard that
tho junior had parted with the whole of the prize, without
retaining anything for himeelf,

" Very well, Linley,” he said shortly. “I would be far
from suggesting thet you should not trust your father's
Judgment absolutely. You may go.”

“ Yes, sir.”

And Mark Linley quitted the study. Mr,
a8 few minutes in thought, and then he took his way into
ﬂ;ﬁ Head's house, where Dr. Locke was preparing for morn-

g chapel. The Head nodded to him cordially.

“ Can you spare me a few minutes, sir? anid the Form-
Ir]nqsth:. “1 have spoken to Linley on the subject of the

Iize.

* Certainly! Go on!™

" It appears that he hes placed the whole sum in the hands
of his father already.”

Thoe Head nodded thoughtfully.

¥ Of course, that is a wise step for any lad to do in similar
circumstances,”’ said the Remove master. * IHis father 1z his
natural protector and adviser. At the same time, it seems
to me that someone ought to sec that Lhe lad's interests
ere protected, in case of any injudiciousness on the part of
the parents. Such a large sum of money, coming suddenly
into the hands of very poor people, is almost eertain to be
to a great oxtent wasted, or, at all eventzs, to be used to
mect family accounts which have nothing to do with the
bu‘::r here. You agree with mo?"

?uth}, Linley had acted well—at the same time, someone
5hﬂu d be more careful of his intercsts than he is himsclf,”

Exactly, sir. Would you then a prove of my writing
to Mr. Linley, and pointing out to him the need the baoy
will have of the money, if he is to continue his education
here with unly prospect of success”

:: I certainly think it should be done,”™ said the Head.

Very good. Then I will do so. Mark Linley would be
a credit to any scheol, and I am anxious that he should have
every chance of sucoess here.”
fully share the feeling,” said Dr, Locke. “ Write to
Mr. Linley, by all means, and let him know as delicately
a3 possible, how Linley's masters consider that his prize should
be expended. That & certain proportion of it should be wsed
to relieve his family is only just, but at least half should be
reserved for the boy's own needs™

* Thot i3 just my view, air.'

And Mr., Quelch went back to his study, and the lstter
was writben. Mark Linley, in happy unconsciousness of the
step that was being taken to protect his interests, went into
the Form-room after prayers with the rest of the Remove.
But it was pretty olear now that Mark Linloy, though
with ' the Remove, was not of them. Tew fellows spoke or
nodded to him.

All the success he had had in making his wav in the
csteem of his Form-fellows, secmed gone now. His eonduct
over the Seymour prize had lost Fim everything, and it had
changed to dislike and contempt the indifforence of many
fellows who had never actively disliked him hefore. &

Even his own petsonal fricnds had little to say for him,
excepling that it was his own business what he did with
hiz own money, DBut that was a lame arcument, for his
awn chums had cxpected some sort of & festival, and had been
dizappointed. Not that Bob Cherry and the others cared
a penny for the feed itself. Tt was the fact that Linley
was not willing to etand it that was cutting. And the
Lancashire lad hed not spent o penny more than weeal
siheo winming Lthe prize, cithor.

Twenty-five pounds seemad boundless wealth to the other
fellows, who seldom had move than a pound at a time, when
they wero in funds. The winner of such a sum, allowsd to
have tno handling of it himself by the verulations of the
contest, was expeited te Lo at least o litle froe with his
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money. Laree subseripiions to the school funds would have
coine, 85 o matter of course, and various treats for the lucky
winner's own Form. And Linley had done nothing, sob-
seribed nothing, and spent notling, )

Even Bob Cherry had little to say; and, in fact, he did not
seo more of Linloy than he could help now. An incvitable
ecoldness erow up, which, however, Mark was as yot too
much worried by other matters to notice.

Linley went out {1uiet|;.5' after morning lessons.  FHe strolled
inte the Close, few fellows speaking to him. The sphing
sunshing was falling brichtly upon the gprecn Close and the
old elms, and it insensibly eheered up the Lancashire lad.
He zat down vpon one of the wooden seats under the
clms, and the aunzhine fell warmly upon his face, showing
up how pale and worn it was,

A group of juniors strolled under the elms, and halted near
fhe seat to ehab. Mark did not notiee them for o few
minutes, but the mention of his own name mwade am look
up. They wore members of the Amateor Dramatic Society,
and their raiged tones showed that they intended their
vemarka io reach the ears of the junior sitting there. They
{\;er_n discussing  an ptended production of the Dramatic
socichy.

“ Merchant of Venice!™ said Elliott. " Good! And whe
are we going to cast for the part of Bhylocki”

e P T o Coure o iden

trdey ! 1k /& i CHM] e

“ Ha, }?u, haot* it

** Now, that's what I call a vipping geod idea!” exclaimed
Skinner, glancing round quickiy to see whether his victim
was listening. Y Linley's stmply born for the part of
Shylock.”

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“ He wouldn't have to make up for the part, you know,"
said Stott.

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

““ Let'a osk him!™

“ Good! Here he 31"

“ Come on!"

The juniors crowded towards tho seat where the Lancashirs

d was sitiing.  They all began suoaking at once,

** 1 say, Linley, we've pot a good part for you.'

“Will you play Shylock!™

“ Fuatk zuits yvou, you know."

“ ¥our part to the life."

Mark rose to hiz feet. Ho gove them a quict glance of
seorn, and walked away. They did not follow, but a loud
shout of taunting laughter followed the lad.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,.
An Artist in Trouble,

Ll E, ho, he!™
Mr. Quelch heard Snoop’s well-known chuckle as he
camo towards the Remove Form-room that after-
noon. LThe Remove master was a few minutes late
—an unusnal occurrence with him--and the Lower Fourth
were all in their places before he came.

That the boys would not sit quietly at their desks while
they waited for him was a certainty, and the Yorm-master
was not surprised to bear the sound of suppressed lnughter as
he come down the passage,

Mr, Quelch frowned a httle as he pushed opien the door.
Some joke was m'irlf-rtt]]ir(ﬂn in the Remove-roco.

The Form-master locked in. Pocop was sianding at the
blackbourd, which bhad been pleced on the casel ready
for uze. It was facing the class, and zome of the juniors
were af their desks, and others wore atunding about Sncop,
most of themn prinning and chuckling.

Harry Wharton was looking very uncomfortalble. Mark
Lanley sat in his place, locking straight before him, as if
ho saw nothimg,

Do " mnttered T.an}'.

The jumiors made & rush for Uier Jdeskz as their Forme-
master appearcd.

My, Queleh walked on grim]y., Snoop made a desperate
cluteh at the duster that hung on one of the cassl ness: then
abandoning his intention, he fed with the rest, and sub-
sided into bhis place.

Tho Form-maoster stood before the board, lacking at it

He knew that Snoop hod besn chalking something there,
gornothing which had wonuesed the rest of the Renmoye highly,
He naturally expeeted Lo find some cavicature of hunsclf, or
of some obhoer nester st Greyfreiars.

But 1t was nothing of the sort,. Bnoon, whe hod o corlain
arfistic skill, and could sketch a likeness, had depicted Mark
Linley on the board

The [oee wos the Tace of Murk Tanley, wmmistakally, hat
fhe body was that of o bowed and rageed old miser, The
fizure was scated in o depioted collar, comutine over o hoard
of gold—the hoard being appropwiately mockod - £85,°°

ONE
HALFPEMNNY.



alv, (hieleh’s beow orvew very stern as he looked at it, He

coufd not fal to zee the sllusion to Linley and the Seymour
e,
! Lintey kept his eves: an his decsk, Ile had ceen the draw-
gt the board, Bur e made 36 a2 pomt not to look at it
mncep eaught the expreszion upon My, Queleh's face, and he
trens bled i his seat.

* Enpop

¥ eegeres, sir ! stammered Bnoop,

* 1 think this 3 your work.”

R peregecd, T’

1 odul net row you were go artistie, Snoop,” soid Mr.
Quelel, © Stand out here.”’

Hroop unwilhingly obayed,

* Tihe the duster and wipe that out.”

=N EirT

“NVery goord, Now will vou be kind enough to toke in
fhrs pobe tao the Mlend d™ said Mr, Quelch, writing & note at
s dlesk. " Your artictic talent 15 so great, Snoop, that I
iarnic it should be recopnized publicly; and 1 do not want
vorl ta forget the ocension,”

Snoepn took the note in oz shaking hand.
iy a4 nete in to {he Head meant.

“ Aral before you go.” added Mr. Quelch, "I should he
glodd 3f vou would apologise to the schoolfellow vou have
ua:l‘i:-:t‘:l.rrecil.’fur vour mean and despicable action™

el e Y o

“Yaou will tell him that you are sorry, and that yvou will
nevei be gutkty of such a mean and cowardly action again,”
gaitl Mre. Quelch 1mmexorably,

Yo fAushed crimzon.

“{lo vou hear me, Snoop Y

Y o0y, sar,

“T'nen you had better obey.”

Husopn furned towards Marlk Linler, whe stitl kept hia
eves on s desh,

- Linley ™ he beean, * I—1—-7

H. hrole off,

“Uo on™ said Mr. Quelch.

“h—=1'wy sorey I cdroew vou on the blackboard—-""

Y That 15 not exacr,’” satd Mr, Queleh, ' You will axplain
that vea are sorry for your mean and despleable action,
pleasa.”™

Srocp writhed, There wore bovs in the Hemeave who
would have been flogeed a dozen times before they would
have sulbamitted o such o hunuliation; but SBnoop was not
one of thedn. Ile was not of the stulf of which herces are
miile,

“Lonley ! I=T'm zorry———""

 You gre wasting time, Snoop.™

1T rorry for—foy wmy mean and despicable action,”
stameeevod Bnoon.

“That 15 better,” zatd Mr. Quelch. "I am sorry, too,
thai vhere should be o mwean and despicable a boy in the
P ander my charge. T am sorry that others of the Form
have looked upon his mean action 1n the hght of a joke.”

Tiva Remavites shifted uncomfortably. I?-uig-:l:mcie, who
hadl orvo enough for almozt anything, rose to his feet. Mr.
Quoleh fixed o most disconceriing paze upon him.

= Ili;p:-’n vou anythung to say upon this sobject, Bul-
(SRR THA R

A TR Sm:-r:rﬁ has only written down what we all
thanght,” said 1he Rewove bully. * Linley 15 jolly mean.”

“ Incdeed 17

“Tha whaole Form thinks so.
ujrholl hinpe——"

“That's not frue,” =aid Tich Cherry.

HThe untruefulness is terrific.”

“AWell, they think he's b{:nat];.' nwean, sir, the same as we
all do. and they can't deny 1t,”* said Bulstrode. ' Snoop’s
dome wo more than we all thought.”

“[ should bhe sovry to think so, Dulstrode. You have &
rizht to associate yourself with Snoop in his ineanness 1f you
wish, but not the whole of the Lower Fourth."

1 mean to say, siv—-="

“Yaou have sawd enough, Dulstrode.

Yo, sir; hat-——""

R down P oexclatmed Meo Queleh, with a sparkle in his
eyes.  And the Remove bully promptly cheved,

“ Now, BSnopp——"!

dark Linley rose to lis feck,

“ T vou please, sir il

Tle psatated.

“(o on, Linlor,” sard Mr. Queleh, kindly enough.

I VT praanful o me, sirg Lo have E[mn[h ]mrjish{-d 011
miv aceonnt. T den't aatod what e did. e doess™s ander-
sianad, awnd I don't carve! Tt's nothing to me, and—and if
yvou'd he good enough, @iv, T—T"1 rather you let Bnoop off "

Alv, Queleh’s brows wrinkled for a moment.  Some of the
jurigrs expected i 1o eall Mark out and cane him for his
awdacity, bub he did not,

1o Lesttgted severn] snemients kefore he repliad.

“Tlan is o very peculiar thing to say to me, Linley,” he
exted v lass, " Bnoep deserves to e punished. [owever,
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sz you make the request, I grant it. Bnoop, you may go Lo
your place”™

Snoop gasped with relief.

“Thanl you. sir.”

“T hepe, Snoop, that you will bear in mind that yen owe
vourr pavden lo the lad you bnave treated badly, amd act
accordingly,” =aid Mr. Quelch steenly,

“ Yes, sir,” sald Snoop. . i

Tinl his glapes at Mark Linley, s he passed Lifin in going
to his place, showed exactly bow much kindliness or grati-
tude Lhere was in Snoop’s heeast,

The aflernoon’s lessons beeran, amd the incidest of the
blackbozrd was wnot referred 1o azain, Butb u‘h{rll_ ihe
Remove were dimnissed, Mr. Queleh signed 1o Mark Linley
to stay hehind as the elass [iled out.

“ Linley," said the Worm-inaster anietly, “T cannel help
s',e:,{'!ing what iz gu:irlg on, of conrsa, J"e:'l.‘.lur Form-felluws have
macs o set apminst vou in thes matier,”

“ Yoz, st sald Mark quielly. L

“f think they are wrome; bat, upon the v.-hu'!u_‘_. I 1t wisa
of you to run counter to all ithelr prejudices 1m this
matter, Linley ¥ Don't you think it would ke judicious io
show a more conciliatory spire ¥

“1 ecannot do as they wish, sin”

“ Very well; it was simply a supgpesitlon on oy pard, and
I suppose vou know your own alfairs best.”

And tiie Remove-master maile o gesture of disinissal,

Linlay leit the Forim-room witlwut o wond. He felt that
he had sunk in the estimation of the Form-master, as well
az of the Form, now: but there was no help for 11, As he
wont out into the passage, the fellows there drew to the
right and the left to let him pass. No one spoke to him;
but Linley was beginning o get used {o that,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Good News.

HEN the evening post came in, Mark Linley was in
w the hall, weaiting for the postman; and he furned
away with & darklv-disappointed face a3 he dis-

; covered that there was no letter for him. e went
quietly 1o No, 13 Study, and worked, and he was left
peace there,

The raggers were kecping the pesee; and Bob Cherry
showed no great desire to spend fime in his own study now,
The coldness between the chuins of No. 13 was growng, sl
Mark Linley's enemies saw it with satisfaction. 4
E"t]i’m done with him,"” Biuly Bunter announced in Neo. 1

Eudy.

“ Done with whom ¥ asked Nugent.

* Linley, of coursa.™

“ Poor chap ! said Nugent feelingly. * How he'll suffer!
Won't you really speak to him any more, Billy, and borrow
i bob of himi when you'rs hard up ¥

“Oh, really, Nugent—-"'

“ Are you really going to wipe hiz name off your visiting-
list, and off your list of creditors®” smid Nugoent, wilh
emotion, ]

Bunter blinked at him.

“1'm done with him,” he repeated. “I've been kind to
him—very kind; but Pve got the usual kind of gratitude
vou get when you fake notice of the lower classes, They
snap at the hand that feeds them." : ;

“That's a thing you'd never do, would you, Filly 7" said
Harry., " You'd welcome any hand that fed you at any
time with anything."”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"*

i Shat up ! sald Nugent. * You make me tired, Billy—
not to say sick.”

“Well, I'm done with hna,” said Biily Bunter. ™ As for
his twontyfive pounds, he can keep 1t f he likes I
wounldn't touch it new if he offered it to me.”

‘" Anantas !’

“Oh, really, you know! But I was thinking, Wharton,
it's jolly mean of Linley not to stand a feed out of lus
twenty-live guids; but you had [live, you kpow, and you
haven't stood anything yet.”

“And I'm neot going to,” said Harry.

Dunter gave it up. lle went out of the =tudy, and
slammed the door. MNugent locked rather curiously at
Wharion.

“opme of the fellows have been thinking the =mmne as
Buanter, Harry,” he remarked. " If Linley won't part, they
canstder it's up to vou to welebrate the occasion.

“Lat them consider.”

“ You're not going to do 1t ¥

“No!" larry paused a woment. " You sce. T don't
know what Linley’s metive is in acting as he’s done, bub I
suppese he has his reasens, and 'me not. Bolig to appear to
wanlit to shew him up by contrast, Seed” "

“ THE GREYFRIARS FLIGHT.” A P Ss B PRANK RICHARDS. ~ "
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“Yes, I see”

“The selfishness i3 terrific,’” remarked ihe Nabob of

hanipur. 1 guite agree with my worthy chum.”

There was o light in the Remove dormitory when the
Removites went up that night. Some of the Form had
evidently gone up early. Wharion heard s chuckle as he
entered, and he soon discovered the cause of it

Bulstrode and Snoop and Bkinner were there, They turned
away from Linley's bed as the rest of the Remove came in.
. L::'pr:rn the white coverlet a single word had been traced in
ML,

¥ Shylock 1™

The Lancashire lad turned red, and then pale. Ilo
glﬂ?ced at Bulstrode, whose fingers were yet black with the
s00t.

But he zaid nothing.
© He's getting quite iame,” said Skinner, with a grin.
" ot so long ago there would have been a fight for that."

* One licking is enough, [ suppose,’” said Bulstrode, with
a shrug of the shoulders. ** By i}eurga! We may get him
to got out of Grayiriars at the end of the term 1f we make
t'nm[g.-s suffictent]s warm for him, What price thati™

“lrond ' snid Snocop.

The Remove went to bed.

Muark Linley was the first up in the morning, though he
had Leen the last to sleep. He went down before the rest of
the juniora. When ldarry Wharton came down, he saw
Lnlrf-.ﬁ.g: standing on the steps outside, looking tuwards the
gates,

“ Wuiting for the postman?' he asked chesrily.

Tanley nodded.

* Here ho 81"

Linley ran quickly towards the postman. s
flushed, and his eyes gleaming with eamornoss,

“ Anything for Mark Linley ' he asked auickly,

*Yes, zir’?

* Givo it me—gquick."

The Friavdale postman fumbled in Lis bag. Tle was slow
and uncertain, and he took his time, and the junior waited
on tenterhooks of impatience whilo he was fumbling.

The letter came out at last, howevar,

*era's your letter, sir”

* Thank wvou.™ :

Linley took the Jotter, and opened it whera he stood, tearving
the envelope open with a hasty and nervous hand. Ilis eyes
ran swiftly over the contents of the latter,

“Thank Heaven1!"

A Aush {}E.%]Iﬂd“‘a“ came over the junior's face; he almosk
staggered with the overpowering emotion that seized upon
him, Wharton came quickly towards him. He put out a
hand, and caught the Lancashire lad by tha shoulder.

“Thank Heaven !

“Good news?’ aszked Wharton, with a smile.

**¥Yes; thank Heaven! She's out of danger.”

face was

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,
Light at Last,

ARK LINLEY gasped out the words. Tt scomed as
if & load had been hifted from the mind and hcart of
the Lancashire lad, and LTOWI  YCurs
¥OUNZer.

He looked at the letter again, and read it throngh. Then
he locked at Wharton, & smile on his lips, and hiz evoy
dancing.

“It's all nght!" he exclaimed.

“ What's all night?' asked the puzzled Wharton. 1 don't
ll:pn:l:ulwﬁwhat vou're talking about. What's all right—who's all
right?"’ 1

My sister”

* Your sister !

“Vaz, Mabel. You remember her. She came here once fo
.;ep me. You helped me look after her when she visited Grey-
riars.’’

“1 remember.”

“ Bhe's heen L™

1 didn't know—you didn't toll us."

v

““I think vou might have told us" sald Haney Wharton
warmly., “ Hang it all, we all knew Mabel, and liked her.
We ouglt fo have known™

“What was the wse?' said Mark quietly. “She has been
in danger—sho mighi have—have died.” Tis voice almost
hroke. “ There was no neced 1o worry anvbody el with it
But it's all right now. 8he's cot of danger”

Sond, T'wm jolly glad to heas 11,7

“The last letter was very iflerent,” samd Mark, with o
shade on his face. **T& was critical, then, 11 might have
tuvited out either way, Yoo don't koow how T fels wiale |
was waiting for news., I hope you nover will konow ™
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Wharton nodded,

He remembered the curious scene in the Foroi-room—2Marl;
Linley, with his face in his hands, his form shaken by sobs—
a seene which Mark did not swspect that the chums of ithe
Remove bad witnessed.  He romembered how the lad had
hardly scemed to hear tho taunts of Bulstrads while he was
roading that letter from home. No wonder, Wharton under-
stood it all now,

“Wall, I'm jolly glad things are going on all vight,”" he
said, I suppese that's why you've been off your fred
Lately?™

Mark smiled fuintly.

“Well, I have been fecling rather rotten, of conrze.”

“Yesz, I suppose so.”

Linley was calm again now. The usvally quiet and self-
eontained lad seldom showed so mueh emotion; but the good
news from the fur-off home in Loneashive had stiered lim so
deeply that he had quite, for the moment, lost his usual
reserve,  He nodded to Wharton, and put the letter in his
pocket, and entered the house, :

The Hemovs went in to breakfnst, As Mark asat down in
hiz place, a finsh came inte his faco. A sheet of cavdbosrd
had been laid vpon hiz plate, and upon it was written:

' Miser,"’ 3

He crvmpled it in his hand. Mr. Queleh glanced at him
from the head of the table, lle had a pretiy clear idea of
what Linlex’s action meant, and he frowned; Lut he said
nothing., After prayers, the Form assembled in the 1Porm-
room, and found Me. Quelel alveady there.

The I'orme-master was sented at {115 desle, and he had an
open lettar before him, There was a thoughtiul shade on
hiz face.

* Good-morning, siv."

* Zood-morning, boye.'"

The Remove went to thetr places,
gleamed for a moment as le sat down.

The peraccution by Bulsirode & Co. was quite systematie.
On the lid of Linley's dosk o word had been painted in white
letters, which showed up plainly enough agninst the darle oal:.

Shylock!

The paint was hard and dry, and 1t had evidently heen
done overnight. It would require some scraping to get it
off the desk.

Mr. Quelch glanced at the Lancashire lad, and then at the
glimmer of white on the hd of his desk. and ecame round to
san what it was.  Ihis face grew dark with anger as he read
the msulting inseription.

“Who has done this?" he exclmimed.

There was silence in the class. The juniors looked straight
before themt. Thero wera ot least o doven of them who knew
who had painted that tuunt vpon Linley's desk, but no one
uttered a word.

The Bemove master looked over the class.

Then he returncd to his desk, and took up the letter ho had
been reading. The Remove watched him curiously. Thev
could see that something was coming. What it was they did
not know,

“PBoys,"” satd Mr. Quelch quictly, I have somethiog to
tell you—something that, I think, you ought to know. A boy
in this Form won the Seymour prize—twenty-five pounds in
cash. ¥ou have all believed that he kept his prize entirely
to himself, and acted meanly towards his friends; and you
have done vour best, apparently, to make the lad fecl yvour
opinion of him in this respect.”

‘Tho Hemove sat silemt.

“The true explanation of Linley's aclion i3 known to me,”
sapd My, Queleh. **I have learncd it from this letter, which
I have received this morning.™'

Mark Linley started. 3

“In order to do Linley justice. and te give voun a lesson
not to judes hastily and thonghtlessly, 1 shall tell you the
facts," continned Mr. Quelel.

“0h, s exclaimed Mark Linley, turning erimzon.

“1 have learned all from sour father, Linlov. T wroie to
him in eonnection with the disposzal of the priveanonoy, and
in'gn;tuEn Lo has cxplained to e

Y% on have nothing to be ashwned of, my Ld" =aid the
Form-masier kindly,  “ You bave acled nobly, hravels, and
all 5o more g0 In =ayving nothinz when vou wern persecutid
by thesa thoughtless lads, who did not know your reasims”

A dogeed look came over Dulstrode’s faee.  But thoe vest of
the Remove wern intensely corions, Mark Linley's Tice wont
recd mnel pale,

“Bomo of van ars paware that Tanley bas &8 voungoe sisler,”
ot Me. Queleh. T bolieve the liile givl came o {irey-
frior= onee, This htile pod bas wesn danserously L ood bher
]i:i:"'."l11h YT WA i'rll"_.'_l Ill'i' 1_!“?5.' ""IE‘"[‘II’.'HI -'H.] H.'J::;'f"l' l'.I!:It. Llli"ﬁII LR
littlﬁ }H:I'['li_': iﬂ'l' IIl_’.r r'rﬁll}:-iﬁ H}'IE'. T'”lllﬂl 1“" I"I.""-'”fl"l'f"[] TOF Sipinn Iil.!ﬂﬂ'ﬂ
\"n.'l'l_l_"l"'l"! .‘-:1“3 I:,':ﬂ'[l.l.[_.l: F‘I."'['-I""i‘l-'l:,"' ".I'ﬂi“ﬂ‘ll L B :H'Ill :lt‘,ﬁ”:iﬂ”. |Ir]|:| IEIE
noarisirrent she regquived. For this o suin of mmney wag

Mark Finles's eves
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necessary, and that sum was found by Mark Linlevy, who pro-
videntially won  the Seymour Frize, and imnmediately
despatrhed the whole amount of the prize to his parvents to be
used for thoe benefis of his sister.’”

Thera was a murmur froin tho Remove. Mark sat with
his eyes on lis desk, his cheelks burning. He would have
given anything to prevent the disclosure; but there was no
hielp for it now.

“1 am glad to say,” continned My, Quelch, “ that Linlay's
utiselfishness will have the desived resalt, I understand that
there 1% now no doubt of the child’s recovery. I only hope
that you will try to do Linley justice now.”

Bob Cherry waved a Virgil wildly above his head.

"* Hurray for Linley " he shouted.

And the whole Form took up the shouk

" Hurray 1"

** Hip, hip, hurray

It was an unprecedented ebullition in the Form-room; bub
Mr. Quelch only smiled. Ile was evidently not angry.

“ Threo times three I shouted Harry Wharton.

“ Hip, hip, hurray "

** The hurraviulness is tervific.”

My, Queleh tried to restore silence at last, but it was zome
minutes hefors he sueceeded,

Az the Remove crowded ous of the Form-room, thers was
a swarm of fellows round Mark Linley, and he was thumped
on the back, and his shoulders wers slapped and his hands
wera =haken till he was aching in nearly every bone.

“TI knew-it was all right,” said Bob Cherry. I knew he
was decont all through, Didn’t I tell you so. And then he
went on rather inconsistently.  ** Flow could I have been
ruch an ass as to think you mean for a moment, Marky, old
chap. Kick e, will you?

Mark Inwghed.

“No, I won't, but—"

“I wil,"” said Nuogent obligingly, and he did. And there
was & roar from Bob Cherry, anc %113 turned wrathfully upon
lis obhging chum.

[

U T jolly pled we know the facts,” said Ogilvy.,  *“Of
course, wo couldn't puess, You couldn’t expect us to. Why
didn't you tell ust

“Of courze, e wouldn't tell us,” said Nugent.  “ But I'm

Jolly glad Queleh did.”

L

“1 zay, vou fellows—
e o o O O e e S e e e S A e e A a e e e e s s
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“ Shut up, Bunter!"

(48 Bllt I %E- ¥r

“We're all sorvy, Linley, old chap.” : -

“Oh, it's all right,” said Mark, with a slight frown., 1
wish Mr. Quealch ﬁadn’t. zaid a word; but I supposa he t;l:_:ld it
for the best. But there's nuthing to make a fuss about.

“1—1'd like to say I'm sorry,” stammered Bulstrode, com-
ing forward with a very red face. " I—we-—we've all been
heastly to you, Linley, and that's the fact, I—I hope your
sister will get well, too.” o

“It's all right now, thanks, Ounly a matter of Lime,

“T'm jolly glad.”

“1 say, you [ellows—"

“ Bhut up, Bunter.™ o

“T sha'n't shut up!"?! exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly.
“I've got a jolly good scheme. T think I'm entitled to speak,
a3 I'm Pl‘ﬂﬂti{_’:ﬂh:’i the only fellow who stuck to Linley all
alongr, and stood by hun.”

(K3 xqrrgll_'_!!-

“My only hat? .

“ Oh, really, you know, you must remember that T said
all slong that——"

“*Oh, ring off.” . ]

“ But what I was going to suggest is—"

* Buzz off 1" ] ) ]

“It's a jollv good schemo. I think that as Linley's sister
is petting wei{ her recovery ought to be celebrated somchow,
and Wharton couldn’t do better than blow his five pounds in
standing a Form feed to celebrate the occasion.”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh. o

“It's a good idea,” he exclaimed, “and I'll do ie.”

And he did. And at that feed the healths of Mavk Linley
and Mark Linley's sister were drunk in ginger-beer and
lemonade with the greatest enthusiasm.

THE ENI.

{Anothar splondid, lang, complete sohool tale of
Harry wharton & Co. noxt Tuosday. FPlease order
Your caopy of * The Magnet" Library in advanowe,
Price One Fenny.)

Tom Winficld Disappears.
“This fellow entered my room for soms criminal purpose,™

he said. * e was carrying a chloroform pad, which you
will find in a corner of the voon.  Betier send for the police
and have him taken inlo custody.™

“Ile is aiready handeaffed I exelaimed the manager, who
starcd about him in 2 helpless pnd bewildered maneer.

“ Yoz I was propared for him,” replied Dare.

“ Prepared for him¥” echoed the managor, Y1 can't
understand 8" Then, turning upon Jim the Traciker, ha
cricd, ' Who aro vou? How dare you break into this hotel 7
It will get a bad nmme over this business. But I'Il make
you suffer for it t"

“0Oh, shut vour head!” exclaimed Jim
savagely. T only talk to men.”™

Gucats of the hotel were now crowding into the corridor.
Someone eried gui that a gentleman had been chiloroformed,
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“THE CREYFRIARS FLIGHT.”

INTRODUCTION.

Btanley Dare, the Boy Detective, having rescued 8 lad named Tom
Winfleld from the Thames, intdo which he had besn Sung by would-be
agsaesing, beconica Interested in the case. He journeys from London
to Launceaton., Tasmanin, where Tom Winfield lives, and there meets
hig old friend, Profecscy MacAndrew., who offers to assist him to trace
voung Winfleld's unknown asszilants. One night in the hotel at Laun-
caston, & man known as Jim the Tracker enters Btanley Dare's bed-
room, but is secur.d by the alert young detective, who at once rouses
the Hotel gtaff. The manager and two waitera rush in excitedly.

and that a burglary had been committed. A woman
seroamed, and fainted at the door of the hilliard-reoom.
Men hurried back to their bed-rooms to assure themselves
that their owe things were safe. The manager sent a waiter
off for the police.

In the midst of all this eonfusion Professor MacAndrew
came bounding up the stairs three at a time, scatiering
everybody from his path. Dare glanced at him anxiously.

“What else has happened 7" he asked quickly.

“Tom Winfield has disappeared ! whispered the pro-
fessor.  **His bed-room window i3 open; chloroform haa
been used ; there are marks of foet on the ground bencath
hiz window; he has been kidnapped ! .

Diare cast one look at Jim the Tracker, and the expression
of amused triumph on that individual’s face made cvery-
thing ¢lear to him in a ilash.

“1've becn tricked ! said Dare to the
by az ingunious a scheme as 1 have ever

rofessor. © Baffled
appencd upnnﬂ};’

A Doubla-Longth Tale of Harey Wharton
& Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The Hut above Whirlpool Reach—-A “* Sundowner "—Stanley
Dare’s Recognition.

The news which the professor had brought was safliciently
sturtling and terrible, but, bad as it was, it might well have
been worse.

Tom Winfield’s malevolent enemy secmed to have adoptad
cntirely different tactica, He had pained access to the bed-
room which the veung Colenial had occupied, and as he—
presumably with the assistance of others besides Jim the
Tracker—had contrived to kidnap Winheld, it is certain
that he could, had he so wished, have taken his life.

How it came about that the change of bed-rooms had been
diseovered was somewhat of a puzzle, as not one of the hotel
officials had been informed of the fact. A wonderfully cloze
watch must have been kept on the bed-rooms from outside.

The scheme by which the kidnapping had been made
possible was a olever one.  Surmising that Stanley Dare
wonld be on the alert, Jim the Tracker had been set the
task of gquictening him by mecans of chloroform, while the
other miscreants attended to the kidnapping part of the
nlot. The fact that the tabiles had been turned on the ﬂ'*}]-
bearded man and the hotel had been arcused sorved to aid
rather than hinder the villainous scheme; for while servants
and guests were crowding into the passage outside the young
detective’s room, other paris of the premises were lefl un-
watched, and the kidnappers were enabled to get clear
away.

After hurrying on a few more articles of clothing, Stanley
Dare accompanied MacAndrew to Winfields bed-room,
leavine the hotel manaper to hand Jim the Tracker over to
the police.

Thera was no evidenco of o struggle, althongh on the
carpet there were several muddy footmarks, Ilere, again,
chloroform had been used, for there was a distinet odour
of it still in the room.

With a powarful lens the voung delective made a short
axamination of the [ootprints, MacAndrew helding an
electric lamp in such a position thet the powerful ray was
focussed on each mark in turn,

“Two men have been here,’” said Dare guickly. * Thay
wore ordinary boots. One of them ia slightly lame of the
laft leg, the whole pressure coming on the ball of the foot.
The heel of that Foot never touches the grbund.”

“ Hech, laddie!™ exclaimed MacAndrew. *“Ye rond off
the signs as casy as preented words."

“ We must follow at once, Mac; come along !

But an unfortunate interrapbtion occurred af this point,
The police arrived on the scene, and the inspector informed
Dare that he must not leave the hotel until the offictal
inquiry was completed.

Y But a frtend of mine kas been kidnapped ! exclzimed
Dare.  “His life iz in peril. It _is imperative thal the
EI:ULliI'l';]l.“-EIE who have carpied him off should be followed at
Qnee.

“The police will attend to that, sir,” pursued the
inspector, *"1f you will give them all the information at
vour disposzal.'

Y 3on alive!" interposed MacAndrew, * This gentleman
is a detective, who has come oot here to investigate a cuse
of which this affair forms part, Ye are hampering him in
the performance of his duty.”

But the tnspector was obstinate.
Dare, he admitted ; but
ag he wa3s not in the
official force, he could
only recognise him as &
private citizen, YWhat-
ever case he was en-
gaged on was not one
of which the local police
had any knowledgs.

The professor made
some very uncompli-
mentary remarks about
the local police, which

He had heard of Stanley

might have led to
further complications
had not Stanloy Dare

drawn him on one side
and whispered a  few
wards of nstructiona.

“Ti's mwe use,’”’ he
said; “*I shall have to
comply, for the police
are bound to go through
with the uznal red-tape
business, Dut you won't
be detained. Try and
follow on  the {rail
‘They could get into a
side street from the hotel

vard, and tha cehancea are thore would Le a vehicle of some
gort waiting for thend.*

“ All right, luddie "

Btanley Dare turned again to the inspector to give him
the information he reguired, and the professor vanizhad
throuzh the bed-room window with the agility of a2 young
athlete. Tt was a drop of ten feet to the ground, but the
aAeotsman alighted on his feet as softly as a cat.

The police investigations occupicd about half an hour, at
the end of which timme Stanler Dare was at liberty to go
whore ha pleased. As Jim the Tracker was marched off
between bwo constables, he turned to Darc with a laugh of
dorision. He was a ecool, easy-going scoundrel, who secmed
to care Litfle for the fact that he was arrcsted,

“You have been nicoly dished,” he said. * Neat irick,
wasn't it ¥

“I'm afraid you won’t goin much by il,” replied Dare,

Jim the Tracker shrugged his shoulders, but the conatables
hustled him along too quickly to allow of him makinl;: 3
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further retort. Thev had barely gobt into the strest w
MacAndrew retarned.

“ What luck " asked Dare,

“1 was able tap troce them az Far as the wharl” replicd
the professor. * They had driven in a four-wheelod bugpy
that far, but frae that point I lost all frace o' taem.”

“ How was the fidet™

€ Just turned. Tt is on the ebh noon"™

“ Then the chances oare they have gone down stream,”
said Dare. * Anyway, I'll pet hold of a boat and go & fow
miles down stream, keeping a sharp look-out on each aide.
You had better make a cast round the outskirts of the town,
in case they have not taken to the river.”

Leaving instructions with the hotel manager to retain thear
rooms during their absence, which would be of uncertain
duration of time, MacAndrew and Stanlexy Daro quitred the
International on the treil of the Lkidwappers.

- L} L L}

At about six o'cleck on the following evening, a man with
a stubbly beard and wnwashed face came to a8 halt ab the
edge of a small clearing, in the centre of which wnz
strongly-built timber “ shanty,”

The man, whose keen eves took in evary detail of his sure-
roundings with a couple of swift, comprehanaive glances,
was arrayed in a red fannel shirt, a pair of very much worn
buckskin brecches, riding-boots that had seen betler dasvs,
and n soft felt hat. He carried his *awag " strapped acropss
his shoulders, and the butt of a revelver showed once out
of his side pocket, but he hastily concealed it again.

The hut was situated about & guarter of & mwile from the
river, at that part of it known as the Whirlpoel Rench, Tt
wag shodowed by giant gum-trees, A thin wreath of smoke
curled up from the chimney, but beyond that there was vn
sign. that the hut was inhaldted. Tha *asandownse"
walked across the clearing and rapped at the door

As no answer was given to the first saummons, the sun-
downer, who was no other than Stanley Dare in a clever
disguise, hammered at the door again.

This time it was opened, and a voiee anarled ouk:

*YWho are you, and what do you want here ¥

Stanley Dare looked squarely at the speaker, and hLe
thought that in all his life he had nover seen & face in which
s0 much concentrated evil lurked. He waz a thin, wiry man,
with sandy hair and a small moustache of the zame colour.
ITis eves had a *fiend-
15t ' expression in them
—no other word can de-
sceribe at,

{Uneca before the voung
detective  had  looked
nto aves like those and
that  waes  when  the
shrouded face had ap-
peared ab the window of
the Dwolphin Inn ot
Southwark. IFrom tho
eves ne glanced down at
j the man’s feet., and saw
what he expacied to ses
— sorme  accident  had
rontracted one of the
tendons  of  the leg,
shortentng the limb in a
slight degree, so that
the man walked with a
lunp.

fAmother long fusials
ment of this thrllling
defectfive story mext
Tuesday. Pleszge order
your “Magnet” io ad-
vaace. Price One Penay,)

“THE CGREYFRIARS'
FLIGHT.”

s An gogcial oppoertunilby for advsn.
~— tuare comes to th: chnme of drey-
; friars, and yoo canbe sure that Harry

VWharton & Co. take full adrantage

of the chance for fan,

In = Ths Grevirlass" Flight,"”
FRANE RICHAEDY lakes m higher
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